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The Separating Force becomes active through Maja 
 
‘Poor’ Maja had the unthankful task of non-acceptance, of making – or, rather, 

allowing – problems. She had been assigned the role of keeping a distance, of giving form to 
the Female Separating Force.1 This role popped up only now and then in the first three 
months of our relationship, but was, despite the fact that the Power of the Separating Force is 
huge, still too weak compared to the overruling and Uniting Force of Love. It revealed and 
expressed itself for instance in a sudden fit of irritation when I arrived with my guitar the 
second weekend, the one after the first one in which we had fallen exasperatingly slowly – 
and only after the revealing nightly phone talk suddenly quickly – into each other’s arms. As 
soon as I, just coming from outside, had uncovered my guitar and positioned myself on the 
floor before the hearth, Maja came yelling out of the kitchen. 

 
You were preparing something in the kitchen and I, whole-heartedly satisfied to be 

with you again, took the guitar out of the cover and positioned myself near the fire in the 
hearth that I had made just before. Life could start. But before I had played or sung a single 
note you became aware of the critical situation and resolutely marched into the room. “You 
must not think that I am the type who likes sitting around the bonfire with a guitar! And then 
adoringly staring at you!” you snapped out of the blue. I was too stunned to feel anything 
about this. And gone you were again. A tornado that came and disappeared again before I 
could even lift my head. Since this didn’t fit into anything either, I forgot the event 
immediately when you came out of the kitchen with drinks, foods and your smile. 

[Testament of an Individual - page 317] 
 
I sat there stupefied like a little child that is confronted with something new that it had 

never met before. I couldn’t find at all a place for it in the way I experienced life up to then, 
certainly not when soon afterwards Maja returned with an apparently cordial smile on her 
face. I didn’t know the Deluding Force. I didn’t know the Female Force wanted, if necessary, 
to set things right for Herself from the beginning, not to give space to any possible 
misunderstanding about who rules the scene of love – I didn’t know that seven years later I 
would do almost exactly the same but then with another woman and from the opposite 
perspective, from the Perspective of the Male Force. What Maja ‘said’ actually and almost 
immediately was: ‘I will never surrender to Love. I don’t want to be touched in my heart – so 
that you know.’ What I ‘said’ seven years later was that I would never Surrender to the 
Female Force that of its nature wanted to rule and Kill the Man in a man, but that I could only 
Surrender to – and had already Surrendered to – Truth, the Truth of Love, of Man and 

                                                
1 The Separating Force is Female of its nature, no matter that, on the face of it, merely looking at male and 

female forms, it seems to manifest at least as much in men as in women. Only if Man Lives His True Nature 
as Man on Earth, the truth in the respect of the Duality between the Male and the Female Force, will be 
revealed, in a direct way, beyond the deluding mind, beyond the superficial layers of reality. It is true that the 
male side of the Female Dual Force is the Unifying Force. Woman is Dual: separating and uniting. Man is 
Beyond this (and every) Duality in His Oneness Beyond separating and uniting. 
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Woman, not excluding from this Love Woman’s natural resistance to Man. Blinded by ‘my’ 
unconscious choice of the Light side of life, I didn’t see Maja’s hidden statement. My Heart, 
through my voice, was not supposed to touch her. She didn’t want to fall in love, as she said 
later. She didn’t want to lose herself – that is her ego – and, therefore, Fall in Love. At that 
moment her outburst met in me: 

… A blanc incomprehension. A nothing. A something from another world. I can’t say 
anything more about it. [Testament of an Individual - page 317] 

 Maja was effective in preventing me from giving myself in the form of singing and 
playing, as she also managed not to let me enter her body, the other way I could have given 
myself to her in a way that, energetically, I’d be most present – and which I will come to in a 
while. She was handy in manipulating things in such a way that I ‘could not’ give myself 
energetically, on an earthly level, which could have potentially Reached her, Touched her, 
Pierced through the protection around her heart. For her, to feel safe, it was best when the 
Heart was just Pure Heart without form, the Formless Presence of which she could 
nonetheless drink from – without having to feel the consequences for her (earthly life) when It 
touched the earth, when it got serious. Still being overwhelmed by my Love for Maja, I didn’t 
seriously consider the fact that if a woman didn’t want me to sing – and I didn’t sing so badly 
after all – she could not be my Woman. Just not. A few years later, I would meet again a 
woman who knew that when she wanted to stay who she assumed she was, she must not let 
me sing my heart out, or at least it should not pass an invisible border, the border behind 
which Woman’s Ego doesn’t have control any more. 

 
In the same sphere Maja exclaimed a month later: “You think so much. Sometimes I 

just want to be angry just like that!” insinuating by this that I would not like this or tolerate it, 
that I would not accept Her, not accept the Darkness she knew was inside her and that had to 
come out now and then to keep life liveable, all the more when the mirror, me, was around. 
On the grounds of Her Female Nature, she automatically put ‘man’ in the other side of her 
Own Duality, in which she is the ‘woman’. This seems logical. But it is not True. Man as He 
Is, Is Beyond the Two of Woman. She herself was in – and, in a way, even existed as – a 
Fight, a Fight between expressing, living, and, on the other hand, suppressing the Dark forces. 
She Wanted to show these forces to the Light since they, on the grounds of a Deeper Force, 
Needed to Be Seen by the Light of ‘my’ Heart, Melt in ‘my’ Love, and at the same time She 
Wanted them to stay safely in the Dark, untouched, where they could continue to secretly rule 
life from behind the scenes. 

These moments in the beginning of our love affair when the Dark Force showed its 
face to me, were still too distant from me to really make me worry about the continuation of 
our relationship. On a deeper level, however, they had already touched me somewhere – it 
can’t be anywhere else than in my Heart. I just didn’t know what to do with this. The Dark 
World that included the Force that separates lovers, was simply not my world, or so I 
assumed. It had nothing to do, it seemed, with being happy and being in love. Only once in 
these paradisiac first three months did Maja manage to really hit me. It was our third 
weekend. We were lying in bed – most of our being together took place in bed – when she, 
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just like that, calmly – and this made it only worse – and in all seriousness asked me if I 
happened to be psychotic sometimes. As if there are people who are psychotic and those who 
are not. I could only answer with an amazed boundless silence. For you it was a normal 
question. For me it was too absurd for the chance of any confusion to settle down in me. 
There was a strange sudden fear, however, far and vague but big as life itself: mother, in 
what kind of world am I landing in, I don’t want to have anything to do with his. The thing is I 
never have a choice, Maja, and that you have completely and definitively blotted out even any 
appearance of that. Otherwise this would undoubtedly have been the only moment for a 
serious reflection on the issue of whether I really wanted to fall further into life with you, of 
whether I wanted, in fact, to give up my own light-hearted life so completely and to dive into 
yours, into the unknown, into the dark, where apparently things like ‘psychotic’ occur. In a 
flash something was shown to me with which I didn’t have any experience: the unfathomable 
depth of the miseries of existence. 

[Testament of an Individual - page 290] 
 
Beyond what she knew, beyond what I knew, it was a Test. A first Test to see if I was 

willing to sacrifice ‘my’, Man’s, light-heartedness into Woman’s heavy-heartedness or even 
closed-heartedness. The man in me – I mean here the ‘normal’ man in the Duality of man and 
woman – immediately screamed: ‘Get away from here, as soon as possible, this is dangerous.’ 
But, even though the Man seemed not to have manifested at all in ‘me’ yet, He, the Male 
Force, Includes and even Lives and Is Both Man and Woman. By, on the Deepest Level, not 
resisting either of Them, Man Is One, Beyond the Duality of Man and Woman. Despite my 
seemingly unconscious state of the time, I was basically not deluded in the sense that I would 
choose the ‘male’ reaction that seems relatively ‘normal’ in the world: staying separate from 
Woman, from the Dark danger. ‘My’ love for Woman, ‘my’ Love as Man, was simply too big 
to let the instinctive fear of the earthly man rule my decision or, in general, my direction. 
Before I had Realized Being Man – and despite ‘my’ resistance to and revulsion towards men, 
of how man-forms behaved in the world and to ‘woman’ – the Man had always been Strong 
in me. I Always Already Included Woman in My Heart. I never Separated Myself form Her. I 
never Wanted something of Her for myself. 

Only, since I, in My Love, unconsciously Copied Her, Became Her without knowing, 
I identified myself with Her, and resisted Man like She Resisted Man. I didn’t Know I Was 
(a) Man, even though I was 100 per cent heterosexual – more hetero than I was, wasn’t 
possible – and, speaking of this, I wondered why many people have had the gall to speak for 
other people to claim everyone has something homosexual about them. Only if you have 
definitively fallen out of Heaven and into the Earth’s Sexuality and that’s all there is left, and 
one’s Deeper Memory has been completely erased, then will such a silly remark seem to 
make sense; then, in one’s despair at having lost the One as Two, the despair of having only 
sexuality left as a hopeless attempt to become ‘one’ again, could everyone find homosexuality 
in themselves, not as part of one’s nature but as a form of despair, of an unrecognized 
Resistance to Fully Giving oneself to the Beloved Other, as a form of love of self locked up in 
itself. 
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The first Test – how deep I was willing, if at all, to Go Down with or in fact (in)to 
Woman(’s world) – wasn’t difficult to pass. I got a dip into the normal earthly man’s world, 
seeing how he reacts and escapes from Woman’s world, how he lets himself unconsciously 
and almost automatically be manoeuvred by the Female Force into one side of Her: escaping 
‘relationship’, real Contact. But that world, the earthly man being lost in Woman’s world, was 
not my world. Even though I was unconscious of Her world, ‘my’, Man’s Love for Woman 
was not buried in Unconsciousness. It was Strong enough to overcome any fear or reluctance 
to Fully Being One, One as Light-Dark, Man-Woman, Consciousness-Unconsciousness. 

 
Once having experienced love now, means never being able to attach a serious value 

to thoughts any more, to pleasure and to ‘myself’ as something that needs to be protected and 
to be kept clean. Let them come, those strange energies. Take me. Take me. 

[Testament of an Individual - page 80] 
 
After three months of being together, of being terribly in love, when from Maja’s side 

the biggest magic of our Love started to be overruled by something else, Maja’s Role of 
Separating became stronger, more obvious, constant, a structural part of our relationship – no 
longer merely popping up in flashes now and then. As I said, I didn’t Understand a iota of all 
this at the time. Love, even if it is as strong and unwavering as was in my case, doesn’t 
Understand if it is not settled down on earth, in the Body, when it is merely in Contact with 
the Heart, the One, and hardly or not at all with the Dark, the Dark of the Two in and as which 
the Dark operates. In the beginning of that second stage, after Maja ‘shared’ or, in fact, spitted 
out all her difficulties, worries, resistance, regarding being with me, Something in me 
Understood that ‘I’ didn’t Understand anything of Woman. 

This was a great and necessary Realization. The Full, lived, Realization – and not 
some dreamy mind-thought or a sigh of frustration or despair – of being totally at Zero, is the 
beginning of Understanding, of Consciousness Descending into the Body, into the Form, into 
the Earth, into Woman, into Unconsciousness, which is all the same in the end. Call it a 
blessing or whatever that I didn’t have the arrogance of quite a few men who, when they don’t 
really know something, just start thinking and talking ‘ins Blaue hinein’, pontificate in the 
dark, hoping the listener will buy whatever mind-crap that seems reasonable. ‘My’ mind – 
and it was still strong at the time – let itself, despite some murmuring, be easily overwhelmed 
by the reality of what the Heart experienced to its amazement. This is always the Test of 
Truth: do you let ‘your’ conditioned mind be overruled by the Reality that shows itself 
Directly, even if there are interests involved that want to defend a concept of reality. 

 
“We’re so different”, was your favourite expression of the fear that we wouldn’t make 

it together, the fear that you, beyond what you knew, wanted me to do something with, to 
liberate you from – even though you were very attached to it at the same time. As Man I 
intuitively felt Maja, Woman, was Part of Me. Woman, however, felt I, Man, was different 
from Her. I had no idea that these different Perspectives of Man and Woman existed at all, let 
alone that they were of such utter importance. Deluded by my own, male, perspective of our 
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being One, I thought or assumed we – or, in fact, Love – could overcome everything. All 
those kinds of thoughts of Maja, her doubts, angers and sudden bitchy remarks were just 
drops in the Endless Ocean of Love to me. I didn’t realize I was on earth now and that 
Woman dictates the rules down here – even if She doesn’t want to, and even if on the face of 
it man-forms seem to rule. That is, She dictates the rules until finally Man can Show Her 
otherwise: that, in fact, it is He Who Rules, the Man Who Knows that Woman and all Her 
forms Belong to Him, the Formless Selfless Heart, that She can’t do anything by and as Her 
self and is nothing without Man. 

 
Something happened… I have been writing for more than one hundred days AM. I 

have to see to it to finish this book quickly. Things threaten. Ominous things. 
The believer will say this is not a coincidence. Just now that I have confessed my first 

fears in life on this paper, you make them justified. 
Has something actually happened, when nothing is done, no hitting, no walking, when 

you have merely spoken words? But you say them in a, for me, rather unpleasant sequence 
and you know it. Your self-interest is stronger, I cannot possibly blame you for that. Or, at 
most, it must be that you already come up with this while you do not really know what your 
self interest in this love affair really is. Even worse would it be if you kept your doubts from 
me. Bah, I cannot blame you for anything ever. After this first and hopefully only hitch 
between us I do already feel, however, a slight disappointment, almost treason to my ideal 
picture of love. Since I simply didn’t engage in love, for three decades love has been a 
beautiful and honest, light-hearted, undefiled, endless and open, passionate trust. A dent has 
been sustained. 

Your words do nothing to me. What concerns me are your feelings lying somewhere 
behind them and that I have to guess at. For you cannot say what you mean. And this is not 
because, unlike me, you do not have intentions. Or, should I say by now: I had no intentions. 
Do problems - that is: wanting something different from what is – cause intentions? 

I read it once more. It is truly there and I fear I mean it: your words do nothing to me. 
What concerns me are your feelings. That I have ever had to say this, just because it is the 
truth, right now, at this moment, in full awareness. Suddenly I feel a prisoner of life. With 
words I stood next to this, there was always a lot to laugh about. 
 

My friends had warned me so clearly. Too often I have said and shown how much I 
care about you. The tide has turned. I have said that I would like to see you more often than 
once every two weeks – once every week actually, at least briefly. That by no means it would 
be too much hassle for me to occasionally drop by for an hour and afterwards simply travel 
home for three hours. I tried to put you at ease in this respect by adding that I could nicely 
combine this with buying that delicious ice cream from the bakery. I told you also that I could 
rent an apartment in Amsterdam for two months.2 I suffocate you. 

                                                
2 In my naivety i didn’t see that the 200 kilometres between Groningen and Amsterdam were just enough for 

you to bear the radiance of ‘my’ Heart. 
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I still see you saying it, in our penultimate encounter. Your face radiant with joy you 
walked to me and hugged me. “I’m crazy about you”, you shouted straight in my face without 
any holding back, as if it was finally allowed and as if with all your might you wanted to push 
your truth in me, to rub and stuff it in me, as if all my pores were allowed to and had to be 
filled with you now. You had made your choice. And during an earlier meeting – we spent the 
day lying down – you said while our faces just touched each other: “It is simply scary how 
lovely it is to be together.” I didn’t find it scary, only lovely. The fact that you said this was to 
me all the more a sign that everything would be fine between us. At most it seemed slightly 
scary that, apparently, I was so simple that I didn’t feel absurd fears like this which you 
seemed to take seriously. And even if, to my surprise, they come and visit me now once or 
twice, I can say in any case that they do not arise in me naturally. They do not originate in 
me. Maybe you are a woman and I am a man. 

And now yesterday, we were still lying in bed – but also this place isn’t holy 
apparently – suddenly you say I have too many expectations of you. You say you do not want 
to see me even more often than once every two weeks in any case. “But it might very well last 
a little longer sometimes, if it happens to be convenient”. It isn’t convenient to me, but I don’t 
think this is a matter in love; there is one person who decides, who’s going to keep the boat at 
a distance, who refuses to commit. Otherwise both would sink in the ocean. Now at least there 
are two little boats that, rudderless and invisibly, are tossing on the seas through the fog. 
With Morse code we let each other know that we still exist and that we are not alone in the 
world; we let each other know where we are about so we won’t get too close and fall foul and 
we won’t have to sink singing. 

That you do not want a relationship with me either, no bond. We have this already for 
over three months, I wanted to reply to you immediately, as a god of truth and also as a 
scared little boy suddenly. But I must admit, I’m the layman in love. You are over four years 
younger than me but have had experience in several relationships, with entering and cutting 
loose from bonds. I don’t have anything to offer in return in that respect. I must say, however, 
that meanwhile I have grown intensely curious about the meaning of a relationship and a 
bond. Considering that everything is already so overwhelming to me now, having a 
relationship and a bond must then be ridiculously fantastic when, as it appears, we haven’t 
even come that far. 

Or are you, when the relationship takes the shape of ‘a relationship’, already going 
back perhaps? It is a strange world to me. Relationships, bonds, finding something scary 
when something is lovely. I do not get all this. Do you, experienced as you are, want to 
protect us from it, from the way back? With or without relationship, it doesn’t matter to me. 

But you didn’t grant my thoughts any time to think things over yesterday, you rattled 
on and on. That I am so different from you. “That is just the way it is. You are you and I am I. 
So far so good”, I have said I think, but I do not remember any more. I had landed in a 
strange hazy state. And you didn’t hear me anyway. You had to say what you had to say. That 
you think you would never want to live together with me. That I like you more than you like 
me. In short, that it will not work out between us anyway. 
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Lastly, a couple of hours later, during an attempt to walk together in the Amsterdam 
forest you add that you would rather like me to leave the same day instead of the next 
morning. How could I have stayed. I left. It was a long train trip back. In the past, when doing 
sports, it happened that I lost – fairly infrequently but nevertheless. This feeling that I had 
now was completely strange to me though. I couldn’t even keep sitting up straight. Like a sack 
of potatoes I hung on a train seat. My body hurt everywhere but it wasn’t a normal physical 
pain like the one I had been used to up to then. No stinging pain or itching or nagging pain. 
Let me call it a total pain, being a total pain. Amidst and despite all misery I managed to get 
angry with the passengers who dared to defile me further with their scared looks. Quite an 
achievement for someone to who anger is unknown or a weird vague memory of the past. 

You say it all very calmly, your voice sounds friendly. How can I get angry and not 
desperate with such a deliberate storm surge. You carried it around for much longer. You 
didn’t think it fair not to tell me. 

Your assumption of being different especially, the only scary thing you had already 
confessed to me before, drives me out of my senses in one way or another. Also then, that first 
time, I have been searching long and in vain for a spark of a deeper truth that could be 
hidden behind your words, behind your simple observation. 

I still thought that the truth lay hidden in words. And still I cannot completely retract 
from that feeling. But this is a matter of habit. By now I know that words are but a poor 
residue, a petty little drizzle. I could and should have felt it sooner that something was going 
on in you. I should have paid better attention. For that you, without restraining yourself, say 
you are crazy about me, is much more dangerous for Us than when I say I am crazy about 
you. Although I know it won’t make a difference if I pay better attention from now on or even 
very good, I will do this. I don’t have control over it, the paying of attention. 

How am I sitting there when I hear in your voice and can also tell by the now 
occurring pauses between your, in itself admirable, attempts to give a full picture of all 
reasons made up in the course of history to end a relationship or in any case to kill all hope 
for it, that your monologue threatens to come to an end? My blood seems to have reached 
boiling point. I, probably incorrectly assuming I’m not my blood, sit quietly. In all calmness I 
protest, as if nothing’s going on, I just don’t agree to anything, that’s all. And I explain you 
why. Two people, two bodies are sitting on a bench and have a normal, quiet conversation. 
Why love is not allowed to flourish. Why love is allowed to flourish. 

Only with your will, the unpredictable mistress of torment, how can I disagree with 
that? She is going her own way. My only hope is your being wrong, because you are. I should 
rather say: your ignorance. Hope that the Truth will save me, you, Us, I would almost say 
Itself, in time. For what good does it do to us if, in forty years, the Truth thinks it’s finally 
time to reveal itself. I do no longer feel a little man inside me that will then hug itself with 
delight: ha ha, I was in the right. 

No will is unchangeable, Maja of mine. No will will ever be the same. You are not you 
and I not me. Believe me, you have experience with love, I with the ‘I’ and the connected 
supposed own will. The past few months in particular have taught me a lot. ‘I’ am something 
else than I was half a year ago. ‘My will’ from those days is no longer. Only the Will is, the 
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bigger Will, but This isn’t mine. Every second this Will uses my body, including my brains. I, 
and everybody, is but a collection of possibilities, reacting upon the current surrounding; 
those of the past and the possible ones of the future also belong to this. In one person, 
however, the possibilities are somewhat differently arranged than in the other person. 

Your own will only exist to always want something else than what is the case. This is 
her right to exist. The grand Will rages on, devours you and you are afraid of that, so ‘you’ 
want something else. If ‘you’ choose against love now, even though your words will claim 
differently, you will want love again after that. When you are with me – I equate myself with 
love for a moment if you don’t mind; people, whether they want to or not, fulfil archetypical 
roles in life – you want to leave or you aren’t really present. Let’s break through this spiral, 
this impasse of the human being, this endless fight, this misery that ruins every relationship or 
attempt at it. Let us be nobody and thereby transcend the burden of the lust of love. Love isn’t 
a problem, sweetie. The lack of it, the fear of it, that’s the only problem we and everybody has 
to overcome. 

You are welcome to know that I’m afraid that you care little about philosophy and 
logic and truth. They don’t belong to your surroundings, to you. Now that I come out with 
them at this point it’s too late, I’m afraid, even if I were less clumsy in doing this. I have not 
been granted enough time yet to be your surroundings, to overrule your old surroundings. But 
I don’t have anything else. My body, you want it now or you don’t want it now. That is why I 
continue. 

And you, are you you when you say all these things that aren’t really uplifting and 
don’t you say them the way you do partly because you are tired, having your period, because 
you are not feeling well and feel unattractive and want to be alone? Wouldn’t you have said 
something different in a different mood or have stayed silent, in which case your own words 
wouldn’t continuously and everywhere haunt you as a burden, as a festering phantom belief 
that will influence your behaviour and our future for good? Must you react to all impulses 
coming from within, arising from your past? 

Do you only want me to see you when you are in perfect shape? Do you think I have 
ordered a superwoman? I suspect that you think I am entitled to it but I don’t have any rights. 
And I don’t want a perfect woman. I want you. My god, what else can I say? What can I do? 

I’m sorry I’m so occupied with you right now but you pretty much confuse me. Is this 
my test? Is this the test to which women subject their potential man, the one they prefer? 
Good heavens, I don’t know anything about this. Is continuing to say the truth enough? Or is 
this too naïve, do you prefer not to be with a child who just honestly says what it wants? 

If everybody is different, Maja, and this is the case, this is a simple fact, why are we, 
we especially, so different? Why do you keep saying that? Do you by any chance compare me 
to your former boyfriends, also to that bloke you lived with and who at the slightest sign of 
discord threw all your stuff out of the window of the third floor on the street? Am I more 
different than what seems to be normal, or what you are used to? Did you, unlike with me, 
dare to call those others ‘my boyfriend’? 

Five weeks ago you started this issue out of the blue. After a lovely weekend together – 
luckily you do agree upon that – you started thinking. Already on the train ride back home, 
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now that you were alone again, you started this nasty habit again. And this was your 
conclusion: we are so different. Once you were home you called me immediately to share the 
result of your fear and turmoil in the form of a thought. Darling, please open your pretty skull 
for me. I must see how these weird tender brains of you work. For heaven’s sake, what’s 
happening inside there when you, for once, experience something incredibly beautiful? What 
happens afterwards, what backlash irrevocably happens, which feelings get automatically 
struck? Whoever put together these connections, can’t we just cut them through? Then we’ll 
be relieved of this fuss. We no longer will have to question ourselves about who suffers most 
from them, you or me. They won’t have to make you tell me that one moment you feel 
completely at ease with me and the other moment that I am so different. 

All right, of course, it’s a mess inside you, I’m the last person who’s allowed and 
would want to accuse someone of being a scatterbrain. But do also have some consideration 
for a human being who by accident started to love someone and who, even though this feeling 
is strong, is tossed back and forth between happiness and despair, about the smallest most 
insignificant word – which covers a powerful mountain of feeling. A human being who four 
months ago fully truthfully and forcefully used to say: The arrogance! The arrogance that 
someone speaks words and thinks to be able to have any impact upon me with that, to be able 
to change my mood even if it is but a little bit, in a favourable or unfavourable way or in 
whatever way. 

The night, after you passed the verdict by telephone: ‘we are different’, was short. I 
dare say that people in the Netherlands on May 10th 1940 have felt less horrible. The war had 
broken out. But in love this is so much worse than between countries and people. If beautiful 
is no longer beautiful and bad is no longer bad, the chaos has truly effectively broken out. 
And without a prospect of any ending. You didn’t say it just like that. I couldn’t continue 
living the way I did, as if nothing had happened, as I soon noticed. The next morning I called 
you and I let myself be reassured by my own reasoning. 

[Testament of an Individual - page 89-97] 
 
Seriously, by feeling, acknowledging, allowing, enjoying so much love, the mind had 

lost its grip on me. However: 
 Just now that for the first time I, without intention and even without shame, have been 

able to relegate the continuous attack of rationality in me to the background – which may 
never happen again to such a great extent, there is only one Maja – just now that I turn 
around, you turn around. As if we are stuck in one of those small marry-go-rounds, 
diametrically opposite one another. We can turn as much as we like and although it is fun, 
above all we become tired and dizzy of it; never will we come closer to each other. Suddenly 
you come with arguments. And then to even defend the lie: why it cannot last. 

As a matter of fact, it applies to all arguments that they try to defend the lie. Truth, on 
the other hand, can neither be defended nor protected, Truth is as It is. How can I defend 
Love, our Love, Maja? It is defenceless, completely vulnerable, but true. 

[page 98] 
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I didn’t See yet that the Lie is (an Integral) Part of the Truth, even though intuitively I 
Knew. 

 
And I, do I yet have the strength and the intelligence not to react with similarly 

senseless counterarguments upon arguments, no matter if the latter are true or not? But how 
should I react with truth on something written in the language of another planet? 

…different… 
“It’s not too bad,” I answer without further nuance. 
[page 99] 

 
All right, we are different, a little, you have made me very lenient. But at least our 

bodies are not, they belong to each other, you know that just as well as I do. And that’s what 
it’s about. Perfectly they fit, and it is such an awe-inspiring miracle that chance brought them 
together that it is not becoming not to consider this miracle a conviction. 

Don’t act as if you don’t understand me. This is what it is about: everything we have 
in common. And about how we differ. Because what should we talk about otherwise, what are 
we supposed to do if we weren’t a bit different. If we were completely the same, how could we 
come together? What would move us still? 

[page 131] 
 
You are just confused, like everybody, you just follow your changing will, the battle of 

the world. You want love and, at the same time, you do not want it. There is no problem. (…) 
You are crazy about me but don’t want to love me, let alone ‘keep loving’ me. 

[page 100-101] 
 
You said: “It was not my intention to fall in love. I didn’t want it. It happened by 

accident.” 
 
I have never seen you as a ‘someone’. Before I had ever seen you, Maja, you were my 

big dream already. A dream seems a dream, but truth is hidden within it, as big as life. 
I may say it doesn’t mean anything when you say you don’t want to love me, because 

there is simply nothing to want for you. Because what you truly want by definition bypasses 
your imagination. Just so, I know that I want you. But also that, just behind this, within it, 
around it and also far beyond it there is Something That I can’t understand any more, can’t 
imagine any more, but is What I really want. You are my gate. 

But it’s of no use to me, knowing this, and neither to you. It cannot seduce you to pass 
through the gate that I am for you and to jump into the big Not Knowing. The longer we are 
acquainted with each other, the more I am oppressive for you. Do look through me, dearest, 
do not merely taste my tongue. Do smell once beyond the fragrance of my armpits that you 
find so lovely indeed. And do feel more than just my skin. Feel underneath the heart of truth 
beating at your doors. Your doors that sooner or later you’ll have to open by yourself. Or 
does that happen to be my task? My god, who teaches me the task of man? Who teaches me 
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this in time and not too late? Do I have to learn to listen to your head with its hassle, spinning 
girl of mine, to receive your heart? Do I have to sway to the waves of your tempers, getting to 
know the weaknesses of your scourge this way, in order to be able to render them harmless, to 
take out the sting and let it die an easy death? Or should I, without mercy, use the blazingly 
hot sword to kill the tormenting doubt in my fierily loved beloved, again and again, whenever 
it raises its dragon’s head? But oh, how does this work? Where is my sword anyhow? I have 
never wanted to oppress. Mother! 

[page 101-102] 
Regarding the fear of being oppressive to Maja in whatever way, having grown up in 

this world that tries to make us believe that we are separate entities, bodies with a mind, I 
didn’t have clarity at all yet in that period about my mirror function as Man. It was Maja’s 
‘own’ – or Woman’s Own – repression that she felt. Dark Forces came up in the presence of 
‘my’ Heart but weren’t (fully) allowed in by her. Also the Other Side of Her, the Male Side, 
had been triggered, however, the Light of the Heart Itself, Love – that wasn’t fully allowed 
either, but just the beginning of it. 

Sooner or later, Woman cannot bear any more not choosing one side of Her Duality. 
The tension simply becomes too big, the discomfort that it causes. She wants to get rid of it. 
The ‘terrible’ truth is that any choice is wrong, or rather let’s say Life-killing. Any choice 
kills You, the Choice-less: Love ‘stops’ – or cannot Manifest on an Earthly Level – when one 
is successfully seduced to turn to one side of the Coin of Life. 

“You’re not relaxed”, was one of Maja’s complaints about me that she expressed. If 
she had been relaxed in my Heart-presence, she would have thought I was relaxed. The mirror 
is a far mystery for people, something seemingly from another world. In a way I could say 
that Maja meant: ‘You’re nor relaxed, you’re not dead yet. I cannot stand it that you reflect 
my inner stress and dual war.’ As I only understood a few years later, Maja, as so many 
women, as Woman Herself, had difficulty with Man. She was afraid of ‘it’. A deadened man, 
relaxed dead in Her Female world, having sacrificed His Heart into Her form-world, was not 
threatening to Her known world that is, seemingly safely, manipulable. 

 
I propose, then, to delay the ‘loving each other’ for the time being, if you can’t stand 

it. I will do it secretly. And I have enough experience in this respect. Always already I have 
kept the truth within me, whether or not by being silent. In this crazy fake world you need to 
be careful with the truth, if you have truth at heart. In the sun people burn and the fire will 
wildly spread, dragging you down into the undoing. 

[p.103] 
With the boyfriend who succeeded the misery with the bloke – misery, I admit, is my 

interpretation, with which you passionately disagree – you have managed to stick it out for 
more than a year. How long do I still have, Maja, Goddess of Life, of Deceit and of 
Destruction? Senselessly I sit down and calculate, weigh carefully, cross out, induce new 
variables, myself included, I am a variable too. But I am but a human being, I feel naked with 
all my bold arguments, I can hardly change your past. Powerlessly I tenderly caress your 
cheeks, powerlessly we wonderfully make love without clothes, powerlessly we embrace each 
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other when you leave with the train, I can but grant you time. Time to determine the moment 
when you can no longer bear my love. When the suffocation, your new catchword, becomes 
larger than the delight that you still get from me now. When the renewal of your life has 
proven untrue. I am a boy, a man, an enemy. And meanwhile, you get used to the pleasure 
that I am. That means: it diminishes and it will keep on diminishing, down to almost zero, to 
moments. If by then you are still not irrevocably hooked on me and do not powerlessly love 
me, like I do love you, if you won’t give in, like I do and the chance of that isn’t small, I won’t 
see you again. I don’t like this. 

Life is likable. 
What is this? 
[p.105] 
I’d like so much to still believe and feel for a while that all this is no illusion. Can you 

understand this when you are not that romantic any more but have been cruelly casted in the 
dungeons of life? (…) 

Is there no roundabout way indeed, is it an illusion that we wouldn’t first have to go 
straight through the illusion of misery to end up again at the truth of love? Let’s then do this 
together, Maja. I will carry everything. God knows I will carry everything. That I will do 
anything for you. Alone you cannot go through the misery. On your own there is no misery. 

[p.106] 


