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The Process of Consciousness and Unconsciousness becoming One 
 
…… 
 
Yet, even after another lost opportunity to break out from the prison walls for at least a 

few moments, I was not at all depressed or anything due to the situation I found myself in 
since Chantal had entered my life, entered like a beautiful serene aggressive elephant. Just 
remembering the moment we crossed the street in Amsterdam half a year before we became a 
couple – when we walked away from the church – and being reminded again of how this deep 
something, that click beyond normal attraction happened between us in our early contact, was 
enough to not complain, and was enough to totally dedicate myself to the situation I was 
thrown into now. I certainly wasn’t secretly longing to be somewhere else, or to be with 
someone else. During those three years with Chantal I can’t even remember one serious or 
longing thought about making love with a woman – including Chantal herself. The subject of 
making love was non-existent, or rather driven into the background. Something else was 
much more important. There was a time for everything. I had had sex – in the first half of my 
thirties. The Drama of Man and Woman had taken other forms now. It had intensified. 

 
Talking about sex being pushed to the background by the Force of Unconsciousness, 

this reminds me of an event that happened earlier. In the period that Chantal and I were still 

sleeping next to each other in the same bed, it once happened that I, sort of, woke up in the 

middle of the night without a clear reason. But obviously it should have been the Sexual 

Force that was now operating much more in the Dark. I say ‘obviously’ because ‘I’ – or this 

Force – did something that ‘I’ (or this Force working through me) had never done before. 

Upon, actually even before and instead of, waking up, ‘I’ felt Chantal’s nakedness, her body, 

lying close next to me. There were no thoughts at all going through me when in my sleepy state 

my body moved towards hers and, like an insect trying to find its way by feeling and exploring 

where it is, started to crawl on top. My penis was already hard since I ‘woke up’ and, lying 

on top of the female body now, my pelvis started to make movements as if we were 

copulating. Somehow, in these movements, in this whole Unconscious Sexual Energy, the 

body of Chantal, who was just like me more asleep than awake as well, opened and somehow 

my penis went in of itself albeit with the help of a slight pushing that wasn’t done by me. As 

I said, there were no thoughts. ‘I’ was truly an animal. Not a wild beast, but a quiet animal 

doing what it had to do, relaxed with all that happened and didn’t happen. There was no 

good or wrong. My body was just having these modest movements on top of hers, feeling its 

skin touching and moving over her skin. Somewhere there was some very vague awareness of a 

penis being in a vagina, but only vaguely, or rather as just part of the whole vague event, 
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certainly not as some separate or important something standing out. In the absence of thought 

there was not the slightest consideration either about possibly prolonging sex in case 

ejaculation would come. Such a consideration would have been silly if not absurd, something 

of another world. There were no Two. Man and Woman were not Two – there was no 

problematizing – but They were One. That is: They were One in Unconsciousness – One that, 

despite Its Being One, was active, as or through two seemingly separate bodies. There were no 

secret questions, no wondering if it was love or rather sex that was happening. Since the 

movements continued, at a certain point this body felt a force from below becoming stronger, 

it felt the sperm coming up and being prepared to be shot into my female body. There it went. 

The body screamed, as if it had been painful, but the body was not bothered at all by the 

whole happening. It just did what it did and now it crawled off the female body – just like it 

had come, the same way back, exploring in the dark where it must be on its way to its sleeping 

place. It went back to sleep – just like the female body, if it had ever woken up really. 

It was only the morning after that I let the whole thing go through me, that the vague 

memories became clearer. Consciousness didn’t have much to add to it, however. The scene 

didn’t need interpretation. It was just what it was. It was obvious. Yet, it was nicely, quietly 

shocking – shocking that everything had been so normal, so much the opposite of shocking, of 

drama, of problematizing. It was nature before humanity – before humanity had started 

trying to improve nature. The event took place after the episode of physically fighting, another 

serious manifestation of the earlier Initiation of Consciousness into Unconsciousness, into 

Woman without Man, the Earth without Heaven, the Dark without Light. Chantal, with 

her Lack of Man in her life, had been perfect for this initiation. And to be Able to Unify Man 

and Woman I Had to Know the Lack, Know Unconsciousness, from Within. That sex played 

a role in this Process was just So. As described, the Initiation had happened very soon after 

we had come together as a couple – the same day in fact. Her hymen had been deflowered, by 

‘Me’. At the same time my frenulum had been torn, by ‘Her’, which is considered to be the 

male counterpart of the deflowering. Altogether, the meeting, the inevitable Initiation, gave a 

lot of immaculate and blended blood. 

The Initiation during the Sexual Act didn’t mean that Consciousness and 

Unconsciousness were One yet, that Consciousness had Fully Surrendered into 

Unconsciousness, let alone the opposite of it, that Unconsciousness had Surrendered into 

Consciousness. It was the serious ‘beginning’ of that Process now that the right partner 

carrying the right transmission had been found, now that the Forces that were relevant and 

Indispensable for the Process had agreed to Meet – and intensely so. The animalistic event 
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was an important sign of the ‘progress’ (or: development) in that Process, even though the 

event itself happened mainly in Unconsciousness. It was only quite a few years later that 

Consciousness and Unconsciousness were Both Simultaneously Present in the sexual act. This 

could be called the finalization of the Process of the Unification on the Sexual Level of 

Consciousness and Unconsciousness, of the Spirit and the Animal, the Formless and the Form, 

into the One Heart. It’s only that the Woman-form, Anca, with whom this happened and 

who carried the ‘right’ darkness within her for this finalization to be possible – Chantal had 

already left by then – was not suited for the One Heart to Be Itself, the One as Two Bodies, 

of Man and Woman. For the latter, another Woman-form, more Conscious, was There. 

To many people, such an event as the one I experienced with Chantal, making love in 

Unconsciousness, might seem normal. To me, Coming from the Other Side, from Above, the 

‘achievement‘ was huge. Of all happenings and activities having sex was the one in which I 

had always been most conscious – well, at least until I started to meditate. Whether the sex 

was limited to kissing and stroking, as before I was 30, or was a whole-bodily affair as 

afterwards – except for a few cases, with a few women to whom I couldn’t help not to give 

myself whole-energetically  – I had always been very present in it. And now… 

Chantal, by the way, couldn’t remember the love making the next day when I talked 

with her about the strange normal event. Even I had to do my best to remember it, the event 

itself as well as the vague details of it. The Force of Unconsciousness had been incredibly 

strong. To call it ‘sleepfucking’, analogous to sleepwalking, seems to go slightly too far – I 

was somewhere aware of the event – but it was certainly not far from the truth either. 

Chantal was not bothered by what I told her, nor repulsed, nor attracted. She didn’t have any 

feeling or opinion about it. 

Only her ego was secretly satisfied, that at least in the dark, on an animalistic level, ‘I’ 

seemed to be physically or chemically attracted to her body – something that usually seemed to 

be not that strong, which frightened her. In itself, this kind of neutrality – or indifference – 

in a woman regarding sex(uality) that Chantal displayed, was quite attractive though. No 

positive or negative drama around it: sex was just what it was, a part of life – at least as 

long as I had it with her and not with another woman. 


