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Maja and I meet again: heaven is nothing without the earth 
 
The supreme factor in coming ‘back’ to Life was Love, not denying by this the fact 

that the other most important factor, the ordeal of life and death, was part of this same Love 
and paving the way for the manifestation of this Love in the form of my first relationship with 
a woman. The four years on bed had cleaned me considerably and coincidentally – albeit, 
without Consciousness being Present, not structurally yet – from ‘Woman’, the ‘Feminine’ 
that i had associated with and absorbed unconsciously to the extent that it seemed to be ‘me’. 
This cleanse created the space for Woman to feel attracted again. After all She is attracted to 
Man and not to the Woman in a man. My lack of a woman in all those preceding years 
brought – or at least played a significant role in bringing – Woman to me. 

Love is Being in Relation. Being in Relation did me very good – since i cannot exist 
as a self. I Am Relation. Not living my Being, Being Relation, would have killed me. Many 
people try to live as a self and they seem to succeed; they survive physically. But no one 
really succeeds. Without Being in True Contact, one Dies, or stays un-lived. Without Love 
death rules, secretly or obviously. 

With my regained kilos, all 70 of them, i went to Amsterdam for a week where i 
would stay in the house of my aunt who was gone. First half of the week my mother was also 
there. After my mother had left, i called Maja, who, hopefully, still lived in Amsterdam and, 
hopefully, hadn’t changed her phone number. During the 8½ years after Maja’s visit to my 
little room and my unfortunate yawning that i hadn’t been able to repress, not many days had 
passed by without thinking of her. She had been the best girl i had met in my life, no matter 
that she seemed not to be so special, not particularly loving, nor having the same interests as 
me. Something in her matched perfectly with me, i felt. 

If we were lucky we could meet before i would return home. But i didn’t catch her on 
the phone. Every day i tried a few times. No Maja, no low female voice vibrating all through 
my body and whispering in my ear. The third and last day arrived. I would leave in the 
afternoon at 14.30. In the morning i tried several times to reach her without result. I had 
cleaned the house and now, since 14.00 i tried continuously. Nothing. Still two minutes to go. 
I put my rucksack on my back, drank some water and phoned, for the last time. Would this 
endless Heart, this big selfless Love for Woman i knew inside me, then really die without 
being used, without being given? It was unbelievable but it seemed to be so. I had just 
become 30, a month earlier. Another mark in my life. The years were suddenly passing by 
like water in a rapid, while before a year seemed endless. The phone rang in her room, four, 
eight, twelve times. I imagined the phone in her room ringing, empty, no one to pick it up. Or 
didn’t she want to pick up the phone? 16 times, 20 times. I looked at my watch. Half past 
two… now. Empty from disappointment i put, slowly, the receiver down. 

 Literally two centimetres before it would touch the telephone, i seemed to hear 
something. Just on time i managed to stop the downward movement my arm was making and 
i checked if it was a fata morgana, wishful thinking, or just background noise in the phone-
connection. 

“Maja here. Hello… Hello...” 
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What happened then and how i felt during the next 5½ months was something i had to 
describe in a novel named “Testament of an individual – Story of a decomposing love” that 
was published only twelve years later in February 2005. Unfortunately, it is written in Dutch, 
a language not known to many people. Perhaps there will be a decent translation in English 
one day. Here i would at least like to give a summary of that period that feels like and, in a 
way, is the big transition in my life, even though an absolute highlight that overwhelms 
everything else is in the end also ‘just’ part of a whole Process and cannot be truly isolated 
from the rest. Words, however, are so very poor in giving a realistic description of what 
happened, of how love, manifesting love, can change everything. I could also, and even 
better, say that this love-affair itself was the manifestation, the result in a form, of the four (or, 
in a way, thirteen) preceding years of declining and transition, in general of a, Deeper, 
Process of Forces Manifesting in ‘my’ body, at first noticeable in the form of a big headache 
that was there every day the whole day long, including the nights – not coincidentally 
manifesting as headache since that was the place where the Spirit-Force entered the Body 
after which it descended. 

We’re always deluded by Form. As if the form itself would be able to and would 
actually change anything. But it is true, when the Forces are allowed to take the forms that 
they need to take instead of resisting this, the Process of Human Development can continue, 
taking new forms, destroying the old ones. The form needed to be allowed, but Love was the 
Drive, the Cause without cause, Life Itself. In this case, the love affair with Maja, the form 
was very easy to allow, simply because nothing greater, more beautiful, more overwhelming 
and i-destroying ever happened to me. 

My diary says that I wrote: 
 
I don’t think I have ever posed a girl – or anyone – a stranger question. It was over. 

After two days being together that titillated me to the bone, there was the ‘normal’ goodbye. 
It was so normal that I became crazy. We had walked back from the Filmmuseum where I had 
almost given up on my love aspirations and, in a cramped but fairly successful fashion, had 
still tried to have a nice joyful evening with an acquaintance, coincidentally a girl, 
coincidentally a beautiful, nice, attractive girl, coincidentally the girl I loved most of any girl 
I had ever met – can happen. At the goodbye, highly confused by the fact that we wouldn’t see 
each other any more, by the definitive character of this, by the preceding senseless titillation, 
almost painful as this was, I couldn’t say anything – only, the tears, you keep them for when 
you’re alone – three kisses and still one last delicious one on the mouth, out of compassion, I 
thought, after all the signals that showed you thought me a fairly agreeable person but felt not 
in the least bit attracted to me, although the repeated hair signal, putting your hand through 
your hair, prevented the very last little bit of hope from dying in me. And off you went on your 
bike, simply gone, like countless other cyclists that go off every day, without lingering. Gone! 
In a daze I staggered up the endless stairs. A new feeling. The unsatisfied intense longing. 
There I was with my own theory, which I had told you about that same evening, after the 
supposed rejection that had in turn followed my ‘brave’ confession of love: longing is more 
beautiful than having – which my friends hadn’t believed. I fell down on the couch, after 
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having senselessly paced up and down the house, thinking that the first train home would 
leave at something like 5 o’clock early morning (it was half past 2). Gone, gone, gone, gone! 
There I lay, cosily with the two of us, my theory and me, on the couch, alone… It is lovely to 
be alone, I knew, but in that case you should not be full of titillations; the hormones of the lust 
for knowledge should reign. And twelve minutes later the phone went. Hope! And even more: 
misery, despair. 

It didn’t start too promising. You said: “Had I already told you that I liked having 
seen you once again?” I thought so, but yes, of course, it was kind of nice to see someone of 
the past again, or at least when there are no bad memories spoiling this. For a moment, in my 
tornado of feelings, I even felt some irritation coming up: 

A bit harsh for me, I said: “Was this the only reason you call?” For I knew for certain 
by now that she had said it before. 

“Yes” you said enthusiastically. I could hardly believe this, but nevertheless i did and 
I knew I was definitively defeated now. 

Now that everything was lost in any case, now that I had to remain behind in solitude 
with the memory of two nice days, I plucked up courage and, while the phone talk was 
finished already and the misery was complete, I actually heard the most idiot question rolling 
from my lips: 

“Why don’t you fancy me?” 
I didn’t dare to ask the question but did it nonetheless. If I heard the answer, it might 

be of help later. 
In short, the whole misunderstanding finally came to the surface. You said you were 

shy and had shut off when I had confessed the titillations I felt. You had such a reaction 
precisely when you did like someone. And we fell into each other’s arms, like in the movies. 
Only, the telephone cable was in between somehow. 

‘Oh my god’. My expletive sounded loudly through the house when we had hung up. 
The happiness was too big. To not fall down I sat down on the stairs. Then again I stood up 
and made a weird dance step in the air. Maja! 

And then the night started. 
You said you don’t trust people easily but do trust me. Hopefully you didn’t mean this 

as a compliment, for earlier I had let out that receiving one’s total trust is the highest good. 
But I think you were sincere when you said it. 

But this is almost everything I know of you. Well, in addition you thought I was a 
beautiful boy, but saying something like this during our love scene in bed can happen. Oh yes, 
you said also that you do not not fancy me. 

And there I am now. Home. In love. 
Perhaps this is why I write. Not to become crazy. This is a strange trait: a bit crazy is 

all right, but not wanting to become totally nuts. 
Dear Maja. 
I haven’t yet experienced such strange complications as with you. We can play in a 

soap opera, just like that, but one that is a bit more intelligent than average, if I may be so 



Azar Baksh – Autobiography – Maja and I meet again: heaven is nothing without the earth 
(p. 294-303) 

 4 

immodest. It was true, stammering and without success I had tried to explain you why we 
don’t have a free will, but I had tried to nonetheless. 

Sweet Maja, I stop writing. I love you, there are no words for this. 
[From Diary (called ‘daywritething’) IV p.12-16] 
 
In the autobiographic novel “Testament of an Individual” I wrote this about our first 

weekend: 
During our second meeting we already had an extensive conversation topic at our 

disposal: our first meeting. Of course, this is still our favourite theme. The first moment we 
looked into each other’s eyes... The bodily discomforts of the first day going with the thrilling 
confusion and the even physically torturing amorousness, along with the despair and the 
hope, discomforts that we noticed only afterwards. Everything that went wrong during our 
rapprochement. The wrong interpreting of signals that were never given by the other. Giving 
up, for heaven’s sake, but not being able to give up and eventually giving up and then again 
not giving up. Our pronounced desire that was the only thing that had not been pronounced 
during those two endless days that passed in a flash. The world that, finally without any 
attention to the forms of it, radiated, since you suddenly existed. The deepest dismay, the fury 
foreign to my nature, the helpless distress, the excitement and the infinite restlessness, the 
rebelliousness against fate: never being able any more not to have met you. And feeling 
terribly lonely. Everything came. Everything I hadn’t been through in thirty years. It was in 
the middle of the night. We had spent two beautiful aimless days together and that was it. The 
next day I would take the train home; the inhabitant of the address where I stayed would 
return from her holiday. But hardly twelve minutes after our blasted tearing parting, after the 
biggest pain a human can go through – in twelve minutes someone can really die from the life 
raging through his veins, my arms raised to heaven I’ve been shouting, howling, bawling 
crying in that gigantic empty room, I who finally got to know why the hell had ever appeared 
on earth as a word – you called. Straight from hell to heaven I went. Without transition. Your 
voice. Your voice. Your words. That you wanted to come. That you hadn’t wanted to leave, 
alone on your bike back to your little room. If you were still allowed to come. The violins 
swelling up. The choirs of Morricone striking up. My god. How beautiful you were. I still see 
you going up the stairs again, long long stairs, that you had descended hardly half an hour 
before. At the top I was waiting for you. Every step is imprinted on my memory. With your 
long half curly brown hair, your elegant black clothes and your big golden round earrings, 
with your pronounced eyebrows and your radiating amorous eyes you came walking up step 
by step. You were so gorgeous! Still, every day I see you walking up to me, step by step, closer 
and closer. Every day still, every step of the stairs I take, I see the hell vanishing. What a 
beautiful warm naked late summer night was given to us.  

[Testament of an Individual – page 283-284] 
 
It was very important that ‘I’ had managed not to call her that night but had bore the 

huge pain I felt in me and had let Maja call me. Or else the whole love affair would never 
have started probably. Maja would have felt rushed in her decision to be intimate with me or 
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not. She had to go through this inner struggle alone, become aware of the fact that it was she 
who, from herself, wanted to be close with me, and that she was not just responding to 
something I seemed to want. Even though I didn’t understand it at the time, it was Maja’s (or 
rather: Woman’s) existential pain I felt that night, those twelve minutes that she went almost 
nuts from her ‘own’ Duality. Thanks to fate, I had managed to let the pain just rage through 
my body without reacting, without wanting to get rid of it by calling her. But it was the hell 
indeed. That moment her pain of not being with me – packaged as desire or love – was bigger 
than the pain that would be brought to light by being with me. And so Maja showed up. 

 
When we ended up in bed at a certain point I could feel her skin – Maja had undressed 

almost totally, me totally. Feeling her skin was fabulous. Heaven is only heaven if it touches 
the earth. Between our kisses she hang smiling above me and her big breasts were dangling 
before me. They were too beautiful, too pure. I didn’t dare to touch them, although this was 
not because I thought I might defile them in any way.  

 
Well, what was I supposed to say, or let me say, what was my mind supposed to say in 

its despair? It hadn’t fully realized yet that I was no longer alone. Luckily you agreed with my 
interpretation of the strange situation we suddenly found ourselves in. In the big bed you 
agreed with everything I said, or could have said, for we didn’t say anything. And soon you 
fell asleep. Satisfied in my arms. There I lay. My eyes wide open turned towards the ceiling, 
towards you, towards the ceiling, towards you, towards the ceiling. How could I still believe 
anything when I lay here with you now, as a somewhat confused king who suddenly, without 
warning or hint, without winning a fight or a process, without traversing any road, is back 
again, home in his kingdom, from which he had been expelled already before he could even 
remember? This is fun, I tried to console myself, this is pure fun. The laugh failed to turn up. 
For the umpteenth time I followed the cracks in the ceiling from the beginning to the end. The 
words ‘in love’ kept coming back and floated aimlessly through my head.  

[Testament of an Individual – page 38-39] 
 
Crazily in Love 
Man, to be Able to Come Down, to be Able to Live and Give His Heart on and to the 

Earth, to Woman, Has to Deeply Fall in Love, with Woman, with the Other Side, with the 
Darkness I Unconsciously Saw in Maja’s eyes. That is: with a woman of blood and bones. 
Otherwise, if a man falls in love with Woman or Femininity in general, with the Female 
Principle of the Universe, it doesn’t Work. It’s not that this Love is per se untrue, but it can’t 
reach the Earth. 

 
This is the 6th day of nausea, not wanting to eat, doing it nonetheless, subsequently 

becoming even sicker.  
Again I haven’t slept a wink. At 4 in the morning I got the luminous idea to read 

Maja’s letters of the past, nine years earlier. Great!  
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Sometimes there’s a day in which I come across a thought that hasn’t got directly to 
do with Maja: 

October 11th 1992. The greatest stupidity is not to realize how stupid you are. For the 
rest, all I have to say is: Maja! 

December 18th 1992. I’m becoming crazy. Let’s write. Not to become crazy. Never in 
the history of the Earth has a creature been so much in love, that is: with another creature. 
No, not with itself. The creature is named Maja. This is all I have to say. I’m in loooooove….. 

I’m dying. Adieu. Goodbye. 
What am I doing here?  
What are you doing there? 
Where are we?  
Have I ever been happier than tonight? 
And all I ‘did’ was think of you. You weren’t even there. You are! You are there! 

Here! 
The power of thoughts. 
The  symptoms. Being in love…. 
Ooooh I’m in love. I’m so deeeeeply in love. Man oh man. 
I feel it in my fucking bones. 
I‘m weird 
You’re beautiful 
You’re just it. 
You’re all. 
Kiss 
Darling. 
[Diary ‘daywritething IV’ p17 + 19 + 20] 
 
The strangest physical phenomenon is nonetheless the one I shall tell you now about. I 

sit down in my chair. To think about you. Yes, I really go and sit to do this. I don’t leave it to 
chance. It is my favourite occupation and this takes up most of my time. Imagine that next to 
this I would also have a job… My smoking chair in which fortunately no one ever smokes, 
falls into the lying position. And you appear. I see you. There is an image. No movement. 
Another image. I don’t have that many yet. But I’m lucky, the most beautiful image appears. It 
is only our second weekend. We sit next to each other on the floor, close to each other, our 
backs against the seat of the couch. And I’m narrating. Which is very exceptional, 
considering my taciturn life BM (Before Maja). It’s not about what I say. Talking makes no 
sense at all but it works against self-consciousness and against no longer feeling physical 
discomfort. I’m not good at narrating at all, but I tell a long story. I have had a long youth. 
And suddenly, somewhere in a sentence, I feel it. The words get stuck in my throat. I can’t 
continue. I feel your presence, that you are here, with me. That something extraordinary is 
going on. This very moment. I turn around. I see you. I see your eyes. You look at me. With 
your eyes. I have caught you. You couldn’t escape anymore so quickly. Maja, those eyes of 
yours. In their orbits turned towards me from aside. The large white because of this, the most 



Azar Baksh – Autobiography – Maja and I meet again: heaven is nothing without the earth 
(p. 294-303) 

 7 

beautiful brown, the blackest pupil. My god. I can‘t anymore. Completely endeared I am, 
softened, broken, tired and finished from resisting. I’ve spent thirty years alone, without you. 
All that time protecting and defend myself against everything and everybody. Now you are 
there. With your eyes. I am happy. Yes. This is it, this is the moment. The moment you, without 
knowing it, without wanting it, have won me. I knew already that I have nothing to want. But 
now, this moment, I know it. And now you want me to continue talking. Why not? I just can’t 
any more. I have forgotten everything. You help me recalling me. Where I had stopped. It 
doesn’t ring any bell. I don’t know anything any more. Did I say that? Why, you ask me, do I 
not want to narrate further. You enjoyed it so much. I look at you once more. Because you 
eyed me that way. Because you are so dear. Because we live, both of us. Because we’re sitting 
here like this. You look at me. You don’t know anymore. I don’t know any more either.  

[Testament of an Individual – page 150-152] 
 
It was a great setting, how we sat there. Because I wasn’t looking at Maja while I was 

narrating, she could, finally, undisturbedly, look at me. And be with me. This way there was 
space to feel me. To Call Me. Call Me without words. It was in her eyes, the Call. I Saw it 
and would never be able any more to ‘un-See’ it. I had Known it but I could not find it. Until 
now. I Saw My Direction in the Eye. Because She, Woman, Looked at Me, Man. Because 
She, Unconsciously, Recognized Man. My Direction, my mission, was to Enter this Mystery I 
Saw in Maja’s eyes, as Deep as possible – Maja’s eyes that, assuming that she was being 
unobserved, reflected the Mystery I Am as Man. 

 
When love hit me, I had to stop working on a novel I had been busy with. I would 

have stopped whatever I might have been working on that moment. I was only busy with her, 
with Maja, my big love from the beginning. And because there was a gap of almost two 
weeks between most of our meetings, I started after a while to fill the time with writing about 
her – or, rather, about my love for her, since I didn’t know who or what she was. This was 
after two and a half moths after we met. Before this I couldn’t do anything in the interims of 
two weeks, only lie in my chair being in love love love love love. 

 
I’m in love. This is my first and last sentence/sense. (In Dutch there is one word ‘zin’ for 

these two words.) The only thing I’m still sure of this moment. I who, to many people and 
certainly to myself, was known as the greatly self-confident one. And still. People just think: 
he’s in love. I who always said there is nothing to say about feelings. And certainly not with 
certainty. Still, I hold on to lost truths. A human cannot just start all over. You are born only 
once. It’s a disaster. I am thirty. I am in love. 

All my activities have been put aside. I must write about this. Let’s call this a decision. 
My novel – I was finally writing one that I could be satisfied with, constructed as it is in such 
a complicated way that I didn’t understand it any more myself – was progressing and at this 
moment it looks like it will never come to an end. Love, I think, occurs in it one way or 
another, but only as an aspect of life. Sure enough, I must have thought, there’s more 
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happening than that. This doesn’t make any sense. I don’t want to talk about it any more. I 
think of you. You make me think of you. You dictate. My sentences, my senses, my feeling. 

I dare to state that it’s not my fault. I didn’t ask for it. I didn’t invent love. No one is 
god. Even god is not. Even I am not, as it turns out now.  

[Testament of an Individual – page 7 (first page of the book)] 
 
The book became quite a long story of 335 pages, divided in 11 chapters all carrying 

the same title “In love”. And, as I have said, it was written live, during the affair. It was about 
everything that passed through me, kept me busy in that period, a period in which a great 
incredible change took place due to feeling so much love – love directed at another person, 
instead of trying to, in a way, please myself (and the world) in a moral, intellectual or creative 
sense. Before this, an ‘I’ or a mind that was separate from the body thought it was just a body. 
Then, Attacked by Love, the mind had a hard time maintaining its separate position, its 
pedestal, its dedicated work of explaining (away) ‘love’ and in general life, but not really 
succeeding any more, as it had never succeeded at all, in fact, but was deluded in thinking so. 

The Power of the Love That Took ‘me’ was so big that ‘I’ was thrown from a mind 
world into a world of feeling. This didn’t go without the necessary de-identification, although 
at first I still tried to shift form an identification with the mind to an identification with mainly 
feeling. I became the lover instead of the thinker and writer about love. In the book I had to 
introduce a new time scale: BM, the time Before the day I met Maja in Amsterdam, and AM, 
the time After that day. This was not a – gorgeous – woman who opened for ‘me’. This was 
Woman Herself Who, finally, found me worthy, worthy to Touch Her. 

 
Chapter 1. In love.  

 
Maybe this is how I should have started. It is you who I am in love with. I, the eternal, 

happy bachelor, am no longer interested in myself; i no longer constitute, determine or define 
myself. What I do or think is related to you. What others do or say as well. Thoughts, that at 
first sight do not seem to be unambiguously related to you but due to my senses or in 
whatever way try to break into me, immediately proceed to you. For permission, it seems, for 
interpretation too and at least for some meaning. Only afterwards, cleansed by love, to return 
to my brain. Proven true. Beautified. Reassured. 

Maybe, when I can no longer see myself separate from you, I love myself. This has to 
be so then, for heaven’s sake. In any case, I don’t exist anymore. This has taken me thirty 
years. A bit long to slide into complete unreasonableness, it should be possible much quicker. 
‘Fall’, I should name it for that matter. Who or what could have stopped me still? Me? You? 
Our past loves? Which ones? The distance between us? Two hundred kilometres? Freedom? 
Reason? Don't make me laugh. The anti-fate? What is that? 

I, that was my mind, already knew that 'i' didn't exist. Now I finally feel it. I know now 
that feeling does exist. I know now that I can experience the things I have always thought, 
wrote and talked about. You open – you are – the new world. Feeling, this is something that 
can be talked about just as intellectually as anything, even only in an intellectual way – which 
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doesn't mean this makes sense. Every feeling is a memory, without thought. A memory I can't 
remember, is one I forgot. But she is there. 

It doesn't matter that you do not exist any more, I bravely – or cowardly, I haven't 
decided this yet – tell myself. 
 

When the train drives off – at first slowly and I still see you, your eyebrows, the 
expression on your face, somewhat too happy, your colours, your waving, but gradually 
faster, fast now, without doubt, even your silhouette disappears – a part of my body 
disappears. I don’t know which part, science hasn't been able to identify it yet. And I always 
only trusted science and myself. And still I would, had 'i' still existed, if love had ever been 
able to return me. Science and I were one, we had a rational marriage that would never 
strand. 

Being in love has so seriously impaired me, dear Maja, that by this word - and you are 
the Word - I have to think about the beach1, where we shall walk together in the evening and, 
slowly, visibly, the sun will let itself sink into the sea, where afterwards, though it seems one 
long lasting moment, the red glow, still scarce and somewhat delayed, lights up the sky 
beauty and threads of fire softly surround us, protect us when your sweet hand holds my hand 
and I, full of fire, kiss you tenderly on your lips, and in which our footsteps in the yet cool 
sand can only be silent, submitting to such a passion - that nothing and no one can still come 
between us, no man nor sound, no thought no pleasure, nothing can ever still go wrong, since, 
as you know, we will die together, simultaneously. 

I am sorry. I’ve barely begun and already I let myself be carried away. It can't be 
banal enough to me. Yes, I have changed and you, you are the blame. I can't reproach you, 
fate knows only innocence, only you. 

I am even sorry that I’ve just expressed so-called regret, for I do not really feel it. It’s 
only a pose. This might seem something small, but I don’t want to say something rash to you. 
This is important. In the face of you, I want, I have to let go of any attitude. No attitude is 
worthy of you. In all truthfulness I want to write down my love for you. By the way, even if I 
couldn't see that fate cannot know regret, how for god’s sake could I regret a thought, a 
fantasy about you. Only you can show me and have already shown me that the banal is divine. 
Only you are capable of everything, even of this revelation, and this means really something 
had you known me before.  

[Testament of an Individual, p 8-10] 
 
Maja was afraid of the word ‘relationship’. Nevertheless it was the first relationship in 

my life. My Relationship with Woman started here, it could be said. Later I had to See that 
‘I’, ‘my’ Heart, had always already been in Relation with Woman, more than girls wanted or 
could bear in my mirroring them. That ‘my’ Heart finally reached the Flesh didn’t mean that, 
therefore, only then the Relation started – the Relation with Woman as the Representative of 

                                                
1 The Dutch ‘strand’ means ‘beach’. 
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Form. Yet, after the cleaning of four years in bed I was found ready to, now and then, be with 
Her on an earthly level. God, I was so happy. We were so very much in love, Maja and me. 

And everything is so mild. Everything has gathered a sphere of mildness around itself 
and most of all I myself, [T. of an I., p. 16] I who had been – or, rather, seemed to have been – 
so hard before, in my moralism and opinions. 

What miracle, after my dreamy though strong mutual love with Nathali, to now 
celebrate this, even much stronger, mutual love with the Body of my Beloved in my hands. 
What miracle, what a tornado appeared suddenly out of the blue, while only two weeks BM I 
had written a song in Dutch called “Liefde is dood.” (Love is dead.) When earlier ‘I’ had 
wholly accepted death, Life was given to me – showing itself at first in the simple form of 
having more energy again. Similarly, now that I accepted that love was dead, that it wouldn’t 
and couldn’t happen, now that I had given up on love, Love was revealed to me, in a tangible 
form. 

In fact, despite the song text, ‘my’ Heart had been Open and Alive all those years. 
Only, because there had been no girl into whom I could let my love actually flow, it was not 
activated on an earthly level (yet). It was boiling but stuck inside of me. And this, not living 
my Potential, was part of why ‘I’ or my energy body, had shrunk so much. Now with this 
magnificent girl my Heart turned out to be hot as hell. Opposites Attract. This Open Heart 
that I somehow had to have, was so very Attracted by the Closed Heart that, despite its 
closeness, could nevertheless (intuitively) Feel Me, ‘my’ Heart, that a huge Fire was Created 
and was Manifesting itself. 

It’s not superfluous to add that, even though, as I Saw later, in the Duality of Man and 
Woman, it is Woman Who is Associated with Energy (and Man with Consciousness), this 
didn’t mean that ‘my’ energy came back by the mere fact of being in a (physical) relationship 
with a girl. (‘My’ energy didn’t exist any more, by the way – it would never be ‘mine’ any 
more since my humbling experience of the breakdown.) I was Beyond this Duality somehow. 

 
The first day. Two o’clock. You would drop in on me for a short time. None of us 

wanted to go any more, to just safely alone follow our own way again. Thus, gradually, the 
evening fell – this couldn’t be helped. And to act as if everything was completely normal, as if 
we hadn’t been sentenced for life, by a soft stroke with a sledgehammer, as if the bells weren’t 
already ringing all the time and we weren’t tied together and continuously swung to and fro 
on the bell ropes, we went eating out. When evening falls people go and eat. This vague 
memory of a past life still managed to flash through my mind. But how I, being shyness itself2 
when it came to attractive girls, could dare to propose dining out together, I don’t know. In 

                                                
2 Later i could not but see that, in fact, it was not shyness that had always seemed to be a big barrier 

between me and a girl and that seemed to prevent easy contact with her or, usually, any form of 
contact. Out of her nature Woman has a resistance in allowing a man in just like that. If a man is 
very sensitive he is also more sensitive to and more troubled by (or: respecting) this natural 
resistance than an insensitive man. The other side of the coin is that he also feels better if a woman 
is, potentially or actually, (more) open to him, which is an advantage for having real contact. 
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such a moment, in such a situation, when finally love overwhelms you, overrules you, you are 
not responsible for your acts. 

I have never left even one little crust of a pizza untouched, unless they were burnt 
black. But you sat opposite me. When I looked up, I could see you, just like that. And 
sometimes I did. It was embarrassing. Although I did not know what actually was 
embarrassing and why. How, dearest, could I eat? With the greatest revulsion I managed to 
eat a quarter of the thing. Swallowing was tough on me. And I got more and more nauseous. 
After twenty years I was reminded again of how it felt to be nauseous. For two weeks the 
nausea stayed. 3 Just now when I was in the middle of a diet to substantially gain weight. You 
see, only a year ago I was twelve kilo’s lighter. I covered only fifty-seven kilos and a half. If 
that still had been the case now you would, out of courtesy, indeed have stayed one little hour 
at our first meeting. For you are really very kind, even if you don’t think so yourself. Our 
future, joy and love lie in some kilos of human flesh. It is so sad that it is funny… 

[Testament of an Individual – page 61-62] 
 
The clumsy stubborn mind that supposes it is clever as itself and not ready or willing 

to Burn as wood in the Fire that Love Is, however, still did its best to fit love into 
philosophical concepts like ‘freedom’, ‘happiness’, ‘senselessness’. 

I declare that love and happiness are the same thing for that matter. Up to now I 
haven’t managed to experience a clear difference between these two. Perhaps this is due to 
my lack of experience. Lack of experience, yes. For reasoning out my own happiness was 
easy. Now, to actually feel this, to let it be awakened to life by love, is something else. This is 
even much easier, for it is much more natural. The happiness that I experienced at the time 
BM, must have been deathlike. I didn’t recognize death. Because there was no life. I was 
dead-happy. 

[Testament of an Individual – page 65] 
 
Again and again, however, the attempts of the mind were overruled and outshined 

now by the Force of Love Itself. Clumsy mind, indeed. Crazy mind. While preparing the 
manuscript for publication, much later than I had written it, I took out or rewrote the mind-
thoughts and its elaborations that, in my view, were really too stupid to be published. And I 
added a few passages of later love-insights. Not very many, but at least enough to, as I 
thought at the time, substantially improve the quality of the book. Yet, not to screw up the 
natural cadence and the original unrepeatable sphere in which the book had been written too 
much by insights from a later period, I left many displays of Unconsciousness in the story, for 
                                                
3 When Love, Which is Something of the Formless in the End, manifests itself so strongly, it can be 

difficult to allow earthly forms and certainly something like food without them interfering with this 
Something of Another World, without feeling, even on a physical level, the big discrepancy, the 
fight between the Formless and the Form. Similarly, I had lost consciousness many years earlier 
when, during the biology lesson in school, ‘making love’ had simply been presented by the teacher 
as a part of the form world, part of biology, when he technically showed how human forms are 
created, without mentioning the word Love even once. 
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instance my obvious choice at the time of one side of the Coin of Life – while this is precisely 
where everybody gets lost – a choice for the good, joyful, happy, loving, truthful, or morally 
just side of life. Although I had never obviously expressed this choice to Maja she must have 
been intuitively aware of it. Every choice creates its opposite somewhere else or at the same 
place or in the same person at another moment. A relationship between man and woman is the 
perfect arena for Duality to manifest itself. One of the Dualities – the deepest – that are 
manifested is the duality of the One and the Two (or: Oneness and Duality). I as Man got the 
role of the One, Accepting everything as it is. Maja, as a representative of Woman, got the 
role of the Two, one moment feeling something and another moment feeling the opposite: 
wanting to be with me (or, in the end, with Man), and then again wanting to be without me (or 
Man). I, in my new role as ‘man’, despite my radical morality of the time, even accepted that 
Maja ate meat. 

 
Yet, I still dare to kiss your mouth in which you thoughtlessly put animal corpses. 

Apparently, I’m not a softy. Also the headache I get from your continuous smoking is 
something I accept. The headache is simply there. It is because of Love. I can explain 
everything now. I’m very happy with this. Love explains for everything, and what Love does 
not explain can be explained by a lack of Love. A burden falls away from me. I don’t have to 
do it any more, explaining everything. Even if, out of habit, I would still continue it for a little 
while, it’s not necessary any more. I am freed, love is here now. And love’s directing 
everything. The world just keeps on turning around without any explanations. Nobody will be 
even a little bit unhappier because of this. 

[Testament of an Individual – page 64] 
 
I write your name. Just like that. On a slip of paper. I have learned that your name 

can be written in thousands of ways, in many kinds of fonts. After a while, to grant my 
enormous creativity, which is difficult to repress, other directions to explore, I write: “I love 
you”. With a little heart.  

(…) 
I’m sorry, darling. Simply loving you is not something I’m able to. I have to do 

everything out of proportion. Just like you always want a bit – a bit of this and, should there 
still be left something else for you, then also a bit of that – I don’t want anything halfway but 
at least completely. And certainly you. I want you totally, in full freedom beside me. I want 
you as pure as possible, freed from all you have learned in life so far, for all that is nonsense, 
all that is not you, nothing of it. I love you, not your teachers, not your parents, not the 
situations you happened to end up in and that seemed to have formed you. 

In the meanwhile, I still write you or rather your name again and casually beautify the 
letters. None of us is to blame for it all, Maja, or both of us are. It doesn’t matter to me. Guilt 
is only a concept. We don’t understand it anyways. For it has no real basis for existence. It is 
illusion originating in the non-existent borderline between you and the world. 

(…) 
To have been raised like you is what I want. The same number of lovers I want to have 
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had who, now that I know you, were not to my liking. And soon, when you have told me 
everything, your memories will be mine too. We will experience a common history and later 
recall to memory. When I was there, at a certain place, you were there, at that particular, 
other place. When you did that, I did this. In fact, we were already together. Both of us were 
there. Each moment of our youth was there in order that we could meet now, could fall in love 
and lose ourselves in the other. After a long, strange, lonely and down-right arrogant period 
– thinking we were somebody else, different, independent, self-reliant, an individual – we 
come home again and regain our senses. That we are so different, as you said, this is a last 
spasm; you know that just as well as I do. In love nothing is different. 

I wish to have no more energy than you, I will gladly hand in some of it. Nowadays I 
often just lie there anyway with big eyes and a lost and surprised, swollen member next to you 
when you have long fallen asleep. I want to live just as unhealthily as you from now on. I 
don’t want to die sooner than you or later. Anyhow, it doesn’t appeal to me that much 
anymore, being dead. Up to now I’ve seen the existential humour of it. But are you, as a dead 
person, still really in love? 

(…) 
Promise me, Maja, that you will never believe the nonsense of small writers who are 

not in love. Never let yourself be deceived by these frustrated ones, they can only say untrue 
things and, out of ignorance, try to soil what is pure. Believe only your own truth, Maja. We 
are chosen, we are pulp, we’ll let the flame of love burn for ever. 


