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A new period of being in love had begun, a new year of exchanging letters. Maja lived 
200 kilometres away, still with her parents – better than the 1000 kilometres separating me 
from Nathali: Woman was getting closer. The love affair at a distance was different from the 
period with Nathali, however. It didn’t take long before Maja wrote that she had a boy friend 
– and it appeared she had him already before and during our “unplanned” meeting on 
Ameland. And yet, she quite liked to get my letters and write back. In December (1983), 
when she was just about to become 17, she wrote that now, after my last letter to her, she had 
fallen in love with me. And that she felt confused about this. She asked: “How is this 
possible, being in love with two persons at the same time?” In a way, this was an exclamation 
mark and not a question. But, anyhow, since i didn’t understand Duality yet, i couldn’t have 
answered my Maja in a sensible way. I couldn’t have explained her yet that she, like most 
women were, was divided in Two. In one kind of man she looked for the lower human realms 
with an, in the end impersonal, need to be physically near and to ‘consume’ sex, find safety 
and have fights for power. In the higher realms, she looked for another type of man who, in 
the first place, could grant her love and a feeling of being loved and valued, but also could 
provide consciousness, and who she could adore, look up to and have a feeling of 
togetherness or unity, who was stronger than her, not primarily in the physical sense but in the 
sense of wisdom. 

Indeed, i wasn’t so sure if she was in love with her boyfriend and, honestly, i didn’t 
feel she was. The splits was a reflection and manifestation of her own feelings, or in general 
of being torn in Two. What she meant was: ‘I am physically with one boy, and in love with 
another. How come? What to do? Help.’ 

Answering her ‘questions’ – or responding to her scream for help, for clarity, for a 
deeper form of Safety than the one her ‘lover’ could offer her – was by no means easy. It 
would become an important part of my life work. I could have written Maja that, respectfully, 
i didn’t feel her love for her lover. Only, this would look like as if i was just trying to get 
Maja for myself. And this was, perhaps surprisingly, not true at all. ‘I’ only Wanted – if i can 
use the word ‘Wanted’ at all – Nature to Happen. If Maja – or in general Woman – felt Love 
for me, or at least more (or a deeper) Love for me than for him or for any other boy or man, 
then – and, ultimately, only then – ‘I’, or Nature, Wanted us to be Together. It was not about 
us what we wanted – for ourselves. It Was About What Love Wanted – Love that, in the end, 
also included the Lower Spheres. 

Unfortunately, i couldn’t formulate these things so clearly yet, which was not 
unrelated to the fact that my overview of things was far from manifest in me yet. I always felt 
the truth somewhere but my Seeing function was not developed and certainly not connected 
to the earth yet. 

I always made sure i, in every letter, wrote something ‘sweet’ or, anyhow, something 
(or a few things) that showed my feelings for her. This happened by itself. And then i added a 
lot of unnecessary stuff around it, including some things about ‘the rest of my life’, so that, 
now that she knew more about it, our lives overlapped at least a little more, were more 
connected. Maja’s first letter to me smelt very strongly of musk. The smell never left. It has 
survived decades. I didn’t understand the sense of putting the smell in the letter but the effect 
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was that i associated this fragrance now very much with Maja, like striped t-shirts with the 
girl in England. The difference was that i didn’t go to college with this odour on my body but 
i still wore striped t-shirts. 

In March 1984 Maja wrote me that their class had a three-day trip to Groningen. In 
fact, they stayed somewhere else, in Midlaren, 15 kilometres further. She asked me if i would 
like to meet, for she thought that there would be one possibility at some point in their 
program. Suddenly, very good news. I certainly wanted to see her – i was dying for her. 
Aided by the abominable girl quality at sociology, i was dying for a girl but especially and 
most of all for Maja. 

In April we met. Maja didn’t sneakily cancel at last minute as Nathali had done, and 
Iris too in fact. And so, we saw each other again after nine months in the centre of Groningen 
at the Martini Kerkhof right under the Martini tower, which was a relatively quiet place in the 
usual hell of the city. Having grown slightly older she was still the same attractive girl. She 
had chosen a ‘neutral’ place for our meeting and, apparently, she didn’t dare to be alone with 
me, as she had arranged for a girlfriend to accompany us. For Maja this made the meeting 
easier, for me more difficult. I felt a bit uncomfortable. Love hadn’t ordered the girlfriend. 
How many roundabouts, side-doors and other escape routes existed and were willingly used 
to protect oneself against love, to postpone it, so as to keep dreaming about love, hoping for 
it, and to be able to continue writing love-letters. 

Maja had to check me out, somehow. And i passed the test, somehow. When her class 
biked back to where they were staying, they passed the entrance of my street and Maja left the 
group and turned left onto my street. How brave. Alone with me in my room, while having a 
boy friend – although he was somewhere else. Well, brave… i considered myself to be very 
different from other boys, almost in another world. And i thought girls would know this, they 
could see this in one glance, feel it immediately. I was convinced that a girl didn’t need to be 
afraid of me at all. I respected her 100 per cent. I didn’t want anything of her. I was not a 
slave to my hormones that were not mine. I mention this because i felt in Maja what i felt in 
most girls, namely the conviction that ‘man’ is after sex. 

For me, however, it was simply self-evident that if Love turned out to be not strong 
enough, we would split up. And if it was strong, we’d be together as lovers, so i thought in 
my simplicity and naivety – for always together, as far as i was concerned. Even though i 
should have been at least a bit experienced by then, i still had no idea why, for heaven’s sake, 
boy and girl or man and woman would split once they had found each other. If Love was 
Clear, Obvious, Perceptible, Undeniable, why make an end to it. I had no idea. 

I overlooked, however, what really scared Woman off: the mirror. I didn’t Realize yet 
that a girl or a woman started seeing herself when she saw me, when she was in my presence. 
I didn’t know that something like this could be and, in fact, was related to the girls leaving me 
when they had got a bit closer. They, or at least part of them, preferred a sac of mud that 
didn’t reflect so well or not at all. I didn’t know about mirrors. Nobody had told me about it. I 
had to discover everything – life itself – by myself. 

Indeed, i grew up in an environment where matter, molecules, genes, DNA, hormones 
were presented as the basics of life, without even mentioning Consciousness – a subject much 
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too difficult and unknown for materialists. That is, usually implicitly or sometimes explicitly, 
Consciousness was considered to be derived from the just mentioned biological heroes. It was 
an environment that discouraged everyone from going deeper into Life Itself, from Feeling It, 
Seeing It and Consciously Becoming It, but which instead encouraged us daily to abstract 
from It, to merely observe life, all the separate parts, and to make calculations and 
combinations of these different parts, especially those parts used for fulfilling our desires, 
which should be cultivated instead of ‘arrested’ or, rather, recognized to be illusory and often 
damaging. In this environment i had to discover Life Itself on my own. No complaint here. 
Just the earthly reality. 

The challenge in this cold reality was not to let myself be Killed by it – which i saw 
happening to most people to a considerable degree, usually already when they were (very) 
small – but to Stand, if not Stand against it, then at least in it. To Be Alive within the Death. 
Who wanted to look in the mirror, to face his or her ‘own’ impersonal deadness, to face being 
deafened by this deluding world of form that, ultimately, did not really consist of form. I was 
far from being a perfect Mirror yet – as Consciousness had failed yet to Manifest Itself in this 
Body – but, certainly, i was already a mirror. I was so open that i took over and on me 
people’s unconscious cramps. Without Consciousness, without the Overview, this was almost 
the same as heading for disaster, or for breakdown at least. The Body has its limits. It cannot 
relentlessly store people’s cramps without releasing and giving things back, without 
Transcending the energetic cramps and the related illusions. 

Society, my studies, caused me to pay less and less attention to what i Felt, however, 
and more and more attention to what seemed to be more important – or: important, that is: the 
head, the brains with their logic, reasoning, thinking, learning, abstracting, solving self-
created ‘problems’. Growing up with my parents in a safe environment that was relatively 
free from the biggest cramps of society, from the cramp that society is, in fact, still, i had 
managed to survive up until then. Now in my twenties, it seemed to become too much. I 
became increasingly overwhelmed by ‘shit’: difficult energies, that my body couldn’t digest. 
Society only taught me to absorb, more and more, more and more forms, forms of lies 
presented as reality, while in fact they were a – separate and separating – view on reality, far 
from Reality Itself. My Body had its limits in absorbing ‘Lie’. Being so open combined with 
my inner and ‘conscious’ decision not to become angry any more, not to give back, was quite 
unhealthy. 

 
There we sat in my little room upstairs. This time there was no girlfriend to support 

her not looking in the mirror, not feeling herself, her difficult feelings that would come sooner 
or later anyway – and in my presence: sooner. This time it was Maja who felt uncomfortable, 
and i would have been more at ease there with just the two of us – if she hadn’t felt 
uncomfortable. I took over her discomfort and tried to make her feel as relaxed as possible. 
Usually a mirror isn’t good at this, he is ‘just’ a stupid mirror. I made and served the tea as if 
this were a normal meeting, as if, seemingly speaking just for myself, Man and Woman were 
not dying to unite – and i don’t mean especially in a physical way. 
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There we sat. I knew this situation well from my few visits to Liz. The progress since 
then was that now i could talk, not just about an important subject but even about irrelevant 
things meanwhile beating about the bush – not about how much i loved her, but still, i had 
made a progress, at least in the appearance, of submitting to Woman’s world in being able and 
willing to talk about nothing so as to give a girl time and space to observe me, feel me, learn 
me, to become slowly and secretly aware of whether or not this was the man she felt she 
could Unite with or at least wanted to be with, in a practical sense as well. I started learning – 
only a bit – that life functioned this way, that woman needs time to discover what ‘man’, in 
principle, knows immediately.1 

When i saw Maja for the first time, this first shot, this imprint was enough for me to 
know her, or rather to know that we could – if not should – be Together, Unite, Be One, even 
though this was a reflection of her own (deeper) feeling about me fitting her. For Woman it 
seemed to take a whole lifetime before this shot could become conscious in her. She seemed 
to need all kinds of forms to show her plusses and minuses regarding the man in question. All 
these plusses and minuses would lead to an unclear conclusion, to a decision that was always, 
inherently, temporary and dissatisfactory. There was always another side. If Maja decided that 
it seemed better not to be with me, she would miss me, my heart. She would miss my total 
embrace of her. She would miss my sincere Love for her. She would miss the boy who could 
and was willing to selflessly and continuously ‘meditate’ her, as i called it later. She would 
miss being taken completely in me, in the Heart. 

If she decided to be with me – for the moment – she would start longing for her safe 
unconsciousness, for not being touched, for her difficult world in which there was at least no 
light shining on the inner trouble, for a life without a mirror that made her more aware of and 
feel her difficulties, her duality, her being torn, her unwanted feelings that life had given her 
in its terrible justice. Whatever she chose, it would be ‘wrong’, unsatisfactory, not One but 
one of the two, one of the many. For me as Man it was so much simpler. I didn’t see any 
problems. If Love was there, i thought, all possible problems are peanuts in the face of That. 
They are irrelevant, surmountable. I was not busy with possible problems in the future, with 
possible difficult feelings now or later. Love was my experience. I didn’t understand 
problems. I was not even aware of their existence. My reality was problem-less. And it took 
me still many years to find out that Woman’s perception of reality is totally different from 
mine. Without (Feeling) Heart in it, everything becomes problematic, inherently, by 
definition. How far were our worlds from each other. How endlessly far away was my, Man’s 
World of Oneness – of ‘everything is Already One’ – from Woman’s world of Separation, of 
forms and parts. I didn’t get this. Maja came too early, it seemed. Would she have patience 
with me? Could i be at least her secret hope? 
                                                
1 For Man as the One it is much easier, in principle: He doesn’t have to find the One in a woman, 

like Woman needs to find the One in a man. Although a bit oversimplified, for the sake of an 
overview one could say that one of ‘the many’ seems sufficient for him to connect to the Earth via 
Woman. Woman cannot connect to the Heavens when a man has no natural Connection and no 
access to this. Man’s demands regarding the opposite sex are, naturally, incomparably smaller than 
Woman’s demands, if it makes sense at all to speak of demands in man’s case. 



Azar Baksh – Autobiography – Fourth Section (p. 171-222) 

 175 

I must say that Maja managed not to leave immediately. Still, it was a pity she didn’t 
feel like talking about her boy-friend, which was not an unimportant subject. Even when it 
was not mentioned it was in the room, in the air. In principle, when she had felt the space for 
it – that i couldn’t yet provide, it seemed – she could have told me what she had told me only 
many years later, how she had been turned out of the car by her boy-friend somewhere on the 
highway in the middle of nowhere and left behind. He had done this because Maja had 
complained to him about his friend putting his hands on her breasts when they sat next to each 
other on the back seat. Maja’s boy friend got very angry at her complaint about the unwanted 
assault:  

“Whatever is mine is my friend’s too. If you don’t like this, you’re out.” To make his 
point clear, and show that he was serious, he stopped the car and threw Maja out. 

It seemed i was not ready yet to hear these kind of love stories, or else Maja would 
have told me right away. I guess i would have broken my ‘vow’ not to become angry 
anymore. Or, otherwise, some tears might have appeared in my eyes, not only because of the 
sad thing done to someone i loved – again, another world to me, that some nasty thing like 
this could happen – but because of some realization or intuition of how sad it is in the world 
in general, that Maja and many many other girls and women had to be with a man who is 
capable of such behaviour, such an attitude, such a terrible lack of respect and, especially, of 
love. How sad that girls had to be with – and even be intimate with – these men and couldn’t 
be with someone like me, if there were more of my kind, which, in the course of time, turned 
out to be at least not abundantly so. How sad that a beautiful girl like Maja seems sentenced 
to stay in love with her boyfriend after he had done such a dirty trick to her. How could a girl 
– most girls at least – ever learn then, if not by experience? 

I didn’t feel any blame towards Maja because she was with a boy-friend who could 
not love her, and not with me – yet. I never blamed the reality of a girl or woman – even 
though their perspective, their way of experiencing reality, seemed weird to me. If Love was 
available why not ‘take’ it, or at least associate with it. But, to be honest, i’m ‘afraid’ that at 
that moment, during that period - and it would last for quite some years still – i was still rather 
highly pleased with my – also true: – huge love for Woman (in the form of ‘girl’) that was 
now directed at Maja, more intensely than at anyone else so far. Or, rather, i’m ‘afraid’ that 
this, feeling my Love for ‘girl’, was more in the foreground than that i could let myself be 
Touched on a Deeper level by Woman’s Drama, Her apparent incapability to Allow or 
integrate Love into Her life. Well, i’m not afraid of this, it was just true. Let’s say Love was 
not Strong enough yet on an earthly Level to be Sacrificed into the world of un-Love. 
Potentially it was Strong enough, but i had to be prepared for it. 

After an hour or so we had been long enough together in my room that my – yet 
unconscious – mirror function started working and manifesting itself somewhat. I started 
yawning. Maja’s association with a man whose heart was far from being present, but also 
Maja’s ‘own’ Natural Association as Woman with the Darkness – or Unconsciousness – of 
the Earth, made me yawn. I hadn’t met this female energy before, the combination of such a 
deep Longing beyond herself for ‘Me’, for ‘my’ all-absorbing – though not manifested yet – 
Heart and not being able to give in to it at all, to share at least something of it with me. 
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Maja said she would go now. I felt disappointment but what could i do. I couldn’t and 
didn’t want to stop or persuade her to stay. It seemed we couldn’t come any more close 
physically. What a pity. I brought her to the main street and explained her how she should 
bike to where she was staying 15 kilometres further away. It was raining but this didn’t 
matter, she said. We gave a kiss on the lips and she left. What a moment, the Kiss of 
Goodbye. I looked at her biking away all along the long straight road. She became smaller 
and smaller and smaller. I couldn’t move until the dot was totally gone finally. 

Later Maja wrote me that she thought i was bored with her as i started yawning and 
therefore she had left. She didn’t want to be a burden for me. God, i hated this 
misunderstanding. I didn’t understand misunderstandings anyway. Why was Love screwed up 
by some stupid misinterpretation, by interpretation. Maja, why couldn’t you Feel me, my 
Heart, instead of interpreting. Why had you forgotten all my words in my letters to you. Did 
you assume i was lying or not serious. Why were you so uncertain about yourself. Why not 
attune to me then, for certainty. Why couldn’t you Feel my Love for you in a Direct way, why 
not Directly Feel your Love for me. Why would Love be in need of interpretation. Why 
couldn’t i make things clear to you. Why was timidity ruling and screwing up the world of 
Love. Why was Love Itself not ruling. What was wrong with Nature. Why couldn’t we just 
say how much we loved each other and fall into each other’s arms. What was all this 
misunderstanding about for heaven’s sake. If it was not about yawning it was because of 
something else. What a waste. What a chance wasted. What a great Love wasted. What a sin. 

Biking home that little distance i just made it on time. I ran upstairs, still tried to sit 
down in my chair and burst out crying. Four and a half year after Iris this was the second time 
i cried because of a girl. This time was different though. My entire body felt weakened during 
this crying. And it was much more intense, it was full crying. I, my whole body, was in it, in 
the crying. It lasted much longer. I felt so very very remorseful that she was gone and that we 
couldn’t come any closer than we did, that somehow we couldn’t be together, as Nature 
asked, if not ordered, us to do. It was such a Simple Order and we couldn’t do it. Only in our 
letters, from a distance, we could express our Love, and even then most of it lay behind our 
words. How could we be so resistant, so obstructive, so very unfaithful. I didn’t get it. I didn’t 
get it. I didn’t get it and i was crying my heart out. This sentence came again and again and to 
my surprise i even said it aloud in between the sounds of my weeping: 

“What to do now. What can i do. I cannot do it without you. How can i live without 
you.” And the crying went on again. 

 Amazingly, almost from one moment to another, i didn’t feel any sense in living any 
more now that Maja had left. This was the end. I had never met something like this before. I 
had only been slightly touched by the, apparent, leaving of Iris, but that was not comparable 
to this extent and depth. The drama was obviously much deeper now. It had touched and 
entered my body. 

My body continued crying until all the tension had left it. Again and again i thought: 
‘this is it, it’s over now’ and then a next wave of grief and misery, of feeling separate and 
abandoned, came through my body. And on it went. Finally, then, i sat there again in my 
chair, staring in front of me, in the far distance of my little room, my little prison, looking 
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where Maja had sat, looking at the empty place. She was still there and she was not. 
Maddening. Why was her Body not here, why only our Love without form. I touched the 
cushion on which Maja had sat. And again i sat down in my own chair, gazing at nothing. It 
loomed before me. It was clear. The world would never be the same again. This was not a 
normal feeling of (big) pity that i lost someone, a great girl. These were not normal tears; they 
were much bigger than me. 

For the first time, i was able to let myself be so deeply touched by a girl and her inner 
dual struggle that i could feel the words spoken while crying as sincerely as if they were mine 
– spoken totally naturally despite the fact that i had never felt, let alone said, anything like 
that. Having Gone in between the Universal Legs and, not unrelated, having met a girl that, 
whether she liked it or not, Loved me, i could, in principle, Feel Woman’s Drama now 
directly from within. I could Feel Woman’s Separation from Man(’s Heart) as Her Source, 
Feel how the Form must ‘Feel’ ever since it had, seemingly, Left the Formless, how Eve 
could not return in Adam any more, how it made life senseless to Her, how She could only 
reproduce Herself in the hope that, once, the Return would happen in the end. 

I had to be Touched, by Love, but Touched in the earthy Realms. The Touch had to be 
Connected to the physical manifestation of it in human Bodies. Or should i say: to the lack of 
this, to the Separation, the great distance between Love and the bodily manifestation of It on 
earth. What an emptiness i felt – what a yawning emptiness after Maja had left. How could i 
have realized that Maja had humbly offered me the emptiness that was normal to her, that she 
was used to although never truly at ease with since this was impossible – the emptiness that 
was her world and that she had to fill with all kinds of things, forms, activities, people, so that 
at least it would seem to be something – a mosaic of forms – even though it still didn’t Feel 
like Something, it still didn’t Feel True. 

I didn’t know about this emptiness. It was not My World. Maja offered me, found me 
– after confessing in my letters to her that i liked her so much – worthy of a chance, to get to 
know her world, the world of almost everybody, to all appearances. She Asked me to do 
Something with it. She said she didn’t want to live like that. We Communicated without 
words. Woman could not directly say, nor hear, the truth. In turn, i could not, or hardly, speak 
if it wouldn’t be True, even though i could adjust a bit now. Still, without words being used, 
my Body Responded. I had started taking over Woman’s ‘normal’ state, which only in 
relatively rare moments would She admit to. Her sense of separation, Her experience of the 
world as consisting of ‘herself’ and ‘others’ – i was also an ‘other’ to her – had reached me 
and i could feel it now as if it was my own. Indeed. Although not strongly yet, from then on 
there were a few times i was able to feel a ‘sort of loneliness’ when, for instance, i felt like 
meeting a friend and, biking through the city, found one friend after the other not home, 
which made me return home in the end, alone, empty-handed. Before this last event with 
Maja i could not have imagined it was possible to feel this way. 

During and after crying over Maja’s departure, in that despair, it felt like a little part of 
my heart was ripped out: Woman. And it hurt. It hurt. I would have to Bring that part back 
somehow. But the part itself didn’t know about all this, that it had left and that it Wanted to 
Return. The whole Drama happened in the dark, in Unconsciousness. This fact didn’t make it 
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all easier, if not almost hopeless. She didn’t want Her Wanting to be open in the light. In the 
dark of Unconsciousness, however, the Reunion was not possible. 

Woman Wanted something from me – my Heart, as i would call it later – to be Able to 
Return (in)to It, but She didn’t dare to ask for it, not openly. When she openly asked it, She 
felt as if the Heart would leave that very moment rather than knowing It had left much earlier, 
as long ago as She could unconsciously Remember. It was up to me to Feel it, to become 
aware of What She couldn’t say, What She didn’t Know, but What was the First and in the 
end Only Thing She Wanted, the Only Thing That was no-thing. She could, in principle, get 
every little or even big thing She wanted in this world, She was clever, She could manipulate 
things in such a way that sooner or later Her desires would be fulfilled – but not this One 
Thing. Man’s Heart. 

Woman Wanted something from me and here i was, wholly willing to respond to that 
Call and yet, it could not be given: something was in the way. This Wanting of Woman, what 
WAS this? It seemed She missed something – Heart – and the half-conscious awareness of this 
made Her Long and Ask without words. Instead of Being.  

This Wanting… a kind of desperate Wanting…  
When i was seventeen, i remembered, i went with Dick to a summer camp on 

Ameland. Somehow, i had said yes to his request to join him, although summer camps were 
not my thing. It was the year in between going on holiday with my parents and going with 
friends and my brother. The first time i went to Ameland and i didn’t get it why people went 
there when Terschelling existed, just one island further, you could easily see it from the tip of 
the island. The summer camp was not long after the event of lying with Britt on the driveway. 
To be honest, when we had arrived and i started assessing the damage – in other words, to 
see-feel what kind of people had signed in and with whom i would be ‘locked up’ for a whole 
week – i had the uncomfortable feeling that, for whatever strange reason – but, at least, it was 
clear that an obvious mistake had been made that could not be fixed any more – i had landed 
in a group of young mentally defective people, with a few exceptions. Understandably, the 
others didn’t seem to have this problem. Unconsciousness doesn’t see itself as a problem – 
just like stones have no problem with themselves. People have no idea what people who are, 
by their nature, more conscious, have to bear in this world, meeting Unconsciousness every 
day through people – even though it is, in principle, not too difficult to simply see this in their 
faces and body language despite the fact that they try to hide their sensitivity, try not to be a 
mirror too obviously. Unconsciousness is Pain. The ones who are more conscious need to 
balance between not losing their consciousness and not estranging from this world. Meeting 
the painful world their consciousness grows; if only because of this perspective one shouldn’t 
become (too) unworldly. 

One day the camp would be over and life could continue again, was my positive 
attitude for the week lying ahead. One of the exceptions was the group leader Vera who 
guided the group together with her man, who was another exception. 

We played some game outside with the whole group of teenagers. Part of the game 
was that we needed to hide ourselves. No problem. There were enough bushes and trees 
enough in the forest. At a certain point, i walked near a bush fully covered with its own big 
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leaves. Also because it was already quite dark you wouldn’t see anyone in there when he or 
she hid in that bush. There was someone. My name was whispered. It was soft. A woman’s 
voice: “Maarten… Maarten…” I listened three times before i was – 99 % - sure that my first 
intuition had been right: it was the voice of Vera. It made me warm, this call from the bushes 
where Vera must have hidden. But it was not the pleasant kind feeling of being warm; it was 
the same feeling as when Brigitte had asked me five years earlier whether i liked it that she 
was also there on holiday. I preferred to feel cool, as men do. There was a pressure in my 
head, the blood pounding. I felt increasingly restless, with every call of my name and this 
became even more obvious in the silence afterwards in which life seemed to depend on me. I 
mean, it seemed that i had to decide something. In the dark. Without knowing. Should i just 
blindly follow the call…? 

I could almost not believe it, because Vera was in her thirties, i was seventeen. And 
this calling, this voice, this sensual timbre, was not meant to talk about the weather. I had 
already found Britt old, and she was nineteen. Moreover, Vera was here with her man who 
was somewhere else in the forest: ‘love’ was a madhouse. It was true, i couldn’t deny the 
energy of the call. It was the same as when Britt wanted me, even though every girl or woman 
seemed to give a bit of her own twist. Now i got it suddenly, why Vera, in the group inside 
our lodging, looked a few times at me so intensely i didn’t know what to do any more. 

I was attracted to go there, in the bush, and see what had to happen there in the almost 
complete dark. Perhaps the full and beautiful lips of Vera – exactly like Barbara Streisand’s – 
would be pressed against mine. Her hands would go over my body, which was quite pleasant 
as i had experienced with the previous girls. But i was repulsed at the same time. There was 
something in this desire that was a bit scary somehow, but ‘repulsive’ is probably a better 
word here. I couldn’t get it, what this was about. The result of these two opposite movements 
– only much later recognized as the two poles of Woman’s Duality – was anyhow that i kept 
standing there a while. Vera was quite a nice lady in fact, even somewhat pretty with a really 
beautiful, feminine, smile on her face when some situation triggered it. And yet, somehow i 
seemed to be in touch with a – totally irrational and, therefore, at that time rejected2 – feeling 
of getting swallowed by her if i allowed her to ‘grab’ or have me. Wasn’t this why it didn’t 
work out with girls up till then? Wasn’t i Strong enough yet not to be Swallowed by Woman’s 
Wanting of me? Didn’t She leave me because of that, because i was not Strong enough not to 
be Swallowed? Did She still need Me – the Potential of Man – here on earth? Did She Know 
more than i did, that the fulfilment of this Deeper Need was not possible when (also) i would 
be used, swallowed by (a) Woman, like Vera for instance, when i would be ‘sucked out’, 
depleted from Heart-Force, before my time? Was it Woman’s ‘Plan’ Behind the scene to 
preserve me for my later, important, Work with Her? Or was it, in fact, My Own Male ‘Plan’, 
My Own Inner Overview that was not bathing yet in Consciousness? Wasn’t it for nothing 

                                                
2 I may already write quite some passages about the Heart, and the Process of Heart was leading me 

in the background, indeed; in the foreground, and as far as i assumed, i was, more and more, 
rationalistic, a son of my parents, not yet the Son of the Heart – even though my parents had more 
Heart than they were conscious of. 
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that i did not go into the bush after all, despite the strong pull to go there and let nature do its 
work – although, theoretically, it might be just the ‘lower nature’? Wasn’t it for nothing that, 
two years later, i had lost my hard-on, just enough so that i could not physically penetrate 
Pandora eventually? Did everything in the land of love have a strange opposite effect of what 
seemed to be the case? Didn’t penetrating mean, on a deeper level of reality: losing 
something, being sucked out? 

Be that as it may, hadn’t, beyond the face of it, my Male Heart, with its (still hidden) 
Overview, already proven or at least shown itself to be Stronger than the lower, sexual realm 
of life that ‘i’ had always tried to avoid or that i had been kept away from? Was the Nature of 
the Heart not Stronger than nature? Or should this be tested, indeed, over and over – because 
Woman can’t trust Man, or not so easily to say the very least? 

To Maja i didn’t feel a trace of aversion. Somehow this Want was not the issue with 
her. Perhaps it was somewhere in her too, but until then it hadn’t come to the, perceptible, 
surface – simply because Love was Stronger. In Maja it was not so much this Want that i felt, 
but its aspect of despair was something i felt in her anyway. She didn’t give a form to ‘the 
Want’ – she didn’t release it. 

I left the bush behind, Vera’s Want, the lips of Barbara Streisand. 
 
After the (sort of) failure of our meeting, Maja still wrote me one or two letters and 

from then on in she didn’t respond. She had disappeared. What to do with this, when the one i 
loved most, like crazy, was gone, unavailable, untraceable, and perhaps – partly – unwilling, 
but at the same time, beyond what seemed to be the case, Willing, Calling. Did i prefer the 
Call above the Want, indeed? 

Life just went on without the one i loved? Well, not without a wound anyway. It’s true 
that after a while, as time passed by, Maja increasingly disappeared out of my daily 
awareness. The wound stayed. A deeper memory of Maja didn’t vanish either. As ‘my’ Heart 
was with me every day, so was Maja, even when i didn’t think of her. 

I couldn’t reach Maja any more through writing her – e-mail didn’t exist yet, by the 
way. There was nothing to do but respect her ending our communication, even though it 
didn’t really feel like a considered, self-confident, definite end. It didn’t take long now that, in 
this lack of sharing my love with a girl, i started writing ‘books’, that is: manuscripts – 
although at secondary school, when i couldn’t have cared less about school any more, i had 
already written some stuff in a kind of live diary during the lessons, just some silly notes. 
Almost all of the manuscripts, certainly the first four of them, had ‘love’ as their theme. I had 
to be busy with love. Without love, one becomes crazy. Of course, i wasn’t busy with love so 
as not to become crazy. Love was the driving Force of everything. Without it one might as 
well be dead, or one was dead. 

It wasn’t my goal to publish the manuscripts. I just had to share my love, to give at 
least a form to it, limited as that was on paper – but also as a counter force to ‘society’s’ not 
unsuccessful attempt to make me into a walking mind. If i couldn’t meet a girl of flesh and 
blood, then at least i would meet her in my imagination. No hard, earthly reality could prevent 
this from happening. I suspect the quality of those writings alternated between bad and very 
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bad. By the end of my twenties i was strongly ‘kicked up’ into the mind, due to a combination 
of lack of physical and general contact with ‘girl’ as i should have according to my Nature, 
spending the greater part of the day in the mind studying books, and saying goodbye to 
emotions – or to anger, in fact. This goodbye was part of the Female Ascending Force that i 
was unconsciously confronted with when i met girls – and boys – and in general this world. 

All this resulted in the fact that my writings were unreadable by then. There was one 
voluminous book i had written by the end of my twenties and that i had sent to no less than 17 
publishers in Holland, called “De Tussentijd” (The meantime). It got the severe criticism of a 
publisher who was so kind to take the effort to respond to me: “An unbridled attack machine. 
Pity, because you have something to say.” Finding a form for what i ‘had to say’ – or give 
directly – was difficult for me, indeed. This had to happen via Woman, as it turned out later, 
but that wasn’t Clear to me. I thought in terms of individuals, not Processes that happen in 
Relation. The more or deeper one is associated with Heart, the more Relation is important. 
The Heart Is Relation. It doesn’t define itself. 

At University things moved slowly on. The third year came to an end. The books 
continued being boring, despite their interesting content which missed out on Life. Our band 
had a gig every now and then. This was much closer to Life. Music got what books didn’t 
have, and all the more when we made the music ourselves. It was a strange experience 
somehow when, at a performance, people suddenly started dancing to our music, and that en 
masse. I say ‘strange’ because of the estranging connection between, on one hand, inventing 
something, here: writing a song and performing it, and, on the other hand, people moving to 
it, their bodies making all kinds of movements, slow, fast, absurd, beautiful, ugly. Our music 
set this in motion. It was more than just making a line, a connection to the earth: it was as if 
two different worlds appear to be one world suddenly. And yet there was some 
misunderstanding. These worlds were not really one (yet). People were fooled. The Heart that 
‘i’ put in the music was not recognized. They recognized only the energy in the music and 
this is what seemed to make them move. Beyond myself i Wanted the Heart to touch them, to 
move them – with or without dancing, this didn’t matter. This energy in my songs which they 
liked was not my gift, not what i really had to give here on earth.  

Of course, it didn’t make sense to, in any way, blame the public for not recognizing 
the Heart in my music – not only because blaming was one of the most stupid things 
humanity had ever ‘invented’ (or submitted to) so far; but even more because, and to be 
honest, it was not easy to simply detect the Heart in my music at the time, as the core of it. It 
didn’t express Itself so obviously as later on. No, it was rather that because of having 
‘success’ i became aware that, despite this, something in me was not (yet) satisfied and was 
triggered to become aware of itself: what is it then, that i wanted. Who was i, if, for instance 
and as i had discovered now, making people dance was not satisfactory, having success with 
music was not it. It’s true, i preferred them to appreciate my complex songs instead of the 
easy danceable ones. This came already closer to Me, who i Felt i Was. 

So i could only partly participate in Dick’s and Wouter’s enthusiasm about our gig 
and the successful evening. It’s not that i was totally blind to or insensitive to the pleasant 
feeling of what the energy in a song could evoke; only, this ‘pleasure’ should somehow be 
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embedded in the whole song, in the Whole, as far as i was concerned, and not be a separate 
kick of energy that quite a lot of music provided. My band colleagues were especially 
enthusiastic about the fact that the entire dance floor was crowded with dancing women. Not 
surprisingly so, since we had been contracted by a local woman’s club. It seemed they got a 
bit horny from a few young ‘unspoiled’ boys performing suddenly in their territory, boys who 
brought some male touch and energy to the whole thing. 

But i didn’t see the point nor joy of getting all these female bodies moving. All that 
moving flesh, what was the use. If there was no Maja, or at least no other nice girl in the 
public, what was the sense of it. And even if such a girl that could inspire me in whatever 
way, were there, and i wouldn’t be able to Touch her, then what was the sense of the whole 
thing. To me the music we made had an intrinsic value and it didn’t need to be approved by 
(the fact of) moving bodies or need approval in whatever form, although i was certainly not 
against this. 

We got an invitation to record a song in a professional studio. Together with other 
bands we would appear on a compilation L.P. This was great. This was a challenge that i 
really liked, even though we got a time limit of maximum 4 minutes – absurd, but better than 
nothing. We didn’t have such short songs. Only one came close, one without drums, albeit 
with cymbals here and there. We had to choose this one, “In my tree”, the text written by my 
brother. I prepared everything perfectly, made an arrangement for extra voices (that i would 
sing myself too, next to the lead vocal) and arranged every single note we would play. It was 
an impressive studio in a renovated farm in the North of Holland; the huge mixer console was 
especially impressive. That i partly screwed up the song was not due to a lack of preparation – 
or talent – but a lack of experience with technical considerations, possibilities and 
impossibilities. I was very disappointed when i heard the result. What could have been a 
stepping stone to a bigger public, to, who knows, a life as professional musicians earning our 
income through gigs and selling records – perhaps we would even become famous, although, 
as far as i was concerned, this would have been a side effect, not something especially 
attractive – turned into a deception, artistically as well as regarding potential follow-up 
activities. 

In the miscommunication with the technician about what was technically possible 
concerning recording and mixing – i was a real nitwit in this respect – i had understood from 
him that voices can be lengthened limitlessly. And so, when i recorded the seven voices for 
the small piece of choir i stopped singing the (long) notes half way, supposing that, when we 
did the mix together, we would lengthen the voices for as long as i had planned. I was really 
shocked when a few weeks later i learned that this lengthening was not possible. When the 
dummy had said “Of course, that’s possible”, he just meant adding ordinary reverb instead of 
actually lengthening the recorded voices. Officially, i was the dummy here – which was not 
untrue – but i was shocked by and very pissed with the lack of proper communications, that 
he could not take or at least hadn’t taken the slightest bit of effort to make contact with 
someone’s mind who clearly claimed he was a total nitwit about recording and mixing 
technological issues. I was shocked that such a stupid miscommunication could and did screw 
up a song, one that we considered important for the future of our band. I was shocked that i 
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was not allowed to re-record the voices because ‘time is money’. Recording – and mixing – in 
such a studio was crazily expensive. And anyway, there was a time limit for the whole project 
of producing the album. I could not believe that the technician-producer was apparently not 
interested in hearing how unnatural it was to stop singing in the middle of a note and had not 
taken the slight trouble to remind me if this was really how i wanted things to be. 

In addition, as it turned out later on, the lead voice was out of tune in quite a few 
places. I had never sung (or recorded) with head phones on and i felt completely drowned in 
the earlier tracks that i heard as if coming from out of a big space in which there seemed to be 
hardly a connection to the lead voice that i was singing in that moment, let alone with the 
pitch of it. I heard one thing there, another sound here. It was a mess. I didn’t know that for 
recording vocals it is better to keep one earphone off so you can properly hear yourself, 
including the pitch at which you sing. 

I felt angry and almost inconsolable. The creativity to produce a beautiful song was 
there, the preparation perfect, but stupid things like miscommunication, money and technical 
ignorance spoiled a good result. Here was a project that, unlike the dry study, possessed my 
heart and yet it still went wrong – just like the other ‘heart-project’ with Maja and in general 
with ‘girl’ went wrong, also partly due to miscommunication, it seemed, or at least to 
ignorance and unconsciousness and whatever i (and the girl) didn’t know or understand. 
Something of the heart in my voice had got on the album at least and yet, all in all, i could not 
give what i felt i had to give. The song appeared on the album but not as i had had it in mind. 
There was something in between my talent and the reception of it by ‘society’, between the 
Formless Heart and shaping it into a (proper) Form. Well, i was just a beginner in this respect. 
I had no idea how very complex and demanding this was, what it was all about in the end: 
manifesting the Heart in the world of form, if not as Form. Did i need to know ‘society’ from 
within in order for my specific gift – something that only i could create and give, which i 
preferred – to be received? I didn’t need to worry: the theme would never leave me, but i 
didn’t know that yet. 

I ‘admit’ here that at the time i was not interested in society’s role in this respect, 
society’s side of the coin as the receiver of the creation. I was totally absorbed by creation 
itself. If it had any relevance at all, (the reception of) society was rather a necessary ‘evil’. To 
me it was all about what i put in a song, something that was ungraspable, something in the 
background of what seemed to be shown. Despite the fact that i felt like giving something 
unique, the emphasis in that respect was not on ‘me’ as the producer, creator or giver of this 
something. I didn’t feel it that way. The emphasis was on that something, on the invisible 
content. My role as creator – and performer – was to present something ‘beautiful’ in the 
deepest sense as possible (as far as i was able to at the time, which is not superfluous to add), 
which meant something that touched people in their hearts as deeply as possible. It was not 
about me, the supposed creator, but about the Creation. 

The same pop organization that had come up with the idea of contributing a song to 
the compilation album invited me (and other pop musicians) to participate in a project of the 
European Community set up to enhance the cultural participation – or union, as far as this 
could go – of the various European countries. Practically, one of the programs chosen for this 
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purpose was an exchange of Dutch and Danish (pop) musicians. The 24 musicians were asked 
to form four mixed bands, create songs together and rehearse for two and a half weeks, and 
eventually, at the end of those weeks, give a few concerts before live audiences, in Arhus and 
Copenhagen, the two largest cities of Denmark. Although i had my doubts, mainly about 
housing for three weeks – being with a stranger in his or her private house for so long was not 
at all my thing – i signed up together with my friend Kevin. And we were selected, slightly to 
my surprise, although i don’t think there were many candidates. I had signed up as a singer 
and guitarist. 

Talking about ‘friend’ when i mention Kevin, this friendship seemed just like with our 
common friend Henry, at least relative. Although Kevin seemed, on the face of it, not much 
busy yet with ‘girls’, he could not resist, during one of Hemisphere’s gigs, trying to make our 
band – but especially me as the composer of the songs – ridiculous in front of a group of 
young nice girls that we knew from our village, trying to make them laugh at the expense of 
our performance. As i said, i increasingly liked long complex songs, like Rush songs often 
were, for instance. In between different parts of the songs Kevin, as the only one in the 
audience, obstinately started clapping even though he knew the song was not over but just a 
moment of silence as the transition to the next part came up, urging other people to clap as 
well, but in fact just to impress the girls and get their attention. Guys in a band are a serious 
threat to one’s chances with a nice girl in the audience. The girls laughed, indeed. And, during 
the performance, i learned again a bit about the relativity and ranking of different values. 
‘Girls’, sexuality (even when still hidden as in Kevin), seemed to almost, or actually, outrank 
every other value. 

Of course, this was no reason not to sign up with Kevin for the Denmark trip. The first 
four days were for getting acquainted. We were lodged in some kind of international school in 
Helsingor in the North East corner of Denmark not far from Sweden, which could be seen on 
the other side of the water. Students lived in-house there. It was September 1984. I had just 
become 22. What a windfall to, in this way, get more experience in the music scene and to, 
possibly, have a good and at least challenging time simultaneously. I liked challenges, if they 
weren’t too distant from where i was in my development and what i was into. On top of the 
offer each participant received, by my standard, a considerable amount of spending money. 
My apologies for the fact that this all sounds like describing a school journey, but this is 
precisely how i experienced the trip, indeed: a school journey for almost grown-ups, who 
perhaps didn’t want to grow up but rather make music till the end of times. 

At the end of the introduction days there was a concert planned with the in-house 
students as the audience. I found it strange not to, or hardly, rehearse for the concert, not to 
have a program at least. Only during the build up and testing of the music installation there 
was some kind of a short practice if you could call it that. This was quite different from how i 
was used to make music, through preparing thoroughly. Quite a disadvantage for me as a 
musician was that i didn’t know many if any of the songs that ‘everybody knows’. Again, the 
same thing as with the ‘kapotjes’, the condoms. There were things that everybody seemed to 
know, already before they were born, except for me. With this background, or rather the lack 
of a general musical background, it looked like i would not participate in the first sort of 
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spontaneous performance. Somebody, however, had brought with him the text of ‘Knocking 
on heaven’s door’. And, to my own surprise, i insisted that i should be the singer of this song, 
instead of another singer who had opted to perform it. Although i hardly knew the song – i 
might have heard it once a long time ago – there was an impulse to show myself, my quality – 
not particularly as a singer but rather a deeper, inner quality – and not to safely wait 
somewhere in a corner until the danger was gone. I say ‘danger’ because performing was 
always dangerous. Many things could go – and sometimes did go – wrong; and, of course, 
there was a risk of this especially when i didn’t really know a song. Despite the fact that it’s 
not a difficult song, it would be a miracle if this song went right, as a matter of fact. Miracles 
do happen. Knocking on heaven’s door seemed always to work. The song went really very 
well. I got totally into it somehow – meaning i forgot myself, becoming the song, the singing, 
just like three years earlier when i had become the dance before Iris. I felt the audience was 
somewhat mesmerized somehow. This gives a man wings, certainly with a band of good 
musicians behind you who feel ‘something is happening’. It was not primarily that the 
audience was madly enthusiastic about the singing (or playing) of the song, or the song itself 
– although the singing went quite all right, indeed. There was ‘something else’ in me that had 
waited for so long already to be given, something that could not be given up to then, 
something that girls had run away from when we met at all. And it was exactly this 
indefinable ‘something’ that lifted up the whole thing and that put the audience under its 
spell. After the performance, i felt i walked differently through the hall than before. Suddenly 
i was someone. Or to put it better; i was someone in this world now – for, in itself, i didn’t 
have low self-esteem at all. It was rather that i was no longer invisible, imperceptible, gifted 
and burdened with a promising talent or, as i somehow felt, a very big Potential that, so far, 
failed to manifest itself. At least for now, i had bridged the gap, the endless unbridgeable 
distance between the Formless and the Form. At least something of this Potential had been 
given. Something of it had manifested in the world of Energy in contact with others. 
Exceptionally, it reached people. 

Walking away from the stage, people’s eyes were burning on my skin. The spell had 
still not been totally broken. How very different the world felt when something of me – that is 
something beyond me – had manifested and the world had come to know this. There was a 
pleasant vibrating tension and force in this contact and they undeniably extended beyond the 
seeming borders of my body. I had to choose where i would sit down. Most of the seats in the 
hall were occupied, with just a few places still free here and there. Generally speaking i was 
not such a hero when it came to placing myself immediately next to the girl i liked most. This 
time however i left only a little space in between me and the girl who was obviously in the 
role of ‘the nice(st) girl’ this time. Quite some progress for me. She didn’t seem to mind that i 
positioned myself close to her – close, although in the worst case someone could, if he or she 
wanted to, press him or herself in between us. To my annoyance this potential person arrived 
very soon and wormed his hips between ours. It was the Danish drummer Tomtom who 
seemed to be interested in the girl who was meant for me, a beautiful girl with, again, long 
dark brown hair reaching down to her buttocks. Since fighting was not on the menu, i ‘had to’ 
sit there a whole hour for my chance before he left finally, an hour in which i still tried to hold 
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on to my just earned prestige in the community there, to an energy that nonetheless decided to 
leave me progressively in the course of that hour. It appeared that any space, even 20 
centimetres, between me and the girl – or Woman – was too much. Anything, anyone could 
come in between us, in between Love, if i did not take full responsibility for Love, for 
bringing Woman close to me, so utterly close that nothing, exactly nothing, could come 
between us anymore, because we had become One in that Closeness. God, how far did it all 
go. 

But finally, i was able to talk with her. I was offered a second chance. She was still 
sitting there, perhaps even waiting for me – well, for love at least. I moved a bit closer this 
time and i started talking to her. The conversation didn’t last long but long enough to notice 
that her seeming openness to me was inspiring enough to try it again later this last night of 
our stay at the school. It was in the lounge place. Again Tomtom was busy with her before i 
could catch her. Because what i had just seen happening between them, i could not 
immediately approach her after he, finally, left her alone. The scene shocked me quite a bit as 
a matter of fact. I saw how he tried to put his hand on her body and how she refused, how she 
put his hand back again to where it came from, to his own body. If this would happen to me, i 
would already have been deeply ashamed, realizing and wondering how i could have missed a 
woman’s resistance to me; that she, with an actual bodily gesture, had to make it clear that she 
didn’t want any form of physical contact or, in general, nearness. But to my big surprise 
Tomtom tried again. Unbelievable. Unimaginable. Impossible. I just didn’t understand at all a 
man’s disrespect for (a) woman. I simply didn’t get it, how this functioned in a man, even 
though i should have been at least a bit ‘wiser’ after my experience with Iris, when once i had 
tried to persuade her to let me spend the night in the same house albeit in another room. 

Again, his hand reached out for her body. He smiled and laughed, even though i 
couldn’t detect anything funny in the whole scene. What was so laughable in this whole sad 
situation. What was so funny when a woman had to reject a man. What a world. What a 
tremendous fake. Again, the girl pushed him off. He didn’t stop though. It was almost as if he 
got inspired by her rejection. His whole body got closer to her now. The girl yelled 
something. And now that both his hands were touching her body again for a next attempt, a 
next attack, she beat them off literally. Finally Tomtom gave up, frustrated and yet, again to 
my surprise, unmoved. I felt an impulse to immediately go to the girl, not to get her for 
myself but to comfort her with my heart. It was stupid that i could not just do this in this crazy 
world with its own norms and rules and customs and expectations and projections. She would 
have thought i was the next one wanting something from her – like so many probably, 
considering how beautiful she was – and that right after the previous asshole had finally left. I 
felt myself almost like a space in which Love would Be and was allowed to or given the 
opportunity to Be, to Happen, to Reveal Itself, to Manifest Itself. I didn’t feel at all like 
wanting something from a girl. And yet, how paradoxical, there was this big drive to go to her 
– to offer myself, in fact. Of course, this was an offer and an offer was always free. It would 
be hilarious to force an offer on someone. Anyhow, i didn’t like it that some insensitive guy 
like Tomtom could and actually did diminish the chance that Love could be revealed to the 
girl. 
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I didn’t give up. After a while of ‘respecting’ or tolerating the silly norms but also to 
give the girl some time to recover from the shock, i sat down on the couch next to her. We 
came to talk and she seemed to have already forgotten about the recent assault. I felt sorry for 
Jette and in general for such attractive girls who had to defend themselves time and again, not 
only now and then but, in fact, continuously. Continuously the troubled eyes of the many, 
many men, many Tomtoms, were ‘resting’ on her, on her body. Continuously many hairy 
hands were reaching out for her, even if most of them could repress the impulse to the actual 
movement. Many sexual organs became restless through being confronted with her existence. 

Strange or not, i seemed to be much more bothered, touched and shocked by the event 
with Tomtom than Jette herself. She seemed to be so much experienced in defending herself, 
her organs, against the strange organs that she seemed to have already forgotten the assault, 
indeed. 

Not to look holy but i couldn’t help but Know that she Wanted Love and not anything 
else. I Knew it even better than she herself, no matter how high-handed or pedantic this 
sounds. She might somehow assume that she wanted other things as well or even instead of 
this Love. She didn’t have Clarity in herself. I Knew also that ‘i’, without any self-obsession 
around this, could Give her this Love that, in Its Nature, was Selfless. 

It was not in clarity therefore that we looked each other in the eye. It was not in clarity 
that we started kissing each other, that we liked to feel those lips pressed against our own, that 
our tongues met. Driven by Love and yet it was not in clarity that we touched each other’s 
face, that we felt touched. It could not yet be in clarity that we stroke each other’s body. As 
this didn’t clarify anything it wasn’t in clarity that we held each other’s body, that we pressed 
our bodies to the other one. In that lack of clarity, i felt my penis growing bigger and bigger 
and pulsing like crazy. Was this the way to make Jette Clear what Love was. 

I wouldn’t have been able to tell you. I was Taken by a Deeper Force, the Same Force 
That Tried to Bring Maja and me Together, the Force That cannot stop Trying to Bring Man 
and Woman Together, the Force That was – at least seemingly – opposite to the Force That 
Separates us and separates us already long before we could have managed to Come really 
Close, let alone to Become One. 

Our making love on the couch lasted and lasted. All of a sudden, it was already five 
o’clock in the morning, Tomtom showed up. He saw us together, embracing and our hearts so 
close, and didn’t hesitate to come over and disturb and break off our intimacy. A man with 
balls, as they call it, who doesn’t hesitate trying to screw up Love. Seemingly, but not really, 
heartily Tomtom stretched out his hand to me with a big smile. I shook it and couldn’t undo it 
any more when he said: 

“Congratulations. You won.” He laughed and went away. 
I felt utterly disgusted with this stupidity and hidden meanness and felt betrayed. Of 

course, it wasn’t a heart-felt joy that he felt and that he just had wanted to share with me. 
Beyond himself ‘he’ wanted to make Love dirty. Like the volleyball player friend of Iris at 
the time he wanted to make a competition of it. Love was no competition at all for me. The 
mere idea of this repulsed me to the bone. Love should Win, not a man – whichever man. The 
dirty scene reminded me also of Buzzard and Penal trying to defile if not destroy my love for 



Azar Baksh – Autobiography – Fourth Section (p. 171-222) 

 188 

Nathali, by trying to transcend Love into Dirt. We must not think that transcendence is a one-
way process of Dark into Light. The opposite direction is very – and, in fact, more – common. 

I felt very embarrassed toward Jette. It was as if i was part of this whole stupid 
dirtiness, as if Tomtom and i had talked about her earlier and had made some kind of bet, a 
game, who would get her. How very humiliating, for Jette and for me too, even though i 
hadn’t talked with Tomtom, i didn’t know the guy at all; but Jette didn’t know this, of course. 
God, what a mean trick of that Tomtom to try to set Jette up against me this way. My shame 
overwhelmed all other feelings that moment – not guilty and yet this very big shame. It 
seemed that feelings were bigger than ourselves. I couldn’t explain to Jette my innocence. 
Trying to prove my innocence would be the same as pleading guilty. Innocence had to suffer 
its lonely truth. 

The stupid. Tomtom should have become a singer and not a drummer if he was after 
girls. But you need other qualities for this. You need to approach the notes with love, not just 
beat them as hard as you can. Luckily not every girl was impressed with the hard way. Not 
every girl, like Yvette, chooses a boy with a big mouth and seeming bravery that were, almost 
always, just a mask of insensitivity, a compensation for a lack of Love. Tomtom didn’t 
manage to separate us, Jette and i still resumed making out for a while, with clothes on, 
before she said she wanted to go to bed now and get still some sleep before ‘tomorrow’. It 
was almost six in the morning and she’d have to get up at seven. 

I said i would like to join her in her room. Jette was a bit doubtful about this but 
decided no in the end because she, as she said, really needed this one left hour for sleeping to 
be able to function at least a bit in the coming day. I found this a clumsy excuse somehow. 
Probably not justified, but i was somehow convinced that no sleep at all would be better for 
the performances the next day than having just one hour of sleep and then be woken up by an 
alarm. But whatever the excuse, true or not, for the second and, so far, last time in my life the 
tendency arose – that i followed – to persuade a girl to let me stay (longer) with her. Had 
‘Tomtom’ or ‘his’ love-destroying energy gotten inside me – probably – and won after all in 
the second round? 

Again, like the somewhat comparable situation with Iris three years earlier, i didn’t 
have any attachment to sleeping with Jette. I had never gone inside a girl’s body anyway. I 
could wait longer, much longer, if this was what it took. Just looking at her sleeping would 
have been very nice to me. I’m sure that this would have been at least as satisfactory and 
beautiful to me than continuing to kiss for an extra hour. Perhaps Jette didn’t like to be that 
vulnerable before me (yet), to let me see her sleeping, but if she had many experiences with 
the Tomtoms, i could image she didn’t trust it that i would just let her sleep and not try to put 
my hands on her – even though there was no hair growing on them, i was not a beast. I 
couldn’t imagine many things more touching than seeing my beloved sleeping. In general, 
there was the Great Impulse coming through me to Associate with Woman. No specific form 
was needed for this, although being in Her physical presence, at whatever distance, seemed to 
be a natural part of this that i should allow and give a form to. 

I was somewhat less shocked by my own persistence than by Tomtom’s attempts. 
With Tomtom Jette’s no was clear. In my case i seemed to have taken a position in and as part 
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of her ‘own’ duality – Impersonal as this Duality was in the End. ‘Jette’ wanted to sleep since 
her mind dictated that it was good for her, for her education, for her future, and she should not 
sacrifice this for love and lust – and at the same time she would have liked to stay with me, to 
feel me more, to drink some more of me. I didn’t feel she really wanted to escape from me, at 
least not until i, clumsily or not in my blindness in this respect, fell for the seduction of 
choosing one side of her duality, the other one than she ‘chose’. I didn’t know yet that i was 
being Tested, Tested in the Moment that Woman seems to Want – or, Beyond Herself, Needs 
– to Separate. If i, as happened here, let myself be successfully seduced to take on and even 
start defending one side of her own duality, then, whatever side i had chosen, she would (have 
to) reject me. As Man, i had to Stand Free Beyond Woman’s Duality. But god, there was still 
a long way to go, to Realize this Deeper and seemingly complex Truth. I was seduced and i 
had failed to Stand, to Stay Free. Jette had to do her duty as Woman to reject ‘me’. 

And so she did. She abided by her first wavering decision and went alone to her room. 
As for me, i didn’t go to sleep for such a short period. Jette was rushing through me anyway, 
not only through my head but through my whole body. I felt completely hot. And a bit sickish 
somehow, and trembling, as if the next day i would be ill. An hour and a bit later there was 
breakfast. I sat down next to Jette anyway when she started her breakfast. Already before i 
had reached the bottom of the chair with my buttocks i felt that something had changed. Too 
late to go back. This would have made a too strange impression. Jette was not so open to me 
any more. She had to keep me away a bit, it seemed. This was all not very clear, but the 
difference with the previous night, how we had been together, was obvious in itself. And i just 
Knew that this was not because of a lack of sleep or any bad temper that was possibly related 
to that. 

What i did not know – and it would take long before i would find out – was that in 
being so intimate with Woman, certainly if (a) Woman Opens for (a) Man on a deeper level, 
something of, if not a lot of, Darkness of the Earth, of its Unconsciousness, of Woman’s 
Attachment to Form, Woman’s state of Separation from Man, is Transmitted. This 
Transmission had to and has to be So, but it happened and happens in the Dark. The latter 
makes it very difficult to get any grip on it, to (truly) Understand what happens in the 
relationship of man and woman, why it is so complicated. Man’s incapability to deal with the 
content of the invisible and usually almost imperceptible, unconscious transmission – quickly 
enough and in general – makes Man and Woman separate or, rather, it makes them stay 
separate once the Separating Force has been active through Woman during its daily Job. 
Saying this is not the same as judging the Female Separating Force – if only because without 
this Force Man and Woman could never Become and realize Their Oneness. Humanity can 
only Manifest the Heart on and Earthly Level eventually, when Man and Woman First 
Separate, or, rather, Realize Their Separation – which is, in itself, a rare Realization, obvious 
as it may seem. 

Despite the fact that Jette seemed not very active – (relative) passiveness may be 
deluding – she, beyond what she knew, was after ‘my’ open Heart that received ‘her’ hidden, 
impersonal – but still – cramp of Heart, ‘her’ imprisonment, ‘her’ darkness and unconscious 
resistance to Love. Some women, based on experience or intuition, don’t even try to give this 
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Treasure of Darkness in which Love hides to a Tomtom because he is hopeless anyway in 
being able to ever do something with it in a constructive, transcending way. And then, by 
associating with a Tomtom, associating with more Darkness, she would only get more 
unfulfilled. If (a) Woman is intelligent enough beyond herself, she doesn’t feel like – via a 
man-form – entering a worse state than she, half-consciously, knows within Herself. On the 
contrary, she likes to be Relieved in Man(’s Heart). Only the Light of Man’s Heart can 
provide this Relief in a deep sense. 

Now that her duty was done, finding an open Heart in a man-form and passing on her 
gift, Jette waited for me to do something with her gift, a gift of Love, even if the content was 
Dark. I should Transcend it in and through the same Heart, empty this heart again from 
whatever it was filled with now, from the unconscious heart-cramp she had, in a way humbly 
and in unconscious recognition, offered me, the cramp that not obviously manifested itself in 
her – though it ruled her life – and that i through my male body had to give a form to, had to 
Feel. I was supposed to Consciously Feel the painfulness of it. I couldn’t do this yet, even if i 
had understood what i was ‘expected’ to do. I couldn’t, not in between six and seven in the 
early morning sick from love and unclear contractions, shaking all over my body. Where i 
‘should’ have emptied my heart again and again from earthly contraction, cramp, mud, and 
slowness, where Jette was waiting for some Male Space here for the next transmission to 
happen, i got stuck with it and overcrowded with ‘form’. 

In the following years i wouldn’t succeed either. Instead i, or my body, above all my 
energetic body, was on the way down – despite and partly due to being Kicked Upward as a 
result of (at least to my sensitive Heart:) an overdose of earthly Darkness – not able to stay 
present as this Open Heart that was apparently attractive for girls and women, this endless 
Space into Which they could give their not consciously Felt Pain, their being stuck in Form 
that wasn’t consciously felt nor Recognized as pure Pain. Jette was ‘honest’ in her unspoken 
rejection. If and as long as my Heart was still full of ‘her’ ‘self-cramp’, her ‘form-cramp’, 
what could she, after all, do with me. How could she give me more in this situation. How 
could she even love me then, if i didn’t Prove beyond doubt that i Was Man, Man Who by His 
Nature Is Capable of Taking Woman on and in Him and Transcending Her in His Heart, 
Capable of catching up with the transmissions, if after only four hours of physical intimacy i 
was already in a deplorable state? 

It was not that she didn’t like me any more, but she couldn’t do anything with me any 
more. She just didn’t know what to do. Why look in a mirror if you don’t see your own 
supposed beauty but see instead darkness and slimed softness and cramp and and stuck-ness 
and ugliness, why do this if people keep telling you how beautiful you are. Why not look 
across it, then, when this is just so easy and tempting to do. At least for that moment, she 
naturally lost her interest, until i had freed myself from her heart-transmission. Jette gave me 
her address nonetheless, since that morning we, the musicians, would leave the centre. Two of 
the bands we had formed would practice in Copenhagen, the other two – including the one i 
had signed up for – would rehearse in Arhus on the mainland of Denmark. Getting to know 
Woman in the course of the following years, it was not impossible that Jette already had a boy 
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friend and tried to distance herself from me to avoid her inner conflict from becoming too big 
to handle. There was no time left to talk about ‘us’. I was supposed to make music, not love. 

I wrote Jette very soon, already on the boat that carried me away from my new love, 
and i finished writing at my new address in the city of Arhus. I had to write her and it became 
a lengthy letter. Despite her changed attitude to me the last morning during breakfast, i really 
liked her very much, felt very attracted to her – she was like Liz, but more in the world - and 
if she was responsive to me she had the potential to be Loved by me just as much as i Loved 
Maja. Also with Maja Duality had to do its work: also Maja seemed not to be interested in me 
any more after the first resistance had shown up on the island where we had met. This didn’t 
mean that she could not love me, as showed itself when she had fallen in love with me some 
time later when we wrote letters to one another. Love, to Manifest Itself as Such on an Earthly 
Level, needed Response though, Mutuality. Jette never wrote me back, however. 

I felt really sad about this, when it started to dawn upon me that she would not write 
any more. It had been so hopeful that, after Maja, after she had disappeared, i could feel 
something deeper for a girl again. But now Jette also seemed gone, or at least she waited very 
long with to respond when the weeks, the months and the years passed by. I could almost not 
believe it, let alone understand a girl. When we had been so intimate as we were, when she 
had felt this attraction to me or my Heart, when she had shared some things of herself that 
were important to her, how was it possible that a girl could just turn some button in her head 
or heart around and forget about the whole thing to start looking for the next candidate – 
candidate for what, what was it all supposed to lead to then, if it was not intimacy or Love. 

To get nothing in return, not a little note, was worse than an obvious rejection. I truly 
disliked this attitude in girls: disrespecting another being by keeping things completely in the 
dark. Why not say straight that she quits. Why not say straight up that she just felt like kissing 
and hugging with me, and that was it – something that was easier to accept with the 
indifferent Eline who whole-bodily radiated this attitude. What was wrong with such 
openness, to just say or write it when a similar whole-bodily truth in this respect was absent. 
Why not say that, after all, she didn’t feel i was or would ever become her Man. Why not say 
that she had found another boy-friend in the meantime, or that she – if this was the case – 
already had a boy-friend when she met me and she somehow didn’t feel like saying this at the 
time and in any case didn’t want to give up on him. Why not say honestly that she was 
wavering, hesitating between this or that and was therefore not able to circumstantially write 
me but at least wanted to let me know this. What was wrong with the truth, with respect that, 
for me, was part of the same truth of Love. Again and again this ‘nothingness’, this hiding in 
the dark, not being Honest… A girl, Woman, didn’t realize how very painful this was, if she 
cared anything about this at all. 

An obvious pain, given truly, was something i could do something with – in principle, 
and the better when i would, increasingly, learn how to deal with it, to Feel it thoroughly in 
my Heart. Now, in this situation of nothing being given, i seemed to have no chance. Woman, 
therefore, seemed to be busy with screwing up her own chance of ever Meeting Man, of 
Manifesting the Heart, her Only True Beloved – by not giving Herself, by not Openly 
rejecting me but in the dark. It seemed i had to do everything by myself, really everything. 
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Woman seemed totally unWilling to Cooperate, to Respond to and Head for What She – the 
Deepest Part of Her - Wanted Herself: Relief of Herself as a separate, unfulfilled lonely self. 
Even my rejection was something i had to organize by myself. Woman didn’t lift a finger. 
She only gave the Pain of Her closed heart that she could not Feel herself. Yet it was true: 
how could a closed Heart give anything… 

It’s also true that i had not written Nathali back at the time. This happened, however, 
after another variant of (but, in the end, of the same) darkness had been put in my heart, after 
her changing plans without letting me know – only later, too late, in between the lines. If she 
would have told me the truth, i could have responded with mine, whatever this was. I found it 
difficult knowing how to deal with this darkness. Should i suddenly confront her with it, if 
almost obviously she wanted to hide something for whatever reason. I didn’t know, i didn’t 
feel the openness of a girl wanting to be confronted with ‘truth’. 

I may not have liked the fact that Jette didn’t write me back, it was only fair, of 
course. If this, not writing, was her ‘truth’, it was just Part of the Truth that i had to deal with 
and accept. If the truth was that Jette wanted to get rid of me – for whatever good or silly 
reason – this was the Truth. In the End, this was all i Wanted and Needed. The Truth. If 
silence was the truth, this was so. If Darkness was the truth, this was so. If hiding something 
was the truth, what to do. I bowed only for the Truth. Reality was to be bowed for, not 
manipulated. Silence, no response to my Heart was part of Love, it must be so. Love could 
not be contrived by my wishes. It was Free – including being ruthless. 

The process of forming the four bands and their members – the morning of the same 
day Jette and i had come together – had been quite some ordeal. Not only would it be decided 
which band you would play in and therefore what kind of music you’d be playing for the 
coming weeks – i didn’t like most styles of music – and also then what kind of people I’d be 
condemned to and have to meet every day again for a long time – there were quite a few 
musicians that i didn’t really like, although there were bearable and even agreeable musicians 
too whom i estimated i could play with. Also, the band of choice would partly determine 
whose house i would stay as a guest for a – to me – very long time considering the potential 
difficulties that this prison situation very well might cause me or us. Sensitive as i was to 
people, i was rather concerned with the outcome of the meeting where everything would be 
decided. Looking at all the candidates there was only one person, a woman, with whom i 
could feel relatively or even completely comfortable, with whom i could have stayed, who i 
could have borne well for such a long period. Well, one young friendly guy seemed to be a 
reasonable option as well, if need be. 

In this ‘crisis’ i was very determined not to be too shy or waver till my potential host 
was gone already, chosen by someone else. This wouldn’t be the first time that i had waited 
till only the last piece of the cake was left, but this attitude would kill here. I just wouldn’t be 
able to stay with the cramped people in the same house. I would get loopy, overstressed, sick. 
This had been precisely the reason that i had almost not signed in for the musical exchange 
program. I tried to get eye contact with her, with Ingel, and used all my thought power to 
bring us together. I didn’t care whether i believed in thought power or not. This was not the 
moment to discuss this with myself.  
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Fate was good to me. I got her. This contributed considerably to the fact that those 
three weeks were among the greatest of my life, even though now i wouldn’t like to live any 
more that way. The feeling of freedom i – or we – had there… and without too much 
responsibility. Just making music in the daytime, two sessions a day. Before this, in between 
and afterwards, relaxing, cooking some food in the evening, playing a bit of piano now and 
then. Sometimes we would take a trip somewhere. Sometimes we’d feel like going out in the 
evening, although there wasn’t much to do in Arhus, almost nothing as a matter of fact, which 
was no problem at all. The feeling of freedom those days was not dependent on any form. 
Talking in a relaxed way with Ingel about life and love. Sleeping in the same bed. Taking 
good care of her guest she had offered me a choice: sleeping on the couch or in her bed. She 
was also willing to sleep on the couch. But i liked sleeping next to her, and not because it was 
a new experience for me to sleep next to a woman. It seemed this young woman, three years 
older than me, was not so much interested in me as a lover. She already had some lover who 
lived somewhere else, but this was not the real reason for her disinterest. She rather liked me 
but as man i was just not really her taste, at least not totally. There was some kind of 
attraction between us though and sometimes i felt an impulse to just hold her in my arms and 
just lie together that way, not saying anything. But also this didn’t happen somehow. We kept 
‘stubbornly’ lying on our own side of the bed. No problem. Nothing was a problem somehow. 
When it came to living in the same house as a woman, this was altogether not a bad 
experience, although she was sometimes gone to work, which might have made the whole 
thing easier than when we had been convicted to each other for whole days. 

Playing in the band – i had ended up in the pop music one - was okay but not very 
inspiring for me. Some Danish guy took the lead somehow and appointed himself as the 
singer. His singing was at best bearable, but he wasn’t a real singer, let alone inspiring. I 
functioned best when i was recognized as the natural leader. But there was no space for this 
kind of natural recognition if we didn’t feel and listen with our heart and someone simply 
took the lead. I had composed a song “Fishing” – which was against torturing fish – that i 
sang myself and that he sort of tolerated, since officially we had to do something together 
after all. Uninspired, he tried to play a few chords as well, before he gave up. 

At the end of the weeks of rehearsing and composing we all went to Copenhagen for 
the final concert. There again we had to sleep somewhere for a few nights. Both Kevin and i 
and someone else ended up at Ana’s place. It wasn’t so relaxed here as it was at Ingel’s, partly 
due to Copenhagen itself and the number of people, but also, and above all, because i felt that 
Ana wanted something from me, even though something like this was always annoyingly 
unclear if it was not expressed as such. She was continuously very kind to me and put on a 
big big smile. The smile was confusing. I didn’t trust something in it and yet it was very 
seductive to go along with it, with the wishes of the smile and even to believe that it was true. 
In any case i couldn’t submit to it – i even felt somewhat repulsed by her, and started to 
increasingly avoid her. 

My intuition was right. Five months later, February 1985, when the Danish came to 
Holland for a return visit, Ana confessed how much she felt attracted to me. She also felt that 
i didn’t feel the same way towards her, right? Again, for the fourth time, i had to practice my 
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no to a ‘girl’. With her big hips she felt more like a woman to me than a girl. ‘Scared’ may 
not have been the right word, but at least i felt quite uncomfortable with or even repulsed by 
women with a big ‘undercarriage’. Then this constant big smile and the greedy big eyes of 
Ana on top of that, this was part of the scenario for a horror movie. In Groningen, with Ingel 
and Ana in my little room, i was cast by the director Ana but i refused the role. I was far from 
ready for the hips, if i ever would be. 

To me there was a big difference between girl and woman. I could be in love with a 
girl – sometimes extremely so – hold hands, walk next to her, talk a bit maybe. I could and 
even liked to touch her body now, and kiss with her. When it came to ‘woman’ only the hips 
seemed to remain. There was no place for me. No place for romance. I could hardly look at 
woman’s hips, or not at all in fact. Intuitively, without thinking about it, i always avoided 
looking down. I was, due to my not yet wholly or hardly developed earthly nature of that 
time, totally attuned to what i saw and felt through a girl’s face. The hips of Woman were 
something i avoided just like as a kid i had avoided sexual jokes with the accompanying mean 
laughs, and, unconsciously, i put these things, the hips and the jokes and the roughness of 
many boys, in the same box. My eyes as a prolongation of my Heart had to adjust in their own 
tempo to this world. No one was served with an overdose, whether i would faint from it or 
worse. 

In a ‘woman’ it almost seemed as if only this Wanting was left, some kind of 
Tendency to Swallow, or at least this seemed to overrule her other qualities – even though in 
my ignorance i didn’t connect the hips with the Want. I was not busy with the whole subject. I 
just intuitively avoided the hips, the broad ones especially, and the ones situated in a 
relatively low position. I couldn’t imagine myself ever being with a ‘woman’. I didn’t even 
think about it. It was another world. The world of girls might also have been another world, 
but still, it was my other world. The world of a woman with her giant hips seemed not to have 
anything to do with ‘me’ in the broadest sense of what this ‘me’ could possibly be. 

Of course, my distinction between girl and woman of that time was not very realistic, 
but it showed, before its time, the Duality of Woman, her earthly side and her heavenly side. 
The latter was, obviously, my favourite. But in the end, if i wanted to manifest the Love i 
knew in my Heart, i could not hold on to any preference in this respect, to one side or the 
other. 

But anyhow, what a big absurd ‘injustice’ again. While the beautiful lovely Jette was 
somewhere in Odense – where she lived - continuously busy with not writing back, at least 
not to me, i had to defend myself against the hips wanting to take over the direction of my 
life. Tomtom might have thought i was lucky or that i had even won. I didn’t give a shit for 
that kind of winning. Where was Jette now. Not with me. Was my supposed victory related to 
being able to kiss the cutie for a few hours. Did victories in the land of love make sense. What 
sense was there when i lost for about 364 days a year. Without whole-heartedly and whole-
bodily acknowledging the difficult earthly side of Woman i would never make it in the land 
of love, never let Woman return and relax in ‘my’ Heart. 

During the return visit of the Danish musicians Ingel was staying at Kevin’ small flat. 
She quite liked Kevin who looked very much like her Danish lover. The night before the 
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Danes would return home i, on her request, biked Ingel to her hostel at the border of the town. 
Standing before Kevin’ flat Ingel asked me if Kevin was a homosexual. Pooh, what to say. I 
had known Kevin already for half my life but such a thought would never have occurred to 
me. Let’s say, i knew what people meant by the word homosexual, being attracted to one’s 
own sex, but that was about it. Again, something like this, homosexuality, didn’t fit my world 
at all somehow. I had an uncle who was homosexual. But this was theory somehow, a mind 
knowledge, a thought. In practice, i didn’t understand it. At school, during the lesson in 
human reproduction, it had not been taught either. Theoretically it was possible that it had 
been taught after i had fainted and was free of the lesson. Or i could have had a moment of 
blackout, and my brains didn’t catch the information properly. 

I didn’t know what to say to Ingel, except for ”I don’t know”. After a little silence – it 
seemed she didn’t want to go home yet – she said a few unclear things that i couldn’t follow, 
unclear perhaps because she was on the brink of being a little drunk – the Danish accent of 
her English did the rest. And then she looked at me. Something happened in her eyes. They 
changed. Not only did they become very soft, beautifully soft and receptive, but it was as if 
Ingel sort of sank into me while looking at me. As if all her resistance melted, not just to me, 
but to life, to herself, to some deeper force. I felt i was getting warm in my body. And these 
lovely eyes came closer. And they started kissing me. The eyes used Ingel’s lips for this. Her 
lips, the whole area around her mouth had become very soft and flexible. We had a warm soft 
relaxed kissing, our hand resting on or holding the head of the other, for support and for 
stroking. 

Then, after a while, the eyes looked at me again, also through the official, physical 
eyes now, still soft and surrendered, and said: “Goodbye”. They surrendered to the farewell as 
well. 

Biking home i couldn’t make any logical soup of all this. And i, in turn, surrendered to 
the strangeness of it all. Something was strange, something was nice, something was 
unfulfilled, unsatisfactory, something was completely natural, something was true, something 
was a lie. 

I had to surrender to the fact that i didn’t understand. The world of Woman was far 
from my logical world. It was a big thick muddy soup with many ingredients – certainly with 
nice ones added – and i didn’t know what i ate when i tasted it about once a year. Or was it 
rather that i was being served and consumed – instead of being the eater. Was i just some nice 
or whatever kind of ingredient of a secret recipe in Woman’s endless soup that was unknown 
even to herself. Indeed, somewhere inside i felt i was not the Active Force, but Following, 
Responding and Reflecting. It felt unnatural to try to be the Active Force in the field of girl 
and boy. This didn’t mean i was destined to just be a dummy that had to follow or a tiny 
sperm ready to be swallowed by a way bigger egg cell – although it might have looked that 
way somehow. My Force was different from Woman’s but i didn’t know what it was. 

One thing at least was relatively clear – although, it’s true that also this was not 100 
per cent certain. This was that Ingel and me would most probably not end up in a relationship, 
she wouldn’t write ‘i miss you’ and stuff like that. Admittedly, this was easy to guess, since 
up to then no girl had managed to be with me, or the other way round. At a distance a girl’s 
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love could grow and grow, but when we met – or if there were a real threat that we would 
meet soon – i seemed to come too close somehow. Would woman always be Two in this 
way? Would She never be able to come Closer – because the Closer She would come, the 
stronger the Resistance or Separating Force would be, so Powerful that Woman wouldn’t be 
able to resist the Resistance to Union? Would i never be able to overwhelm Woman’s 
Separating Force by ‘my’ Heart, just like i couldn’t stop the Gravity? 

A long kiss-less period would commence – but i didn’t know this, of course. In my 
study of Sociology i had, next to other subjects, chosen the subject of ‘oppression of women’. 
It wasn’t a main subject, but i had to choose some subsidiary subjects for extra study points. 
And this choice seemed logical considering my almost automatic choice of woman in the 
duality of man and woman at that time, easily fooled as i was by what man-forms with their 
aggression and woman-forms with their softness showed in the world, fooled by the obvious 
forms that were displayed. For my prelim i studied ‘oppression of woman’ just like other 
subjects. But it wasn’t easy. We had to learn a lot of knowledge, facts, even cram year dates, 
instead of turning to logic and understanding. When i sat there in the examination room – 
with the teacher with a big smile in front of us: i had never seen such a huge woman, and i 
don’t mean in the sense of being fat – i had a strange difficulty in remembering what i had 
learned and writing it down on the paper. I had big trouble with concentrating during the 
examination, which was perhaps not totally new but to this extent it certainly was. I didn’t 
like all those stupid insignificant questions. I felt as if i were being treated like a little boy. 
Well, in respect to woman i was a little boy; in another, when it came to intelligence, i was 
not. The insufficient mark i got for the examination was as big as the woman. Since i was 
gone when the re-examination would be held, the teacher offered an oral exam, privately in 
her room. ‘Orally’ was easier anyway, she said. From woman’s perspective, it may have been 
easier, personally i hated oral examinations – there was no space to think about what the best 
answer to a question could be. Continuously the thoughts, the breathing and the eyes of the 
examiner down my neck, disturbing my consciousness, narrowing the space i needed to find 
an answer. Still i said yes to the offer, simply because it was the last subject to complete the 
second part of my studies – the candidate’s (undergraduate) – after the propaedeutic phase 
and before the third and last part, the doctoral. 

It was a hot sunny day. I had again done my best to learn all the ‘nonsense’, the facts, 
dates and whatever. The woman welcomed me with a big smile indicating i wouldn’t have to 
worry, she would just eat me after the test, that was all. First, i would get a good mark and 
therefore have my candidate’s. The interrogation started. Let’s begin simple, she thought. But 
i already failed to answer the first question. I had learned my stuff but everything felt far 
away. I couldn’t extract a right answer from the big pile of mud of knowledge in me. It was as 
if a thick blanket of heavy energy had been wrapped over and all around me. It was a syrup 
out of which by no effort i would manage to unglue the required answers and make them 
available. How did people, myself included, ever pass examinations when this syrup is 
somewhere active. 

The woman had become very restless by now when also the next answers were not 
what she expected or hoped, if any answer on my side appeared at all. She still tried her big 
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smile but it looked horrible. During the lessons, earlier that semester i thought that i had liked 
her, but now something else showed up. I couldn’t really catch what it was. In my current 
language, i would say that i Meditated the woman: her energy was so big, so overwhelming 
and penetrating me – i would almost say ‘destroying’ me – that i found no space, no time, to 
be busy with answers, let alone the right ones. I was busy surviving – generally considered 
not the best activity to do during examinations. I survived by – whether i wanted to or not – 
being aware of the clot of energy that attacked me, that tried to swallow me, belittle if not kill 
me. 

The woman continued her attacks. Even the questions themselves were part of the 
unconscious offensive to kill a man - not the content, but something hidden in the enormous 
energy surrounding it. Later i could identify this as not Felt Pain of Woman’s Separation from 
Man. The Separating Force in her – she was a lesbian – was huge. I kept failing most of her 
questions. Only very rarely did i seem to say something that seemed to please her, that was 
‘right’, a right answer confirming her idea and feeling of how women had been oppressed in 
this world. In the meantime, behind external appearances, i was in a huge Fight with her. It 
didn’t matter that i didn’t want to be in a Fight with her at all. Being in her close presence 
longer than a few seconds meant being in a Fight. Never before had i felt this Fight between 
Man and Woman so clearly – though not Consciously: unconscious feeling is also a form of 
feeling, the most popular variant. I felt it in my whole Body and even beyond it, it seemed. I 
was totally sick from it, literally.  

Sitting there, sick as a dog, the bombardment of questions still went on for a while 
until it had become totally clear to the beast that i couldn’t move any more, couldn’t speak 
any more, that i was dead. 

“Did you have a black out?” she asked me uneasy with me and with herself. 
By now i didn’t like her at all any more. Something had changed in me during this 

fight. I had seen her ugliness behind her smile. The Male Force in me that, at least on an 
energetic level, seemed to have gloriously lost the battle with her intensely active Female 
Force, had, in fact, managed to pierce a bit through the mask of happiness, of satisfaction, of 
fulfilment and control. Her Female Force tried to make me believe how She as Woman was 
being oppressed by Man, by the force of ‘men’ who in reality could not deal at all with Her 
big controlling, wanting, determining, ordering Force but had to bow to Her power behind the 
scene, becoming a poor marionette of the Queen. It was absurd: sitting there, with all her 
energy and big power, the teacher woman tried to get me in her camp to believe that women 
had always been oppressed by men – and i ‘had to’ say it through giving the right answers – 
and i had always believed Her right until that moment of being completely crushed by Her, 
given up, killed, run over by a bulldozer. The first doubt had been sown in me, or at least a 
deeper perspective on the reality of ‘man and woman’ than the one offered by society that 
dealt merely with what seemed obvious on the surface. 

‘A black-in’, i felt like responding. ‘The Dark you offered me entered me and i 
couldn’t handle it at all. So, it is fair. I accept a low, if not the lowest mark possible.’ I didn’t 
say this. I was 22 and i didn’t have the clarity, even less during the fight. I couldn’t think 
clearly any more anyway, i felt really very bad. On top of this, feeling how she felt, i felt i 
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spoiled her ‘party’ somehow – not only by not answering her questions, but, worse, by being 
‘me’, by sitting there as this vulnerable uncontrollable Heart, not willing or able to join her in 
her crusade. I should have been the Prince, the Heart in a male body who confirmed that 
Woman was right, that Woman - instead of Finding Man - had all the right to separate from 
‘man’ after how he had treated her all these millennia. The Son did not confirm. The Son got 
sick. This sickness revealed a deeper truth, beyond her ideas that seemed reasonable and that i 
also had indeed always believed in, illustrated by the fact that i had walked around with a 
button with the feminist sign on my chest when i was sixteen and seventeen, and had come in 
touch with the various forms of injustice in the world. 

Although the, from my perspective, truly huge – and somewhat frightening – hips did 
not seem to be meant to swallow me – as the teacher was in love with Woman – they had 
managed to kill me anyway, or at least at that time, but they had also contributed to my 
energetic decline in the course of my twenties. An intimate ‘attack’ as i had just undergone 
there in her room weighed much more than casual meetings, let alone ideas. My death was 
celebrated with a ‘3’. Considering the circumstances under which i had to do the examination 
this was not bad on a scale from 1 to 10. But it was insufficient anyway. The woman offered 
me a next, third, chance. Perhaps, as a scientist, she discovered some last sign of life in me 
still. I was not looking forward to this. I had learned my stuff already, and yet it hadn’t 
worked. I couldn’t do better. It meant another weakening and sickening attack while this 
sacrifice would not lead to getting my ‘candidate’s’ diploma. My mind could just not function 
with her around, certainly if she sat close to me. 

What to do. Again i learned the stupid books by heart as well as possible, or else i 
would have forgotten what i had learned earlier already. Seven big books brimful of words 
and letters. Once again the examination went badly. Her invisible but overwhelming Female 
Force poured out on me once more. I had no sufficient answer to this, even though i felt a bit 
more present in the Fight this time. I was better prepared for the hell and during and already 
before the examination i even felt something that later i could identify as aggression – 
aggression that i needed to survive and fight back, to avoid or rather withstand the arrows of 
poison in the form of the firing of ‘innocent questions’ at my Heart. Even though the attack 
did not happen consciously intentionally, behind the face of it the questions were – absurd as 
it may sound from the normal perspective of ‘safe’ Unconsciousness – ‘secret instruments’, a 
vehicle by which her hidden form-cramp, her irresponsibility in regard to feeling her own 
pain, was shot at me. She was not aware of what ‘she’ was ‘doing’ behind her smile – killing 
Man. She thought she was just doing a good job in making people aware of widespread 
injustices in the world, when it came to the division of power between man and woman. 
Nonetheless, reality is reality; when we are unaware of what we’re doing this holds true as 
well. The fog that she transmitted and that went into my brains and consciousness was so big 
and powerful that again i had to fail in answering most of the questions. I was just too 
Sensitive, too One, to be able to cut myself in Two: one part for knowledge and answering 
questions and generally doing what seemed to be demanded of me in this world, by society – 
the other part for Life Itself. I failed in cutting, in splitting Myself, in denying Life at moments 
when i should, let alone doing this continuously. I failed in denying ‘my’ Body. During the 
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interrogation i, again, felt willing to pay the consequences of my failure, and accept an 
insufficient mark. 

In fact, if i had to be crushed or energetically ‘killed’ anyway, i preferred this to be 
done by my girlfriend in a love relationship and thus to learn how all of this functioned. To be 
killed in love had something heroic, lyrical. But this way, being killed at random by a butcher 
who happened to be a teacher, was quite a sad end or, at best, a loveless school in case I’d 
survive. I was made for Love. What the fuck was i doing here. Being dumped by girls was 
part of the truth somehow, even though i didn’t get it yet what the truth in this respect was, 
but to be killed or much weakened this way by a butcher, seemed senseless, a lonely end. 

This time the woman said my mark was between 4 and 5, certainly not sufficient. She 
saw that it was hopeless with me. I didn’t have a serious prospect of a success in the next 
exam. Also, she wanted to get rid of me, of this problem, of me unintentionally spoiling the 
party, touching her world, her fixed and safe world of ideas, without asking for it, not obeying 
the rule in the land of education and university that mind and body stay separate. She decided 
to give me a 6 so i could continue my studies and start my ‘doctoral’. Looking back this was 
quite unfortunate. It would have saved me more than three more years of senseless study if i 
had not been able to continue. One year later the teacher woman, in the full flower of her age, 
suddenly died. She had fell off a rock somewhere in the mountains of Scotland. 

 
Our musical trip to Denmark had inspired Kevin and me to travel through Europe for 

five months. The sense of freedom we had felt far away from our own village and from our 
new town Groningen, had given us a taste for more. We were ready to see and experience 
more of the world, more than going to France for a holiday with our friends once a year. We 
planned to travel from April 1985 up to and including August. Then, in September, as the 
closure of the whole trip, we might visit Denmark again. Only, the closer the departure date 
neared, the less Kevin talked about it instead of more as seemed to be logical, nor did he start 
to prepare. By the first week of March it became increasingly clear that he might very well 
not go any more. The coward. At least he could have been clear about it to me, which he 
wasn’t up to the day of my departure. This lack of Man in people was really annoying. 

I had put an advertisement and that way i found a big, alternative, rebuilt passengers 
bus with a kitchen in it that was going to Turkey. The bus travellers would build a school in 
Turkey. I could join in cheaply and get out North of Greece, my first destination. The trip 
took three days and three nights. Again, as in Denmark, i loved the free atmosphere in the bus 
and even of the bus itself. I would almost have joined them to Turkey when they asked me to, 
but in the end i decided to get out at the turn-off to Thessaloniki. 

By that age i had already learned that in the land of love things are relative. Amongst 
the passengers in the bus there was not really a girl i felt much attraction to, and yet, now and 
then, i ‘had to’ look at the least unattractive girl who, in the course of days, grew increasingly 
attractive. I didn’t like this discovery at all. It didn’t fit my romantic nature. I managed not to 
get involved with the girl. 

At the turn-off i started hitchhiking, for the first time in my life. I felt free. The very 
first car stopped. Some relatively old American guy who was going to Thessaloniki gave me a 
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lift. I had planned to sleep there in the local youth hostel. He tried to give the impression that 
he was a modern and generous man who would never grow old. His car was big, he wore 
‘good clothes’, he was rich. I felt a bit uncomfortable next to him, certainly after he, in a too 
obviously casual way, asked about my sexual disposition, my gender preference. In 
Thessaloniki i nonetheless agreed to drink something with him at a pavement pub. Saying no 
was not my strongest quality and after all i seemed to owe him a little favour. The guy 
showed me a table on the street and said he would park the car somewhere else. I didn’t like 
this: my rucksack was still in the boot. So i asked the guy to open the boot so that i could take 
it out. To my surprise he refused. “It can just as well stay in, no problem.” I hated this in 
people, making problems with an air of ‘no problem’ and even literally stating this. I, in turn, 
wanted my rucksack out, no problem. When i kept insisting despite his refusal and he realized 
that i wouldn’t come for a drink with him without my rucksack, the man got very angry, even 
furious, and started yelling at me, in public: 

“You don’t trust me?! Right? Just say it, say you don’t trust me!” 
It was the end of March but it was already very warm outside and i felt hot. But now, 

standing there in the sun before the closed boot, i found myself really boiling inside from this 
crazy gay. I insisted that i wanted my rucksack: at once. Finally, the fucker opened the boot 
and with a great tension i took out my rucksack and walked away. A nice beginning to the 
first serious trip on my own. I felt close to crying as a matter of fact, from the tension in the 
clash between two radically opposing forces, directions. Apparently, the event impressed me 
so much that i still remember it. Had i, almost like Buddha, been raised in a too safe 
environment to know what the world was really about with its cramp and blindness when it 
came to power and sexual drive. Did i know only the macro-level of life, politics, sociology, 
reading newspapers. Didn’t i know the micro level, ordinary people who showed their 
craziness when you got in touch with them and you wanted something else than what they 
were after. Had i merely – or mainly – been avoiding people instead of being interested in 
them, who they really were and how they actually function. Had they been just a, perhaps 
necessary, burden up to then that i could avoid for the most part. Hadn’t i yet dared to feel 
how far many people – individual people – were gone, how cramped they were, how crazy, 
how self-obsessed. 

My mind decided not to let myself be discouraged by this in itself small event that 
nevertheless shocked me very much. My plan was to slowly go down South and then visit 
some of the Greek islands. Of course, with the feeling of freedom that i had there – no one to 
be responsible to for five months except myself – plans could be changed according to 
experiences on the road. The next stop was a camping at the Egeic sea where a Dutch woman 
guest was obviously shocked and sincerely concerned that i, only 22 years old, travelled all 
alone. This concern was a bit strange to me. 22 was young but not too young for such an 
enterprise. She wanted to take care of me, asked me if i had food to eat, if i couldn’t stop 
hitchhiking and only travel by public transport, or even stay with them. After meeting the 
archetype of the old American gay guy who, by trying to impress me with his gathered 
wealth, just wanted to have sex with a young unspoiled boy, i met the archetype of the mother 
who could not but take care and be concerned about the young. She was an ordinary nice 
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woman, but of course i didn’t feel like letting myself be pampered by her. I might as well not 
have started my travel at all. 

So, despite her expressed concern, i swam freely in the sea that was still dangerously 
cold and left for the next stop, a youth hostel at the foot of the Olympus. The next day i 
wanted to climb the bloody mountain and see how far i could get. I would sleep somewhere 
outside that night; it seemed warm enough to me. At a certain point climbing a slope i 
couldn’t go further up any more, too dangerous, too steep. Looking down i couldn’t go down 
any more either, too dangerous. I got scared and the strange thought entered me during that 
moment of survival that at least i was happy that my mother didn’t know what was going on, 
it was already complicated enough. I should have had this thought after the danger would be 
over, not during. This was something else than climbing trees in the woods in Vries. 
Eventually, after a break with a great view on the Egeic sea far down in the distance, i decided 
to climb further up and not to look down any more, which only made me dizzy. My sports 
shoes were not really suitable for mountain climbing but, after sliding down with a foot now 
and then and holding my breath, i succeeded in the end and reached a path. I ascended further, 
intending to take less big risks. The next problem arrived late evening. It got very cold. 
Coming from Holland where in Vries we had a lump of sand of one and a half meters high i 
misjudged, seriously underestimated the mountains, the big difference in temperature between 
day and night being one of the misjudgements. It was the coldest night i ever had. It was 
minus something and i had left my sleeping bag, that would have been way too thin anyway, 
down in the hostel. A German fellow hiker i had met put many pine branches on top of me 
but of course this was not enough. So i decided to keep moving, not to freeze. I found an old 
deserted monastery and lay down behind a wall and in the morning, when it was already light, 
i even slept a bit. Absurd as it was, i was woken up by Greek who, apparently, had come up 
the mountain via an accessible road, and who were out celebrating Easter in the leftover of the 
monastery. Damn this stupidity. Why couldn’t i in peace have my dramas in nature and learn. 
Everywhere was civilization – even when people were uncivilized, this still referred to 
civilization. 

Heading South i went to Delphi, the famous site of ancient stones. What i learned 
there, standing before the entrance – the site was just closed that day – was that i was not 
really interested in old stones. In fact not at all, i suddenly confessed to myself. And i felt 
such a freedom in this simple realization and confession. I was not a slave of the culture in 
which i had grown up, and in general not a slave of culture. Faithful to this new freedom i 
didn’t enter the stone site the next morning and accepted that i had made a roundabout way 
for nothing. I left the stones behind and slept somewhere in the wild, in the open without a 
tent. 

It was again surprisingly cold; i had to put all my clothes on for the night. My 
shivering was at least partly due to the fact that during a traditional Greek dance event a few 
Greek girls had spotted me and had spent the whole evening with me in a local restaurant, the 
cloudless night getting colder and colder. In a cute way they had used the excuse of having a 
can of sprite left over and they offered me this. It seemed one didn’t need to be so cramped 
about the content of what to say to an attractive stranger of the other sex – as i used to be. 
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You just offered him something: this bodily language was much easier and much more 
effective. As things go with spontaneous meetings during a trip, we had an extensive 
exchange of cultural facts and differences between our countries. One of the girls, the one 
who offered the sprite, i actually liked, but it appeared once more that a half-appointment – 
that we made for meeting afterwards at the local discotheque – was not enough to find one 
other again. The loss was not the end of the world in this case: i was not an interesting 
foreigner or traveller in the end, not a dream of a new and better life far away. If the girl had 
recognized and valued something deeper in me, she should have been there, on time that is, 
for 8 minutes after the agreed time at which she might have returned, i left the meeting place. 
The loss was, of course, much worse if the girl in question does recognize and value this 
‘something deeper’, my (and, then, her own) Heart, and still things go ‘wrong’. 

The next day, hitching and taking a bus, i headed briefly for Athens with its bad air – 
apparently to, in a next park - in cities i always escaped into parks - meet an old Egyptian man 
of 78 who started talking about Plato and my poetic handwriting and who suspected, justly so, 
that i was someone who wrote letters to girls – and, afterwards, to move on to Piraeus and 
take a boat to one of the many Greek islands. Reading the descriptions of the various islands i 
decided for Paros. A huge night ship should have brought me there. I woke up at two in the 
morning, since the lights had gone on and the ship seemed to call at a port. When i put my 
stuff together and was about to leave the ship, it turned out that i was too late. The ship had 
just left the port of Paros. I had no idea where the ferry was going now. After letting go of the 
idea that something bad had happened i went back to sleep. In freedom, one could go 
anywhere. At four in the morning the lights went on again. I looked outside. This was 
something else. An almost completely dark port, very small. Two people stood there and a 
huge ship was mooring. It was absurd somehow. But i didn’t hesitate. I gathered my stuff 
once again and hurried to the exit. Just on time. Other than me only a German girl walked 
down the plank. It was funny, this royal treatment, the enormous modern ferry halting 
especially for us two, burping out a small Adam and Eve into an unknown island, to bring 
them from civilization back to the wild, to nature, from the neon light into the dark, from the 
seeming but suffocating safety of the many into the breath-giving solitude of nothing, from 
the fake into the pure. I had no idea where we were. 

I started walking a bit. The German girl also in turn. There was hardly a village, just a 
few houses. Soon we had walked out of it. I felt like sleeping some more and found a spot 
with enough grass to make this possible. The girl put herself down a bit further, not too far 
from me. She asked if it was all right for me. Sure. The whole week we stayed together. We 
woke up in the middle of the village that was divided into three parts. I asked Gaby where we 
were. She had no idea. A nice idea, not knowing where you are. As a boy and young man my 
geographic orientation, overview and sense of direction were so good that i had a strong wish 
to get lost, at least once. Despite this wish i found out a few days later that we were ‘stranded’ 
on Amorgos, a very quiet island. No discos, no tourists – although later we discovered a few 
lost ones - no restaurants except one where one could eat only fish and green salad. I chose 
the latter, since i would never eat a fish. Gaby and i rented a small room for the two of us with 
two separate beds, very cheap. We could use the kitchen. In fact, i don’t like writing all this – 
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i’m not interested in events in themselves – if it weren’t for the situation with the girl i had 
gotten myself in. This situation made a big impression on me. Living together with a girl in a 
little room and doing almost everything together: shopping, cooking, relaxing, talking, 
walking. It was only sometimes that i said: ‘I want to walk alone.’ Walking on my own was 
‘officially’ not a problem for Gaby, but somewhere i felt it was a problem. And after three 
days with Gaby i had become almost nuts. It was a too small space for man and woman to be. 
It was not that we weren’t intimate, that we weren’t lovers, that it was so hard – it was true, 
unlike she i didn’t want to be physically intimate. In that little room, despite the fact that we 
were mainly outside on the terrace, i discovered the perfect opposite of freedom. The contrast 
with the sense of freedom – on a feeling level at least: perfect freedom – that i had 
experienced in Denmark and also during my trip up to then, could not be bigger. And yet i 
liked her. This was not the problem. The problem was something totally invisible that yet 
existed. I could hardly breathe with the girl in the room. I felt i had to explain myself, excuse 
myself. We had to talk it through when something happened that, out of the blue, appeared to 
have hurt her feelings, when from my perspective i hadn’t intended anything bad. And so on. 

When we were in the only small shop in the village and i wanted and was about to buy 
lentils, Gaby managed to ask me: “Or do you prefer rice?” with a voice that made me 
instantly energetically sick. That radical irresolution. The slime in it. I got totally loopy from 
this simple, stupid and seemingly innocent question. This question was the big eye opener, the 
last straw i needed. Something broke in me and i don’t mean this in a negative sense. I would 
never live together with a woman in one house, i decided firmly. It would be the end of me. It 
was a decision that, for the next fifteen years, i was faithful to. Gaby, you were a nice girl, but 
i got perfectly loopy from you. The room had been just small enough to bring me to my 
freeing decision. 

Well, a nice girl…? She could be mean in her unconsciousness. When we were eating 
with two Germans outside at the restaurant, i explained, in my best German, that i didn’t eat 
meat nor fish. Since the restaurant served mainly fish and salad (with some bread) this topic 
was unavoidable, unfortunately. Many vegetarians like me wanted, at least at that time when 
vegetarianism was less common, to avoid the subject of vegetarianism since the meat eaters 
simply cannot deal with this without – openly or hiding it – getting a big cramp that you have 
to bear for the rest of the ‘nice’ meeting. Their ‘unconscious realization’ of being divided into 
two parts – a human and an inhuman part - is too uncomfortable for them not to project this 
on the vegetarian. I added that i don’t like fishing at all either. Immediately Gaby walked 
away without saying anything. It didn’t take long before she returned with two fishing lines 
that she had bought in the only little shop. She asked me to join her fishing, so that i could 
take the fish off the line when she got one, as she didn’t dare this herself. My evening was 
spoiled. 

Since then, since the ego of the girl was triggered, there were more and more instances 
in which i felt irritated by her. For instances her sanctimonious love for donkeys, a supposed 
love that she kept repeating. As often before, i couldn’t understand it that people seemed to 
have feelings for a certain animal and then, sometimes even in the same moment as when they 
expressed this love, eat it. So, i asked her the question of conscience if she would eat donkey 
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when it was served. After a serious reflection – i must admit this – a feeble ‘yes’ came out of 
her throat. Well, fuck you with your honest answer, fuck you with your love for donkeys, 
fuck you when you are in love with me but when, if accidentally i would be served at dinner, 
you, after a serious reflection, would consume me, chew on me, taste me and swallow me and 
shit part of me out again that your holy body cannot digest. Fuck you with your love for the 
‘god’ that she believed in and that, reading the bible, made her aware of the fact that the 
human being is the chosen species. Fuck you with your fucked-up mind and heart. 

Being honest in turn, i told her afterwards that i was very happy she hadn’t caught any 
fish that day, just like the next day. The sea was crystal clear and you could see beautiful fish 
swimming. It was swarming with them. But they were not crazy. When they saw Gaby sitting 
there with a rain-worm on the hook, they didn’t bite of course. She didn’t like my happiness, 
to say the least. She tried to pay me back by bursting into a huge laughing fit that kept going 
and going – and sounded fake as a matter of fact – when i let the lentils burn and one of the 
two small pans that i was supposed to use for the next five months had turned completely 
black. I never let anything burn. Somehow, she was distraction. She was confusion. And i 
couldn’t deal with it (yet), it seemed. 

Perhaps her tactless behaviour at the restaurant made Gaby’s story of the red sanyassin 
and the hate for seagulls even nicer. The sanyassin was she herself. Earlier she had told me, a 
few times, that there existed one animal she hated but she had stayed vague about it. I finally 
heard the whole story now. For a period of one year she had been with Osho – a bit of 
infidelity to Jesus should be all right, since Jesus was forgiveness. Sometimes the colour of 
the robes the followers of Osho were supposed to wear – i ‘knew’ him as bhagwan, by the 
way – changed, from orange to purple to red. This time they were red. Gaby wore a red robe, 
and at first it might not have been totally clear to her if the seagulls loved or couldn’t stand 
the colour – Gaby, probably falsely, assumed their attraction had to do with the colour – but 
anyway they started picking at her as soon as they saw her. This happened over and over 
again. By then it had become clear that the picking was of a hostile nature. As soon as she 
came out with her red robe the seagulls, as if they had waited for her, as if they were devotees 
of Osho themselves who tested her love for bhagwan, flew to her and started picking at her. 
Would she stay faithful to Osho and keep wearing the robe, or resign? Would the love for 
God win or her own interests, which, as always, were understandable? One year of picking 
had been enough. She left Osho. She hated seagulls since then. And back to Jesus. He had 
never sent seagulls to test her. 

By the way, i had also laughed – albeit probably less vociferously – and i certainly 
wouldn’t have believed you if you had told me that ten years later i myself would get 
interested in Osho, or in his view of reality – not in the robes. 

Apart from such events as Gaby’s invitation to go cosily fishing together, i had the 
feeling anyway that i couldn’t say much nice to her any more after three days of being 
together. Our time together was finished, in fact, but there was no ship available to relieve me. 
Still, despite the growing irritations, i made her laugh like crazy when, for instance, i did my, 
according to her perfect, imitation of Stan Laurel with his broad smile when he plucked at his 
hair with one hand. In a way, i even liked Gaby’s company – sometimes. But i got loopy from 
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being almost continuously together, from hidden expectations, from an ‘innocent’ question 
when i was reading, loopy from being busy with each other. From her asking me, almost in a 
bored way, what i’m doing when she is just sitting outside the door and me inside. From 
whining to me, while i was writing, that she kept distracting me from writing. From, in an 
awful way like a small child, whining that i walked so fast, without saying directly that she 
would appreciate it if i walked slower so she could catch up with me. From her remark, after i 
had submitted myself for a whole day to her whims: “When you have a moment, you should 
listen to me for a moment, i would like to ask you something”. From her blowing, 
aggravatingly slowly, in one pipe of her panpipes after the other, when she could not play in 
the least, while the shivers ran through my body. From, during another attempt of mine to 
read, whispering, just audibly, number after number after number: eight, ten, and so on… 
Loopy. Mad. Crazy. Nuts. I seemed not to be suited for a normal life with a woman in one 
house. With or without kids, one woman was already too much. Or i was too much. 
Whichever. Anyway, i realized i needed freedom, space, breath, my own thoughts, not hers 
filling me continuously. I figured out that i was not suited to adjusting my life to someone’s 
lack of direction, someone’s ignorance, someone’s confusion, someone’s seemingly good 
intentions. In the hell things become clear. I was very grateful to Gaby for being willing to 
stay with me that week in that little Greek room, offering me the chance to reach my insight. 
‘Thank you. Thank you’, i wrote in my travel journals. 

The realization wasn’t only – and, in fact, not primarily – related to not wanting or not 
being able to live in a house with a woman. The realization – albeit it came a bit before its 
time, before i had the chance to enter this subject more deeply – was rather that, apparently, i, 
my Body, my Heart, cramped from (something invisible in) Woman, and this fact could be 
noticed better the closer a woman and i were – closer in the physical sense of distance 
between our bodies. And this ‘something’ made a man – or Man – (much) harder than he is in 
his Heart. Men might try to get rid of the uncomfortable cramp by ‘fucking’ the woman in 
question through whom he got (more) cramped – and, on energetic level, this may seem to 
give some form of release – but this can’t be a structural ‘solution’. If Woman doesn’t Melt in 
Man’s Heart – structurally or, otherwise, again and again – if this maddening ‘something’ 
stands in between them in the dark, the situation is hopeless, and (a) man has to live someone 
different from who or what He Is, if he still wants or seemingly needs to be together with (a) 
woman. 

 
One day i met a French couple. They stayed in the apartment above us which was 

obviously much more luxurious than ours which consisted mainly of six walls and two beds; 
this was all right in itself – apparently there has to be difference in what people can afford. 
The girl of the couple was – what i could only a few decades later accept to be called – a very 
juicy and also very spontaneous girl, good-looking and very blonde, the opposite of good old 
Gaby in everything. Francoise looked at me for three seconds, before she ran away again, 
upstairs. This brief look was enough for a girl like her, apparently or seemingly discovering 
life, to, immediately upon arriving at their veranda first floor, invite me – and then also, since 
she was there also somehow, Gaby – for having an evening together at their place. After 
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having survived twice Francoise’s irresistible smile, i could not refuse. [Cursive from here on: 

from my personal record of the European trip.] 
The problem was that Gaby didn’t like Francoise. Also for Gaby three seconds of 

seeing Francoise had been enough to have a ‘standpoint’ in the new constellation of relations. 
She was not sure whether she would join me that evening or not. I was not surprised any more 
that she could not decide – and not surprised either that she bugged me, seemingly to no end, 
with her indecisiveness. Despite that something in me seemed to already get used to her 
behaviour and attitude, it was irritating nonetheless. Getting used to something was no 
solution. It was still painful to my Body and Heart. In fact, Gaby didn’t feel like joining – this 
was obvious to me – but, if she didn’t, she couldn’t keep an eye on me. 

Enthusiastic i bounded up the stairs that evening - just like Francoise had done earlier 
that day. The prospect of Francoise’s openness to me, made me float over the stairs and forget 
gravity. I admit, my heart could be hard on physics with its theories. In the beginning, it 
wasn’t really a cosy evening. Gaby didn’t want to be there but ‘had to’ be there. Francoise 
seemed to desire me. I was willing and didn’t like the fact that Francoise must have thought 
that Gaby was my girlfriend. Her boyfriend Laurent seemed a nice guy to me, but that was no 
guarantee that there wouldn’t be trouble. At least Gaby left relatively soon, and went 
downstairs. This improved the sphere considerably. 

I didn’t drink alcohol and the French couple had a hard time believing this. They had 
never met something like this. Since i don’t like beer – and, unlike others, don’t want to drink 
it therefore – Francoise filled my cup with milk, which i don’t like either. Perhaps – you don’t 
know the habits of other cultures – it was meant that i should say ‘stop’ at a certain point. But 
to me this was such lovely scene, such a sweet girl enthusiastically pouring milk in my cup, 
that i couldn’t say a word that might have disturbed the scene. After the first milk had gone 
over the edge, Francoise kept calmly pouring. My hands were being poured over now too. 
Until she suddenly said something like ‘Oh, excusez-moi.’ I didn’t accept her excuse, i 
thought it totally normal that moment that my hands and the floor were covered with milk. To 
me, and although i have nothing with holiness, this was a holy happening. 

We tried to converse, but Francoise could only speak French which didn’t make it 
easy. She was so enthusiastic that in every sentence she forgot my request to speak more 
slowly. With her big beautiful eyes, she waited then for my answer, and i again had to get 
myself out of the situation after first having enjoyed the eyes for a while. In the night, just 
when i was about to fall asleep, i became aware of a regular high-pitched creaking that 
obviously came from above. As a good boy, i looked with dedication for other explanations, 
but, despite my lack of experience in this respect – actually no experience – i was not totally 
unworldly and again and again that one thought appeared: he is fucking my petite beautiful 
French girl. In the end i had to admit that ‘fucking’ was the only sensible explanation. I don’t 
know why but i felt a bit ashamed, or at least embarrassed, since Gaby wasn’t yet asleep 
either. And then, against my will at least, one had to think that in principle this possibility 
were open to us too. I certainly didn’t want this, but i didn’t know Gaby’s position in this 
respect. To reduce the chance of ‘wrong thoughts’ on her part i tried to sigh louder, breathe 
louder, sniff and turn and toss in my bed and other things so as not to let the creaking in the 
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otherwise deadly quiet night become too embarrassing, so it looked as if i were kind of 
sleeping. In fact, the creaking sound was so absurdly loud that a decibel comparison with an 
overflying jet fighter is not exaggerated. Finally, it was silent, and i made another attempt to 
sleep. And there it started again, in various tempos this time. These new variations made me 
listen in a more concentrated way. I gave up my attempts to prevent Gaby from hearing too 
much. Suddenly i was all right with cosily listening together. It was silent again, but as i 
expected now, it wasn’t the end yet. They started an intense concluding offensive now, in 
which the creak tempo appeared improbably fast to me and in which i expected every moment 
the dull boom of the bed. The expectation was based on the estimation of the strength of the 
other furniture in the room: the bed should bend down or break. The boom sound didn’t come 
– the silence did.  

Although nicer things exist than hearing the girl you are falling in love with making 
love to another man, i fell asleep satisfied: it had been interesting and instructive after all. I 
didn’t know yet it was possible to take over the feelings of people, in this case the feeling of 
satisfaction of the lovers upstairs. When there is no resistance – or: when there is oneness – a 
lot is possible with regard to having similar feelings and synchronicity. Many many years 
later my intimate woman had orgasms when she attuned to or heard me making love to 
another woman and especially when i came. Rare as it is, it is not impossible to Transcend 
jealousy into orgasm – when one doesn’t go and get lost in the separate self. At that moment, 
however, the feeling of satisfaction i fell asleep with did not only seem to be related to 
(attuning to) sexual satisfaction a such, but even more to allowing a breakthrough in accepting 
sexuality to be part of this world, of Me, and to being relieved of a form of separation in this 
respect: the self denying its oneness with sexuality. 

Only much later i found out that women often get in a certain state after meeting me 
(and i guess there are other heart-men who also cause such an effect) – from the normal, (too) 
limited, (bio-)logical perspective it is called ‘horny’ – and that, in case i seem not available in 
a sexual sense, they ‘have to’ make love to a man who is available in that moment, often their 
chosen partner. The word ‘horny’ is a bit deluding here, at least if its meaning is restricted to 
the biological part. When women meet me and – it is not superfluous to add – allowed an 
association with me, when thus through me ‘Heart’ is ‘added’ to Woman’s state, her state is 
not the same as usual when she gets excited in what seems to be the normal sexual sense. But 
she doesn’t know another way to express her state than via sex and she feels a big urge to do 
something with this inner feeling in a sexual way with an available partner. In short, women – 
but also men – often used ‘my’ Heart to meet a (or their) partner on a deeper level and, then, 
also make love in another, deeper, way than usually. 

The next day Francoise, in her typical spontaneous way, invited me again, this time to 
join a game of scrabble – in French. Jesus, when she looks at me with her beautiful big round 
eyes - it sounds simple, but you should have seen them – i am done for. Especially when she 
bends forward – and touches me – to help me with a French word that would yield a 
reasonable amount of points, i come to stare at the little blocks of letters and don’t see them 
any more, i just feel her body flowing over into mine, literally. Soon, in my imagination, the 
two of us are hopping through Paris where she lives. Now and then i respond with a nose 
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sound ‘uhuh’ that to my taste sounds rather French, hoping this is enough to give her the 
impression that i’m still there. 

Finally, for the first time on my trip – although two weeks is perhaps not that long – 
I’ve met such a nice girl who – i recognized the phenomenon by now – i can really fall in love 
with. A girl who seems always cheerful – or at least she is when she meets me – and isn’t 
bothered by anyone for she does what she wants to anyway. 

The evening. Gaby has already gone to the harbour where we will eat in the 
restaurant. I will join her a bit later. But in the meantime, i met Francoise and she invited me 
to eat something in the harbour, in the (only) restaurant. I said yes, of course. I can’t help it. I 
accept every invitation of the French girl – even if, like this time, i get myself into a mess. As 
usual, i leave out any kind of a strategy – things will turn out differently than i can foresee 
anyway. 

The French couple sat down at another table, not the one where Gaby was. Gaby sat 
together with an American woman and a Dutch woman and, unfortunately, there was still one 
chair free. Since i had the impression Gaby had already been (acting) pitiful for the whole 
day, i couldn’t find it in my heart to just let her sit there and to go to Francoise – despite the 
fact that Gaby assured me i decided myself where i wanted to sit. I explained the situation to 
the French couple, and sat on the free chair, the one of the prison. I couldn’t say i decided 
this. It happened this way. The heart can be stupid. 

Finally, after an hour of continuous rattling on of the American woman, i saw a little 
hole through which i escaped the prison of the heart. I went to the French and settled myself 
close to Francoise who was again playing scrabble with Laurent, her boyfriend, not able to 
ignore, but rather enjoying somehow, the many jealous looks of men who were desirously 
gazing at the utterly lovely Francoise with her remarkable personality. After a quarter of an 
hour i joined the game. 

Strange, that despite the very audible play upstairs on the first day i had met them – 
they had been making love, i could no longer deny eventually – it is within my ‘power’ to 
increasingly fall in love with Francoise. That play didn’t seem to offer much of a prospect for 
an adventurous romance between us. 

[parts in italics from ‘Record of Europe travel’ p.45-47, 50-52] 
 
When earlier i had wanted to leave Amorgos for the next island, fed up with my prison 

with Gaby, i had checked at the tiny ‘harbour’, which was a plate of concrete, how late the 
next boat would go. I was shocked to find out that it wasn’t a matter of how late, but what 
day. Not earlier than in 4 days a ship would pass by. I was trapped. A double feeling of being 
at the end of the world came over me. The good thing, in retrospect, was that i ‘had to’ go 
back to my prison, so that thus i could come to my realization that i would not live with a 
woman in one house, that, perhaps unlike many other men who seemed to be bodily-heartedly 
able to submit to a normal life, i needed my freedom or else i couldn’t breathe, literally, or 
only with great effort squeeze an inhalation through my throat: when i simply allowed nature 
no breath appeared in the ‘presence’ of (a) Gaby. 
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This was not totally different from how my father had functioned. Now and then, 
twice a year on average, he suddenly had to break out from all ties, all forms, all obligations, 
from the whole prison a man can be in: work, wife, children, paying bills, whatever. And 
there he went, off to Amsterdam, just like that, to play chess for one or two weeks in a row – 
and, i’m sure now, for one or more girlfriends, though this part of the story we were, for 
whatever reason, not told as children. 

I had to be really stuck in the prison to Realize the prison. As long as it would have 
been too easy to escape from the island i couldn’t have come to my realization. In itself this 
realization was perhaps not so extraordinary – quite a few men realize this, their pull to their 
Nature called Freedom, to whatever depth – but when i happened to realize something it was 
much more probable that the realization would be taken serious. To me a realization was True 
and not just one of the many forms, it was not an interest – an interest that, in this world, 
should be balanced with other interests. My whole attitude towards life was different in this 
respect. It was Radical. I didn’t understand the word compromise. ‘Compromise’ was 
something from another world, not from mine. This attitude seems dangerous to most people, 
but if this Radicalness is firmly embedded in the Heart it is not dangerous at all, and rather the 
opposite will be realized: it is dangerous when people do not live in and from the Heart, but 
for themselves, as the illusion of self. Illusions are dangerous. 

Finally a boat was going to appear at our island. Most other tourists had been stuck 
there for days on end too and they all planned to embark the next boat for wherever. The 
young French couple left the island too – like me. I felt very happy and relieved to finally 
leave the prison that Gaby was. This note, written not long before the big ship that for many 
days didn’t show up, seemed to finally make a stop at our island, says it all: i rather sink with 
the ship and everything than stay behind here. And a few lines further: A historical moment. I 
sail!! (…) When the ship sails away from Amorgos, from Gaby who stays behind quite alone 
there and who might stay living here in Greece, i feel very satisfied and, while waving 
goodbye at her, i cannot get rid of the smile on my face, which is irritating somehow. We 
sailed to Naxos, where we got off. In the harbour it appeared that the next ship the French 
couple had to catch, was leaving in a few minutes to Mikonos. Francoise was already on her 
way to the boat when, as if moved by invisible strings, she suddenly stopped, ran back to me 
and wanted me to have their address, which was in fact Laurent’s address, since she didn’t 
have one of her own. In a hurry she asked for a pen and paper. I gave her the pen i got from 
the old Egyptian guy who had wanted to support my writing ‘career’ concerning writing 
down my feelings, since my own pen hadn’t worked properly, and a crumbled remainder of 
paper. Hastily Francoise started writing Laurent’s name, address and phone number. Despite 
the fact that the Egyptian had assured me it was a Schneider pen, less and less ink was 
coming out of the pen and Francoise got almost in a state of panic. An extra complication 
was that Laurent would move soon from his address. These scrawls are the only clue i have to 
ever meet Francoise again. Apparently, while Francoise knows that i will visit Paris the 
coming summer, this meeting is meant to be, otherwise she could have spared herself this 
panic scene. And fortunately, because i really felt at home with these people. 
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 Francoise gave me a big kiss of her full lips on my cheek. She wouldn’t let herself be 
told anything by anyone – including her boyfriend – what to do and what not. She was free. 
Feeling Francoise’s pull to me, i was supposed to call Laurent in Paris, if i could perhaps 
borrow his girlfriend for a while. Francoise’s freedom was this typical ‘freedom’ that was 
embedded in pain. The ‘freedom’ to try out all possible forms to see if perhaps other forms 
will give some true relief – but they never do. The Heart, if not Consciously Recognized as 
Being Beyond all these forms, becomes or seems to be a form too – different at best, but still. 
The hope and sincere expectation firmly rooted in her unstoppable energy keep a Francoise 
smiling. I can feel now that her panic didn’t have only to do with the boat leaving any 
moment and wanting to keep in touch with me or at least to keep a chance of getting closer to 
me go. It was her own Heart that she wanted to Meet, and she, like any woman, knew there 
wouldn’t be many opportunities in life - if even her good own lover couldn’t provide this. ‘I’, 
as the Selfless Heart, Was – and Am – not only the Touch of Woman, even if it couldn’t 
manifest itself obviously yet at the time. ‘I’ Was – and Am – the Potential of Woman. 
Because it was not about this ‘i’. 

Now that i walk away from the quay of Naxos into the dunes and their ship sails away, 
for the first time in my travel, an empty feeling steals upon me. This was quite different from 
the satisfied feeling i got when i waved goodbye to Gaby earlier that day. Feelings cannot be 
controlled. Probably the empty feeling hasn’t only got to do with Francoise but also with 
Laurent. He is a great chap. 

[Parts in italics from ‘Record of the Europe travel’ p.51-53] 
 

A few months later, in July, pulled by Francoise’s ‘openness’ for me – in some way – 
i would try to visit her in Paris where she lived. After spending a few nights in a youth hostel 
in Paris i got her finally, and a bit miraculously, on the phone. Laurent would be gone for a 
few days working in Lille in the North of France, but this was no problem, she reassured me. 
There was actually only one place for me to sleep, she said when we met, and this was next to 
her in bed. But this was no problem either for her. As a preparation for the night Francoise 
showed me around in a graveyard. It was the graveyard Pere de la Chaise. Looking at the 
graves of Jim Morrison and a few other celebrities was already more interesting than the 
stones of Delphi. But also this soon lost all sense. The museum of the dead was boring in 
itself as well, although i myself didn’t feel bored. There were thoughts without ending, 
thoughts that apparently needed to be thought, and also without these i wouldn’t have felt 
bored. The nights lying next to Francoise were long, however. I couldn’t sleep with her body 
so close to mine. On some level i felt Francoise expected me to do something, to come closer 
– at least (and, possibly, at most) physically – to hold her, to kiss her, to take her. But, despite 
her really big attractiveness, i couldn’t. Something was in between, it seemed. It was not the 
first time in my life that i met this strange problem that at the same time felt natural, nastily 
natural. 

My French was just good enough to understand how, during the day, on the phone, 
and one evening in a pub, Francoise enthusiastically told her girlfriends about me, that she 
never met something like this. A boy who wouldn’t touch her, the whole night long, even 
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though she lay almost naked beside him in bed. Impossible. And yet… It looked much like 
Francoise admired it, at least in the sense of admiring a man who has such self-control and 
was not fully taken over by sexual desire or lust. I didn’t know what to think of this, being 
admired for my failure – failure to come closer, not knowing how, not seeing a real opening 
through which i could enter. Again, i seemed to be the opposite of common people: what for 
them would be a victory was for me a failure, and the other way round. They wanted to, at 
least in an enlightening moment, ascend from the earthly prison; i needed to descend into it. 
Only much later i learned that, despite the fact that most people seemed (much) more earthly 
than me, no one was really down here on earth, people were not Present. There was no one, in 
fact, in the ‘normal’ earthly emptiness. What was the Presence of a rock or a pebble when it 
didn’t realize its being stone. People’s Body was uninhabited. Only the Conscious Heart was 
and could be Present at all. 

Somewhere i felt something good in this admiration of Francoise, but i couldn’t enjoy 
it. It’s not only that Francoise was painfully attractive and i would have loved to make love to 
her, her admiration was not really grounded in the Heart. If there would be no celebration of 
physical love anyway, it would at least have been something valuable if our meeting were 
grounded in the Heart. It would have offered some prospect for the future, and it would have 
wiped away the whole frustration with one stroke. But her admiration seemed to be just a 
loose form, next to all her other loose forms that, together, constituted her life. The next day 
she would be enthusiastic about something else again – some piece of art, for instance. 
Francoise would put this lovely, unexpected experience with me on top of the list of other 
interesting, if not flabbergasting experiences. But once she had had the experience, the next 
one awaited – there was no impulse to go deeper into this one, to find out the strange truth 
about such a man. This was all the more so because this boy didn’t stop her restlessness since 
he didn’t enter the lower part of her body, even though, in case such entering worked a bit 
sometimes, this always proved to be a merely temporary solution: but, seen from Francoise’s 
hidden perspective, better temporary than no solution at all. What a life she lived. It was not 
my destiny to be an event, an experience, in (a) Woman’s life. Only the Woman who was 
seriously interested in Me, could stick it out with me and Enter the Depth That i Was and Am. 
The panic Francoise showed at the harbour of Naxos – not losing contact with her own Heart 
that she sub-consciously recognized in me – was not enough. She should stay ‘in panic’. 

Since i unwantedly persisted in my admirable failure and the novelty of my strange 
behaviour was gone, Francoise lost interest in me, indeed. I could also say: she lost interest in 
herself, or: she didn’t want to see herself – through me. If i merely became (one side of) her 
and was not able to let the male side survive and add this side of herself to her Female side – 
let alone Man Himself, even though he was closer than she could have imagined – then what 
could she do further with this thing, this seeming form. It was true, i needed time and space 
for passing through or at least, for now, letting go of her stone offer. But, without deeper 
recognition of her Inner Beloved, she wouldn’t grant (a) Man the time and space that are 
needed. In this way, experiencing herself in(to) Man(’s World) wouldn’t have the chance to 
emerge and deepen. Only Man(’s Presence) can Deepen Woman’s experience that otherwise 
stays rather flat, horizontal and one-dimensional. Man – as He Is – Is Woman’s Depth. 
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I felt Francoise wanted to get rid of me and move on. And so, i left the beauty. I left 
Paris. Paris had seduced me and i had not responded. I stayed cool to her heartless seduction, 
even though i had wished things were different. I wished i was not cool. Those nights next to 
the beauty queen were the hardest nights of my life. Something wanted to break through, tear 
open and couldn’t. It just couldn’t. Something was stuck. The world was too far, too dense, 
too stoned, too formed, too closed. 

Despite the other appearance, it wasn’t me, the impotent one. It was her Heart that, 
Somewhere, far away – too far – recognized mine and wanted to open, to be torn open, but it 
couldn’t. And i, through my immobile body, gave a shape to this in the physical world. My 
body struggled the struggle of Woman’s closed Heart. It was a great, honest reflection of 
Woman – only, at the for me ‘wrong’ moment, considering the fact that i wanted with all my 
heart and body to make love to her. Woman wanted with all her heart and body to make love 
with me, but couldn’t (yet). It wasn’t easy to respect the Deeper Forces making things go this 
way in Truth. Why was i not permitted, allowed a little lie now and then, a little ‘sin’ – sin 
against the Heart. Francoise had been proud on me – nice – i was left empty-handed, without 
body to hold in my arms, she empty-hearted, with only bodies to hold, albeit not mine. It 
seemed that i was a living sacrifice in the Arms of Truth – instead of lying in the arms of a 
woman as long as there was no Heart in her responding to mine, as long as i was only or for a 
considerable part seen as a body instead of a Heart. The latter would be True in the end, but 
was at best a potential future far away. 

It had to be this way, me being a Pure Reflection of (a) Woman(‘s state). But on an 
earthly level it was torture at the same time, at least such sleepless nights a few centimetres 
from a willing and attractive Female Body. I was dying for her Body and i could not touch it, 
since she was not in the body, her Heart was far gone from it. In a way, i had to pay for her 
‘sin’, a sin as old as Woman could remember: taking Form and, following the form’s seeming 
interests, losing the Heart through this. She herself wouldn’t pay, at least not in the same 
sense. She would just find the next interesting body with some remainder of heart left in it. 
On a deeper level, however, she was continuously paying for ‘her’ Sin, to be so unFaithful – 
to the Heart, not especially to her boyfriend. Only, the payback happened in the dark, in 
Unconsciousness. She was not truly aware of it – and yet she felt its reality somewhere inside. 

The long longing nights next to the naked Francoise – at first she was still waiting 
silently in the dark for something to happen, some action, some movement of forms, then, 
later, when nothing happened, falling asleep – were especially a torture because i didn’t have 
clarity yet about my role in all of this. The bodily desire, naturally responding to hers, was 
fighting with the Heart. I had to give the victory to something ungraspable, untouchable, 
invisible, seemingly without any reward for my unwanted sacrifice. Sitting in the train 
rumbling away from Paris i had to come to terms with ‘my’ pain, with what i considered so 
far my greatest ‘failure’ in regard to the whole concern of boys and girls trying to get closer to 
each other. Did they really try (to come Closer). Or was i the only one who really tried – even 
though it was exactly me who seemed to be the one who was paralyzed, who seemed not to 
try. Being so close to the Naked Woman, the Willing Woman – or so it seemed – and yet not 
being able to Touch Her… She allowed me to be so close to her naked body, and i could not 
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do anything, i could not move. Her mind was rushing through me like mad, my body was 
immobilized. Her immobile heart, not willing or able to make a gesture to me, to say that she 
Loved Me, was my immobile body. The more movements she made around her closed Heart – 
and they were many, oh they were many – the less movements my body was able to make, 
simply because in my case the body was not functioning in a separate way from the Heart; it 
couldn’t pretend that it was happy, it couldn’t continue moving when the Heart was 
paralyzed, as Woman was able to – amazingly. 

Would i ever bridge the gap between Body and Heart, i mean bridge the gap for other 
people, for Woman? When She wasn’t Whole, when She could not live here on earth as the 
Heart, i couldn’t either. It didn’t make sense to and i even could not celebrate Love on my 
own, despite my talent for this. I had no answer to that question – or, rather, to that deep issue 
living inside me. I had to do and deal with the Pain i was offered. Trains were good for this, if 
they weren’t too crowded, and didn’t provide attractive girls. 

At least I was quite all round in managing not to enter girls – now again a French girl, 
before a Danish girl, a Canadian… I couldn’t be accused of being nationalistic in my failure. 

 
Back from the travel to and through Woman in the form of Francoise – who was 

waiting naked but in vain fro me to finally Fill her, not knowing how to do this herself, and 
now supposing that i didn’t know either – to the travel through Greece a few months earlier. 
When i had served my sentence on Amorgos with my jailer Gaby – although, in itself, i really 
loved it on Amorgos, so no complaints – i, as i have said, visited Naxos briefly, for one day. I 
slept there on the dunes and didn’t go to a village. I was still overwhelmed by the peace and 
stillness, the modest beauty, the lack of modern ‘civilized’ life on Amorgos and didn’t feel 
like returning to the mad crowd yet. Also, i had got the taste of sleeping in nature after a life 
of sleeping in rooms (and, sometimes, tents) - although nature paid me back, showed its other 
face with another icy cold and therefore almost sleepless night. Next day i took the boat to 
Santorini, an island known for its volcano, stayed there in the youth hostel, felt a bit lonely, 
couldn’t reach the only interesting woman guest, and moved further south to Crete. I arrived 
at midnight and had to sleep in the harbour of Iraklion. Again, a bad night. I had to keep my 
head outside the old and very thin sleeping bag that i had got from my father and that was 
made in 1950, in order to keep an eye on my stuff, since many dark and creepy suspicious 
figures were prowling around there. With my head outside the sleeping bag i was eaten by 
many mosquitos, however. I think i moved my head in and out about 200 times that night. No 
sleep. 

A most beautiful week started there on Crete, however. A highlight was not only 
walking 16 kilometres or so down the gorgeous gorge of Samaria. The greatest moment 
happened while, fed up with hitching, i simply walked to the south coast and was greeted by a 
monk. An unimportant normal event and yet one of the greatest moments in my life. The utter 
freedom i felt that moment and afterwards… Walking there with my rucksack through the hot 
and wild fields really bursting with flowers in the early spring, bushes, trees, not feeling 
dependent on even a willing car to bring me somewhere, and then seeing the monk in his 
black robe bent forward to the ground, working in his very big and varied garden. He was 
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quite far in fact from the small road i walked, but he noticed me nonetheless. He drew himself 
up and waved and laughed so sincerely at me, being totally one with the smile, that i could 
only be very touched. And of course, i waved at him in return. I even felt an impulse to just 
stay there, for an unlimited time. It seemed to be no coincidence that the most perfect freedom 
i had ever felt up to then hit me like a hammer so hard after the previous prison with Gaby. 

In general, why should i only go where a woman seemed open for me but, in fact, was 
not really open. Why not go to this male monk who was really open for me and generally 
open. Why not go to ‘Openness’ instead of to a woman. Or in my current terms: why not Go 
to Man instead of to Woman? This was a serious issue for me as a man which i couldn’t yet 
fathom the Depth of. 

Well, in the End i was not only living in ‘my’, Man’s, World of Oneness, in Openness, 
but also in Woman’s world of Duality, of closeness, separation and, therefore, also longing 
for Union. Being open myself – and this had nothing to do with the fact whether one talked a 
lot, or hardly at all in my case – i had to Go into the Closeness, the Compactness of Woman. 
The law of Duality Needed to be lived, whether i wanted this or not, whether i was conscious 
of this or not. With the monk, i could have had a great time, i was sure. My sense for freedom 
might have even deepened, if that would still have been possible. And then… what to do with 
and in this freedom. I was Drawn to Woman. I couldn’t help myself, my existence. 

And so, even though the final word on this matter hadn’t yet been said, i continued my 
walk and ended it at a campsite at the sea. Already that very same day i met a woman with a 
child. Already the first evening we ate our diner together. It seemed i had needed that moment 
of utter freedom and utter inner joy when the monk and me recognized each other and gave a 
form to this through our waving and smiling. I had needed this to be able now to be with – or 
‘bear’ – the German woman and the child. I needed freedom so that i could be stuck again, so 
that i could handle the situation. She seemed a relatively nice woman – niceness and being 
stuck didn’t exclude one another – but somehow the child stood between us, for a change. 
The woman liked to eat and be with me, there was some Impulse towards Man in her, i felt, 
but it was not very strong, at least not strong enough to bring us together. It was as if the mere 
existence of the child had made her Pull to man weaker than it would have been without the 
child. It was in this situation with the child much more difficult for me as man to feel this 
natural Impulse and, then, to reflect it back to her. It seemed as if the child took away part of 
her inspiration to come Closer to Man. So, in the end we split up again. To be honest i 
wouldn’t have known what to do with the child anyway. The child – extremely demanding of 
attention, as was the case with most children – was somehow a strange fact that stood in 
between Man and Woman. That’s all i could make of it for that moment. It was not my 
responsibility, i felt. 

One day later i met the Canadian Sylvie. It seemed that the Duality and Drama of Man 
and Woman had, in whatever way, to manifest Itself again and again in a male and a female 
body. I had walked the Samaria gorge and at the end, down at the sea, a few tourists and me 
had were stuck there. There was no boat until at least the next day to bring us to at least some 
rudimentary form of a civilized world. In itself i had come to appreciate such situations, 
although of course you are a bit dependent on the type of people you get stuck with. But the 
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situation of all of us ending up in the same unexpected ‘crisis’ brought us easily together: 
differences such as attitude to life, life style and political affinity, hardly mattered any more if 
at all. I walked away from our group with an Australian guy and found a girl and a boy 
around a bonfire. It was very cosy when we joined. It was only the next day that my suspicion 
that the Canadian boy and girl were a couple appeared to be not true. Good, because i quite 
liked her. 

Next day in the bus from Skafias to Chania, from the south coast to the north coast, in 
the end only Sylvie and i were left over of our group of friends. Friends indeed – it was 
remarkable how easily one could make friends travelling alone and even feel affection for 
them. I knew these people already better than my colleague students that i had seen every day 
for three and a half years. The bus was so slow that i missed the boat to Pireaus and since i 
didn’t have much money Sylvie proposed she’d rent a room for one person and I’d sneak in at 
a certain point. A good idea, it seemed. Only, i was caught later in the evening. A totally wild 
guy flew and shouted suddenly into our room and started removing my body from the scene, 
with wild arm movements and screaming. He was not sensitive to my reasonable protest that i 
first wanted to get my stuff before my body would disappear for good. So, i needed to sort of 
fight back, which only put oil on his fire, of course. He was busy getting me out of the room 
and me busy staying in. It was quite a struggle. Sylvie could no bear it any longer, however. 
She couldn’t stand aggression, she said, and would pay for my stay. To my surprise the wild 
man became instantly meek as a sheep. No problem any more. I didn’t manage to convince 
Sylvie that i needed to pay myself, since i had agreed to her plan. So i bought her a baklava 
the next morning as a breakfast. 

Sylvie had recently cut off her hair as well, like Iris had done before we got together 
the second time – Pandora had also committed this crime. It was like a test, for me to still like 
a girl despite her short hair, which should show me that a woman was about something other 
than her angelic hair. I didn’t like this earthly test, but sulking i had to admit to myself that 
Sylvie was really a nice girl – which didn’t mean that i would give up my strong preference 
for long hair. Perhaps, probably, if Sylvie and i got together, she would let it grow long again. 
Tests didn’t need to continue forever after all, they were meant just for the moment. To 
distinguish Sylvie from nice girls in general, Sylvie was a very nice girl. I really liked her a 
lot. Since she liked me as well, we stayed for another night in the same room. Both nights we 
‘managed’ not to touch each other’s body. Of course, that’s not difficult when you are asleep 
in your own bed, but still. 

In the last night before leaving Crete to go to Athens we also ‘succeeded’. For 
practical reasons, both of us slept in my tiny tent. We had had a nice evening outside and 
seemed to get closer to each other, not physically but still obviously so. I felt it in the warm 
air. The night was beautiful with its countless tiny stars that we watched now and then. There 
was space in our meeting, no hurry like with Britt or Iris when immediate kissing was 
unavoidable. Together we watched and were in awe of the miracle of the universe and of our 
own existence, of the beauty of it all that was revealed when we were not busy with ourselves. 
I felt that watching this way together without us interfering, brought us closer to each other. 
In fact, it turned out that to come closer, man and woman didn’t need to do anything. The 
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script regarding whether they will come together or not was already written in the stars, so to 
speak. We could just look up, and see and feel what they wrote. No hurry. No worry. 

In this growing intimacy, we saw bats circling above our heads. Sylvie was afraid of 
them. She shared with me her fear in and of the dark. Related to this, it had taken a 
surprisingly big effort to get Sylvie to feel enough trust in me to try (not making love but just) 
sleeping ‘outside’ in the dark – albeit in my tiny tent – instead of in a safe rented and lighted 
room somewhere in a village or town. I’m a strange fellow though – ‘strange’ from the 
‘normal’ perspective. Instead of comforting her as i was sure most men would have done – 
with the hidden hope that, in her feeling unsafe, she would come in the night with her body to 
them to feel protected by them – i started scaring her, triggering the fear to come to the 
surface. I didn’t – and don’t – do this out of mean (hidden) intentions. If some intention had 
been involved it would rather be the opposite, but in reality this happens beyond good or bad 
intentions. It Happens spontaneously and it happens, naturally, as part of ‘Preparing a Bed’ in 
which Man, as a Mirror, can Bring Man and Woman Together. The fear of Woman stands in 
between Her and Me, between the Love for ‘me’ – or, in fact, for Man – and the expression of 
it or, in the first place, the Recognition and Acknowledgement of it. She is, in one way – Her 
Deepest way – dying for Finally Actually Living Her Love but Her fear stands in between. 

First this fear must be given back to Me somehow, to the Heart. She didn’t need to be 
comforted. On the contrary: She needed to be confronted. In frightening Woman, i could use 
my experience from the past when i scared Brigitte and other children of our street. In a bit 
more sophisticated way than i would have in the old days making creepy sounds and creepy 
faces and with my hands in the air, i said to Sylvie: 

“There’s nothing to worry about. You can just easily sleep next to me. The only thing 
that sometimes happens, but far from always, is that at 12 in the night i turn into a vampire. 
The damned thing is that i can never predict when it happens.” Sylvie got seriously shocked 
and wanted to know if i was serious. It was already too late for her to now, alone, walk 
through the dark and find an available room somewhere; we were not in a town or village area 
and it was 11 in the evening. There were gypsies not far from us, which was something that 
had already made Sylvie feel uneasy. 

“Sure”, i said, “but this doesn’t mean that vampires are so dangerous. There’s a lot of 
nasty stories about vampires out there that aren’t really true.” Sylvie got terrified, despite my 
attempt of trying to comfort her now. 

My good time i had with the joke ended when i felt it had gotten too bad for her. She 
didn’t share her fear on a feeling level – as things ‘should’ have gone, at least from the 
perspective of Man and Woman getting Closer through touching and enlightening the Dark – 
but got stuck in it. It was too much. Despite the silliness of the whole thing, that someone 
could really leave the possibility open that vampires in human bodies really existed – well, at 
least certainly not in the way they were depicted in movies; their energetic existence is a 
more, if not too, complicate topic for now – i felt forced to confess now that it had all been a 
joke, not true. But darn it, i couldn’t convince her of this. I had gone too far. She thought i 
was rather trying to calm her down now so that she would stay with me in the night after all 
and i would have free play with her once the vampire came through. In turn, i was shocked 
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that Sylvie stayed in the fear and that, whatever i still said or tried to do, i couldn’t manage to 
make her feel relaxed again, to trust me again. It was as if a deep fear in Woman, the fear of 
Man, or the crooked way He manifests in the form, came to the surface. Up to there, to 
bringing this fear to the surface, i had succeeded, indeed. But now she projected it on the 
wrong guy. I had to be the Trigger and the Saviour in the end. I only succeeded in the first 
part. I felt really sorry about the whole drama. We had had such good contact. This good 
contact was so good, in fact, that it was worth an attempt to Free something in her as Woman. 
It was the reason why i, Beyond myself, Wanted to Bring her Closer to Me, to the Heart, the 
Heart in which fear was ‘just’ one of the many forms of life – albeit a serious one – not one 
that a woman should let herself be lived by. 

Still, in the end, when after intense suspense, it became midnight and nothing serious 
happened, Sylvie cooled down at least a bit – though not totally, because i might have easily 
fooled her with the time. I could have said it was at midnight that the vampire came while i 
knew that in reality it was 2 or 3 in the midst of the night when she’d be asleep. And so we 
tried sleeping next to each other – there was no other option anyway, apart from staying 
awake the whole night. For Sylvie there was a fifty-fifty chance that i was a vampire 
disguised as a loving heart. So she was quite brave, in a way, to try it nevertheless, albeit 
under the strict condition that both our rucksacks should remain between us during the night. 
Then, if the vampire came through after all, at least there was a small chance she might hear 
the monster on time and quickly zip open the tent and escape, or at least defend herself 
instead of being a motionless victim in whom ‘I’, or Dracula, could put his long bloodthirsty 
teeth just like that. 

This arrangement of our rucksacks would leave us even less space to sleep, but all 
right, under the current circumstances i agreed. After all, i had screwed it up, played away my 
credit. Well, who am i. It was not me in the end who had invented Woman’s big fear of the 
Dark. I just brought it to the surface. I made it perceptible, so that something could finally be 
done with it, that it could be given back to Man’s Heart. On the boat to Athens Sylvie didn’t 
seem to have totally forgiven me, even though nothing had happened in the night, the vampire 
hadn’t shown up… this time. She acted as if she was all right again – also toward me – but i 
still felt something standing between us. 

Luckily this appeared to have disappeared when, after we had said goodbye in Piraeus, 
we met by accident again in Athens and happily spent another, fourth, day together. I helped 
Sylvie buying a plane ticket to Marseille, where she could speak French again and feel safer. 
Despite my help i was virtually sure the ticket venders cheated her badly with an enormous 
price for the flight. Sylvie didn’t seem to care too much, but i despised these blood suckers. 
After our next goodbye, i tried to hitch to the North of Greece, to from there, move on further 
north to Hungary. Every hitch-hiker knows that the circumstances can be awfully bad though 
and I’ll spare you the details. I returned to Athens and tried to find the youth hostel. Next day 
i met Sylvie again, totally by accident, which was weird in such a big city. And we spent 
another good time together. I couldn’t remember to have laughed so much with a girl before. 

Our third goodbye was the definitive one. She gave me her address, for if i ever came 
to Canada. We took each other’s head and gave a kiss on the lips that was so very long and 
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sincere – we liked each other a bloody lot – that it was almost strange that we weren’t or 
would not become lovers. 

Afterwards, when she was gone, for good, i thought that it was a long way. I didn’t 
know yet exactly what, what way, but anyway that it was long, very long. 

Having found again the notes that i took during the travel, it appears that i realized at 
the time that the way i behaved, making a girl laugh, made girls consider me to be some kind 
of a jester, a jester with a good heart but not a serious option for having a relationship with. I 
didn’t do this on purpose, being funny. It happened spontaneously as a response to something 
in a girl - or even people in general. It seemed i – or a Force through me – ‘wanted’ to release 
a kind of cramp in them, the cramp of the world of form in the end: i met the world through 
meeting people. The cramp – of separation, in the end – got into my body and i seemed to try 
to find an acceptable way – acting funny – of releasing it. In the company i was in, i couldn’t 
do this de-cramping by directly allowing the physical-energetic movements themselves that 
were needed, something i would consciously do later (albeit usually when i’m alone, or 
sometimes during giving a retreat) and also, intuitively, as a small kid i had been active in this 
respect.  

But if i needed to come closer to a girl, things didn’t work this way. It seemed i better 
be serious first, and then, when a girl was with me, i could start ridiculing forms, to free her 
from, in the end, any form of attachment to them. Or even better, i first should start 
consciously recognizing, locating and feeling the cramp(s) in my own energetic body – and 
Realize to Be Free Beyond this - before i would try to undo it in girls. I was not that far yet. 

The earthly fact was that i couldn’t yet approach Sylvie – or another girl – in a 
physical heart-way. Sylvie’s heart may have been with me, her body was on the plane to 
France and my own body had just entered the train to Hungary. That the very long, most 
loving kiss i had ever received – and that had taken at least half a minute – was a goodbye 
kiss somehow symbolized the whole strange situation: ‘me’ being alone, while this heart 
seemed to be the least alone in the whole world. Woman loved Me but couldn’t be with ‘me’. 
It was not about me. Sylvie kissed, on behalf of every woman, her own Heart goodbye. Her 
body went somewhere else than her heart. That is the drama of humanity in a nutshell. The 
Drama of Man and Woman – therefore. 

Realistically, i must say that, although i would certainly not have said no to it, i was 
not dying for having an intimate relationship with Sylvie either, or at least not in the sexual 
sense. As far as that was concerned i much preferred Maja, Iris, Liz, Jette or Nathali. But still, 
i should watch the jester-factor, i realized. In the time of these mentioned girls, this jester 
wasn’t there, or at least not to the extent that it would become too much, that it was in the way 
of getting closer. And then again, if it wasn’t the jester, it was something else. There seemed 
to be always something that was needed to prevent Man and Woman from becoming One. 

 
After 5 weeks of Greece, i had decided to go to Hungary, indeed. In my investigation 

of the world, i wanted to have a look behind the Iron Curtain dividing West and East Europe 
in two zones, one capitalistic zone and the other communistic. I wanted to see with my own 
eye how people lived there, if it was really so bad there as we were taught in Western Europe 
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by the media and by politicians. A long train trip of one and a half days followed. 
Immediately after entering the train i met a girl again, Canadian again. Weird. It seemed it 
had to be like this. She didn’t feel so close as Sylvie but we had some ‘good’ typical traveller 
conversations. As man i was more interested in a really beautiful young woman who entered 
the train at some point before we entered Yugoslavia, now Macedonia – i guess it must have 
been Thessaloniki that she got on. It was a beauty of the most delicate, subtlest, finest kind 
and that i had never met. She had to go to Skopje. What an appearance. What a woman. What 
a mystery. What a beauty. What a delicacy. Her face was pure and perfect art, but of the most 
natural kind so that the art didn’t exist any more as such. I was spellbound. I couldn’t help but 
love her thoroughly. As ‘Man’ with some Eye, even though it was not developed yet in 
Consciousness, i didn’t have to get to know her first to be able to see that i loved her with my 
whole heart and could be with her for the rest of my life. This was Clear. 

Despite being spellbound, i managed to speak a bit with her. Her soft feminine voice, 
her glance, everything was perfect, perfect without any standard of what perfection was, just 
perfect. What a queen. But so different from other queens like Francoise and Kala when i met 
the latter in the disco. They had rather a gross type of beauty. This woman was so terribly 
beautiful without this grossness, without some hardness and heaviness around or in it. So 
refined she was, she didn’t have – or was not – a body like Kala and Francoise. She was 
something else. Subtlety. Subtlety without a form and yet she appeared in a form, her body 
fitted like a glove. Making love with her – although my mind was not busy with this – would 
not be with a body but with Her. God, what a woman. I was happy i had met her. This 
broadened my horizon, more than the view from the Olympus or the Samaria Gorge could 
ever do, let alone stones from many millennia old in Delphi, Cnossos or wherever. The 
meaning of travel was but very relative, if it was only about discovering new landscapes and 
people. For me there was nothing better than be shown Woman Herself, even better than 
being shown a selfless monk. 

But Skopje loomed up. We were just not close enough yet, didn’t have had time 
enough for her to have given me her address. Almost, i felt. Her subtlety needed more time, 
since she scanned me more deeply than Iris, Britt or other girls. ‘Almost’ was not enough in 
the land of love. I could have left the train. But, as usual, i didn’t want to force myself upon 
her. Since i had already told her earlier that i was on my way to Hungary, it would be too 
obvious that i would leave the train for her – as if this would be a crime. She’d feel 
constrained, like Iris, or cornered. Love had come too quick, too sudden. She needed more 
time, indeed. I had met Beauty itself in the form of a woman – or Woman Herself in the 
Form, in the form of Beauty – and i had to lose it and carry the loss as a man. I would never 
meet her again – never, i realized as a sentence, just like the English girl who had left the 
campsite ten years earlier. The train hurried on again over the rails and i would never see her 
again – on my way to stupid Hungary. What a journey. Terrible. What a, for my standards at 
least, incredible ups and downs i had to encounter and process. Travelling alone was so much 
more intense than going on holiday with a few friends, abroad or not. I had to come to terms 
with loss after loss. Meeting a girl, getting closer, liking her, loving her and suddenly: total 
disruption. Goodbye. Never to see her any more. For someone living in a state of oneness this 
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is strange, weird. But i grew stronger from all this. Processing the pain again and again made 
me stronger somehow. I learned to let go. She was the most beautiful girl or woman i had 
ever met and possibly would ever meet, and now she was gone, for good, that was all there 
was to it. Next to knowing with certainty, feeling in my heart that she quite liked me too… 
that we had a chance of being together… let go. Gone. Chance gone. The world was full of 
possibilities, of potential, of woman. And i couldn’t realize, manifest even one of these many 
options. It was all possible and nothing really happened. It was touched. And as soon as it was 
touched, it disappeared. It couldn’t expand somehow into a Deeper Connection. It couldn’t go 
Deeper than the first touch. This is not to say that other people could go Deeper. It was clear 
to me that they stayed anyway at the surface of being in Relation. ‘I’, this Body, had received 
the capacity to Go Deeper. And yet, or still, i couldn’t make it. I had to wait. Every little 
touch was not truly lost in the end, it could not be. All these little touches would prepare Me 
for the Deeper Touch. 

Budapest looked great at the Donau. I hadn’t seen anything like this. The people in 
Hungary were surprisingly kind, not at all corresponding to the picture of the horrible 
communists as they were half-consciously viewed by the capitalists in the West who were 
afraid of the enemy behind the curtain they had never seen or met. For me this was a sign and 
eye opener to the fact that propaganda was not only happening there, organized by the 
supposed enemy, but also here where i lived, in Holland, in Western Europe. Meeting other 
cultures, living in other cultures, even though for a little while, was relativizing my own 
place, putting in question – even more – how i, how we, lived. If our system was so good, and 
the other system bad, how could it be that i met people in Hungary – at least in Budapest and 
up to then - so kind and selflessly helpful that i had never met so far in my own country and 
surrounding countries. How come. What was the value of a so-called ‘good and free system’ 
above a ‘bad system’ if the people in the ‘good system’ weren’t accordingly good. It seemed 
that reality was shaped in a different way than one would expect on the grounds of all the fuss 
around the systems. In Holland it was subtly, often not directly but anyhow steadily, 
emphasized by the media, by teachers, parents and organizations how good things were in 
Holland relative to other countries and systems. Why didn’t i meet the many people then who 
should be the embodiment of this relative goodness. 

I was enchanted by a woman teaching English at a school or at university. Already 
very early in our conversation in the train from Budapest to the East of Hungary she invited 
me to her flat in Debrecen where she and her two daughters of 14 and 17 lived. I agreed and 
changed my train ticket for one to Debrecen. Was no problem. The youngest girl showed me 
around in Debrecen, a city near the border to the Soviet Union (later: Ukraine). Let’s not 
describe all the details here. Suffice it to say that when at the local campsite i was robbed of 
most of my valuables – sleeping bag, clothes, sports shoes, camera and so on - the teacher felt 
so very sorry and personally responsible that this happened to me in her country, that she 
wanted to buy me everything that had been stolen including sleeping bag, underwear and 
whatever, so that i could and would continue my trip, which she admired somehow. I refused. 
They didn’t have much money to spend, although they would have done it for me. A t-shirt 
with a Hungarian text that they had left over anyway was the only thing i accepted. 
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I must ‘admit’ that i was very moved by the theft. It had happened during daytime 
when i was gone from my tent for a walk. It was not as if the material things had been stolen 
– with some effort i could have bought them again, indeed, despite the fact that i hated 
shopping – but my freedom. That year, first in Denmark and then during my travel through 
Europe, i felt a sense of freedom that i hadn’t experienced before. And now, somehow, it was 
taken away, stolen. I realized i couldn’t just go anywhere and do what i felt like. There were 
other people, with other intentions. 

For the moment i was disillusioned, though not truly discouraged. I could first return 
to Holland, rest a bit, buy new stuff and move on. When i was back after seven weeks of 
travelling, it appeared that just the next morning my father and Brick would drive to Berlin. I 
hopped in. Afterwards i would go to Paris, as i described earlier, to my Dutch island 
Terschelling, to another beautiful Dutch island Schiermonnikoog with a bunch of co-students 
of environmental sciences, and then i went for a month to Portugal in the South-West of 
Europe. In the mountains in the North-East of Portugal, in that wild rough nature, i could 
finally fully breathe. Standing on top of a mountain with the greatest view i had up to then, i 
felt like the king of the world. No one would stop me. Nothing could stop me. Whatever i had 
to do. 

My last trip before resuming studies was to Denmark, to Ingel. Together with Kevin 
we hitched all the way to Arhus – not really nice when the Norwegian driver was falling 
asleep again and again and we had to scream at him to wake up. The stay at Ingel’s was all 
right, she was still a nice woman, although the ‘chemistry’ between us seemed to have 
diminished somewhat. Yet, i still wrote Ingel a few letters afterwards. It turned out not to be 
so easy to continue them when the pull of being lovers or possibly becoming lovers was not 
there. Two years later nevertheless i stayed at her new house in the countryside close to a 
fjord with her and her lover after i had written her that i would do a cycle tour through 
Denmark, alone. 

 
When my travels had finished, i saw announced on a poster that the band Hemisphere 

would give a concert at some place. Absurd. I didn’t know anything about this. But i found 
out, via the brother of the drummer, that my band members, Wouter and Dick, had continued 
with another singer-guitarist, just like that, without having told me. They didn’t feel any 
remorse. At least they acted as if they were totally free from any feelings of guilt. They lied 
that they continued with the other guy, because i had gone travelling through Europe. The 
truth was that four months earlier, in December 1984 we had stopped rehearsing. The bass 
player Wouter always had an excuse why he could not show up. Sometimes he even didn’t 
bother to find an excuse and he just didn’t show up and Dick – who was always quite 
frustrated with him – and i had to rehearse just the two of us, which we sometimes did, 
sometimes not. At a certain point, i was fed up and gave up asking him if he would perhaps be 
there the coming weekend finally. I left it to him when he could come to rehearse. He didn’t 
show up any more. What i didn’t know was that in secrecy Wouter, and i guess Dick also 
knew about it, was already investigating the other guy, a friend of Wouter, if he was 
interested in continuing with them. It was like with Iris. Suddenly she was with another guy. 
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Why bother to inform the previous one, who is then only still a nuisance you must see to get 
rid of without too much trouble. 

That my band Hemisphere stopped just like that after having been my life for 5 years 
was shocking and impressed me a lot, and so did the way it went, the fact that the guys simply 
lied about splitting up and put it on me, that apparently i would not have been interested any 
more. What men. What a flagrant lack of Man. What is the sense of your life as a man if you 
act like this, so very un-manly. In fact, i didn’t think in terms of ‘manly’ and ‘unmanly’ but 
rather had a strong feeling and knew that some nasty Lie was going on in the Dark. ‘Lie’ and 
‘Man’ are mutually exclusive. How could they still look in the mirror, and just have fun with 
the next guy. Lies consume you. If you lie and you don’t confess, you are sucked empty of 
Spirit. You can’t stand your own dirtied Heart any more, so you go away from the Heart. 

They didn’t confess. The break meant also the end of our friendship. A background 
for the split was the fact that in the last year of the band Wouter started to write a song now 
and then that he played for us, and i couldn’t hide the fact that i was not enchanted by his 
songs. He was into normal rock and rock and roll. The latter especially was a music style i 
really didn’t like. It’s true that i was not really compliant concerning making our playlist 
some mixture between of rock(’n roll) and the more complex music i increasingly preferred to 
play. It didn’t help him that i was not charmed by his singing either. It sounded bad – without 
claiming that my own singing was so perfect at the time, which was only partially related to 
the fact that it was always a struggle to get the volume of the singing microphone loud enough 
so that i could sing more peacefully instead of having to force my voice. Anyhow, our band, 
as far as i was concerned, was not a charitable institution, in which everybody could put in 
something of his creativity. I wanted, if not needed, to make something beautiful. It showed 
quite some arrogance of someone if he wanted, by all means, to sing while something in him 
could simply notice that his voice and way of singing were not the best means to make 
something beautiful, certainly if there’s something better available for this purpose. 

To my amazement Dick and Wouter had the guts to continue the band under the same 
name Hemisphere that i had picked. For many years afterwards, i was puzzled about how 
things had gone and how this was possible at all. Still, after all, ‘the village’ had managed to 
put a knife in my back. This time my sin was to become too intellectual, studying in ‘the big 
city’, and wanting to make something more beautiful than rock’n roll, something that could 
inspire also the higher realms of a human being and not only the lower ones. 


