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Back to chronology. Before the period with the band, at the age of 16 i had made a 
small list of my favourite girls at school, although it was just a list circulating in my head. As 
is clear by now, i liked lists, classifications, overviews. Four girls were worthy of being on the 
main list. Well, the criterion for a girl to be on the list was whether i was, to whatever extent, 
in love with them, just liking them was not enough. I had to be hard here, or else the whole 
list would become way too long. Windala was undoubtedly number 1, the very beautiful 
Jolanda number 2, Trijntje with her beautiful almost white long hair reaching to the lower 
side of her buttocks, was number 3, and Iris – it wouldn’t take long before i found out her 
name – number 4. At most partially Iris was in this position because when i as usual biked 
home ten kilometres from school to Vries, in the first part i had to still go a bit through Assen 
and exactly through the area where she lived. So a few times we had crossed paths 
coincidentally. And in these moments she looked at me in a certain way. I didn’t understand 
that a man starts liking a woman when she is open for him and matches him, whether she 
realizes this opening or, and this makes it more complicated, not. In my limited consciousness 
the simple message ‘I like her’ just came. In a way, basically, Man is Simple anyway – in His 
Oneness and going in one direction - and a Reflection of Woman, indeed. The latter, Being a 
Reflection, seems to contradict and undo His fundamental Simplicity, since Woman is Two, 
Two Directions. 

What I, man or boy, like in a girl or woman, is, of course, her (potential) reception of 
me, something matching ‘me’, something in her that welcomes – and is some kind of a 
channel for – my creativity as man. In this reception something in me that wants to manifest 
itself, to be given to Woman, starts to be active, to flow toward Her. And on a deeper level, 
even beyond the energetic flow involved in it, this feels nice or anyway good, even if it 
doesn’t feel nice. Later, much later, i would discover that, in fact, beyond appearance, beyond 
the physical (seed) and even beyond the energetic world, ‘my’ (Maleness, or:) Potential of 
Consciousness wants to be Given Form in and as Woman. In other words, the Pure Light that 
Man’s Formless Consciousness Is Wants to Enlighten and Enliven the Darkness of 
Unconsciousness, of Form, with Which Woman is Associated by original nature in the 
Duality of Man and Woman. Why do i say this and why here at this place? 

Well, that is because something very fundamental in this respect was kindled or 
triggered off at this point, at the end of age 16. To keep it more romantic i could – and, in a 
way, should – say that i met Iris from close by and that for the first time of my life i kissed a 
girl – or she kissed me. That she was number four on my ‘list’ didn’t matter at all, to be 
honest, if only because all these girls were heavenly to me, reminding me of the Heavenly 
Sphere in which boy and girl were wholly one with one another, even if they had two bit 
different bodies, a Sphere in which they were not strangely separated into Two different 
worlds. And i was quite if not extremely romantic in my teens (and still for two decades 
afterwards). I could make it into a really nice story: a nice beautiful girl meeting a nice prince-
like boy. But what was going on on a Deeper Level – and not entirely interfering with or 
contradicting the romantic side of the story – was that here at this point the Deeper and in fact 
Impersonal Process began of Man Coming Down to Earth and, for That to Happen, He had to 
Let Himself be thoroughly and Selflessly Darkened by the Impersonal Dark Female Force. By 
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Nature i as Man didn’t have resistance to Her, even though by far most Man-forms seem to 
manage pretty well to stay relatively separate from Her, from Woman – in reality though they 
are almost completely swallowed by Her, by Her huge Force of Unconsciousness, and it looks 
like they’re separate, but is a prey in the belly of a predator really separate from the one who 
has devoured it? The issue is different, as a matter of fact. Man, in His Essence of Man, Is and 
Represents the One. Woman Represents Duality. If He lets Himself, His One Heart, be 
swallowed by Unconsciousness, the One is or, in fact, seems gone, and ‘man’ becomes part of 
Woman’s world of Duality, instead of showing Her His world of the One in which They Both 
can Breathe and Love can Be. 

Indeed, True Oneness – True Man – doesn’t have resistance to anything, not to 
Duality either therefore, if only for the fact that all is Dual. Woman is all and Man is Beyond 
all (although Including all). Only by Man’s humbly allowing to be Consciously Darkened on 
earth – and it is the Truth to Allow this Process – Can Light be Brought to earth, 
Consciousness that is Embedded in Man, in the Formless, but Embodied in Woman, in the 
Form, Shining into and through Her. ‘Of course’ this is only so if Man manages to Pierce 
through the Dark, to See in the Dark. Merely unconsciously dwelling in the Dark, 
unconsciously copying Woman, which always happens, doesn’t bring any Light, any Clarity 
to earth, any Consciousness, Consciousness that could in principle be Manifested in the Body, 
in Woman’s Body, in the Form. Only if Man Makes or Allows Contact with Woman – or 
Realizes, Heartedly and Bodily, being One with Her – if He survives this One True Ordeal 
with the hidden but huge and powerful Dark Force of Unconsciousness, can something 
happen in this respect. If not, Man and Woman or the Formless and the Form cannot Be (that 
is: Realize Being) One, Consciousness and Unconsciousness will stay separate, won’t find 
Union in the human Body, or, at most, will very very slowly show some development in this 
respect. This Union can only be Manifested when Man, as the First, and Woman, as the 
Second, are Both Willing to and Actually do Live Consciously Whole-Bodily the Darkness in 
them. It can Happen – only – when Man Listens carefully to Woman’s Heart, to Her Real Call 
to Him – Beyond Her egoic calls  – and when He, thus, follows Her Natural Attraction to 
Him, without putting himself, possible wishes for himself, in between. Man, then, in this 
Meeting, has the task of making Clear and putting his ‘Own’ Impersonal One Truth beside or 
rather all Around Woman’s many earthly truths, and offer so much Love-Space for Her 
earthly reality that She starts to Recognize Man’s Truth Beyond them and to See that Her 
form-related ‘truths’ are, in the end, illusions – even though the illusions are to be taken 
seriously. 

For everyone the Darkening Process already starts before we are born, although there 
can be quite a difference in the speed that children make progress in this respect, in the time 
before they manifest their dark potential as (what seems to be) themselves, before the 
Formless becomes Form. In fact, from the beginning onward, the two sides of Dark and Light 
are present in a child. Still i dare say that my ‘postponement’ of the serious beginning of the 
long, heavy and humiliating Process of Endarkment took exceptionally long. I had to become 
16, almost 17 – and it had to be through a certain physical intimacy with a girl – before it 
could finally be set off, even though in a still very limited way until i reached 30, even though 
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on the level of consciousness and even to a great extent on an energetic level i had to hold on 
to ‘Purity’ up to then. Iris was the first girl who successfully invited me here to earth, 
although she turned out not to be very patient, which is something normal for Woman but i 
didn’t understand that. In ‘my’, Man’s world, there was time, forever. There was endless 
patience. Iris was very female and thus suited as the hostess for my first introduction here on 
earth. 

In fact, i was an Opposite. I was born as an Opposite of what seemed normal but, in 
the end, viewed from the ‘standpoint’ of Reality, was not. What for people was something 
highly valuable, (a glimpse of) the experience of everything being Formless, being One and 
Love – that they may have attained after a thorough ordeal of effort, concentration, meditation 
or humility – was for me self-evident, just my normal daily experience. For me the struggle 
was exactly the opposite: to enter, understand and participate in the world of form in which 
love was or seemed to be absent or rare and where sex was dominant and normal, a world in 
which people were separate from one another and tried, often at the expense of others, to fulfil 
themselves, to get a piece of the cake. To me the whole cake was available and obvious. 

 
At the end of the 5th class there was a school party, with a live concert at the yearly 

event of the occupation of the school by the highest classes of students who had just done 
exams and would soon leave school for good. As a lover of music i stood in one of the front 
rows looking at and enjoying the band playing, rocking a bit with my body on the rhythm of 
the music – when suddenly i seemed to feel something on my shoulder. I was not sure and i 
didn’t assure myself about it; it was crowded and a lot of movement was going on. There was 
a second, similar, sensation – as if someone was gently knocking on the door. This subtlety 
felt strange in this huge war of amplified sound of the band going through me. I turned 
around. There was a girl standing, smiling at my face, one of the girls i was in love with…. 

She introduced herself: “I am Iris and this is Patrick.” Some handshaking followed. 
Already before i could have a clear thought about it, Iris explained what Patrick was doing 
there. “He’s a friend. I took him with me because i didn’t dare to approach you on my own.” I 
found this honest, but still, we were stuck with Patrick now. 

Also we were stuck with me, i must add and admit. It was not only because of the big 
noise wall pervading us that i didn’t speak. I didn’t know what to say. My heart hadn’t yet 
pierced through the resistance of the world of form to be able to reach my voice and i couldn’t 
say immediately – or not at all – that i quite liked if i did not already love her, although my 
heart felt that i did even though my love seemed to be a reflection of her interest in me that 
caused this love in me to have a direction now. Yes, better say ‘interest’ instead of love when 
it came to Iris’ inner life. Beyond being this reflection on earth – through which it could 
become visible, feelable – ‘my’ Love was always present somehow: i liked to give it to any 
girl who wanted to taste or receive or even melt with it. 

We stood there, she smiling warmly, me without a clear expression on my face but 
feeling very hot. Both of us were aware of the attraction between us, but we didn’t know how 
to give a form to that. Well, actually, if it is about the latter, it turned out that i’m speaking for 
myself, because – not long after i stupidly looked away from Iris for a few seconds and 
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looked again at the band playing, as if there existed two different worlds, man’s and woman’s 
world, and i hadn’t decided yet where to go – the greed through Iris, beautifully packaged as 
it was (and i say this without any judgment whatsoever if only for the fact that this greed is a 
functional part of Man and Woman’s Process of Realizing Their Oneness), couldn’t bear it 
any longer. It appeared that Iris didn’t feel stuck with Patrick – and his possible feelings – at 
all. She just grabbed my hand and pulled me through the mad crowd to a quieter place further 
on. 

I felt and it was clear to me that also Patrick fancied Iris, this beautiful creature. And 
the good fellow humbly dug his own grave by escorting Iris to me, to her next conquest, next 
piece of heart, heart of a young innocent boy. Of course, if as man or boy you seem to win the 
battle, the competition, for the moment – even without doing anything, but responding to her 
call for ‘my’ (or for a) heart that she seemed to be after, that she apparently seemed to miss 
and had to regain - you don’t consider the fact that next time it is you who will have to 
undergo the same fate. 

Going through the crowd i once looked back to see Patrick – a really nice guy – but he 
didn’t follow us. He carried the loss like a man. Maybe he had learned already that where it 
really matters, in the land of love, it’s a Woman’s world. What to do. And Iris didn’t care 
about Patrick’s pain. It was his problem. 

Iris introduced me to the circle of her friends, three boys and three girls. I had no idea 
why. It didn’t make any sense to me. If boy and girl, man and woman, found each other, why 
involve other people in this? Well, it seemed that after she had shown her newest conquest to 
her friends – i was not aware at all yet of her many conquests, by the way; this was, despite 
having seen Patrick left behind, not a subject that could have crossed my still innocent mind – 
also Iris didn’t see the sense of that any more. Anyway she grabbed my hand again and pulled 
me again into the crowd – although, true, to the rear part of it this time – to a place where 
there was just enough space to lie down in between the spectators. Because, indeed, we ‘had 
to’ lie down now. I must have looked clumsy or rather totally ignorant during my first 
experience and participatory study of what Woman wants with Man, feeling and enjoying the 
(still) innocent character of the egoic Wanting Force that freely acts out without all possible 
egoic sneaking around, hiding and games of pride around it. Deliciously, she just wanted to 
have me – have me for herself – and enjoy me as long as it gave pleasure. Great. 

Iris was just 14 and had become aware of the fact that she Wants Man, that she Wants 
Something from Man, although not knowing what, as she didn’t Know What Man Is – and 
therefore also not What she as Woman Is. 14 years old only and so very Woman already… 
Our mere being together didn’t satisfy her somehow, as it did with me. So i responded to her 
request of lying down and lay down next to her. Although Iris had a smile on her face all the 
time, during the whole procedure, also this lying next to each other didn’t satisfy her. When i 
had just settled into the new situation i could already clearly feel her restlessness. She said she 
was getting cold. As a young gentleman, learning how to serve a woman, i immediately 
jumped to my feet and, happy that i could do something for her, closed the door of the hall. 
The mad dancing crowd of 1000 people would now soon perceive a lack of fresh air, i 
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realized and i didn’t like this idea. But there was no other option. Iris was cold. And yet her 
restlessness continued. 

‘I’m still cold’, she said. Whatever the form was that i could possibly serve her with, 
she’d always be cold. That moment i found everything that happened up to then already 
perfectly strange – and i don’t mean this in any negative sense. Finally, after four years of 
being in love, intensely in love at a distance, there was the meeting with a girl, even a great 
girl… and what more should be done now? Wasn’t this meeting, our being together of boy 
and girl, enough in itself? Wasn’t it enough that we both acknowledged that we liked each 
other – or, in general, that Man and Woman Love Each Other, that these Two Forces are 
Attracted to Each Other? Wasn’t it Perfect that we had even found each other in the form (of a 
boy and a girl) next to the Already Perfect Love or Feeling of Oneness of Man and Woman in 
Itself, the Oneness that was obvious to me despite the fact that girls’ world was so different? 
Wasn’t it perfectly strange that for her as a girl this was not enough? 

It was not, indeed. Her restlessness raged on and it made me restless myself. Now, still 
with the same beautiful smile, Iris couldn’t bear it any more and suddenly pulled at my body. 
She pulled in such a handy way and with such a hidden but for me perceptible force that 
somehow and before i knew what was going on i landed on top of her. And not only did she 
manage to pull my body on her body, but in that same energetic movement – or Force that 
came through her – she also managed to bring my eyes suddenly close before hers, my lips 
close before hers. She must have been experienced in all this – if not from this lifetime, then it 
was an experience as old as humanity that she carried within – for now again she pulled me, 
even closer, to her. This was stupid: of course, it couldn’t be prevented any more now. Our 
lips touched. It must have been that she did this on purpose, because, instead of turning her 
lips away in disgust, she now started putting some pressure on my mouth, which still didn’t 
seem to realize what was going on. But, although not many words had come out so far – 
except for confessing my name i hadn’t said anything, as if we acted in a silent movie – after 
a while my mouth started at least with some physical movement to respond to hers. We 
kissed. My first kiss with a girl. On my end, by accident. Even though i had given a kiss on 
the mirror where ‘Yvette’ looked at me, nothing in me had planned to kiss with a girl like 
this. 

The kissing was a bit strange and not really unpleasant at the same time. I liked in any 
case to lie on her – warm, not cold – body, i liked it to be so close. Then, however, as if lying 
on top of each other and the kissing was not enough yet, she put her tongue in my month and 
even started moving it here and there. By this activity, of course, my tongue was touched 
sooner or later, this couldn’t be prevented in the situation. Again, as a gentleboy, i allowed 
her to do as she pleased – after all i didn’t feel i wanted anything for myself. But i must admit 
that the whole thing, romantic in origin, became unpleasant now and in fact somewhat 
disgusting, dirty. How far could the benevolence of a gentleboy go? 

The school party soon reached its end. As the school year was over now Iris and i 
wouldn’t see each other any more if we didn’t make an appointment or exchange phone 
numbers. We did. The next day i was already introduced to her parents, probably because i 
had stood firm as a man in the test of not reacting to my feeling of disgust in the affair of the 
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tongue-attack. Apparently i was not a softy and she picked me out of all those hundreds of 
boys to do something with the threatening long boring summer that awaited her. Her mother, 
of Indonesian origin, like my favourite aunt, obviously liked me, and she told Iris so 
afterwards. Her father, a stiff guy with a good job, didn’t. Since i was 10 i had quite long hair 
and this seemed to be reason enough not to like me, not to find me suitable for his daughter. 
In reality it was not just the hair or, related, the fact that in general he was concerned about 
my future chances in society. In itself it was quite funny to end up in a television comedy 
where such things, such worries, exist. 

In fact, his real albeit unconscious worry was that there might be a serious competitor 
for him regarding being received by his beautiful daughter. If this would be so – and this was 
not untrue – this meant that there would be less or in the end even no place left for him in this 
respect. Men want to be loved, received by Woman – including their own daughter(s), 
Woman is Woman. Iris’ mother though quite liked the gentle prince that i seemed to be, 
which made him even more curt and grumpy towards me: another woman of his intimate 
sphere, his own woman even, who reserved some place in her – in her belly and heart – for 
me instead of (only) for him. My – early – awareness of the competition between males made 
it easier not to problematize the issue; even though after primary school, by the way, i was not 
busy with hierarchy amongst boys any more. 

Whatever it was that her father was busy with half-consciously: just see what you do 
with it, i don’t care, was my attitude in this issue. As far as i was concerned, parents were 
irrelevant. Iris was important. Love was important. Life was an open space, an endless 
potential to be filled in with love, parents couldn’t do anything against this, against Life. And 
for the next ten days we met every day. I finally knew now, at least for how far it went up to 
then, what it was to be part of the romance instead of secretly longing for it. I knew now what 
it was to be in love with a girl who was by my side instead of with a girl at a distance. To my 
nice surprise Iris also wore some striped t-shirts. And, more important, i started liking the 
kissing – which we practiced every day – even with the tongue! But then again, who is this 
‘i’? Hadn’t ‘i’ just adjusted, taken over the earthly, energetic, sexual, perspective and feeling 
about things? Didn’t i ‘just’ feel what she felt as if it would be ‘me’? Did things go in a 
similar way with young people learning to drink alcohol – and smoke cigarettes? The first 
taste of it simply can’t be nice, it tastes like poison. But then they go on and get used to it and 
start liking it. The dirt of kissing was more elusive though, of an energetic nature, or even 
beyond that in the end. Dirty or not, i liked kissing with Iris. And somehow, now that i had 
got into it, the whole thing became almost so strange that a meeting with Iris without or 
hardly any kissing seemed to be missing something. I was in a process of getting increasingly 
sucked into Woman. Increasingly, it seemed to be me who wanted kissing or physical 
closeness in general.  

Finally, thus, beyond merely looking at a distance and admiring a girl, i got introduced 
in the world of love, i mean the world of giving a bodily form to love. I got a first ‘initiation’ 
to the Land of Woman’s Sexual Energy. I couldn’t have done this by myself, this 
introduction. I mean i couldn’t have gone after and have gotten a girl by myself. It would 
have been an egoic conquering act if i as man had introduced myself, if i had tried to come 
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down to earth by myself. It wouldn’t have been True. A woman-form had to make me clear 
that i am – or Something of me – is appreciated and wanted if not awaited here on earth in 
Woman’s world of Form, of Unconsciousness. If i had ‘initiated’ myself everything would 
have been spoiled in regard to what i must do and do here on earth. No ego from my side was 
allowed to be involved. Respecting Divine Nature i had to leave that part – acting in a self-
centred way – to Woman. I didn’t feel the slightest judgment to Iris’ Divine part. Everything 
felt natural in itself, though strange, new. 

From now on a girl’s body was no longer only ‘something’ just to look at, as it 
seemed to me before. Actually, i mean her face when i speak about the girl’s body – or, 
rather, something shining through her face – and not her body as such, since the body was 
non-existent to me, not fitting into the romantic dream that i somehow identified with, that i 
assumed to be mine. Regarding ‘my’ romanticism, i did not know yet that and how (a) man, 
energetically and in his (un)consciousness, copies and takes everything from Woman’s world 
upon him when he enters it, getting almost or totally lost in it until, exceptional as it is, he 
finds Himself ‘again’, until he finds Man. Woman’s ‘body’ became now something i had to 
do something with. Woman Asked me to do something with ‘it’ since she didn’t know herself 
what to do – even though she guided me to her body, but that was as far as she could go. I had 
to find out the rest by myself, what i should or could do with ‘the problem’. I was the Man 
after all – well, Man to be – the One who should Know. And i was not pleased at all with all 
this, especially not with this naked threatening fact that i had to do ‘something with her body’, 
intuitively sensing somewhere that associating with ‘body’, with Woman’s Corporeality, 
would mean the end of my freedom as i knew it – if it wouldn’t be the end of ‘Me’ – the 
freedom that was normal for me. It was not for nothing that i had fainted during the biology 
lesson on human reproduction. There was a new world waiting for me to be discovered, one 
in which i had to learn not to faint but stay or become (increasingly) present, a seductive 
world in a way, but one that was not primarily nice, rather confused, unfree and limited. The 
seductive part was not the body, by the way, but love, the urge to do ‘something’ with this 
Love i carried inside, the impulse or necessity to respond with Love to something in the girl 
that i didn’t know about. 

On top of all this, but certainly related and only enhancing the confusion and 
constraint, when Iris was lying on top of me my penis grew. I was very concerned at the 
possibility that she would notice my sin. It was a sin i committed even though it was not my 
fault in fact, i couldn’t help it, it just happened. And yet, while not having done anything 
wrong i was wrong, wrong in getting a hard penis. 

Yet, despite the inconvenience of the hardening penis – luckily it became also smaller 
again, again by itself without me giving it a hand – i was glad to be a boy. Being a boy i was 
able to make love with a girl’s softness. I imagined being a girl and having to make love to a 
boy, hard as boys were and stiff and hairy and gross and insensitive. Utterly terrible, such an 
image. I got sick from my imagination of it. And i felt very sorry for girls that they had to feel 
attracted to boys by the laws of nature. If only i felt my great disgust when a certain boy of 
our tea-tent club named Derek sometimes kissed me (and my friends), even on the lips (!), as 
hello or goodbye – in the energetic sense being one of the worst experiences of my youth – i 
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felt so sorry for girls, even though i understood they must feel very different on the other side 
of the coin. It is true, however, i felt that with me – except for the hard penis – Iris hadn’t 
gotten off so badly. My body was not so hard and inflexible as the bodies of other boys or 
men. It was soft, flexible and not hairy. And, because of my heart, more alive – although i 
didn’t have the understanding of that yet. 

But of course, these extenuating circumstances didn’t mean that i could get away with 
my sin just like that. Fair is fair. First there was my being attracted to Angelique’s very 
beauty, her beautifully shaped facial forms as such without me even having any idea or 
feeling of what was behind that beauty, what it hid – if anything at all. And i was not sure of 
the latter, to be honest. I had some strange feeling – that would not be confirmed nor falsified 
– that it was ‘just’ pure walking beauty over there without anything else, without content, but 
also that this beauty was enough in itself. This ‘sin’ of liking beauty and feeling attracted to it 
could still be easily spirited away as it seemed to have no consequences and i was not caught 
for it. In fact, i was not bothered by it. It was just that consciousness, its judgmental 
department that had been taken over from Woman and especially from my mother, noticed 
the sin that i had already learned about: attraction should not be about appearance. The sin of 
the penis getting hard, however, hard and big, was one i couldn’t get rid of so easily. If this 
time Iris wouldn’t find out about my sin, a next time it would come to the light. But for now, 
as long as it would take, i always handily turned my pelvis totally backward when she lay on 
top of me and thus up to then she couldn’t have felt what kind of strange unexplainable thing 
was going on down there in me – or should i say with a part of my body. Lying on my back 
below Iris and kissing with her were not comfortable at all in this cramped position – but 
well, what to do. 

I just said ‘unexplainable’. This was so in spite of the fact that at school, in the subject 
of biology, we had had sexual education. The teacher could have explained ten times that the 
penis of the man becomes hard in the sexual meeting of man and woman but this – and in 
general school and its dry dead teaching – didn’t have anything to do with real life. There was 
not any relationship for me between the question in the test paper – why does the penis of a 
man become hard – and its physiological answer (that i failed to correctly give in the test) 
and, on the other hand, life in reality as it appeared before me now in the form of Iris, in the 
form of Iris’ body and mine and the growing penis of flesh and blood. I couldn’t hear the 
teacher; i only heard words, forms, at most good intentions, but no life. Looking back i was 
glad that i had fainted at the time during the human reproduction lesson and i was sure that 
also if i had not fainted i would have failed the test – the test of separating life itself from 
thinking about and explaining life. 

Now, here with Iris on top of me i didn’t faint. Life itself would introduce me into life, 
not a kind teacher who, although his penis might grow harder and bigger now and then, was 
struggling with staying alive. Even if he had demonstrated ‘sex’ with his wife or a pupil or 
whoever, he wouldn’t have managed to make me get it. To try to show life before its time 
didn’t work with me. 

It goes almost without saying that in this whole situation i never touched Iris’ breasts. 
I didn’t even look at them. They were quite big, i learned from Wolter two years later, but for 
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me they didn’t exist. The idea didn’t even come to me that i didn’t know what to do with 
them, if anything at all. Sexual characteristics were not real to me. In other words – and 
despite that a few years earlier ‘I’ had come into existence when looking in the mirror and 
seeing Yvette looking at me – Duality in that sense was not real for me yet, not touchable yet. 
Only on a Deeper invisible level i was aware of the Duality of Man and Woman. It didn’t 
clearly take on bodily forms yet. 

That i became aware of the growing penis was already ‘sin’ enough. I didn’t need any 
breasts on top of that for now. When i speak about ‘sin’ i don’t mean that i had any 
judgements in regard to sexual characteristics or acts. I had no judgement. No, judgement was 
floating (and stuck) in the air somehow, it was everywhere, i couldn’t escape it. ‘The sin’ was 
not mine. I had to undergo it somehow, or else i shouldn’t have come here to earth in the first 
place. But then again, not in the tempo that ‘society’ wanted me to, but in the tempo that i 
could digest, in the tempo that Love could handle without getting lost. Love would and should 
become dirtied in a tempo in which It would still be able to ‘embrace’ and recognize the dirt 
as Its Own and not as my own. This was important. 

In these ten, more heavenly than earthly, days i didn’t have much to say to ’my’ girl, 
nothing at all as a matter of fact. Being with her was totally enough for me, as i have said 
earlier – even though, true, i responded very willingly to the invitations of her body, her lips 
especially. I submitted to playing stupid games with her, games invented and constructed by 
others and that i had grown too old for already since the age of fourteen when i started to 
think about things, about the world. Stupid games like playing at cards. The world was going 
down – through destruction of nature and polluting our environment, our life – and we were 
playing games. How deep would i still have to humiliate myself in order to be able to be part 
of and to discover, to get to know Woman’s world, to be accepted here on earth and thus, 
since forcing myself upon this world wasn’t my way and wouldn’t work anyway, to be able to 
give something of myself – in case i shouldn’t rather say to give Myself? I ‘had to’, indeed, 
since i felt that others – and surely girls – were not like me and they needed a form, some 
activity to be able to be together, to meet. A straight Meeting in Love of a girl and a boy did 
not seem to be possible – yet. I needed to give her time and i seemed to have to go into 
‘forms’ so that i could, in the end, freely show ‘my’ Love for her, and she could finally say or 
show what she, beyond herself, Wanted from me, from Man – if it weren’t up to ‘me’ to 
discover and reveal That. 

It seemed to have something to do with ‘sexuality’, but certainly not only and not even 
primarily, for otherwise she could have taken just any boy and, talking about that age, that 
point of my development, it was clear that, at least for a girl like Iris, i was not the best choice 
when it came to sexuality. Iris had been slightly shocked when i told her i was in the fifth 
class, whereas she was only in the second – quite a gap, although we differed only two years 
and a little bit. And then again, i saw she wasn’t bothered at all, in fact, about our difference 
in age. She was in any case more precocious in her sexuality than me. In general girls were 
more precocious than boys, i noticed. In girls the whole thing started at a certain point, the 
ovaries began to work, to scream and whisper – and then boys followed with some delay, 
responding. Iris may have been earlier in her sexual maturity and this had its own intelligence, 
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yet in general her intellectual development was very far behind from mine. I was totally all 
right with this gap – it didn’t stand in the way of my love for her – and at the same time i was 
not totally at ease with it. Logically this is not possible, this simultaneity. Yet it was so. It 
appeared that two opposites could stand next to each other, instead of being mutually 
exclusive. The world of love was not logical, but dual – even though i learned and understood 
this only much later for real, in depth. 

In fact, it was not only to Iris – or even in general, to a girl – that i could hardly say 
anything. I didn’t know what to say to anyone. Words were not my world. They were 
distractions from the Real World. Like boring flies that keep on bugging you and that you 
have to get rid of somehow – so that you can Relax again, fall back in the True Deeper World 
where, as is the case with animals, there is a constant state of what you could call Meditation. 
To fill my lack a tiny bit in this respect – ‘lack’ as compared to how one is supposed to 
behave or express oneself in the world – i had quite some expletives in those years. Usually 
one expletive was used most in a certain period or year. I used these expletives in many 
situations, in many conversations wherein i appreciated the company and often even the 
speech of the one i was with at that moment and wanted somehow to express the fact that, 
even though i had nothing to say in return this didn’t mean i wouldn’t appreciate being 
together with that person. Indeed, i could even like it when people talked to me. It’s just that 
usually i didn’t have anything to reply. Simply nothing of what i could have possibly said, 
came to me. Somehow i or my heart was not triggered enough to be able to speak. I couldn’t 
talk about stupid little things. Saying irrelevant things was not Me somehow. The usual jokes 
were something i didn’t like. I felt only attracted to absurd humour, as i have said earlier: 
ridiculing forms, reality, the seeming reality how things were being presented to everybody 
but which couldn’t be True. 

Anyway, i just couldn’t vomit forms out of my mouth like others could so easily, as if 
talking was just a pastime instead of the transmitting of content. My ‘dumbness’ was not 
unwillingness, nor resistance to superficiality. It was not that i put myself so to speak above 
the other in any way. No, it was just that nothing came, no words appeared. I was just blank. I 
was just listening – listening to what the world had to tell me, show me, how, apparently, 
things were going in the world, what kept people busy. And so, in this blankness, in this 
goodwill without a form, expletives showed up to clumsily show my appreciation or my 
confirmation that i heard and understood what the other one was telling me. ‘Oh’, i said, or 
‘Mm’. Or the Dutch ‘Tja’ meaning ‘what to do, it is as it is’. Or: “That’s the way it goes.” 
The latter was one i said in English and by my standards it was a long sentence, thus only 
showing more of my goodwill, to continue the meeting and the ‘conversation’. Usually, 
however, this meant the end of the conversation – whichever expletive i used. People were 
not very discriminative in this respect. And silently we walked or sat next to each other until 
the freeing moment for my companion came up and he – or, exceptionally, she – could leave 
me with a good excuse, so that my supposed feelings wouldn’t be hurt too much. 

Sometimes, however, someone didn’t find a good excuse and he or she had to leave 
anyway. The tendency of taking care of oneself – here: escaping the tension (instead of the 
rest) that the silence seemed to bring about – appeared always bigger in the end than the 
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simultaneously existing tendency to take care of another, or in fact of what they thought or 
assumed that another might want – which was always untrue in my case, if they tried this with 
me; it was always a projection. I was not like them. 

“Don’t be the borrowing one” was also one of my longer expletives that i used a lot in 
totally wrong English, the wrongness of which i was, in the beginning, still half aware of but 
later it became an expression or expletive in itself that was not good or wrong. I think 
originally i meant something between ‘boring’ and ‘bothering’, even though i cannot say i 
meant this whenever i said it to someone. Let’s say, the ‘word’ ‘borrowing’ was originally 
derived from these words and did not mean what it officially means. 

My parents were shocked when suddenly, without at all informing them earlier on, i 
walked into the living room with Iris at my hand, saying only: “This is Iris.” To me this 
simple announcement seemed more than sufficient as an explanation for the situation, even 
though they hadn’t seen or even heard before about a boyfriend or a girlfriend of one of their 
children. And after an ultra-short meeting of Iris with my parents we went upstairs to my 
room where we again practiced lying on top of each other, leaving my parents behind in a 
stunned state, both realizing that a new stage in their life had begun just now, realizing also 
that they were getting older and that once, in the not too distant future, the children would 
leave the house and them and start their own life with new people and they would be left 
behind, having to face each other again – and themselves. 

It was a very sunny day when Iris visited me in my village. We had a long walk 
through the village, not leaving each other’s hand for a second. It felt so good, so simple, so 
perfect without any possible fuss. I could not have wanted anything else in my life than 
walking there with Iris in the sun holding hands, walking as if for the first time through my 
village that wasn’t mine. Our hands were magic together, but of such a quiet and beneficent 
and true kind, that ‘magic’ was not the right word any more. It was also a new experience for 
me to walk in public with Iris, to show her to the world – other than just being with the two of 
us together in a room. It was almost like showing ‘me’, myself to the world. And especially to 
the village where i grew up and to the people of which i somehow didn’t belong. 

Here i was with a girl from another town and it was good when everybody would see 
us, all those people I, up to then, slightly preferred not to see me. Yes, i felt it would be good 
if everybody saw Love. It was not that this was about me, me having or showing love, 
‘having’ a girl. Showing my love for a girl, for Iris, was not only good for making this world 
somewhat more loving in a direct way – by matter of resonance of the spectators with us, with 
what we carried inside and radiated around us. And only later, having discovered how 
difficult it is for an earthly type of Woman like Iris to be with me, being a heart-boy, i would 
understand and look back at how special it was, our being together and, indeed, what it must 
have radiated, even though there was no Force of Consciousness yet that could enhance that 
field of radiation, its reach and depth. 

  It was, in my perception, also a kick against all that was not-love, against all the 
meanness and toughness and vulgarity and barbarianism and sneakiness and stupid dialect 
and grossness and torturing animals and beating up other children without reason, a kick also 
to the two village girls of my brother’s primary school class who once, with faces of disgust, 
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had called us something like ‘wimp’ when passing us by on the bike, who were so ugly 
themselves that i wondered how they had found the courage to say this to someone else. I 
liked the subtlety of the kick of Love – just walking hands in hands in silence – that, at the 
same time, was strong somehow, full of potency, a terrible mirror in its natural innocence. 
But, unless secretly from behind the lace curtains, nobody saw us. Only the sun. I could 
almost say, to be somewhat dramatic: the world was not ready for Love. They came for the 
funfair to watch the bumper cars bumping but when there was Love… The world hid till the 
danger was over. 

But truly, the village was strangely deserted, indeed. I had never experienced that in 
‘my’ village, not even once in those nearly thirteen years i lived there up to then. All right, the 
only exception to this was when thirteen years earlier in 1966 my father and brother and me 
arrived from the flat blocks and the crowded city of Amsterdam where i was born in this low-
rise and silent nothingness in the north. There, in Amsterdam, i was ‘always’, as my earliest 
memory says, slowly walking and holding my mother’s hand in between the newly built flats 
to pick up my brother from kindergarten. She, in that desolate environment of stone and 
concrete, already allowed me to get a bit used to the world, the world of stoned hearts. At her 
hand i felt totally safe in between the cold concrete. I loved those moments, me being three, 
that we drank hot chocolate together. 

Now, walking here in Vries with Iris i finally got it – without understanding but just 
by (or even as, and at least not separate from) doing it – the simple truth or reality that it was 
not enough to walk hand in hand with my mother or miss van Offelen – even when i was, of 
course, still small at that time – but that ‘Mother’ was over now, that i had to walk now hand 
in hand with a girl of my own age, a girl that i loved. And i loved Iris – it seemed. At least i 
loved something in her, the Woman in her, her softness especially. I was not busy with the 
fact that other girls would, to whatever extent, carry inside the same Woman, the same 
softness. I was with Iris and that was enough. I had never been someone who wanted 
something – or, indeed, someone – other than what (or who) i had or was busy with in the 
moment. Neither as a kid nor later did i ever whine – in a suppressed way or overtly – for 
something else or for more of the same or for repetition of something good or for being freed 
from something nasty. The moment itself was enough, whatever it brought. 

My walk with Iris through the village now was a lonely parade of love, a very 
premature victory march. Nobody wanted to see it yet. Just like i couldn’t yet See at all how 
very difficult it would be to really manifest this Love between boy and girl, between Man and 
Woman, on an earthly level. I had hardly begun with my life long struggle to Show Love to 
the world. This love, Iris, just came into my arms – or i fell into hers. It was way too easy – 
despite the fact that it felt so natural, so home at the same time. Things, Love, appeared to be 
not that simple here on earth. Love Itself was simple, but in combination with the Earth it 
turned into the opposite of simple. I’d have to Fight for It, Whole-Heartedly, with my Whole 
Body. Later, much later, when i’d be Ready for That. And i would. 

It’s not really true to say that Iris was my girlfriend, my first girlfriend, even though i 
could feel it in this way and i wished it to be so. She had me, in fact. For a while. She played 
with me – as i could easily see that later – and, again, i say this without any judgment. She, 
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for one thing and in a way most importantly, needed a heart against her loneliness. But not for 
too long. The Heart shouldn’t take over, or, more realistically, should not become too 
weakened after Meeting Woman and being consumed, not become unattractive that way. Iris 
was looking around in the world of boys to see if there was a boy with Heart that was strong 
at the same time, present down here on earth in her world of Woman. It was true, ‘my’ Heart 
was still way too far from this cold world of separate forms, of separate people. It was still 
very far from making this ‘Body’ into a Man, into What Iris was half-consciously looking and 
longing for and would, just like other girls and women, escape as soon as it would really and 
finally (threaten to) Manifest Itself to whatever extent and depth. It was at that moment just a 
‘stupid’ free open Heart that could, without protest, protection or repercussion, be freely 
‘defiled’ with Unconscious Darkness after which it could be dumped for the next boy or open 
heart to be filled with her (unfelt and unseen inner movements, contractions, preferences and 
attachments), and the dumped heart could meanwhile recover a bit if it wanted or ‘meditate’ 
the ‘sins’ that it felt inside now as its own. 

‘Strong’ was considered having two legs firmly on the ground with a straight back, 
any time being able and willing to show plenty of jaw no matter the content, and not being 
touched (too much) by Woman’s (repressed) Drama and in general not by the world, not 
being too conscious, easily moving around in the Female world of Unconsciousness – even 
when, for all this to be possible, the Heart had to be left behind earlier. In that description – 
stemming from Woman’s world – i was not ‘strong’, sensitive and compassionate as i was, 
even though i had a Strength from Beyond this world of form that was (very) attractive in 
itself but also scary to a girl. ‘Earthly strength first’, was the rule on earth, as it turned out 
later: this meant that i wouldn’t have an easy time here on earth when it came to Man and 
Woman, that it would not be easy to ‘conquer’ a place for the Man in me as i saw Him and as 
i felt and embodied Him. 

For ten days i had been taken into Woman’s seemingly soft world. I hadn’t protested, 
indeed, and i wouldn’t have protested either if i had felt and known more about ‘secret 
transmissions’ in the dark weakening me, my entire bodily-energetic system. After those ten 
happy days – happiness happens in Unconsciousness - Iris went on holiday to America with 
her parents. Her father kidnapped her by thinking out the holiday so far from Holland, at the 
other side of the ocean, to be sure. I should have taken the competition between us more 
seriously, it seemed. Iris and i would nevertheless write. It was on a Sunday morning that i 
came early out of my bed, at 6, to get a last glimpse of her and wave her goodbye on the main 
street as she and her family drove through Vries that early on their way to the airport. I think i 
got a glimpse of her, indeed, when a car was passing by with great speed, i was not hundred 
per cent sure. Maybe that says it all regarding my – first – meeting with Woman: i got a 
glimpse… and wasn’t even sure about this. 

I was not much aware yet of my great sensitivity – of Consciousness Touching 
through me the Earth(ly forms), of feeling things that from the ‘normal’ scientific point of 
view i couldn’t feel or know - but surely were there. And surely i felt-saw some goings-on 
with some blokes at the other side of the Atlantic Ocean. I didn’t like this. I felt that 
something, some fire or pull or longing from her towards me, blacked out – although from my 
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side my love for her didn’t diminish in the slightest sense. It was stable and i couldn’t imagine 
it would ever change. It didn’t. How could a bit of water ever diminish love. I came here in 
touch with Woman’s Instability or Duality – and i didn’t get it at all. In the many postcards 
she had sent me i didn’t feel any sincere love at all, not any true involvement with me. My 
feeling turned out to be right. When after that month Iris returned from the USA we saw each 
other much less than before. Also, we didn’t kiss any more. Of course, i couldn’t call her to 
account for the changes. I had grown up in freedom and everything should be let free, i found. 
Everyone, partner or not, should live according to how he or she felt he or she wanted to live, 
without any pressure. I was the last person on earth to put any pressure on someone to go in 
any direction. If she wanted to be with me, good. If not, pity or sad, but nothing could be 
changed or manipulated in this respect. I accepted life without understanding it. 

Notwithstanding my free attitude, i was in some kind of an unconscious shock that i 
couldn’t really realize yet since i was still residing in ‘My’ World of Oneness; i had only 
made a few first steps outside of it. I couldn’t talk with Iris either about what happened and 
why. This was not only because of my huge and natural repulsion to, unwantedly but still, 
give her even the slightest impression that i would want things to be differently from how 
they were – i didn’t: not liking something was not the same as wanting to change it. It was 
also because i didn’t even know whether something was wrong or not. Something changed 
and i didn’t like it – changes in paradise can only turn out worse than it was – but it was not 
wrong in itself. It was not so obvious as with the growing penis. That was obviously wrong, 
no doubt, even without cause, even without culprit. But this… I had no clue, no idea, no 
feeling, nothing to compare with, no standard as i had with the hardening penis where it was 
at least clear that its weak state was the ‘good guy’. 

Once we had a volleyball-match in Vries in the regular competition and our team of 
Surf – mainly consisting of friends of mine – had to play against a team from Assen. One of 
their players hung around Iris in that period and she allowed him to be with her but the extent 
of this was totally unclear to me. I was only sure something was going on with them but not 
what, despite that Iris, as more girls and women would do later, gave some sign in this 
respect, a sign of darkness, of secrecy that asked to be brought to light but that was protected 
as well from that same light. The secret sign felt almost like an invitation to me as a boy to 
start fighting the other boy ‘in her’ – and this was not far from the truth: may the strongest 
win and be her hero.  

Iris came over from Assen, in the same car as him, and took her place in the stands. I 
didn’t like this whole setting. It was far from clear whether she was still my girlfriend or 
what. Well, she was, officially – she never broke up with me – but she felt quite far away 
from me. To my disgust, and Iris herself played a role in this as well as the bloke, the match 
became a duel between him and me. And it felt like the winner would, if not ‘get’ Iris 
immediately or for good, at least improve his chances through the victory. It was not only the 
unfair aspect of this duel that i didn’t like, namely that it was a team sport and it was far from 
being merely dependent on me whether we would win the game or not. It was, even more, the 
whole sudden atmosphere of competition between two young men fighting for a woman that 
was terribly awful to me. 
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I didn’t want this situation at all and yet, by the play of deeper forces, the forces that 
unite and separate Man and Woman, i got mixed up in it. I couldn’t withdraw from the match 
just like that and of course i didn’t want that, i liked playing volleyball. Our teams were 
equally strong. Despite being the – i admit once again in all immodesty – best player of our 
team who could have played on the highest level team of our club – but decided for quite a 
few years to play with my friends on a lower level – i couldn’t make the difference now 
somehow. We headed the competition – they listed third – but to my surprise and annoyance 
we lost the match, even though it was close thing and we could and in fact should have won. 
Suddenly, towards the end of the match, something had changed in the energy, and things that 
normally went right went wrong, and the spirit of our opponent became stronger. I was not 
aware enough yet of the fact that Iris, sitting innocently in the gallery – or even a (Separating 
or, in Its Own Intelligence, Uniting) Force through her – could have played a role here in the 
change of energy and the final result. Luckily we weren’t gladiators and the losers were 
spared their lives. 

Later i heard from Iris that the guy was pissed with me that i didn’t congratulate him 
on the victory. He said i behaved unsportsmanlike. What an asshole. He just wanted to score 
in front of Iris. He was sportsmanlike and i obviously not: 1-0 for the sportsman. It’s true, i 
didn’t feel at all like legitimating the supposed (or hoped) competition between us – supposed 
by him and, as it seemed, also by Iris. I didn’t feel at all like being a slave and pawn or 
marionette of a girl’s restlessness, not being able to make up her mind, not willing to feel in 
her heart which man really was her man but preferring to keep all options open as long as 
possible – and then to fight and compete for her and to win her hand thus. Fuck it. I didn’t 
feel obliged at all to join such ego-games and therefore to give him a hand. The competition 
happened not between us men but in Iris’ head, in Woman’s restless Dual mind - not in her 
Heart. Her Heart knew who was her beloved. Only, her Heart couldn’t speak. The mind was 
ruling her. It would be part of ‘my’ Task to Bring Woman back to Her Heart That Knows. 
Winning or losing a volleyball match didn’t mean anything in this respect, nor would a more 
serious fight or duel make any difference. The sportsman was deluded by and a plaything of 
Iris’ Female Duality. There would never be a winner over there, in the mind. Iris would 
always want the other if she chose one, whether this was the heart of Man or the man-from 
who can serve (best) her earthly interests. 

No, it was not a good sign that Iris had come with him in a car with some other 
players and, after just a brief meeting with me, left again with him in the car instead of 
staying with me in the village. How could i give Woman her Heart back if we were not 
physically together, if we weren’t near each other, if there was no form of contact? We still 
rarely saw each other. And now that we met she, despite her smiling, felt distant to me, and, 
as if it was totally normal, not worth any conferring with me or informing me, went home 
with that guy who lived just a few houses away from hers. 

Being 17 now, alone in my room upstairs and lying on my bed, 3 months after Iris was 
back from her holiday and not long after the duel, although not related to the latter, i suddenly 
had to cry. Out of the blue. Without any reason, it seemed. It was a long time ago that i had 
cried. Since i was 8 or 9? The only thing i knew for sure was that my unexplainable crying 
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had to do with her, with Iris – with Woman in the end. The next day i accidentally met Iris in 
some distant corridor of our school and told Iris i had cried. All she said in return was that it 
was good i told her, even though she could be quite a talker normally. I had no idea why it 
was good. Here were my first tears of Woman that i cried. In a way i cried them as Iris, as 
Woman, by becoming her, by allowing the tears to course down ‘my’ cheeks, the tears that 
she cannot allow somehow. I cried through my male body her pain of being confused in 
relation to Man – being confused to such a thorough extent that she didn’t even know about 
her confusion. I cried her pain of not knowing how to truly come to Him and even having to 
leave Him, again and again, the pain of being ruled by and being a slave of Dark Forces 
separating man and woman, of being so much distracted from her love for Man, of having to 
look for Him in the many, in the forms, instead of Finding Him in the One, in the One Heart, 
upon Which this Heart would take shape in the ‘form’ of a boy or man who is and embodies 
her Heart. 

Indeed, something seemed to slowly dawn upon me that we were no longer together. 
It felt far from how it was in the beginning, albeit on the face of it she seemed the same. She 
was further away. The connection was broken somehow. She sort of avoided me, didn’t seem 
to want to associate with me any more, even though this was not obvious either. Everything 
happened in the dark, where even she herself didn’t have access to but was nonetheless 
wholly ruled by it. And i had to live this confusion as if it was ‘me’ who got confused. When 
we met we spoke as if nothing happened, nothing changed, and almost as if we hadn’t been 
together, had never kissed, as if she had never pulled me on her body, never put her tongue in 
my mouth. Something dark stood in between us and although some people thought or felt i 
was a prince, princes don’t have magic sticks with which they can spirit away this darkness 
just like that, this mud that slowed things down somehow. I had to eat the mud, swallow it, 
but my digestion system was not capable of extracting from the dark mud what i needed and 
shitting the rest out. To be honest, she was not only further away, she was not at all interested 
in me any more. Somewhere i felt this, but i didn’t understand it, that this was possible – 
possible to first be so interested in me, if not loving me in her way, and now it was all gone – 
and she herself didn’t say anything about it. In my Heart everything was still the same. 
Strange. Strange. Didn’t she have a similar Heart like mine then. I didn’t get it. For if not, if 
our hearts had not been attuned, how then could we have found each other in the first place. 

I must apologize for the fact that i don’t always use question marks. I had always 
difficulty with them or at least with associating them with me. It felt as if i had come here on 
earth without confusion, without question marks. Once in this world i adopted people’s 
confusion but i was never lost in it somehow, not really. In primary school i was strangely 
enough the only pupil who answered teacher’s endless questions without question mark at the 
end of the answer. I was always amazed by the fact that children answered a question in the 
form of asking a question. If the teacher asked how much is 5 times 150, each one of them, if 
they gave the correct answer at all, said: “750?” At the end of the answer the pitch of their 
voice went up instead of down as in my case. For me things were as they were instead of a 
possibility. 5x150=750. It is not ‘750?’ Of course, there were many many things in this world 
that i didn’t know – i knew hardly anything, in a way i was blank – but that was something 
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different. These things were ‘just’ to be discovered, not questioned. Also in the matters of real 
life that i was busy discovering now, in things that were strange or ultimately strange to me, 
even in the things that i questioned with a ‘why’ there were no real question-marks at the end 
of the contemplation, or during my wondering. I didn’t get confused or uncertain by the fact 
that i didn’t know things (yet). I never questioned the Truth. Truth was already as It was. I 
was part of the Truth, a child of Truth. I never truly felt stupid, as i noticed other children 
could feel sometimes or permanently. Truth was always there. I was always there. 

Admittedly, there weren’t many things with such potency to confuse as the taking 
things over from people without knowing it, without having any clarity in the fact that this is 
possible. It didn’t help in this respect that my bodily and Heart-association with Iris, my first 
girlfriend, also affected my capacity to get rid of ‘craziness’, ‘crazy’ forms. It seemed to slow 
my whole system down. Still, on a deeper level, even this, this taking over things, forms, 
feelings, confusion, tendencies of Iris, without knowing that it happened, without knowing 
that it changed ‘me’, didn’t get me really, didn’t truly manage to separate me from Truth, 
from Reality. Even if i unconsciously became Iris and had to live her as if it would be ‘me’, 
there was always still Something Beyond this, Something that not only Was and Would 
Always Be, but That also guided ‘me’, lived ‘me’. 

It was over. It had lasted ten beautiful days. I had felt like Adam and Eve. But we had 
not been naked. And my ‘sin’ of the growing penis had not been Solved. The paradise had to 
be destroyed anyway, no matter which way it would happen. And it would take 13 years 
before i would again have such a long term intimacy with a girl, ten glorious days without 
past and without future. 

At the age of 17 a few more physical-energetic developments started now that were 
related to my Process as a young man Associating with Woman, meeting Woman on a more 
dense Level now, on a Bodily-Energetic Level instead of merely Being with Her in Oneness, 
in our One Heart. One of the consequences of the closer meeting with a young woman in the 
world of form was that sometimes in the morning when i woke up there was some kind of 
moist sticky jelly substance on my belly and upper legs. During the day i was not too much 
busy with it, but still, regularly the thought appeared that i was sick, especially after i woke up 
with the strange substance that had sometimes already become hardened and was then hard to 
get off, if that was the same substance as the jelly, indeed. Even though i considered the fact 
that my illness might be quite serious, i didn’t talk about it with my parents. Somehow this 
was not something to freely talk about, unlike talking about politics, cats, school or whatever. 
Since i had been half-consciously struggling with the issue in the dark for quite a while, i was 
not sure any more when my mysterious disease had started, maybe already on my 16th year at 
some point. Mysterious indeed: i never heard or read about this strange disorder. Well, i was 
not a doctor of course. I guess there were many diseases i didn’t know yet about. I thought 
seriously about the possibility of dying. This jelly was the beginning of my death. I thought 
that there was something like a fifty-fifty chance that i would survive. 

When i was 12 i had for the first time been confronted with the death of a human 
being, my very nice and humble aunt from Indonesia. I didn’t totally get that she died, but 
only via the reaction of my mother did i learn how bad dying must be, what a tragedy it 
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causes in the people who love the person who died. If it caused such a pain and so many tears 
in my mother, it must be something terrible. We would never see my aunt again. She died 
from cancer. And now i in my turn might die. From the jelly. 

But what to do. It was bigger than me. I didn’t do anything. I just woke up with it and 
in the morning tried to wipe it off with some toilet paper to get rid of it as thorough as 
possible. And then i flushed the illness down the toilet. That’s all i could do. But if this would 
be enough to save me? I had no idea. I started to vaguely ‘understand’ or have some 
premonition about the fact that there exists some Bigger or Higher Power That Decides these 
things of life and death. 

Another physical development that happened since i had met Iris was that for the first 
time in my life i started to have sports injuries. I was a kid that always liked to play wildly, to 
a certain extent, at least including taking risks like climbing up the trees, biking fast and with 
upper chest on the handlebars through bends in the streets, and, later on, diving over a piece 
of rock into a brooklet, testing with all this how far my physical capacities could reach. 
Regularly i came home with bleeding parts of the body, especially the knees. My knees 
became one big scar. Also in sports i took risks like diving with the chest over the ground to 
catch a ball during volleyball, but i never got seriously injured from this or from other risks. 

Now, after my intimate acquaintance with Iris, my injuries were of a different 
character. It started when i was playing football with my brother. Usually i stood in the goal, 
while my brother shot at it. This time, when i tried with my right leg to stop a ball from going 
into the corner of the goal, i felt a big pain shooting through my right groin. The stupid good 
news was that the ball was successfully stopped with my uttermost attempt, the bad news that 
since that moment i not only had to stop playing football at that moment but was injured for 
quite a while and also, for years on end, the injury was regularly at the expense of my 
participation in the volleyball and table tennis competitions. It was worse. The injury would 
never totally go away, the pain in my right groin stayed, whether it was present or in the 
background. Not long afterwards, albeit to a lesser extent, also the left groins started having 
troubles. This one didn’t need an obvious direct cause to start hurting. 

I had no idea what was going on here on earth, no idea of the energetic – and, related, 
physical – consequences of the Fight between the Male and Female Force, no idea that my 
whole energy system including the functioning of muscles, joints and connective tissue would 
be weakened from getting closer – physically closer – in the contact with Woman. Not only 
during but also, and all the more, after the relationship with (a) woman, (a) man has to deal 
with the (consequences of the) Earth’s Resistance to His Formless Heart. In my case, even 
from such a short relationship – that doesn’t even deserve that name – my energetic-physical 
Body had been much damaged, the problems with the groins being just the worst, the most 
obvious part. I didn’t know ‘I’, my energetic Body, was wounded after Woman had left me 
and i just tried to do the same things as i had done before. Going into sports with its sudden 
movements and sudden big pressure on the tissue and various parts of the body was really too 
much for the body to handle. At least it was for my body, being so delicately constituted. 

If there is a channel to the Earth and it is taken away, Man feels the Wound. He can, in 
principle, become conscious of what he has associated with: the Wound of Woman, Woman 
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Who Had to Separate Herself from Man, the Form from the Formless, the Earth from the 
Spirit. If the relationship, the channel, is still there, man and woman, despite their active 
minds, dwell in the Sphere of Woman’s Energy – which usually overpowers Consciousness – 
and it is more difficult to (Clearly) Feel the Wound. After an obvious separation, a break up, 
the Deeper Separation of Old – that was in fact already the case during the relationship but 
was snowed under by Energy – makes itself known (for the more sensitive man). If Man‘s 
Intelligence is more refined, if His Heart takes Him Beyond himself, there is a big(ger) 
chance that his Body will also be more refined, vulnerable, delicate and conscious. The 
Wound of Separation, of Duality, can then (more) easily take the form of damage or wounds 
in the physical-energetic sense, including – and not least but rather primarily – literally-
energetically divide the Body into Two. Man’s difficult and very heavy Task is to, again and 
again, Make the Body One, in other words to return the Body into the One Heart, the Form 
into the Formless. 

 Since at the time i had no idea what was wrong i agreed to let my groins be treated by 
a battalion of physiotherapists. Many years of treatment followed. No physiotherapist though 
– not even the specialist who had a big name in his profession – managed to solve or cure the 
injury, even the tiniest bit. It was hopeless in advance to try to heal this energetic weakening 
that is unavoidable in the meeting of Man and Woman by forms, by whatever forms, be it by 
massage, physical exercise, treating the area of the groins by a special warmth lamp or by 
putting some jelly on it and rubbing with some electronic stick over it, as they did. Usually, 
the form-perspective of healthcare is bound to fail. Apart from obvious injuries like a broken 
leg the human body cannot be easily or successfully treated from the perspective that the body 
and its parts are mere form. 

The Body is not in the first place a form but in the last place, it being the 
materialization or crystallization of Something Deeper, of a certain construction or 
constellation of Consciousness. This natural order of things makes it not strictly impossible to 
do something for the body when it is injured, but it’s anyhow better to consider if starting 
with the wrong side of the matter, with the matter instead of Consciousness, makes sense. 
What a tremendous amount of attention, energy, dedication and money is wasted in health-
care because of having no overview, not knowing how reality functions on deeper energetic 
and (un)conscious levels, not knowing what reality is, considering reality to be a 
conglomerate of forms that somehow stick together. If one form or part – of the body or, also 
in general, of whatever – is dysfunctional it is tempting to go for the easy, fast, seemingly 
direct and seemingly sensible way and just try to repair that specific form or part, while 
forgetting to consider its embedment in a larger whole, in its environment, or finally in the 
Whole. 

The Body is a Process, however – not a fixed form. It is part of the Process of 
Manifesting Formless Consciousness in and as Form and it is the Process Itself. It is not a 
form that can be manipulated. Of course, you can train your muscles to strengthen them. But 
usually, almost always, this will happen egoically, meaning it is done to cover up, to not See 
and Feel something else, for example, as in my case, the weakening of the energy system. 
Instead of Feeling Pain or physical discomfort and becoming aware of it, we try to get rid of it 
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by going to the other side. Going into Unconsciousness is not the same as repair or 
strengthening though. Paradoxical as it may sound, if we would See-Feel and, then, truly 
Accept our – energetic ‘and’ physical – weakening and Relax in it, we become stronger again 
automatically. Only, in the True world of Consciousness this Natural Recovery needs time – 
and Space – ‘values’ that seem almost gone in these times. Not only recovery could come by 
itself if we Accepted being Wounded – and it is unavoidable to be Wounded in and by life – 
we would even become Stronger on a Deeper Level, simply (and even only) by Allowing the 
Duality of Life – here: weakness and strength – to naturally alternate, by discovering and 
purely Seeing one’s attachment to the good side of the coin and, thus, naturally letting go of 
it. 

One of the physiotherapists, a young trainee from Switzerland, i liked quite a lot. She 
was a nice modest girl looking a bit like Brigitte with her brown hair and face and even her 
energy. I couldn’t help but feel that she liked me as well. I noticed in general that this almost 
always went together. If i liked a girl, she always liked me as well, whether she allowed 
herself to like me or rather preferred to keep it in the Dark as was sometimes the case, for 
example because she intuitively felt i was not like other guys, not so easy to control and 
manipulate and, just as bad and related to this, a – what later turned out to be a terrible – 
mirror. 

When i came to visit Monica for a treatment i had to take off my pants and lie down 
on the massage table. Then she would start to massage my groin and the area around it. I 
would feel her soft hand on my skin, for as long as it would take, which was about half an 
hour. We didn’t talk much and yet we felt quite together. Sometimes i couldn’t prevent my 
penis to become big like when Iris was lying on top of me. Monica didn’t lie on me but the 
result was the same. I felt uncomfortable with the big swelling of my underpants that of 
course she couldn’t but notice, even though she did her best not to touch it. But, since this 
mystery happened again and again, together with the fact that i couldn’t escape from the 
situation i began to increasingly relax in having the grown-up penis when she touched me so 
gently and with care on my groins and thighs, i began to accept it that it was not my fault 
somehow. I didn’t do anything, i was being treated, and yet it happened. 

What a sweetheart she was. Just doing her job so dedicatedly. And what a pity that she 
had to pretend we were just professionally working together, that not something else 
happened in the room, something human. If she hadn’t attached herself to an inhuman 
professional ethic she would have silently, without words, climbed on the table and have lain 
down on my body, totally relaxing on me – if not in me. And then the massage would have 
taken another turn, more like when Iris and me were physically together. We would have 
kissed, i am sure, and whatever else would have happened. On a deeper level we felt relaxed 
in each other’s presence. 

How many ‘ifs’ would still follow… Luckily or not, i didn’t know. Not becoming 
crazy with them, that was the art. 

The meetings with Monica didn’t heal my groins from what was not wrong – the 
weakening of the Male Force when it was in (closer) contact with, associating with and 
gradually getting to Know this Female earthly world from within, not passing the bodily 
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awareness in this respect. But it gave me something else. It didn’t grant me just more of 
energetic weakening in relation to her repressed desire to get closer to me or ‘my’ Heart 
(although i don’t want to exaggerate this desire, i could not deny it either). It also provided a 
next little step in my – and in general Man’s – Long Way of Coming Down to earth, of being 
accepted and recognized here by Woman, by the Gatekeeper of the Earth. 

How imbecile our society is to, in these kind of professional relations between client 
and therapist, almost or even totally deny the ‘aspect’ of or let’s say the reality of Man and 
Woman, to deny the huge difference it makes whether they are of the same or of the other sex. 
We all act as if it doesn’t matter but it does – and not only in client-therapist situations but 
everywhere in society, always. We’re human. We’re not machines, to be repaired if we’re 
broken. I’d rather be unprofessional than inhuman. Even though this goes a bit too far, i 
would almost say: what do i care that my groin could never be healed. Well, at that time i still 
did care. I had, even though less or in another way than others, still more identification with 
the body at the time – whereas (much) later i had to Realize – by Seeing-Feeling that 
Consciousness and ‘body’ Are One – that ‘I’ Was the Body albeit not a physical thing. 
Something Else Enlivens, Lives and Includes the body; the body itself cannot provide Life. 
Also, next to the partial identification with the body, i hadn’t at the time seen and surrendered 
to the natural degradation of life. 

Considering that the doctors were busy anyway with ‘form’ and trying to solve the 
damaged form, they could at least have tried first to give a right diagnosis instead of 
immediately starting with the treatment. Only recently it dawned upon me that i had an 
‘ordinary’ rupture of the groins, something that at the time should have crossed their minds as 
an option but it hadn’t. In my weakened, wounded state after Iris had left me – in a way, it can 
be said, she left me so that i could recover form her and regain some strength again, some 
spirit force - i shouldn’t have played football or whatever intense activity, certainly no activity 
where parts of the body like the groins that played an important role in the Process of Man 
and Woman were subject to strong sudden pressures. Indeed, when Man doesn’t give up, 
doesn’t surrender his Heart, His One, in the relation to Woman, his body is under great 
pressure; his body is, more obviously than otherwise, in a constant struggle to (not allow to) 
divide into Two, into the high and the low, the spirit and the earthly energy. The Female 
Force that, by Its Nature, protects Her Dark against the Heart’s Light creates a Duality, a 
separation between High and Low. Pressing down with my belly muscles and diaphragm the 
abdominal wall just broke, not supported as it was by a field of earthly energy that only stays 
if ‘Man’ has submitted to the Dual Laws of Energy of Woman, sacrificing His One Heart 
thus, which is the normal ‘procedure’ here on earth and almost always the case. Man has to 
pay if He is disobedient regarding Woman’s Sexual Power and Dominion and is Faithful to 
Woman’s Heart instead: She takes Her Energy away from Him, Her Energy that, as a balm, 
seems to soften everything, every possible wound. Every time i would press down with my 
muscles – and without this, man cannot Manifest Himself, His Heart, into this Female 
Domain of Form – the pain of the rupture would be touched and felt. Unfortunately or not, 
these processes were mainly happening unconsciously. Man can only act appropriately if He 
is Conscious of them. Almost automatically, or naturally, i was lead away from the pain, 
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however, not knowing yet that Man has to stay in the Pain and Feel it instead of dealing with 
it, healing it or avoiding it. 

Nevertheless, despite my ignorance at the time, i hadn’t submitted to the earthly 
Sexual-Energetic Laws: My Centre was and stayed my Heart, not the lower region of the 
belly as is the case with most men by far. 

The whole energetic-physical issue would become ‘worse’, in the sense that – but i 
only learned this much later – injuries i once had would never truly heal, in fact, although one 
injury would be worse in the extent of its reappearance than others which were hardly or not 
troublesome or painful. I stayed ‘disobedient’. The same injuries would arise and disappear 
again, on the wave of meeting a (strong) Female Force that weakened my energetic system 
and subsequent slow or sudden (temporary or partial, seeming) recovery by meditation that, 
only two decades later, i started practicing - or, in other words, ‘recovery’ by Consciousness, 
by the Male Force. 

And, indeed, in the years that came many injuries besides the groins would follow, 
especially of the joints, wrists, finger contusions, ankles and, later, knees. The latter injury 
seemingly stemmed from biking from Vries to Amsterdam – 200 kilometre – on one day, 
without having much experience in long distance biking, and, soon afterwards, biking with a 
friend from Groningen in the north of Holland to Norway. The bike trip to Amsterdam was, in 
fact, my practice for the trip to Norway. In the beginning of my twenties two volleyball 
trainers said, independently from one another, that i jumped less high than before. And they 
were worried if i ate well enough, and my food intake contained sufficient vitamins. (It did.) 
The second trainer said this two years after the first one so the steady decline must have been 
considerable, since the second one had for comparison only the period when i came to play at 
the student’s club in Groningen after i left Surf in Vries where the decay had already set in. 
And 1 year after i arrived at my new club he had already ‘complained’ about my regression in 
physical power instead of progress, which would be normal for a male body till it reaches the 
age of 25 years. 

I could not have known yet that the injuries were related to (the beginning of) my 
Process with Woman, to my starting to have (at least some) Contact with Woman’s world of 
– if the Heart is not involved: – no-Contact (or Her world of another form of contact, if you 
like), which, in time and a bit paradoxically, went together with a lack of Contact, being yet 
unable to make or allow Woman to Come to me. The (first) Contact showed the lack of 
Contact, the big distance from Woman, whereas earlier i was not confronted with this, not 
forced to become aware of it. But even if i had known the relationship between my physical-
energetic decay and the first closer Contact with Woman(’s world), i wouldn’t have told the 
trainers. Most things and surely the things that are important and revealing but uncomfortable 
for the Ego were things that i could and cannot speak of in this world. Also i myself started 
noticing that i had more difficulty than before in simply smashing the ball over the net. The 
net seemed to have been hung up higher than before. 

In general, the right side of my body – the male side – got increasingly weakened. 
Without the right leg energetically touching the earth – via the groins, as one of the most 
important places for this – i could not reach Woman, be with Her, at least not on an earthly 
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level. Even if i had clearly known these facts, i wouldn’t have known what to do. It wasn’t 
possible not to be weakened when i met the Female Force. I wasn’t meant to sit in my little 
room for the rest of my life studying life. In fact, knowing what to do would not have been 
necessary, since, as it turned out later, Consciousness was enough in itself, ‘just’ to be aware 
of what is happening. Anyhow, it seemed altogether that physically-energetically ‘I’ was 
preparing for some breakdown sooner or later and in whatever form that would manifest 
itself. More time was needed for this. First the reserve energy was to become depleted. 

 
After Iris seemed not to be interested in me any more i started looking at other girls 

again. There was one girl, Fiona, who i didn’t so much look at – since her appearance was not 
especially appealing – but i felt comfortable in her presence. The latter was quite exceptional. 
Well, with Iris there was also a certain type of ease but that was, by contrast, situated, as i 
now call it, in the lower realms of life, whereas with Fiona i experienced the opposite. With 
Fiona i felt more at ease in the higher spheres of life even though i can’t say these spheres 
were very developed, activated, or awakened yet. Still, despite our youth and lack of Deeper 
development, we liked each other in the subtler spheres of life, in love and creativity and joy. 
Iris, without knowing – i didn’t know it either – had cut me in Two and had sent me upwards. 
She had cut off the connection to the earth, to her Energy. Now i was ‘forced’ to feel attracted 
to the other side of Woman, although this attraction felt very different to me, so much 
different that the word ‘attraction’ feels almost strange to use in this respect. 

The meeting with Fiona was light and easy whereas with Iris it felt darker, heavier, 
slower. This qualification didn’t mean at all that i would choose in favour of the light and 
easy kind of meeting with Woman and against the heavier one, if only for the fact that being 
with Iris took me to a certain depth or sphere that was attractive for me to be in. In a way, i 
must say, this was more attractive than residing in the light and unearthly sphere of Fiona. 
God, i didn’t understand a single fucking bit of all this. ‘Somewhere’ i did feel though that the 
attraction to Iris was stronger than to Fiona, indeed. The world wherein the ‘lighter attraction‘ 
to Fiona happened was one i already knew in a way. With Iris i came into another world, the 
world of Woman that seemed to draw me in some depth, as i said. This was not her depth, as 
Iris was very superficial, i couldn’t deny: there seemed to be hardly any content, so to speak – 
which was strange, in its turn, for how could the meeting with Iris be more ‘heavy from earth’ 
if there was no content. Did the density of the earth make one’s consciousness so slow that it 
seemed to eat intelligence, intelligence that needed speed and space to function ‘properly’? 

So no, it was rather my ‘own’ depth of being that seemed to be triggered somehow by 
Iris’ lack of it. The opposites seemed to attract each other – (much) more strongly than 
sameness – and something relevant happened in that meeting. It is not that by merely being in 
Iris’s physical presence – or her physicality – this depth in me became present and obvious, 
just like that. In fact, the opposite happened, just like when i was drawn to the English girl in 
the striped t-shirt. I got more stupefied. But this was exactly what was needed. Since i was not 
the kind of person to let this just happen and stay that way, this meant that sooner or later i 
would start fighting back. And only in this Fight of Man and Woman, ‘my’ or Man’s Depth 
would Reveal Itself and Manifest. For now leaving it open whether it may have been from a 
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lack of courage, in any case Iris had left before any form of fight between us manifested. 
Viewed from a Deeper Perspective, however, her leaving was already part of the Fight. 
Woman’s leaving Man – not primarily speaking about a woman leaving a man – is an 
inherent part of Man’s and Woman’s Struggle and Fight. 

The drama with Fiona began with the fact that, just about the time when it became 
clear that we liked each other and might become lovers, she became seriously ill. Whether 
one wants to call this a coincidence or not, it is certain that Life – love – wanted me to go in a 
certain direction to be able to Manifest My Potential as Man, My Heart, in Woman’s world of 
Form. It seemed to indicate that it was not the time yet for being with a girl like Fiona, if it 
would ever be time. I needed to Go Down, not Up. And there was a real danger that a girl like 
Fiona wouldn’t leave my side once we had gotten together, making it less probable that i 
could give my Heart fully to the – heavy – Ordeal with Woman. 

 Fiona didn’t come to school any more and i heard from someone that she had 
mononucleosis, glandular fever, also called kissing disease. I phoned and visited her, a few 
times, although she was in a bad state and couldn’t bear many visits and could hardly talk. 
She lived in Rolde, 15 km away from Vries. Once i biked with my guitar on my back to my 
best friend Hessel who lived in the same village as her. Together we would play Beatles songs 
for her, Hessel on violin and me on guitar and singing. She much appreciated the serenade. 
Only, i wasn’t supposed to give her a goodbye kiss on the mouth. Stupid. I was aware of the 
danger of contagion and still, somehow, stupid or not, my dedication or Love for Woman was 
stronger. I wanted to give her something extra in her miserable state, something that she could 
still feel and carry with her after we were gone. It is certainly possible that the kiss had added 
to my energetic-physical decline in my twenties. Much later they found antibodies against 
mononucleosis in my blood, although quite many (if not most) people seem to have these 
antibodies and most of them are not – or don’t seem to be – troubled by physical-energetic 
weakness. 

It took Fiona almost nine months to recover from the illness, a lifetime at that age 
when i was seventeen and she sixteen. Still, something in me waited for her and i was very 
happy to hear in a roundabout way that she would come on the last day of school, the 
traditional occupation of the school by the senior year to which i also belonged suddenly in a 
moment of inattentiveness. This meant there were no lessons but an all night party that 
continued the next day without sleep. I had been hanging around there already for a long time 
when Fiona finally arrived. My big expectations – that we could finally be together – were not 
met at all, however. Fiona paid hardly any attention to me. It was almost as if she had 
completely forgotten about me and her love for me, however deep it went. She didn’t greet 
me immediately or soon after she arrived but some time later, and soon after we met she went 
further again to whoever and whatever. What a disappointment. 

I was not granted much time to be disappointed though. That evening, back in Vries 
after a sleepless night and day, i went, a bit tired, to the hang-out spot where my sister and her 
girlfriend Mandoline and sometimes Brigitte or even Jenny hung around talking about boys 
and girls and all the fuss and excitement surrounding it. I sometimes, for a while, joined in 
these open air meetings on a playing field for children with some wooden play structures here 
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and there. I never said anything. I just listened, to hear about the strange world of boys and 
girls meeting. Let’s call it a previous education regarding ‘boys and girls’ or ‘Man and 
Woman’. This was about the last time i went there. Immediately upon my arrival my sister 
said: “I have good news for you. Liz likes you too.” 

God, this was terribly good news indeed! What a really very nice girl, she seemed to 
be to me, and so utterly beautiful, exactly ‘my type’, since – helped by having seen and felt 
Liz, albeit from a distance – i began to discover what ‘my type’ looked like, the kind of girl i 
felt naturally most attracted to. Or should i already say: by whom i was most attracted? For i 
seemed to follow a girl’s potential openness for me, the potential of love; i seemed to follow 
something in a girl that matches me. Liz had long dark brown hair falling straight down over 
her buttocks. She was not arrogant or noisy or gossipy but quiet, she hardly spoke a word and 
yet, despite the lack of manifestation of it so far, she carried a presence in her that i liked, call 
it hidden love, or a silently waiting for love to come and take her over. 

I had seen Liz two times at the local funfair, this time without the hard-boiled and 
aggressive Roggel hanging about. She was there with a girlfriend and i hadn’t dared to or 
couldn’t approach her. But i had said to my sister that i liked her very much. My sister knew a 
girl from the orphanage where Liz lived. I suggested that she might live there as i had 
followed her on the bike once from an apt distant at the occasion where she had suddenly 
disappeared in the area where only the new (and only) orphanage in the village was situated 
next to an old people’s home. 

It turned out that she lived there, indeed. God knows that never before in my life i had 
been so fierily enthusiastic inside about something as with this great news now that Liz liked 
me as well. Right from that moment of the news straight from heaven i completely lost all 
interest in Fiona – at least as a potential lover – and it would not return. It was as if subject to 
a law of gravitation, the disappearance of my interest in Fiona as a possible lover. Wham, it 
just dropped dead on the ground. The connection with some part of heaven was totally gone 
regarding Fiona. I got Liz’ phone number via my sister one of the next days and, despite 
nerves, immediately called her. We made an appointment at the orphanage. She didn’t have 
much time since she was about to move out to a room in the city of Groningen to live, partly, 
on her own in a house with many rooms for orphans and other ‘problem’ children who were 
in the second half of their teens. But we could still meet before she moved. I arrived in her 
room. We talked very little. Both of us didn’t know what to say and went for a walk outside 
together. Gee, i liked this girl very very much. Only, i had to inquire of her whether the fur 
coat she used to wear was made of real fur of an animal. With an insensitive girl without any 
feelings for animals it would be hard to be intimate. I was glad and relieved that it was not 
real, that nothing seemed to stand in the way of us coming closer. 

Afterwards we phoned. In two weeks i would visit her in her new room in the 
Moesstraat in Groningen. It was right next to the spiritual centre ‘De Poort’ of the small 
religious sect the Terebints where, much later, i would give some concerts and also the Sufi 
services were held. Two weeks was a long time. It was difficult for me to understand why 
Love had to wait for two weeks if you could Have it now. It was difficult to get why other 
things were apparently more important. The room was very small, she had almost no personal 
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stuff. Her moving and resettling could have happened in a few hours. There seemed to be no 
logical reason why Love was in the waiting room. But it didn’t really matter. I could be 
patient. Love was a burning fire but also patient. And what was two weeks after 4 years of 
platonic love from a distance (before i met Iris, which happened one year earlier than Liz). 

When Liz and i met again finally, already soon after i was alone with her in her room, 
she suggested meeting her sister. I could see no reason why i had to meet her sister but i 
didn’t feel like being in the position of protesting against the proposal, since i felt in that case 
i would suddenly be (more) responsible for entertaining Liz, and perhaps even for coming 
closer in a physical way, or at least for offering an alternative to just sitting in a room together 
without saying anything and just listening to music: she made me listen to Genesis who i 
didn’t know yet and whose album “Wind and wuthering” i bought right after the meeting with 
Liz – at least there was something ‘tangible’ of Love. It seemed that my ‘own taste’ was 
something relative, i had to admit, even when it was about music. Since liking the girl in 
England when i was 12 years old, for many years i almost exclusively wore striped t-shirts 
afterwards – like she, possibly just coincidentally, had worn when i saw her and i sort of fell 
in love with her. Now i had to buy the record that Liz and i had listened together. 

No, i became aware of the fact that i was by no means an entertainer, it was not in my 
blood. I couldn’t fake anything somehow. When sitting silently and in love with a girl in a 
room was what it took, there was nothing to do about it. Liz’ sister lived in that same building 
for young people in their late teens who started living on their own. She didn’t look like Liz at 
all. This was strange: myself i looked a lot like my brother and even more like my sister. 
Later i was sure Liz and her sister had at least one different parent, if one of them hadn’t been 
adopted at first. Worse than the joining of the sister – a nice enough girl – was that i heard 
another person coming from the corridor. Her sister’s boyfriend. Making overtures, if i had 
dared to do this at all, became increasingly complicated this way. To my big surprise the 
boyfriend turned out to be Benne, my best friend for 7 years at primary school. Totally weird. 
I hadn’t seen him for the last 5 years. Despite this remarkable reunion we didn’t have much to 
say to each other, nothing at all as a matter of fact. I had seen him and played with him every 
day for many hours for many years and, now that i was 17, it turned out that he was a total 
stranger to me. It seemed the times had changed. Other things were important now. Playing 
had stopped. Love was the point now – or, for many, getting closer physically. 

Well, Liz still did an attempt to return to old times by proposing we play hide and seek 
all together. What a bad idea, again. But again i didn’t feel i had the right to protest without a 
better alternative. The silence, the space of feeling, apparently had to be solved by playing 
some stupid game. In the past i had liked playing games a lot, but, as i have said, it was 
completely over. I could not be less interested. Yet, i had been always good at games. Again, 
like four or five years earlier, i was too good at hiding. I hid myself under a big pile of clothes 
that were of everyone living in the big house and that were very probably meant to be washed. 
I hoped Liz would find me and get with me under the garments too. She didn’t. I waited and 
waited, much too long, being tossed between nice fantasies and, more and more, discomfort. 
When finally i returned, the game had already finished long ago. 



Azar Baksh – Autobiography – Second Section (p. 63-112) 

 89 

The next meeting would be a pop festival somewhere in a small village in the 
provinces. Among others, Joan Jett of the Runaways played there. There were quite a few 
pictures of the Runaways hanging on the walls in my room. In those days a women’s band 
like the Runaways was quite special. Walking from the train station to the festival terrain next 
to each other, we had again nothing to say to each other. We liked each other a lot – in my 
case a crazy lot – but there was nothing to say. It was burning inside me to take her hand in 
mine. Just some ten stupid centimetres if not less and i could not bridge them. Terrible. I had 
no idea why i could not simply bridge them, just take her hand in mine like i felt should 
happen. It was as if there was a big tension around it, around the first physical approach, a 
tension of which i could not get rid of and that was standing hopelessly in between Liz and 
me, and in general, between a girl and me. The physical. Or: the tension between the Formless 
and the Form. The tension between Love and touching the body of a loved one. With Iris it 
had been easy. She just grabbed my hand as if the tension between boy and girl, the tension 
about the bodies of a girl and a boy meeting, didn’t exist. Myself i could not not feel that 
though. And anyway, as easy as the hand of Iris came – without feeling mine but rather her 
own being filled – it disappeared just as easily again, without any tears on her part. Hands, 
holding hands, were no solution. In the end, in itself, it was a form. Yet, i felt that things, the 
approch, would be (much) easier when our bodies were united via the hands. 

Feeling the big tension as i did and was apparently able to, however, made a 
spontaneous natural approach nearly – or totally – impossible. Not feeling it was no solution 
either for boy and girl, for man and woman. For the same non-feeling that many seemed able 
to ‘practice’, made the end of the affair, of the ‘intimacy’, almost unavoidable. Here now with 
Liz there was the possibility of a deeper love but i couldn’t find the Opening. The door 
seemed open but i couldn’t pass the threshold. The tension was too big. What was at stake – 
Love, one shared life, one future – was too important. We couldn’t deny the tension, couldn’t 
deny the strong attraction beyond the simple longing for the fulfilling of a desire for someone 
of the opposite sex. We liked each other too much and it froze us. This potential love was too 
big. We were too young to be able to handle it. Although i loved music, the music of the 
festival didn’t interest me at all. I was all the time so close to the beautiful Liz and i could not 
touch her: this was what kept me busy. There existed an inner list of priority, of what is more 
– or most – important. 

When Joan Jett walked past me after her show i saw something nonetheless. She was 
very much manifested, as i would call it later; it didn’t matter that the content of her 
manifestation was, beyond her form, not too attractive to me, as a matter of fact. But this 
manifestation itself… her energetic presence, her radiance, her taking the space around her. It 
was as if Joan Jett didn’t give a shit about anything, about what others would find of her and 
in general, she seemed to do exactly what she felt like, she was perfectly indifferent. She had 
nothing to hide or withhold. What a difference with the small modest Liz. It was like as if this 
Jett felt like fucking someone she just did and afterwards there were no problems, there was 
no ‘threat’ of Love; Paradise would not come anyway, this world of form and energy seemed 
all there was. 



Azar Baksh – Autobiography – Second Section (p. 63-112) 

 90 

Back home in Groningen in Liz’ room the tension became even ‘worse’ – although for 
me it was in itself totally all right to sit together in the tension: i was a (young) man after all, i 
could bear everything in my simple male perspective of everything is as it is and doesn’t need 
to be changed; things will turn all right sooner or later, by themselves, we don’t need to do or 
change anything, we can just feel, be aware of the pain or tension or discomfort, we can just 
trust that Truth brings us where we have to be. But i had to take over Woman’s Duality here. I 
was very concerned that she, Woman, might not have this Basic Trust that i as ‘man’ had. I 
was concerned that Liz would not bear the silence any longer, the tension, the no-action in 
that little room second floor, me sitting on Liz’ bed and she herself in her chair at the other 
side of the little table in between, listening to music and, certainly in between the notes and 
the tracks, listening to the impossibility of coming closer. For hours we sat this way, both still 
not knowing what to say – there was nothing to say when love was obvious – and still aware 
of the attraction between us, between boy and girl. 

Then, at a certain point, it was time to go to bed. I had already been wondering where i 
would sleep, and i suspected in her room. But no, Liz brought me to another room, of a male 
friend of hers, where i was supposed to sleep. This didn’t feel like a good sign to me. But 
after all this speechless tension i didn’t dare nor want to say: “Why separate? It’s nicer if we 
sleep in the same room.” 

I was concerned, indeed, that she, Liz, Woman, had no patience like i had - no 
patience with me, with man, with herself, with love that wanted to manifest in its own tempo 
without our interference. I could pass that test – a test, indeed – but, oh god, i was almost sure 
Liz was not able to pass it. And i liked her so very very much. 

And indeed, i had screwed it up with my patience that didn’t match hers. After i woke 
up Sunday morning from the incredibly huge sound of ringing church bells just above my 
head, i felt i had to leave soon, that she preferred if i did. The church bells had done their best 
but they couldn’t wake me up, they couldn’t make me force things, couldn’t make me submit 
to the normal world of manipulation where people tried to bend the reality in the direction of 
raising the chance of reaching their wishes, desires or goals. And so i left, in a kind of 
depressed state. 

Fuck, how very much could i love someone – and how very much could i fail to 
manifest this love, to give it a form. How could i ever hurry myself up? How could this Love 
ever go into the egoic world of action where people pass over their feelings and suddenly, or 
in general, do something because the mind finds it time that something needs to be done – 
instead of first Allowing the Body to Feel and then, when Consciousness has lived through 
the tension, felt through the cramp and has brought Space, naturally act, or, in fact, follow, 
allowing the Body to act, not the mind? How could i ever try to live life – like people seemed 
to do – instead of living? I could not do that. I just could not do that. I could not follow a 
decision in my mind. It would mean being unfaithful to ‘myself’ but in fact to Truth and i 
couldn’t do that. In the long bus trip home i cursed myself and cursed. Why couldn’t i have 
just taken her hand, goddamned! Why not kiss her on her kissable lips, like Joan Jett did with 
her lover after the performance, even though the way they kissed with their tongues so overtly 
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out of their mouths seemed not my sense of intimacy, not the direction i should go on behalf 
of Myself. 

It had to do with the fact that somehow, in this tension, i could not feel that she 
wanted to be held and kissed by me, even though i was sure that she quite liked me, if not 
very much. If a girl would give me a sign, whatever kind of sign, that she would like me to 
approach her physically, then i was immediately at the shores of her body. I responded. I 
reflected. If on whatever level and for whatever reason there was something in her that was 
not totally okay with physical approach, i couldn’t do anything – and shouldn’t do anything, i 
could even say. I was paralyzed then, having taken over her (partly) no in a physical-energetic 
way. This could be the case even when it was 100 per cent sure that we both wanted to come 
closer. Respecting the Whole, all forces, made things on earth much more complicated, much 
more than just picking something, some wish or desire, out of the whole and following that, 
giving a form to that, while not paying attention to or bluntly denying other forms indicating 
something else. I was, unlike most people by far, ‘equipped’ (or burdened, as it seemed now) 
with the Whole, taking everything into account and not only nor in the first place by the mind, 
but feeling very much and not being able or willing – what’s the difference anyway – to get 
over that, to deny some part of the whole reality because it would suit me better, because it 
would fit my interests better. I Saw i was not like others. I Saw i didn’t exist like others, other 
people young or old, who ran blindly after their self-interests. I didn’t exist as a ‘me’, an ‘I’, a 
‘self’. My own supposed interests were never more important than those of others. I didn’t 
even Understand interests. Love didn’t Know about interests. It doesn’t have them. I could 
not just ‘take’ or at least approach a girl if i seemed to want her. In the first place i didn’t want 
anything. Wanting – or, in fact, movement, action – happened only in relation. And, in the 
second place, i soon – if not immediately, in fact – started to feel everything that stood 
between the Coming Closer of Man and Woman, between Their Union. 

If only Liz had looked at me now and then. This would already have made things 
much easier. But there was nothing. She was just sort of staring in front of her. I had to do 
everything on my own and out of the blue, like a magician. There was no interaction, no 
subtle or any form of communication about getting closer. It seemed that i had to, from 
scratch, totally out of the Blue, Create (‘my’) Woman – Create Her in such a way that She 
could just naturally be at my side. And i was far from Ready for That, for such a Big Thing 
‘like’ Love – if there existed another Great Thing as This at all. I Loved Already, My Love for 
Liz was Endless. I Knew this. But how to Create this Love into Form, how could i Reach Liz 
with It? I had no idea where to begin, for heaven’s sake – certainly not when she, Woman, 
didn’t cooperate at all or just waited. That Iris hadn’t waited was of great importance but that 
was of another order somehow. She was in her Female world and wanted to add ‘Man’ to it, 
to make it complete. She tried to create or perfect her Female world. But such an attempt was 
not the world of Love somehow. What i had to do with Liz, what i was confronted with 
regarding Liz, was something else. It was as if Love was obvious but couldn’t move, it was 
utterly handicapped on an Earthly Level. The world of action, of Form, was so far away from 
it. The tension between these Two different worlds seemed so big and almost impossible to 
ever Make Them One, to Create a setting in which the actions flowed directly out of Love 



Azar Baksh – Autobiography – Second Section (p. 63-112) 

 92 

instead of that a kind of quantum leap had to be taken from Love into the world of Form 
where things seemed to happen finally – but then without the Love that was left behind during 
the ‘jump’. 

Somehow the Drive, the Force of Duality, of Man and Woman – the One as Duality – 
had to outshine or overrule this huge tension. But, even if i had wanted to, i couldn’t yet 
sacrifice the One into the Two. I wouldn’t know how to, just like that. However, this sad and 
frustrating experience with Liz was something that did add, in a considerable way, to the 
Process of the One being Torn into the Two. It was a fire burning and hurting in my Heart. 
The contact with the Pain of the Earth – deprived of Love in its actions, or, on the other hand, 
feeling Love without action, without Form – didn’t leave me untouched, even though the 
Touch had to become much bigger still, much more perceptible, much more painful. 

Walking next to each other – and both of us were beautiful, in appearance as well as in 
the heart – it might have looked from the outside world as if we were a – wonderful – couple 
but we were not, or only potentially so. Woman was very far from me. If i had forced things, 
had taken her hand in mine just like that, kissed her, if i had stood up suddenly and walked to 
the other side of the room and taken her in my arms, this would not have made us a couple 
either. It would have been a change of forms – even if something in me had died for it. It 
wouldn’t, in itself, change anything really. I had to Create Love on Earth Purely by My Heart, 
not by the Form. Although i didn’t know it yet, i Knew the latter was impossible. 

Nonetheless in the bus and home again i cursed myself, although i didn’t blame 
myself: i never blamed anyone for anything – including myself. I felt my behaviour, or rather 
non-behaviour, my failure, was probably the end of a potentially great love affair that might 
have lasted for the rest of our lives. It was unbelievable, but ‘i’ or something had screwed it 
up, this certain love. In a roundabout way we had said that we liked each other but we 
couldn’t say it or prove it face to face. Our touch was floating in the room all evening – in a 
way the Touch had happened already, but without our bodies – and it couldn’t manifest, such 
a seemingly little and insignificant act that, despite its insignificance, could have great 
consequences when, as in our case, it was not allowed. 

And it did have great consequences. My intuition was right. Liz and i didn’t have 
contact any more. God, how terrible was this. How much i bloody liked that girl and what a 
big big shame – apart from the fact that, sort of intuitively knowing myself, i suspected i 
would not have many opportunities like this, meeting, approaching, touching, being intimate 
with such a great girl like she, and giving a form to Love. Also later, when i was stronger – or 
let’s rather say (because in a way ‘my’ Inner Strength had always been there): when i was 
more embedded in this world of form – i haven’t met her any more. I never managed to trace 
her. As i said, i didn’t blame myself but i had to curse myself anyway, i couldn’t curse fate, 
which would have been too abstract. I had to take it on ‘me’ what went ‘wrong’, the complete 
failure of something very Beautiful that could in principle happen, that needed to happen, that 
was on the tip of my fingers about to happen, and that eventually did not happen. God… 

Yet, despite ‘my’ big failure, or Love’s failure – and not that it functioned as a slight 
form of consolation – there had been some progress. I had been very much in love with 
Windala for three years but i had never walked beside her, as i had done now with Liz. It had 
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all been from a distance. The distance, albeit still unbridgeable and despite the lack of words 
that was still there, had become at least significantly smaller. 

I knew i could not force anything. Woman invited me into her world, like Iris had 
done – briefly, as long as she could bear it with me, as long as i was not full of her yet. 
Woman intuitively recognizes ‘me’, or not, or not yet. I Knew without knowing – and despite 
the fact that in society people assumed it was the other way round – that Man Follows. He 
Follows Woman’s Opening. He doesn’t force anything. Society – Woman – wanted to make 
me believe i wouldn’t be a man if i didn’t force things, didn’t initiate things, didn’t go into 
action. I never bought it. Man doesn’t buy anything. His Heart Knows. 

But i didn’t know anything about Man and Woman yet. I didn’t know i had taken over 
Liz’ immobility, that is the immobility of her heart, its being frozen without Man(’s Heart). I 
didn’t Know i Followed her Heart that was closed, immobilized in that sense. I didn’t Know 
that as Man i gave form to things that lived in Woman. It seemed like it, but in reality i was 
not shy. I was just extremely sensitive to Woman’s state of Heart and in general Her state(s). 
Woman was Dual. One side – manifested by Iris – immediately wanted to grab and have the 
Heart for itself. The other side, ‘practiced by Liz, manifested as being seemingly very ‘shy’ of 
Man’s Heart; or at least it manifested as the confusing beginning of a long Process in which 
Man had to ‘Pierce’ or Feel through Woman’s apparently huge resistance to Let her Heart 
Melt in and Unite with Him, in Man’s Heart. 

 
Not long after my love affair with Liz that had to fail before it had really started, there 

was a party somewhere outside in Rolde in the very big garden of the best girl friend of Fiona, 
Elizabeth, the daughter of a doctor. I had been invited to it somehow – probably through 
Fiona. They had a big camp fire in the centre of the garden. Great. This meant that we could 
just sit and stare into the flames and we wouldn’t have to talk. Sometimes the smoke was 
suddenly blown in my direction and i held my breath. The flames rose high and they were 
wild and unreliable but i trusted them. Whereas, in general, people turned out to be not 
reliable, nature was… or, at the time, seemed to be. Nature – including the world of animals – 
didn’t seem to lie. At parties – or wherever – i was always busy with the cats if my eyes 
caught any.  

Sometimes there was an unexpected opening in between the flames and in that second 
i saw the eyes of a young woman – a few years older than me – seemingly looking at me 
instead of gazing into the flames as she ‘should’ have. It could have been a coincidence that 
she was just staring into the fire and by accident, in those few brief moments of opening, 
looked right in my direction, right in my face. And gone were her eyes again, swallowed by 
the fire. But the fire i saw in her eyes in those split seconds, the concentration that she 
radiated, was something i had not seen in a girl or a woman before. After a few of these 
openings through the sea of fire, i was sure that she was looking at me. What’s more, she was 
gazing in a very concentrated way. She was concentrating on me in a way a girl had never 
done before. How come i was so sure she was looking at me? I didn’t know how i knew. And 
i didn’t know why my mind wanted to doubt my inner certainty, why it was trying to paralyze 
me thus – like it had tried to paralyze me recently when i was with Liz, or when i was at her 
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place at least. Perhaps it wasn’t mine, my mind. Perhaps it was (part of) the Force That 
Wanted to Kill Nature, Natural Instinct, Feeling, Knowing. 

I looked in the flames, waiting now for an opening. Woman was sitting at the other 
side of the Fire. Again, should i do something? I hated that, i hated doing. Should i as Man 
nevertheless go through the Fire to Reunite Woman with and in my Heart, to Finally End the 
strange human and inhuman Tragedy of Separation? I waited. And there was the opening. 
There was the woman. Sitting. Waiting. Gazing. Concentrating. Expecting. Hoping. Wanting. 
The fire closed again. How long were we already sitting like this? Would she be sitting there 
forever? Did she want me to go through the fire and ignore the pain, not to give up, but to be 
determined and to come to her, to hold her? And if i didn’t come, would she die, from pain, 
from the tears that were dried by the heat of the fire of her inner stuck longing, by her 
immobility? 

Was i frozen there in front of the fire, at the other side? Was i paralyzed again in the 
sight of a woman? Did i only copy – and did i need to copy - her paralysis, her inability to 
speak, to call me, to say what she wanted, to let Love speak and move her? Could she only 
speak endlessly words, only make endlessly movements without ‘me’, without being in 
Contact with ‘me’, with Love? 

At a certain point, and perhaps less romantically, i had to go for a pee. Before i had 
reached the toilet, however, the woman stood suddenly in front of me, and very close so. 
Finding toilets had never been one of my greatest talents, i must admit. And if a woman is 
busy with me, this bad habit gets only worse. 

“Hello. I am Britt. I fall for boys like you.” 
I couldn’t even say one of my stopgaps like ‘Oh’. I stood there. I couldn’t say if she 

was pretty or nice or whatever. It didn’t seem to matter. Her interest in and strong attunement 
to me made her attractive somehow. 

“Shall we go to the other side of the house? There is no one.” 
She took my hand and off we went, leaving the fire gazers behind, Fiona, my two best 

friends and all the other sort of friends: it was never clear to me what and who a friend was. 
Britt and i arrived at the majestic driveway. There she couldn’t hold herself any longer and 
she started kissing me, quite intensely, as if this was what she had been waiting for all her life 
– or maybe even before that, as (a) Woman not limited to specific times. Since my experience 
with Iris one year ago i knew now what was expected from me and i kissed her in turn. Now 
she wanted to lie down with me. So far so good. Also in this respect i was a man of the world, 
i had done this earlier too, again with Iris. I was meant to lie on top of her or she should be on 
my body. Only, the last part of my descent was unplanned and a bit of a new experience, 
although Iris had also done this to a lesser extent: Britt couldn’t wait and pulled me down to 
hurry me up, as if this difference of one or two seconds was of life importance – or as if 
otherwise, if i had the opportunity to quietly study and feel her, i could still change my mind. 
The greed of the body was revealing, i must say. Or wasn’t it the body itself, the greedy one? 

I lay on top of her while she lay on the pebbles of the driveway. She didn’t seem to 
care about the inconvenience. There was, again, a priority of things. It was about me – or her 
– not about the stones pressing in her body. In the heat of the fire she didn’t seem to notice the 
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painfulness of it. Yet, that it seemed to be about me didn’t mean that the woman below me 
was satisfied now having me so close by and even having my lips available. I couldn’t help 
but notice after a while of continuing the kissing that, even though we were on the ground 
now, she got restless and still or again some dissatisfaction was active in her. At a certain 
point she got red around her eyes and soon afterwards she even started crying. 

“What’s the matter?” i asked. At first she didn’t say anything. Only quite some time 
later, me lying or half floating above her all the time and trying to not squeeze her with the 
weight of my body, she lamented:  

“I know i have small breasts.” And she cried on. I had entered the world of drama, of 
pain. Somehow Iris had handily gone around it, and not because she had big breasts. Out of 
Liz came nothing, repressed as everything was in her, or not yet activated. But this woman 
showed something of Woman, a deeper Pain – no matter the actual trigger for it – that 
intuitively i felt was true. I mean ‘true’ in the sense of realistic, the pain she felt was real, even 
though this pain she shared was ultimately part of the world of Illusion. Woman’s world of 
Form was the world of Illusion – insofar as the world seemed to exist of itself without a 
Deeper World or Force Ruling, Deciding everything – but it existed nonetheless and it 
actually hurt Her. Britt was not in Love but driven by Pain. It seemed as Man i was supposed 
to do something about this. At that moment i had no idea how. I tried to comfort her as far as i 
could. Luckily i was too young to be into spirituality philosophy, otherwise i could have said: 
“We all have small breasts in the end.” 

I had no idea if i succeeded in comforting her somewhat. It could not be measured. 
She seemed to quiet down after a while but basically nothing had changed as far as i could 
feel. The pain could quiet down after a while but this didn’t mean it had surrendered into a 
deeper reality in which all forms are relative. At a certain point she put my hand on one of her 
breasts. There was a certain heightening of the body there, indeed. And i could have joked: 
“Don’t worry any more. I found them.” But this subject seemed not suitable for jokes. And 
certainly this girl seemed quite well embedded in the drama of life. I felt unhandy there with 
my hand on the breast of a woman. The woman turned out to be already 19 years old, two 
years older than me, which was quite something in my experience. 

I don’t know how i survived the whole situation. But when i eventually returned to the 
fire to say goodbye it appeared that also Hessel had got closer to a girl, the sister of the man 
of Britt – his first time. Perhaps he would have more luck than me in the strange land of boys 
and girls. Although to many it might have looked as if i was not totally of this world – in a 
way there was something to that. When it came to boys and girls, i might have seemed 
ignorant, clumsy, shy – in a way that was true – yet i was the first one of all my friends from 
school and from my village, including my older brother, who got involved with a girl, with 
girls, albeit briefly every time. 

Somehow Fiona didn’t seem to have liked my trip with Britt to the other side of the 
house. Notwithstanding the fact that it was through her that i had been invited to the party, i 
didn’t feel obliged to her in any respect, if only for the fact that she had had her chance with 
me and had played it away. It was not my task to take care of her. This was the theory, but i 
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didn’t want to hurt her either. It seemed unavoidable – the discomfort and pain in the land of 
boys and girls. 

In that same period, i came to hear the results of my exams for Atheneum. It had been 
a strange year, that 6th and in principle last year at school. By that time, in a process of 
growing up, i had become so disinterested in the subjects at school that i had hardly learned 
any more, certainly not in the first half year. But the things around school, activities with 
friends and sometimes something happening with a girl or, otherwise and more usually so, at 
least being in love with a girl or more than one girl, had made me ‘decide’ that i didn’t want 
to leave school yet. I didn’t see the need to already go to university at seventeen years old. Of 
course, without studying my marks were very bad that year but they had no value anyway: 
only the exams later that year counted. Already the year before, the 5th class, had been one 
that i had passed only because of an unexpected mildness of my old bitchy woman French 
teacher. If she had been strict i would have got an insufficient result. But since she had found 
out that, considering my low mark on physics, i would have just too low marks altogether for 
moving up to the exam class, she gave me a passing grade. Life became more complex again. 
The devil could suddenly turn into an angel. The heartless had a heart. 

Half-way the exam year i came to realize with a shock that i myself could easily 
decide to stay down at secondary school and repeat the last class, but my friends would not. 
They would pass the exams for sure, good pupils as they were. Realizing this doom scenario i 
suddenly started to learn my lessons like mad, all those stupid subjects, tons of senseless 
knowledge, drumming them into my head. Too late. I couldn’t brush up the subjects on time 
any more. I failed the examinations quite ignominiously, though not all subjects. Especially in 
physics i failed, of course. But also in chemistry, and possibly French and economics, i don’t 
remember – not for Dutch, English and mathematics anyway. The next year i took private 
lessons for physics. It helped for my understanding, not for my exam mark. The second exam 
year i again got a 4 whereas a 6 would have been a pass. All the extra suffering – i hated 
physics – for nothing. But because i passed the other subjects – most of them i had done very 
good, in fact – i passed the second exam one year after the first, but it was a narrow escape. I 
found it such a backward idiot system that i had to redo also all the subjects i had managed to 
get a sufficient mark for in the first year. Silent i underwent my fate, as so many do. But by 
then my nature revolted much against and was thoroughly repulsed by the whole awful school 
system, being forced by law to learn senseless things, things that fuck you up instead of help 
you to develop yourself. And all that twice, two years of the same stuff. 

It was a terrible school year anyway. How boring without my friends. They had 
already gone to university, somewhere in other parts of the country and a few hundred 
kilometres away; i hardly saw them any more. Again, as so often, i seemed to lose my friend 
– or friends, as in this case. And that was just because everybody seemed to be a slave of the 
school system. Whenever we are not in the same school or class any more, friendship is 
sacrificed in the mincing machine of school, of learning, of cramming knowledge, 
knowledge, knowledge, of the, by definition inhuman, economy, of our important future. 
Friendship seemed to be relative. Whereas i felt it was normal to be faithful, ‘friends’ seemed 
not to care so much about that. Ties of friendship seemed not so important as individual 



Azar Baksh – Autobiography – Second Section (p. 63-112) 

 97 

opportunities for an individual future that didn’t exist – if these ties were important for them 
at all, for people in general. Well, later the importance of friendship fell away for me as well, 
although not because school or individual career was deemed more important, but, in a 
liberating way, Seeing the ultimate emptiness of friendship. 

I said it was a boring year, but, to be honest, i was not truly bored. I was never bored 
as a matter of fact. My normal state of being didn’t know or understand what being bored 
means. My state of mere being didn’t need any specific forms; it didn’t need to be entertained 
at all – also not at the parties that i sometimes attended. People, adolescents, who were 
restless themselves, regularly asked me there if i was enjoying myself, just like the two girls 
of my village some years earlier at the damned class evening where Yvette ‘betrayed’ my 
heart and ‘left’ me. Somehow, because i was free from needs, i was the measure, the standard, 
although not overtly or clearly so and this didn’t mean either that people were busy with me 
much. But yes, by then i was already a mirror for people. They were worried about 
themselves if i would appear not to enjoy myself, if i would reveal that it was just nonsense 
that was going on at the party, that they were just trying to strike an attitude. So they hoped i 
also played the game of us all having a good time. At the time i had no clear idea, if any, what 
they meant when they asked me if i enjoyed myself. I was just meditating before its day. I 
supposed they meant if i laughed enough at their stupid jokes, if i talked enough with people 
about nothing, if i drank enough poison they called alcohol or otherwise some other juices, or 
if i flirted around enough to my taste. Nevertheless, i sort of liked to be at these parties 
sometimes, i liked to be with people of my age, but i disliked the cramp of having to be 
amused. Why couldn’t the party take place in total silence. No talking, no laughter, no acting 
toughly, no smoking, no drinking, no joking, certainly no sexual and sadistic jokes. Only now 
and then some music that we listened together to, like Liz and i had done, but then preferably 
without the tension that we would have to do something. People tolerated me at parties. 
That’s the best description. They felt there was something good in it to have me at their 
parties but they didn’t know what, since i said not much if anything at all. They didn’t know 
what to do with me, but they didn’t dislike me either. 

Because of her illness also Fiona had had to redo her exams, so she also stayed 
another year at the same school as me. Unfortunately, as it appeared later, this drastically 
influenced the chances of earning my living through following a suitable profession. Most of 
the time in between the lessons i spent with her in that extra senseless year, usually in the tea 
tent, a separate dark part of the huge bike store where one could buy tea cheaply and a cookie 
and that was run by pupils, by the alternative scene of the school as a matter of fact, lefties 
usually not caring about and not afraid of official rules and norms like most children. Often 
Fiona sat on my lap. In principle, i was all right with this. But what i didn’t like was that i 
always felt somewhere, obviously or otherwise, that she wanted more from me, something 
that i could not give her. Our acquaintance was no longer free like the year before. Now that i 
was no longer interested in her as a lover she became very interested in me – or allowed her 
interest more than before. 

This ambiguity continued the whole year. She was a nice friend. I liked her a lot and i 
liked her company too. But it was hard to, at the same time, constantly be resistant to 
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something she wanted and i could not give. I must say that on one hand it was irritating that 
we were almost always together. Everyone, including girls – including girls i liked – thought 
we were a couple. And we were not. But somehow i couldn’t shout this fact into the school or 
write it on the announcement board: ‘I, Maarten, don’t have a relationship with Fiona’ – or 
wear a label or a badge: ‘free’. I thought the world was more important than me, so i wore 
other badges, with the feminist sign, for instance, or for protection of the Waddenzee, against 
nuclear energy or supporting the North American Indians. 

Not long before the exams i got unexplainably ill. Very probably i had been infected 
by Fiona. She, in turn, visited me in Vries in our house. On her way out, in the door opening, 
when she was about to walk away i thought, she suddenly turned towards me and confided 
that she was in love with me. And she wanted to know how i felt about that. In my miserable 
ill state and just before the exams that i really needed to pass this time, this was exactly what i 
needed on top of everything. This was a terrible moment. I had to allow someone i liked very 
much to be hurt and there was no way to getting around it. I was the one who had to 
pronounce the sentence, ill as i felt. She stood there. She had been honest and now expected 
an answer. Already meditating-feeling her repressed reaction to my answer – repressed, since 
no one seemed to be able to deal with the pain of love and this certainly included Fiona – i 
told her in big discomfort, with my head courageously on its way to exploding from tension, 
that i didn’t feel it the same way that she did. Not any more. But this latter fact was something 
i didn’t tell her, so as not to make the drama even bigger. She left dismayed. 

 
In that same period, not being ill though, i had my first serious row with my father. 

Despite the fact that an unconscious energetic weakening process had started in me, i still 
gained strength in terms of physical force. In fact, my physical strength had grown fast in 
those years and, if only because of this, it was not clear any more who was ‘the boss’ in the 
house, the male alpha – my brother had already left the house to study Biology in the city of 
Groningen. But more importantly here was the fact that my father was not home so much any 
more and when he was, he was no longer really present: he didn’t say anything and just sat in 
his chair smoking, playing chess, reading detectives or doing whatever and sort of bearing us, 
his family, the children, his wife, repressing many feelings and feeling choked in any case. I 
could no longer accept him as the one in the house who says what to do and what not to do, 
what was right and what was not. He had played away this position. He had lost his natural 
authority in the family in those last years of my secondary school. Between my parents things 
had turned from not so well in the previous 4 to 5 years to very bad now. My father had an 
‘intimate’ relationship with a woman colleague at his work, as far as my father could be 
intimate: it was rather a sexual relationship. I didn’t know much of what was going on that 
time. My parents didn’t say. But i was sensitive enough, of course, to feel the tension in the 
house and also his increasingly isolated position in the house. He didn’t bother about others 
any more, was no longer involved. It had never been so easy for him to feel truly involved: he 
said he had always played roles in his life, one of them being playing father. His family, in 
my own words now, shouldn’t give him too much trouble, so that he could pass the obligatory 
time at home relatively undisturbed, before he could return to his more interesting sexual 



Azar Baksh – Autobiography – Second Section (p. 63-112) 

 99 

affair with the woman who, after their relationship, turned into a lesbian, even though i’m 
sure he didn’t feel really involved with her either. Not wanting to be the alpha ape and score 
an easy point but rather as a matter of fact: my experience later was rather the opposite. After 
being with me or falling in love with me, women became fed up with their lesbian tendencies 
and being a lesbian turned out to be not so absolute. 

In this whole situation i tried to study physics for the last exams, which was not 
unimportant, as physics alone could make it that i would fail again; this was my last chance 
now. As i said, i hated physics. For me it had nothing to do with reality. It was abstract 
nonsense to me. Why, for heaven’s sake did i have to learn, cram and understand this shit? It 
didn’t give me anything, anything but a stupid paper at the end of torture, if i succeeded – nor 
was my suffering from this of any value for anybody else now and ever hereafter. I hated it 
that we were forced to live like this, to give up ourselves in favour of school, of economics in 
fact. In this bad mood, sitting at the long table in the middle of the house, i swore an honest 
“godverdomme” (Dutch for ‘God damn me’) when i made a physics exercise and it wasn’t 
right. My father, sitting in the living room that was part of the same space, without lifting his 
head and a bit like an automaton, seemingly almost bored but in fact disturbed in his non-
present state, said: “Don’t swear,” expecting that with this the thing was settled. 

It wasn’t. Something in me was triggered. At that time i was not conscious of the fact 
that learning in a family situation – or in whatever situation – that carries a (great) tension is 
(much) more difficult, neither of the fact that tension in one person causes tension in another 
person, certainly when the other is sensitive: i didn’t know yet – or had forgotten by then, due 
to society’s attempt to catch me and everyone in the mind, in an illusory world, and surely 
due to Iris’ hidden separation perspective on life – that we were not separate beings. In 
general, i was not really yet into consciously seeing-feeling relations between people 
including myself. Nor had the one-sided truth reached me yet that one can just feel the pain, 
meditate it. I was in a phase of life that i had to learn and absorb silly forms of the world, not 
meditate them yet. 

Intuitively i was ‘happy’ i could deal now with a small part of the cause of the trouble 
i was in: my father, with his big resistance to feeling, taking the role of society in this respect 
and in a way against himself. Intuitively i was happy that i could give something back finally, 
even though i had never done that before, except for once totally beating up a kid from our 
street when he had jeopardized my life or at least my body very much in order to be funny. 
On a more rational level – and thus justifying my rising anger – i didn’t like it at all that i was 
not allowed to swear. Not to say that i found it extremely stupid, since not only did he swear 
regularly himself, he was not religious at all and was even overtly anti-religion. Why not 
swear then? Weren’t these swearwords just words? Weren’t they just handily available when 
one needs to express some anger or frustration? 

I was fed up with something. Something ‘broke’ in me – and not in a negative sense 
so. Something wanted to break through. And, to my father’s surprise, after he had told me to 
stop, there came suddenly another curse out of my mouth. This time not directed against the, 
from Real Life separated physics and the stupid learning at school in general that tried to 
deafen, deaden and for good kill all young people, to get them in the harness of death, of 
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dehumanizing economy, in the coffin of the head, but against trying to even suppress my 
small and honest expression of my dissatisfaction, if not disgust of being forced and 
manipulated to do something so utterly senseless. This attempt to even suppress this ‘last’ 
sign of Life That does not agree with the normal procedure of the bulldozer of society and 
That is naturally cursing, came in the form of my father. 

In fact, or in my view, he was in general rather, if not very, free in respect to the 
common norms of society. And he, of all people he, often telling stories of his youth in which 
he sometimes displayed his disgust of christianity or in general of religion, not believing in 
any God or whatever, was telling me now goddamned not to curse, to shut up. This was too 
much to bear. There were not many rules in the house, to say the least, but if at all something 
had to be against the will of us children, it was always explained in a logical way, taking us 
totally serious as individuals with their own wills. This moment however broke with that 
‘tradition’ of logic. I couldn’t find any logic or reasonableness (that i had got used to and 
liked) in this prohibition of cursing. And couldn’t accept it, thus. 

I swore again and my father got more irritated and angry that i challenged his 
authority. I was sensitive enough to notice that his reaction was related to my sincere and 
pronounced pronunciation of the letter ‘r’ (in ‘godverdomme’: in Holland we damn ourselves 
or ask god to help us damning us – instead of damning others). I let the ‘r’ increasingly roll 
and this raised more and more anger in him, indeed. Something made me stand up from my 
working-table and go to the living room where he and the whole family sat. I went on cursing 
and challenging while sitting there. In a way, i was not challenging him, but he me – as i see it 
now. Truth to be able to manifest Itself in this world of Lie, of form obsession, needs to be 
Tested, in order to become stronger, by Learning from Its Failure. 

At a certain moment, and very beautifully, simultaneously we jumped up from our 
chairs to rush at and attack and fight with each other, physically. No doubt, no reservation. 
We were one in our aggression, in our fed-upness. He was also fed up with us three big kids: 
taking all his space in the house, in his former kingdom, if only for the pop music we often 
played and he had to bear when he came home after a day of work and he liked to recover a 
bit. I can now understand him well. It was because my mother literally and while screaming 
jumped between us to keep us separated, that we didn’t fight physically after all. Pity, in a 
way. But i yielded to Mothers Law – trying to keep the family (or, as one might call it in an 
impersonal way: the Form) together. Somehow it had to go that way. 

Not much later, i was nineteen, i decided to never be angry any more. I didn’t see the 
sense of anger. Causing, as it seemed, so much suffering, pain, even wars. And, having come 
to know my own very strong will-power, i thought the matter was done, simply settled by this 
insight and determination and dedication. Intelligence had to rule over whatever, and surely 
over anger and other apparently destructive forces. I will come back to this, remarkable, 
decision to not be angry any more. It is mentioned here in relation to my bowing for Mother’s 
Law. No longer being angry served Mommy, served Her in her fear of destructive aggression 
in men, but it was not the Truth. In my male Nature i Knew that as Man i had to Serve 
Woman, but i was far from Knowing how to do this. I still believed in good intentions. 
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Together with my strong will power, this should bring me closer to Woman – or Bring 
Woman Closer to ‘my’ Heart – i falsely and unconsciously assumed. 
 

Also in the first part of 1981 – i think it was February – the strange event under the 
shower occurred. I was having a shower and for whatever reason my penis started growing. I 
began to play a little with it, touching it now and then, although it was not masturbating. I 
didn’t know about the existence of masturbation or that something like that could be done. 
Nonetheless, at a certain moment i got dizzy in a quick tempo, like i was about to faint, and i 
fell on the ground. It seems i had lost consciousness. The unconsciousness didn’t nearly take 
that long as when i had fainted during the biology lesson, but anyway for a few seconds. I 
found my body suddenly lying on the ground. Next to my body whitish puddles of some kind 
of jelly lay, that i then discovered also on my body. It seemed to be the same substance that 
left my body during the nights now and then. Thoughts about dying returned, very strongly. 
The illness was worse than i thought. Now it started to happen during daytime as well. Was i 
going to die? I considered going to the doctor, although i didn’t really feel like doing so. In 
the end i decided not to go, unless perhaps if it would get even much worse than this. If i died 
i died. I thought this was a disease totally unknown: nobody had ever spoken or written about 
it so far. So what could a doctor do anyway. 
 

One and a half years later than when it had become ‘clear’ to me that Iris and i were 
no longer ‘together’, that is: she was not with me any more – or ‘clear’ at least in the bold fact 
of her having broke up with me without words, for Clarity Itself was far far away – i met Iris 
again. It was, again, at a school party or, more exactly, at the school after-party for the pupils 
who did examination that year for whatever type of school. It was the evening after we had 
received our certificate. 

I was glad i could leave the damned school behind. It had been nice as long as my 
friends had been there. This last year had been superfluous, senseless, annoying, burdening 
and i hadn’t felt at home at all in the new class for a year. One moment, after a school 
volleyball training, was an exception to the senselessness. I played in the school volleyball 
team and after the training, after everyone had left one by one, i was suddenly left over with 
Gigi Blauw, a really very nice girl who was often around in the tea-tent and had now watched 
our training. I didn’t really understand yet – if at all – that it was no coincidence that we both 
were left over, just her and me. Only later, i reconstructed the fact that she had waited on 
purpose. When the last one, the guy she was always with – and who i had assumed was her 
boyfriend – left, she didn’t join him but stayed with me. There was something in the air, that 
much was certain. But i had again the same problem as with Liz. I couldn’t do or say 
anything. I just felt this love, for her and from her to me. This love made me not so much 
imbecile as immobile, the opposite of activated. There was no impulse left any more, only 
this love. And being in this love. I didn’t totally disappear in it, for i could feel Woman’s 
‘restlessness’ in the sense that i should do something. I could still feel her silent call for action 
– actionn, even though she was a quiet girl. But at least something. Some form. Some sign. 
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It took too long. In the end Gigi left, understandably. Or i’m not even sure if this time, 
seeing no possibility of breaking through the immobilized state, it was me myself who carried 
the sentence into effect and left as the first one. And i biked the same old 10 kilometres home, 
as always, alone, alternating between loving her and cursing myself. How terrible it was to 
me, again and again this pressure that i should be different from how i Am – or, rather, to act 
differently from how i Am. The Pressure to Bridge the Gap between and Combine the 
Formless and the Form. As soon as i had acted i would have lost Myself, not be Me any 
more… and who or what was it then that i would give to a girl? Love without giving it, 
without her being able to feel it - or giving without Love? 

I knew i was not the kind of person to chat up a girl, to use some stupid excuse – a lie, 
in my view and feeling – to be able to get closer to a girl. Again, the only thing i could have 
said was ‘I like you’ or ‘I love you’. But somehow, in the wordless sphere of life, i felt that a 
boy could not say this to a girl. It would take away her space to feel or acknowledge that she 
liked or loved me. I was and must be a reflection of her. And in case i had said it, we would 
still be standing there all the same. How perfect should a mirror become before the 
movements went together with the Feeling, with the Love? 

Let’s face it, finally – before the reader will assume i am (or in general the man with 
similar characteristics is) just clumsy, afraid, ignorant, not present, autistic or whatever. The 
Purer the Heart – or: the Purer the Mirror - the bigger the Difficulty or Challenge of Making 
the Formless and the Form One, the Greater the Ordeal of Touching the Earth. Without the 
Purity of Heart, the whole ‘Problem’ doesn’t exist. A ‘dirty’, unconscious, touch is easy, a 
Pure Touch almost impossible. It’s the difference between a man touching and the Touch of 
Man, between a form touching a body and the Heart Touching a heart. 

Yes, on an earthly level i felt like cursing myself – as an outlet of frustration. Thus i 
helped Gigi in her unconscious or half-conscious ‘cursing’ me, man, for leaving her alone, for 
not knowing what to do, for the fact that i did not Know, and that it would take me so long to 
Come Down, to be able to Truly Reach her, Touch her. What Woman could not express (yet) 
– Love – i would have to learn to do for her. 

Being in a male body, cursing myself didn’t affect me. Unlike when Woman judges 
herself, it had no consequences, at least not on a deeper level. I had no attachments, no 
preferences for cursing or not cursing myself. It was just a free expression. It’s rather that by 
this cursing, by giving an energetic shape to Woman’s frustration, i consciously and 
energetically associated with Her world of Energy, of form, of action, movement, which was 
so different from my world of Being, of Love. And this association would enable me, 
eventually, to move in Her world, to speak, to give a form to Love, still as Love yet in Her 
world. Paradoxically as it may sound – or even immoral – i needed the dark world of cursing, 
becoming angry, being aggressive and so on to be able to Pierce through Woman’s Natural 
Resistance to (Herself as) Love. Indifference would not work in this respect: i needed to be 
Involved, Whole-Heartedly and Whole-Bodily Involved. 

However, since i didn’t See all this not (at all) yet – ‘my’ Love was still ‘too strong’, 
too Pure, too naïve, ‘my’ Consciousness not ready – i first had to bow for the Female Force as 
She was active through for instance my mother, which seemed to be against aggression in her 



Azar Baksh – Autobiography – Second Section (p. 63-112) 

 103 

fear of and misunderstanding Man, and, behind or underneath this and without consciously 
intending to do so, maintaining thus the status quo of the earth ruled by Unconsciousness. On 
an even deeper level though, this force worked in such a way as to confront me with Its 
Resistance, to Test the True Man who is serious in His Love for Woman, to Seduce Him into 
losing Himself, losing His Truth, to discover Himself later again but now as Man. She had 
succeeded. 

 
The after-party was in a dance bar just outside Assen – one of the most boring places 

in Holland, by the way – on the way to my village. The dummies played mainly disco music, 
which i hated. By then i had come to like hard rock a lot. Next to my favourite band Rush, 
especially (Ritchie Blackmore’s) Rainbow and Van Halen expressed to my ears and heart the 
typical great hard rock sound at the end of the seventies. Rainbow songs like Gates of 
Babylon, Kill the King and Rainbow Eyes were magical to me. I also liked Foreigner, Boston, 
Thin Lizzy, UFO, Triumph, The Scorpions, Iron Maiden, the Babys and more of those 
creative (near to) hard rock bands. When in the course of the 80s heavy metal took the place 
of hard rock i lost track. The punk music in the late seventies didn’t get me with its seemingly 
heartless aggression. Usually punk was too noisy, too messy for me, too little melodic and 
harmonic. I had only liked ‘Never mind the Bollocks’ of the Sex Pistols and, to a greater 
extent, the Stranglers. And, ‘of course’, Lust for Life of Iggy Pop. 

Despite the bad music that the dummies played, i felt very much like dancing, so glad 
that i was free from the horrible school, and had managed to pass and even have the stupid 
little certificate. I was sort of ecstatic when i could dance on the few songs i liked. I had seen 
Iris already, she also had finished her exams, of the MAVO in her case which took two years 
shorter than mine. She was with a short guy of my new class, good looking as well and also 
sort of a prince type like me, part long hair, refined features. Whenever Iris could get a 
‘prince’ she wouldn’t let the chance pass – the third prince of the school had belonged to her 
‘harem’ as well - but her work terrain was much bigger. She fancied every type of man. 
Although i still loved her, i didn’t care somehow that she was intimate with another boy now, 
i felt totally free, deliciously free. 

This freedom of ‘man’ who has nothing to lose was infallibly recognized by Iris. 
Sometimes when there was a little opening through the dancing crowd i saw her looking at 
me even if she was touching her latest conquest. This look… For the first time i infallibly 
recognized this look in turn – after i had seen a similar intense look some time earlier in 
Britt’s eyes. The look of a woman who wants a man. This man – this boy. But i just danced 
on. I felt free, free of having to go to her and do something. Some time later, however, we 
bumped into each other and started talking a bit, which didn’t make much sense with the 
volume of the music. She wanted to dance with me and before i could have said no – if i had 
wanted to – we were kissing each other. Intensely. It went by itself this time. She didn’t have 
to do it, to pull me to her or so. I didn’t need to do anything either. It all went just naturally. 
Just like in the dancing and also concerning my general mood i felt totally free in the kissing. 
There was no fuss around it. There was just kissing, delicious kissing, man and woman 
kissing, not me. It was all part of the same ecstasy, after the release of the burden of school. 



Azar Baksh – Autobiography – Second Section (p. 63-112) 

 104 

The past was over, the future was not but totally open. I met Iris totally anew. I didn’t care 
what she had done in the meantime, who she had met. We kissed… 

I couldn’t help though to, again, like with Patrick two years earlier, look at Arnold, not 
out of a feeling of victory, not to give my supposed competitor an extra kick with my look, 
but simply out of compassion, a compassion and concern that didn’t really take me out of my 
flow. I didn’t like that he would feel pain from this and, indeed, i saw that he didn’t like it, to 
say the least. He was in a bad, restless, confused, vulnerable state, close to crying but bravely 
succeeding in not doing so. He didn’t dare nor want to come to us, to end the kissing of his 
girlfriend with me – if only because in the energetic-physical hierarchy i was higher than him, 
but also because my air of freedom gave me a kind of power that may have impressed him 
and possibly others too. The attraction between Iris and me was anyway way too big to be 
stopped. Arnold seemed intelligent or sensitive enough to notice this. The laws of the love 
play of boys and girls – or man and woman – were terrible, ruthless. It was not me but the 
laws that were ruthless. I felt compassion for Arnold, something that i couldn’t detect in Iris. 
Now Arnold, in turn, was the drag on her, as i saw when afterwards they met and spoke again. 
What to say. I could have gone to him and say i’m sorry that things have to go this way. But 
somehow they had to. And anyhow i felt he was not waiting for me. Also he had to learn the 
fact that not only Iris was attracted to Energy, a strong energy and certainly, all the more, 
when it was enlivened by some Heart, but in general that the land of love was ruthless. She 
wasn’t attracted to me or to him or anyone, not to a supposed person, but to something 
beyond the person that manifested to whatever extent and, if related to the Heart, depth. The 
struggle was ruthless but fair. 

Instead of going to Arnold to support him, I, after a while, biked home through the 
night, sweating all over. It was already early morning. The light dawned. I had an 
appointment with Iris to call her later that same day. I felt satisfied. Wholly satisfied. This 
was the first time i was totally in it, in a meeting with a girl, whole-energetically present in 
what i was doing. Already before i had met her, i was totally present, free. Meeting her didn’t 
change my mood, the way i felt and acted. The kissing was a prolongation of the same, not 
another world suddenly. As far as i was concerned every day was the end of school, every day 
after-party day. 

It had taken me two years to empty myself, my body, my energy, my consciousness, 
from Iris’ dark, unconscious form-loving energy that, every now and then, needed some 
‘heart’ to – without much trouble, without one side of her being too much overwhelmed by 
the other – continue its play. Now that she unconsciously recognized i was free of her, that 
there was space again here, she could try again with me, she could give me the next dose of 
unconscious and stuck energy and then leave again, on to the next ‘prince’ if there were any 
princes left and if they had still place left in their hearts before the hearts had become too full, 
too clouded, too thick, slow and dirty. It may seem hard, this process of transmission in the 
dark, i cannot be against this, not be against life. Sooner or later, however, things should be 
Seen; reality need to be Surrendered to – well, at least from Man’s Perspective that is. That’s 
why it’s great that Iris was willing to honestly ‘show’ me how things work in Woman – in 
case she, as she did, acts separate from Man and tries to find Him again in the many. 
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Iris proposed to meet 4 days later. It was getting warm and we would swim together in 
a natural pool somewhere at the border of Assen. It was amazing how she managed to just 
forget about Arnold from one moment to another and continue to be with me again now. Or 
perhaps she didn’t forget. Perhaps she had many lovers here and there and everywhere. I 
started suspecting and sensing something like this. If it was not for me, who had a hard time 
understanding how someone can do things like this, as if love is disposable like toilet paper, 
such a revelation would not have been so very strange: something in me knew. Her 
promiscuity may well have been the reason for the strange postponement of 4 days for our 
next meeting. Where was her former greed? But possibly there were more boys that had to be 
met. In the end there was no good reason why ‘greed’ would be restricted to being directed at 
me, or at Arnold, or at Patrick, or at the volleyball player, or at the many i hadn’t yet met or 
didn’t know about. 

The more urgent problem that i had to face now was the fact that exactly in 4 days my 
cousin Wolter would come over and visit our family again and it wouldn’t be nice to leave 
him behind without a companion. I mentioned to Iris that my cousin would come just then. It 
felt as if from one moment to the other she had totally forgotten about me and had become all 
interest in my cousin. 

“Just take him with you, and we’ll swim with the three of us.” 
Stupid. Why had i told her about my cousin? Did i in the land of ‘love’ really have to 

learn not to tell all the facts – the whole truth – but only the facts that seemed to be in my 
interest? Should i really make a ‘project’ of myself, a project that needs to be served, 
advertised, to be looked after, watched over, or else it wouldn’t get what the project seemed to 
need? I didn’t want to become a project. I just wanted to freely love a girl. I didn’t need 
anything. Just wanted to show my love for her, to touch her with this love i felt in me, if not 
as ‘me’. Two days later Wolter and i biked together to Iris. I didn’t feel at ease at all in this 
current situation. And, indeed, i felt Iris kept me away from her, in an energetic sense and 
even physically: the distance between our towels on the beach was just too big somehow. 

My free state of the after-party seemed gone. And yet there was still something, some 
force. My interest in Iris, in being with a girl, was more present and perceptible than two 
years earlier. Some ‘drive’ had come into existence that had not been there before. In the Pure 
State of Oneness that i knew so well – but that i hadn’t (partly) ‘lost’ yet at that time, that was 
not yet (partly) overshadowed by Woman’s Duality and that i was therefore not Conscious of 
– everything was just perfect as it was, girl or no girl, touching each other or not. Perhaps i 
was not truly sick – from that jelly in the night and in the bathroom. Perhaps it was related to 
Woman, to this new drive that i felt, a more earthly drive to be with Iris in a physical way. It 
was still confusing though. When at a certain point Iris had gone alone into the water, Wolter 
said with that same meanish laugh that i knew for so long already from boys in the village and 
as if it was a joyful event in itself: “She has big tits, your Iris. Jesus!” i didn’t know what to 
do with this information. It was almost as if he gave me a compliment by saying this, a 
congratulation. As a form-boy, having ‘forgotten’ the Heart, Wolter, although he didn’t 
obviously show much of it, might have very well been surprised that, in his terms, i ‘could get 
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such a girl’ as Iris, that a girl who seemed made for a form-boy, felt attracted to a boy like me 
(as well). 

When earlier the issue came up if all three of us would go together for a swim, i was 
already so sick from Iris’ resistance to me (that was in the end of an Impersonal nature, but 
that was now triggered anyway and) that was happening totally in the dark – you couldn’t see 
anything in her in this respect – that I, the remainders of ‘man’, decided to walk back to our 
towels. Wolter followed Iris into the water. Now, in turn, i seemed to become Arnold. This 
Dark Force was bloody clever. It seemed now that it was my own choice not to join my love 
into the water and let her swim with another boy, taking the risk that they would come closer 
together that way, being so close with hardly any clothes on, and my cousin touching her now 
and then for fun. Woman’s Resistance was weakening as hell, but i didn’t know that yet, 
nobody knew. I only knew that i felt sickish and had lost my force somehow, despite the fact 
that in the background the ‘drive’ towards Iris was still there. 

Despite Iris’ flexibility with regard to finding nice words for her rapidly changing 
interests, and despite the fact that we hadn’t made another appointment any more, we met 
again, accidentally. It was, once more, at the school occupation day, the last one i would 
witness and partake in. I was dancing to ‘Vienna’. I loved that song. Being flexible of my 
body and sensitive, creative and loving, i danced quite beautifully and free. Fiona saw me and 
rushed to dance close to me or let’s say next to me. I was all right with this as long as she 
didn’t come too close. After a whole school year i was fed up that girls would think we were 
together. We were not. Exactly then Iris came by from out of the dark. During the occupation 
of the school certain parts had been made very dark, black. Iris saw me dancing. She saw 
Fiona. She wanted to join. She wanted to dance with me, although she didn’t ask directly. She 
let me come to her. By then she had left her third ‘prince’ behind somewhere in the corridor – 
a nice boy again, although of slightly lower ‘prince’-quality as Arnold and i. Something in me 
was triggered and wanted to jump on Iris immediately. I didn’t know that this had certainly 
got to do with something in Iris as Woman being triggered by me being with another woman 
and apparently not at her disposal any more. She wanted me back and the Female Force in her 
was so strong that moment that i could only respond to this. I was in a great dilemma. I stood 
and danced, literally, in between Fiona and Iris. I was drawn like a magnet to Iris, but didn’t 
like it, of course, that Fiona danced there as well, that the Pain was dancing before my eyes. It 
didn’t take long, however, a matter of seconds, and i was dancing in front of Iris. Iris’ ovaries 
were stronger than Fiona’s pain. 

Iris could not dance, not at all like Fiona and i could dance in freedom and use our 
whole bodies and all the space we had around us, which was quite a lot. No, Iris danced 
physically in a stiff way, just like the girls – and even the boys, the stiff smoothies who 
thought they were machos – usually danced, ridiculously, in the terrible disco’s that i now and 
then visited. Modestly she put one foot a few centimetres to the front and backward again, 
and then, if things got really intense, the foot went even a few centimetres to the left or right 
and back again. God, Iris, you must have been stiff inside your soft body. Anyway, i sort of 
adjusted to her dead and cramped dance style and held myself in. I put my body in a bit of a 
straightjacket and danced with her, opposite her, and close, close, could not be close enough. 
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Fiona had to dance alone, some meters further on. Whatever happened in me, the dancing 
became more and more sexual, and that in a fast tempo – well, it was sexual from the 
beginning. I touched her body while dancing, even on her hips. I took freely her hand 
whenever i felt like. All diffidence was gone. Sexuality existed no longer separate from the 
rest of life. I had become part of it. The energy went where it had to go. I followed. I 
responded. If Woman opened for me, like Iris now - and whatever the reason if that existed – i 
just flowed in. It turned out i had no problem with responding to Woman. It’s just that i 
couldn’t do it alone. It had to start where it started by Nature, in Woman. A mirror could not 
move of itself. 

Fiona got smaller and smaller. Kind of courageously she still continued dancing but 
obviously without any joy any more, on the contrary. It was terrible what was happening, but 
i couldn’t help myself. Simply because there was no self. There were Forces going on, ruling 
us. And I, this young man, had to Go into Iris, not into Fiona. I had to Go into the Dark. It 
was bigger than me, than anything. And so we kissed again. And kissed. Our mouths on top 
of one another, our tongues making love and my hands holding her hips. And Fiona had to 
face it all. One day her illusion had to crash anyway, just like mine regarding Yvette at the 
time. This was the day. 

I definitely was more ‘into it’ now, compared to two years earlier when Iris and i met 
and came together for the first time. I clearly felt the difference. Iris was 16 by now and, boy, 
she was feminine… ‘Guided’ by this new ‘drive’ i called Iris a few days later. I found that the 
periods in between our meetings were too long, and in fact the last meeting had been an 
accidental one. I could not feel or say that we had a relationship like it had seemed to me two 
years earlier. Anyhow, i remembered all too well what she had said a few days earlier, that 
her parents would be gone for a few days and that we would meet that particular day. I said 
now on the phone that i would like to stay overnight. Just before that day, or even before that 
moment, i could never have said something like this: staying overnight. 

But what felt especially strange to me was that i felt a force inside me that wanted me 
to persuade her to allow me to stay with her overnight. Iris muttered objections – and, feeling 
a girl’s reluctant energy or doubt, less than half a word of such objections should normally 
have done for me to resign – but now this force insisted and – strange – it talked through my 
mouth. As if ‘I’ was very dedicated ‘I’ tried to take away, one by one, all her arguments why 
it would be better not to be alone together in the house that night. I had no idea i was taken by 
Iris’ ‘own’ Dual Female mind that always wanted two things at the same time. And that i was 
appointed now to represent one side in her, the side that wanted to come physically closer, 
even though i was not at all attached to any specific form this would take. If i as ‘man’ had 
successfully taken over her wanting me, and therefore i seemed to be the one who wanted the 
other, she had to go to and represent the other side of the coin: she wanted to get rid of me, of 
the wanting. 

Whereas two years earlier she was the initiator and motor behind the physicality, now 
i was the one who took that role and she was backing off, was not really into it, like me at the 
time. This was utterly weird to me. Later, looking back, putting things together, i thought my 
new drive must have to do with the rapid development of the male hormones in me. Not 
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untrue in itself, but it was certainly not the whole truth. If i was in a process of becoming 
more present in an energetic way, also in the lower, sexual realms of life, this didn’t change 
the fact that the Original Impulse was still Love, or: Woman’s Longing for Reunion with the 
Beloved, with Man, that i Responded to. 

It happened twice in my life, my insistence as ‘man’ to arrange a situation in such a 
way that would provide the most favourable starting position for close, physical contact: this 
time there on the phone with Iris and three years later in Denmark. One of the things i said to 
convince Iris was that we didn’t need to sleep in the same room. Sleeping in another room 
would be okay for me. Not denying the hormones but the latter would have been really okay 
for me. I hadn’t suddenly become the hormones. They were ‘just’ hormones. They were part 
of Me but not Me. I felt a drive in me to be physically as close as possible with her, with her 
Body. The next room was already much better than ten kilometre. I felt sure i could keep my 
promise to just go to sleep in my guestroom, whether i’d be able to sleep or not: i wasn’t even 
busy with being ‘sure’, being totally sure or not totally: it was just so. Woman decided here 
on Earth, i started to learn, how close man and woman will be. And i had always felt a 
hundred per cent respect for any girl at this point. Still, i had to offer myself, to make myself 
available. And i thought i could and should at least create a favourable situation. 

In fact, i have to somewhat reformulate what i have said. It was not in the first place – 
but only in the second place – about creating a situation in which the chances were optimal 
for physical contact. I Felt – i Knew – i had to create a situation in which the girl and i could 
be together. I needed to Get to Know her, she needed to Get to Know me. Without physical 
closeness this would be more difficult and ultimately even impossible, as i Learned later. Man 
and Woman’s getting Closer to Each Other didn’t work through a distance of ten kilometres. 
Even if for me it could work, for Woman it would not and both of us must be there. 

I hardly knew anything, not on an earthly level at least. How could i have known that 
if as man i had been manoeuvred in the situation that i seemed to be the wanting one, woman 
automatically ensconces herself in the other side of Her same Duality. I didn’t know at all 
how to deal with Woman, with Her Duality, Her changeability. I had just started discovering 
hormones – that were, in a yet unfathomable way, embedded in and part of Love somehow. 

Usually, at woman’s first slight hesitation in regard of my subtly moving closer – 
physically or in another way – i immediately stop any further attempt to go in her direction, 
even if my move was a response to her own deeper or otherwise longing for me. And i give 
her space – male Space – to Naturally Open for me, for Man. And if not, if Nature Decides 
otherwise, if she doesn’t Open, then not – no problem, since i Am Nature. 

These two occasions that i mentioned – the second will be described later – were 
strange exceptions to this Deeper Nature. They are branded into me. 

I lost my first little battle anyhow. Iris didn’t allow me to stay for the night – and not 
at all any more. Instead, she said, she had a surprise for me. This sounded bad. Before i would 
visit her at home, which was off now, we had planned a – romantic – diner in town and, to be 
honest, i didn’t need any nice surprise on top of that. No surprises could replace the gift of her 
Body in any way. I was not at all looking forward to my surprise. I had a bad premonition 
about it. And god knew i hated it when i was expected to conjure a smile or should even laugh 
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or be grateful when i didn’t feel like it at all. But as boy – or Man – you know you have to 
undergo your fate. You have to show you are not happy with the forms you are offered and 
you have to disappoint Woman. All such projections on Man – that he would be happy with a 
surprise – didn’t work. Woman might have the capability to feel relieved for a moment by a 
surprise, a gift, a form. Not me. I didn’t suffer so i didn’t need to be surprised. The surprise 
Iris had for me was, of course, for her own interest. At least this was something that truly 
surprised me: how could someone live for her own interest that, on top of that, kept changing 
and changing. 

The true Surprise and Gift to me was Iris herself – and all she hid inside of her. No 
form could make me happy. Iris’ Body was not a form. It was the Temple of Truth. I didn’t 
know why. She, her Body, was not the Truth Itself, but somehow the Passage – not so much 
the Passage to Truth as the Passage of Truth. Although i didn’t get all this yet, much later i 
would Discover that My Truth was worthless without Woman’s Body. The Formless Love 
was senseless without Form. 

No form could make me happy. My Heart was already Fulfilled. It was not about me. 
It was not about me and that’s why i didn’t like surprises – at least not of the kind Iris was 
about to give me. 

We were sitting in a pizza-restaurant with candles and stuff. Iris had a smile on her 
face that i didn’t like. I didn’t use the word ‘ego’ yet, but it was an ego smile anyway. Where 
was the Truth. How could It leave us here behind. Iris looked a few times on her watch. And 
fuck, there was the surprise. My best friends from secondary school Hessel and Lex who i 
hadn’t seen for a while, entered the pizzeria. And it was clear that they had planned to eat at 
our table with us. Surprise!! It was Iris who had planned – and planted – them as a matter of 
fact. Gee, how very mean. Iris wanted to get rid of me and this was her way. She couldn’t say 
it directly. 

I put the candles away, to make space and to end another romantic illusion, and now, 
finally seeing my friends again, i was supposed to be happy. The dummies! Of course they 
couldn’t see through Iris’ games, how they were being misused. What dummies, like me, just 
as naïve. And the queen kept just sitting there with a broad smile on her face. All was settled 
now. Everybody supposedly happy and she could continue her games in the dark. For her it 
was now just a matter of sticking it out till the evening was over and she could prepare for the 
next boy. 

It was our last meeting. When we biked home – we had to go the same direction – she 
still mentioned something like she wanted to be free and, hidden in a clause somewhere, she 
murmured something about ‘more boys’. Similar things had been going on during our first 
love-affair, but my eyes hadn’t been adjusted at all yet to the darkness of the earth, to its own 
quality of light that was able to see other man-forms, competitors. Despite my experience 
with Yvette, for instance, i just could not truly See it somehow; i could not believe it that ‘an’ 
Yvette preferred to be with another, normal, boy that seemed ‘empty’, that was no prince and 
could therefore never become a King. I myself had been quite into and i liked competition. 
But i had never associated it with competing for a girl or, in general, for Woman. I hadn’t 
seen (yet) the relation of all my previous ‘innocent’ competition to man competing or fighting 
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for woman, for a girl. Two years earlier, during the volleyball match with Iris in the stands, i 
had resigned from this kind of crazy competition that seemed to deny Love Itself. 

Now, two years later, things had gotten slightly better in respect to seeing ‘dangers’ 
around me – other man – but the World of Oneness, of Woman and Me Being One, Being 
Together, was very stubborn. It didn’t want to let go that easily, the divine dream: my 
Beloved and i were already (or still) One, Two as One. No outsiders, no men or who or 
whatever, could ever destroy or bend even anything in our World of Pure Love for and as 
Each Other that takes on Form in and as her and my Body. Even after Iris’ murmuring ‘more 
boys’, it just didn’t cross my mind that very probably there was another boy waiting at her 
place, waiting till she returned from ‘some diner with some friends who she hadn’t seen for a 
long while’ or something. A next boy who would be put aside almost as easily as me – it was 
not about me. 

Only much later i had to learn about competition with other men in respect to Woman. 
In my One World, wherein also my Beloved lived, there was no place for any understanding 
about competition for Love. Love was There, Already. Why should one compete about it. In 
the land of the many men had to compete, for the many. There was lack, need, victory… 

To be clear, it is not that if i hadn’t practiced the man i was not, if i had not pushed her 
to let me stay overnight, there would have been a different outcome. Some details might have 
gone different. Basically, however, Love was not Iris’ thing anyway. ‘Lovers’ were her thing. 
‘The many’ was Iris’ beloved, not the One. The whole thing was sad for her, for she was 
obviously attracted to the boys with ‘heart’, more or let’s say deeper than to the heartless 
energy. Yet, she had to try to find the Heart – That is One in the end – in the many. This was 
impossible and a constant unrecognized blizzard of pain. 

How, for heaven’s sake, could i Bring Her back to Me. How could i ever give a form 
to the Beloved of my Heart, to She. How to Create Her. How, when the reality of the earth 
was so resistant, so unreliable. How could i shape the Form of Love if the Form kept running 
away. How, when Woman was so ‘flexible’ that i as aspiring man could not get any grip on 
Her. How, when She went here and there and everywhere and whenever She felt like. How, 
when Her mood and Her taste changed every day, if not every second. 

I don’t think i cried. I felt sort of stuck in and with the whole situation. The 
impossibility of reaching her… It seemed that the more ‘flexible’ she – or a girl – was, the 
more stuck i became. I took something over from her that she didn’t show, that she did not 
manifest. Stuck i became in my body, soft was my heart. Soft she seemed in her body, hard as 
stone was her heart: it didn’t look like she would ever cry over a boy or a man. Still, i loved 
her, i couldn’t help it. And there was no reason not to love her because things didn’t go as i 
had perhaps liked them to – even though i had no clear picture of how i wanted things to go, 
no picture at all as a matter of fact. I was certainly not the type for the conventional form of a 
relationship with a house and children and the whole thing. But if Love was the Core instead, 
the form in real life was unclear, or didn’t matter. Why couldn’t we – or i – make our hearts 
and bodies one. 

To my shock and half-conscious repulsion, Henry U., one of my village sort of friends 
and one of my team members of our volleyball team, had a date with Iris, while he had known 
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that she was or had been my girlfriend and that i cared for her, loved her. I had seen him once 
trying to chat her up and bluffing and, while she was smiling, they had exchanged phone 
numbers. His insensitivity regarding me was shocking. In the car on our way to the 
discotheque one evening he just told about his date as if it had nothing to do with me. But in 
fact he did tell it because it had everything to do with me. He liked to brag about how easy it 
had been to get a date with ‘my’ girlfriend – it was not totally sure yet at that time whether 
Iris and i would still be together or not. And, when he wanted, he could get more than that, he 
laughed. But she was not really his type, he let me know. Not to comfort me, but rather to 
cover himself in case she was not really into him after all. All the more stupid that he made a 
date with Iris, if he could not really love her anyway. 

He was in fact jealous, not especially about me being with Iris, although this was 
triggering enough in itself. No, in spite of my ‘clumsiness’ (or, rather, otherworldliness) with 
girls, at least something was going on in this respect of boy and girl, and this couldn’t be said 
of him. But his jealousy was broader. It wouldn’t have stopped if he could have taken Iris 
from me – if ever i had had her. In the course of my life i would meet many men who, usually 
un- or half consciously were jealous of me. This had to do with the coveted ‘number one’ 
position in the invisible hierarchy of ‘Man’ that i mentioned in the beginning of this 
autobiography. It had to do with my Heart that could not be learned or copied, nor defiled or 
compromised in any way. It was this Heart that made the men jealous, as intuitively they all 
knew that, in the end, when it comes to It, to Man and Woman’s Attraction, Their Love and 
Union, it is the Heart of Man She is after, and not any of the many other things that a man can 
possibly offer Her. It was the Free Man here that made them jealous, since this is what 
Woman liked in Man, His Freedom and – whatever the circumstances - His not giving up his 
Heart for anything, not for the most beautiful and soft woman in the world. Moreover, as i 
came to identify It later, this Heart – the Heart in general – Is Man. 

I was especially repulsed by Henry’s bragging, i remember. His big mouth not 
supported by reality. He didn’t care about the truth, about love, not about his (supposed) 
friend. It was all about him, his victory, a victory that, in his arrogance, he even said he didn’t 
care about. It was maddening to him that ‘my’ Heart was not something that could be 
competed with. It was not dependent on my action, victory or failure, being good or bad, on 
nothing of this world of form. It was not dependent on Woman. 

 
Although on the face of it i didn’t seem to be touched too much by the weakening 

Dark Force – at least not consciously: my physical force still grew, which was totally normal 
for that age – on a deeper level, underneath, the weakening had already started, as i have said 
earlier. Yet, the related and serious sports injuries i got since my 17th were peanuts compared 
to later when the whole energetic body just cracked down. 

If only i had known what i had associated with during our romantic kisses, behind the 
nice package, this innocent but destructive Darkness, we might have had a chance still. I 
didn’t Understand anything of Woman though, not anything. I’m not exaggerating – just like 
i’m not exaggerating either when now i can See that hardly any man here on earth truly 
Understands (anything of) Woman and will not Understand Her. But even if i would have 
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known on a conscious level what was going on behind the scenes, i hadn’t managed to – in 
time and in general – get rid of the Man-Weakening Dark Force that took hold of my Body. In 
the beginning one can only lose. It takes an inner study of many years of practice to Find out 
how to Transcend things, karmic formations, darkness, into non-attachment, into Freedom, 
into the Male Space of Being, into Non-Reaction, into all-is-as-it-as. I couldn’t yet give Iris 
this Space at all. As a sweet innocent boy i just copied her unseen inner darkness and, looking 
at me or only thinking about me, she felt aversion or even disgust, resistance anyhow, and just 
wanted to get rid of me. It is so understandable. She was repulsed by one side of herself that 
manifested through the male form(s) she was with and especially if he was more sensitive like 
me, if he was a better mirror. What to do. No one did anything wrong. One needs – not to 
judge but – to Understand the Process of Man and Woman Directly from Within. And i 
didn’t. I was far from Ready to be Man here on earth. My Body was not prepared yet to 
Consciously suffer that much. I was as far as any other man-form. Only, my distance to 
Woman, to Embodying Man therefore, was a distance from the other side – ‘other’ as 
compared to the side from where the common man needed to bridge the distance to Woman. 
In itself and in the long run, ‘my’ way or form of distance – the Heart that needed to 
Crystalize or Become Itself as Form – offered a much better prospect on Becoming Man on 
an Earthly Level. I should say this side offered at least a prospect, a chance. The other side, 
practiced by the many, not reaching Woman via and as the Heart of Man but via Woman: via 
Energy, via money, power and sex, seemed doomed to me, hopeless in advance. In fact, it is. 


