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			FOREWORD 

			 

			The renaissance of masculinity

			 

			The Return of the King is based on stories of initiation. ‘Initiation’ literally means ‘to go within.’ In our time the need for contact with the inner world becomes increasingly evident. Without a connection between daily life and the soul, our life becomes empty. Many men seem lost in our society, in search of what it means to be a man: no macho or softie, but a man who is both in touch with his feelings, as well as being grounded in a healthy masculinity. Many men have become solitary fighters who do everything on their own. They lack contact with their fathers, their first example of masculinity. They prefer to discuss their emotional matters with women, but they lack the security and strength that stems from the contact with other men. The king, symbol for the heart, is absent. The transition from boyhood to manhood has become a forgotten stage and there are very few initiators - old wise men - who can help other men to get in touch with their own essence. 

			This book describes the process of initiation of becoming a man; going down into the dark realms of the soul, of despair and loneliness, to be reborn into who you truly are. A man who is not controlled by his mind or his emotions, but who knows his own heart. This is the archetypal and ancient theme of The Return of the King.

			 

			If we look at the world today, with its challenges and major problems, I think we can assume that they are all related in some way to men, and the way we define masculinity. The examples of Trump, Poetin, Erdogan, Netanyahu, the schoolshootings in America, corrupt bankers, Isis and Hamas, trade wars and revolutions in The Middle East: they are all a result of a dysfunctional image of masculinity. One that is not in touch with the heart, but is destructive and selfcentered. One could easily argue that humanity is suffering from an outdated, dysfunctional masculinity. Not that being male is a bad thing: manhood can be glorious, humorous, bold, brave and powerful. But what we’re dealing with is an old stereotype of being masculine. A man like Trump fits all the characteristics, but he is not the only one: we find the old male in politicians, dictators, board room CEO’s, student fraternities, etc. They put power over heart, self interest over community, lies over truth, falseness over integrity, whites over blacks, men over women, war over peace. It is the white male on top of the food chain. With their behavior they ruin nature and mother earth. In short: they ruin our civilisation and our future. They also ruin our reputation as men. They react like boys, not grown up men.

			 

			In our lifetime the world has reached a critical phase: we are faced with challenges that are unprecedented in human history. Our survival as a species is at stake, as well as our connection with the planet and the way we use or abuse it. Without nature we are lost, and it’s our hubris that makes us think we can outsmart her. We are in need of a drastic change, a transformation so profound that nothing we have seen before can guide us. It is the Unknown that defines our existence, and we need all our wisdom, all our instinct and intuition to create a momentum of change.

			 

			When you start to follow the path of the soul, either as an individual or as a nation, the world will change. You are no longer a victim of the situation, but a hero walking his own path. And the struggle of the hero will ultimately lead to the return of the king, as is described in so many mythological stories. So often, we live our lives from the mind, from fear, or from desire or fantasy, or we are ruled by our changing emotions. It is the quiet yet steadfast voice of the heart that leads us back to our destiny, to the promised land of our soul.

			 

			The last couple of thousand years we have relied too much on a masculine way of thinking and on old patriarchal values and religions. The feminine, and women themselves, were deemed to be inferior. It is time for us to restore the balance, both in politics and in science, in business as well as in religious matters. This is no longer a ‘men’s world’. As men, we need to re-evaluate what healthy masculinity should be: a masculinity that is both active and compassionate, that is grounded in love and wisdom, but dares to be bold and decisive as well. This book explores the need for this new manhood, both for men and women as well as the world at large.

			 

			We don’t need to be perfect, but we shouldn’t let women do all the work. A movement like #Metoo means we need to have a good talk as men: not to apologize for who we are, but to look inside us to see what has happened. If 1/3 of women worldwide have experienced sexual assault, we definitely seem to have misunderstood something. Not so much about women, but about ourselves and who we are as men. We need to teach ourselves and our sons a new metaphor of masculinity: one that has respect for all life, for everything vulnerable, for the diversity of religions and races, one that is guided by the heart, the essence of our being. It is not our minds that will be able to figure it out, nor our technical or scientific resources. They will help, but it is from the core of our being that we will be guided to a new phase of evolution.

			 

			This is the return of the king, the archetypal renaissance of a new man, slumbering in all of us.

			 

			I like to invite you on this quest of the hero, so the king can return. In our society and in us all.

			 

			You are very welcome to join!

			 

			Ton van der Kroon 

			Amsterdam, 2018

			 

		

	
		
			 

			 

			NB. The Return of the King has been translated into German, English, French, Spanish, Arabic and Hebrew. They are all available now through Amazon.

			 

			 

			 

			HEART OF MEN APP

			 

			Do you want to start your own men’s group, or do you want to join one? We have made an app to find other men in your own environment. Find more information on www.heartofmen.net 

			 

		

	
		
			1 MYTHOLOGY OR THE DESCENT INTO THE SOUL

			 

			 

			‘The seat of the soul is there where the inner and the outer world meet.’  

			Novalis

			 

			There are moments in time when many secrets are revealed and hidden memories surface. As there are places on earth where the energy is stronger, so there are moments of strength in time, full of change, revelation, chaos and creativity, moments of magic and transformation. This seems to be the case with our present time. All major religions predict that this is an important time in the history of the world. Seers, prophets and paranormally gifted people have made predictions about the period around the year 2000; they foresee a new era and a new phase in the consciousness of mankind. At the same time, fear of change seems to grow. Chaos entails insecurity and a lot of people and groups long for the certainties of the old, the fixed rules and values that we could refer to in the past. We know what we had, not what we will get. These are the contractions surrounding the birth of the new millennium.

			 

			In times like this, we need people who can guide us through these changes. They are the facilitators of our time, the palliative nurses of the old and the midwives of the new. They take the form of therapists, advisors, healers, shamans, politicians, old sages or young fools, people who have kept their faith in humanity. In a time where history balances on a knife edge, where numerous situations are about to explode, we need people who have a positive image of mankind and act from it.

			 

			Some help comes in the form of stories: old myths and fairy tales that were half-forgotten over time and suddenly become important again. Over the centuries, they lost value and were seen as fabrications, stories for children, false images of reality. Yet they are true treasures of western culture, a spiritual heritage that was passed on from parent to child, from storyteller to storyteller through the centuries. These tales can lead us and tell us who we really are. Myths are like a map of the psyche, a guide that shows not just the main road, but also the small paths, the junctions and the cities, and thus the forgotten perspectives that we seek. And even more importantly, our own home can be found on this map. For anyone who is looking for his home it is an indispensable tool.

			 

			Myths can be seen as the software of the soul. When we read and analyse the stories, we realise that some kind of programme has been installed in the psyche, a programme with a clear pattern. Everyday, seemingly insignificant events or choices that we make, gain in significance because of this programme and help us understand the meaning of everything.

			 

			Stories and myths are like doors to mythological reality, just like rituals, meditation, travels, tarot cards or horoscopes can be. In a time where common sense rules and science seems to have the monopoly on truth, it is interesting to be led along paths that our mind cannot comprehend. Our quest for material wealth and happiness has made us cynical. Magic is no longer part of our world; we are de-mystified. ‘We have strayed far from the invisible’, Princess Irene van Lippe Biesterfeld writes in her book Dialogue with nature. ‘It means that we have lost respect for the essence of things. The mechanical world has replaced the wonder. We are orphans, separated from the magical poser who resides in all of us. We are no longer connected. Not with the endless stories and experiences of objects, not with the forces of nature, not with each other as humans, not with each other’s cultures, not with the elements, mother earth, the world of plants, the natural, the spiritual world, not with animals.’ Spiritually we have become poor. It is not surprising that in a time where traditional churches stand empty, we seek our esoteric knowledge in far-away: we learn yoga from the Far East, we look for gurus in Australia and America, we spend time in Indian sweat lodges, but we know very little about our own western esoteric tradition. We have been uprooted, detached from earth and we are grasping around for a place to take hold of. We go on short courses and to workshops to still our spiritual hunger. Not without reason: our collective psychological landscape has become an barren, dry desert, without water, plants or animals. In many stories this dead landscape is the beginning: the land is barren and the king is sick, absent, travelling or banished. We wait for the hero who will free the path for the return of the rightful king.

			 

			It is the universal story of the battle against evil and the perseverance of the hero to accomplish his task, to find the Holy Grail, to discover the well of the water of life, to slay the dragon and to return the hidden treasures to share them with the people around him.

			 

			This story appears in many forms in western history and mythology, but also outside of it. Known examples are the story of Robin Hood, who fights against the evil king John while his brother, the rightful king Richard is on a crusade in Jerusalem. Another story is that of king Arthur, ‘The Once and Future King’, who brought order and harmony in a time when chaos and discord ruled. On the magic island Avalon he awaits, as does Merlin the magician, the time when he will be needed again and can return. This theme also occurs in Tolkien’s The Lord of the Rings trilogy: Aragorn, who stems from a long line of kings, travels to the land of his forefathers to take up his rightful place as king. In the tale of Iron John the wild man is freed from the spell, and changes into a king in the end. The epic Odyssey by Homer talks about the return of a king: Odysseus, king of Ithaca, returns after much wandering to his homeland to take up his place as the king. In As you like it, a comedy by Shakespeare, the old king is banished to the woods. After a lot of complications he returns to the court. Apart from these variations on the theme in literature, there are also many religious texts that mention the return of spiritual kings or religious leaders. In Christian and Jewish groups there is talk of the second coming of the messiah, king of the Jews, and in New Age circles it is called the arrival of the Christ-consciousness.

			 

			Muslims await the new Imam for the end of the century, the Hindus the return of Krishna and the Buddhists await the return Buddha. Others speak of the Maitreya who will appear on earth in this era. All these stories have a common theme: the return of a leader who acts from the heart, not from the head. His leadership will respect the earth and is connected to spiritual wisdom, combining male and female qualities, strength and vulnerability.

			 

			This universal theme of the return of the king seems very relevant to our times, because the need for real leadership becomes greater. Many men of our time serve the god of money, of cars, production and more and better. And slowly, our world becomes like it is described in so many tales: the rivers are dry, forests disappear, the air is contaminated and the king, symbol for the heart, is sick. The negative effects of our way of thinking and living become ever clearer. It is time to reflect on our true values and adapt our external expectations. It is time that men realise who they are and what role they play. A role that goes deeper than discussions about who is doing the dishes, how to share childcare and what the ideal man looks like. Our survival and the future of the earth are at stake. Men have an important task to fulfil. By taking this responsibility we will regain our pride, our self-esteem as men and our place in the world.

			 

			 

			The path of a man

			 

			This book is based on several initiation stories. Initiation literally means ‘going inwards’; entering the world of the soul, the inner world. These days, the need for contact with this inner world becomes stronger and stronger. Without the connection between the soul and day-to-day living we lose the meaning of life; our existence become empty and we try to fill it with all sorts of substitutes. In our time initiation rituals such as we knew them in ancient times hardly still exist. The passage from boy to manhood is a forgotten stage in life and there are no facilitators, no wise old men or mentors who can show men how to get in touch with their own being. Rituals have disappeared or become meaningless. What is left is a fragile and often undeveloped masculinity: men who are not in contact with themselves, who have lost the way and are driven by their own unconscious emotions and longings. They are confused about their masculine identity or hold tightly onto an old and rigid image of manhood. Hiding behind the masks there is often uncertainty, fear and grief, emotions that do not conform with the image of being a man. Many men are lonesome cowboys; they survive on their own... They often miss contact with their fathers, their first example of masculinity. Contact with other men is often about competition, or distance and distrust. Men prefer to discuss emotional issues with women, but they lack the warmth and strength of other men. The initiation stories in this book provide a way to take the path inward. They are signposts on the road to personal development. They can serve as a compass and s a source of inspiration. They lead us beyond the intellect to the realms of the unconscious. Initiation is no rational process, though the rational mind is part of it. It leads us to the core of who we are and to our role in the world. In this process, contact with other men is of immense value. Although there are no longer any ‘wise old men’, we still hold a piece of the puzzle of what it means to be a man.

			 

			One of the major misconceptions about men is the ‘need to change’. It is often said - mostly by women - that men should change. But ‘should’ is never a good word. Real change can only stem from a deep desire to be yourself, to accept yourself as you are, with all your shortcomings and qualities and dare to acknowledge them. The word ‘development’ is more appropriate: to free your self from unnecessary burden and acquired behaviour, so only the essence remains. Not an ogre, or a wimp, not a hero or a god, but a man.

			 

			In our current changing society it seems women have taken the lead. From a suppressed position, women have started to fight for a different way of living together, different forms of relationships and different rights and duties. It looks as if men are lagging behind, but appearances can be deceiving. Men have a different path to follow: one of silence, of pain without glory. While women have a lot to gain, men at first, have a lot to lose. Their path is to surrender power and accept powerlessness and pain. It takes much courage to choose this path and descend into the dark corners of the soul.

			 

			Slowly the first men are returning from this dark night and start to tell others of what has happened to them. They are beacons for the many men who are on the verge of losing everything, because they face unemployment, they lose their wife, have a heart-attack or a stomach ulcer. In a time when masculine values and patriarchal institutions are breaking down, a new image of manhood is slowly emerging, that of a man who has combined his male and female qualities and who takes responsibility for himself and the world around him. No macho, no softie, but a man who can feel and be firm, who acts from his heart. It is the archetypal story of the boy becoming a man, leaving behind the role of son and prince and taking on the role of father and king. This is the psychological development that is told in many ways in fairytales and long-forgotten initiation myths. It is the process of being born, of dying inside and the long road home to be reborn again, this time in full consciousness. It is the recurring story of an ancient but always current theme: The return of the king.

			 

			 

			The way up versus the way down

			 

			Many initiation tales start off with the king being ill, absent, on a voyage, or dying. In other words: the heart, the centre of the body is ill, it no longer functions properly.

			 

			To heal this wound we need to descend and to follow the path down into the underworld. In patriarchal cultures and religions the path leading downward is unfamiliar and unpopular. People prefer to look and strive upward. In religion the way leads up, toward higher things, in order to be lifted above earthly matters, to strive towards higher ideals and escape from earthly sins and pleasures. In the New Age movement this is interpreted as reaching towards the positive, the meditative, the transcendental, the higher self, the light. In society the ladder also mainly leads upward: reaching the top is a ambition one is expected to fulfil. The word ‘descent’ has no place in career planning. The way down leads to darkness, the dark night of the soul, the shadowy side of existence. This road leads us to agony, our perverted enjoyment of power, our vulnerability and our destruction, all the aspects within ourselves we would rather not know about. It is the devil, sin, absense of love, the animalistic, primitive element in us. At least, that is what we will think to begin with. But if we descend even deeper into this darkness, we will discover the riches that lie hidden beyond these terrifying images. Behind the pain there is compassion, behind destruction lie genuine vigour and passion and behind the animal we find the entrance to our own instinctive and creative abilities. It is the path of initiation, of an inauguration that puts us in touch with the soul, not only our own soul but also the collective soul, and if we listen closely and intently, we can hear the voice of the earth itself.

			 

			In former days, during the initiation from boy to manhood this voyage downward used to be entered upon in the company of all the members of the tribe. The boy descended into his own soul in order to understand his role in the world and to be filled with compassion for the world around him. His mentor or shaman escorted him all through his this difficult process, with the physical pain of the initiation trials symbolising his journey. The boys were also sent into nature for various days, or closed off in an underground cavern, to get in touch with the soul of nature and the earth. If the journey leading downward is not made during adolescence, it will often later manifest itself in a mid-life crisis. In the middle of life, there will be a sudden decline. In our culture only very few people have mentioned this road, or given detailed accounts of their journey. There are hardly any initiates who can interpret the path of initiation and pass on their wisdom to the next generation. We have lost touch with the earth. The relationship with earthly things has gone astray in our present culture where man has risen to great heights, but no longer senses his own roots: the roots of his ancestors, of the trees and animals, the plants, air and water. Without these roots we will dry out and starve. Before we can rise to a higher evolutionary stage, we will have to descend into our pain, our own individual pain as well as the collective pain that exists in our society. We will have to face up to all that has accumulated there: wars, conflicts, arrogance and abuse of power, one by one. This will open up the way to our own survival.

			 

			 

			The seven archetypes

			 

			Time and again myths and folk tales show us the same set of characters, differing only in form or shape as they appear. They represent the so-called archetypes, specific structures of the psyche that are closely related to each other. The archetypes constitute a set of human features which, hidden beneath the surface of daily life and stripped of subtle distinctions and personal divergences, always take on the same shape. These characters make their appearance in various cultures and religions, though they may have different names or classifications. This book is based on seven male archetypes that regularly occur in Western mythology. They are represented by the holy man, the magician, the jester, the king, the warrior, the lover and the wild man respectively, seven types that reflect seven different aspects of the male psyche, each one with his own specific character, function and symbol. The seven chakras in Eastern tradition are a different system of classification, although it tends to correspond with the seven archetypes and is gradually being adopted in the Western world. This system is based on the seven chakras, seven energy centres that are each linked to a specific area of the body. These seven energy centres are located on an axis running from the crown of the head to the tailbone, starting with the crown chakra, followed by the third eye, the throat chakra, the heart chakra, the solar plexus, the navel chakra and finally the root chakra. Over the past years I have become more and more aware of the relationship between these two forms of classification: on the one hand the Eastern approach based on the body, on the other hand the Western, more psychological approach. I have discovered that the seven archetypes are in strict accordance with the functions of the seven chakras. The body reflects the psyche and vice versa.

			 

			The following outline shows the analogy that exists between these two classifications. This book is based on a combination of the two systems.

			 

			Nr 7

			Archetype: The Holy Man

			Chakra: Crown

			Function: Inspiration, Divine quidance

			 

			Nr 6

			Archetype: The Magician

			Chakra: Third eye

			Function: Vision, Insight

			 

			Nr 5

			Archetype: The Jester

			Chakra: Throat 

			Function: Communication, Humour

			 

			Nr 4

			Archetype: The King

			Chakra: Heart

			Function: Love, Leadership

			 

			Nr 3

			Archetype: The Warrior

			Chakra: Solar plexus

			Function: Power, Action

			 

			Nr 2

			Archetype: The Lover

			Chakra: Navel

			Function: Lust, Emotions

			 

			Nr 1

			Archetype: The Wild Man

			Chakra: Root

			Function: Rooted, Authority

			 

			These seven archetypes play main roles in the stories that unfold in the following chapters. In order to give a first impression of their respective functions and symbolism I will begin by introducing them one by one.

			 

			 

			The Holy Man

			 

			The function of the holy man or the mystic lies in establishing a connection with the divine, the universe, the world above us. This archetype corresponds to the crown chakra, which is located at the top of the head, near the crown. This is the place where divine inspiration enters. When a person dies, he leaves the body through this spot and returns to the unity that exists in this higher dimension. In some monastic orders a small circular patch of hair is shaved from the head to facilitate the link between man and the divine. Baldness also stands for humility and servility. This chakra makes us subject ourselves to higher laws and allows us to be guided by the divine. The holy man endeavours to attune his own will to the divine: ‘Not my will be done, but Thine, for Thy will is also mine. ‘The symbol of the holy man is the beggar’s staff, a sign of simplicity and subordination. The holy man has freed himself from all worldly forms of attachment. Sex, money and power no longer play a role in his life; to him the only thing that counts is to serve God and his fellowmen. His beggar’s staff is a wooden walking stick with which he humbly walks down life’s path. Every archetype bears its own distortion or shadowy aspect. In this case it is the hypocrite, the zealot who despises all worldly things and swears by the spiritual life. He is the believer who lets himself be led like a lamb and refuses to take on responsibility in life, the New Age man who meditates and attempts to dispose of all earthly goods, the television preacher who pays lip service to love yet has extramarital affairs and beats up his children, the do-gooder who gives everything away in order to gain respect and admiration in return.

			 

			 

			The Magician

			 

			The magician stands for insight, vision and power of thought. He is linked to the sixth chakra, the chakra of the third eye. He juggles with reality and is aware of the creative powers behind our thoughts. He walks the tightrope that separates white from black magic. When he exploits his insight for his own personal sake, to either flatter his ego, profit financially, or discredit others, he veers towards the shady aspect of this archetype. The shadow is represented by the crooked counselor, the manipulating therapist who presents his views in a loveless manner, the advisor who gets a thrill from the power he has, or the person who gives unwanted advice. The magician is capable of perceiving things in a greater time-perspective. He has an insight in the past and the future, which allows him to make predictions. While the holy man bases his views on divine inspiration and wisdom, the magician’s knowledge is founded on learning and study. He is often portrayed in a research laboratory, surrounded by masses of scrolls and old books. In a modern version the magician appears as a scientist trying to fathom the mystery of life, as a chemist who analyses and mixes all kinds of substances, as a physicist searching for the mechanism of the universe, as a man of letters burying himself in his study of the languages, or as an anthropologist investigating other cultures. The magician proves what the holy man already knows. He is a man who deals with the natural elements and with matter, searching for proof to substantiate his theories. In business life he is often the manager or the consultant in matters of organisation. The magician or wizard has a magic wand with which he can direct his energy. The conjurer’s wand is a modern remnant of this; it makes flowers and rabbits appear from nowhere.

			 

			In The Lord of the Rings, the role of the magician is played by Gandalf. He resembles one of the best-known magicians of western mythology: Merlin the Magician. Both live in a when the world is being threatened by chaos and evil.

			 

			Gandalf travels the world to be where he is needed, sometimes right at the heart of the battle. His counterpart is Saruman, the black magician who has been trapped by the power of evil. In the story Gandalf transforms from the grey to the white magician and takes over from Saruman as the leader of the council of magicians. Saruman’s staff is broken and his power is dismantled.

			 

			 

			The Jester

			 

			The jester stands for the archetype relating to the throat chakra. The main function of this energy centre is communication, expressing what lives deep inside of us. This can manifest itself as singing or talking, composing poems or writing books. The jester holds a small wand with a jester’s head on top, often a replica of his own face. A later version of this jester’s wand is the harlequin or Punch in the puppet show. The jester can hold a dialogue with his wand, using it as a talking doll, or he can make the king laugh when state affairs prove too oppressive. The jester is the one who is allowed, to hold up a mirror to the king and he can even ridicule him and call him names without risking serious punishment. But he must also bear the brunt if the king is angry. He plays the fool as well as the wise man and in many dramas he plays an important role as counselor or mediator between two parties. Shakespeare’s jester Touchstone in As you like it is a case in point, and the late Tommy Cooper can be seen as a modern version of the jester. They both call attention to the ups and downs at the king’s court or in the country. But the jester also has a shadow side. It is the scheming person, whose words twist reality and who plays to people, or trifles with the truth. Where the wise jester creates words to comfort others, the evil jester jokes around to mislead people or to obscure important facts. In daily life it is the journalists, the advertisers, the show masters and artists who stand on this archetype’s slippery slope. If the jester lends his services to the Good King, his words will come from the heart, but if he hatches his own evil plans or is in league with the Shadow King, his words will spread distrust, fear and discord.

			 

			In LOTR the three Halflings Sam, Pippin and Merry take on the role of the jesters. They bring joy and laughter to the story. Jesters always seem to be small people and their role might seem small, but they serve the king and prove to be of immeasurable value.

			 

			The shadow side of the jester is represented by Grima Wormtongue. He whispers false and evil words in the ears of Theoden, king of Rohan. But the one he really serves is the traitor Saruman.

			 

			 

			The King 

			 

			The archetype corresponding to the king symbolizes the heart and love. Not the romantic kind of love, but the love that creates harmony and order, that is righteous, shows compassion and knows when and how to act; effective love. The heart chakra is the centre of the body, just like a king is the centre of his realm. In Egyptian as well as in Celtic mythology the king is considered as the embodiment of the country(7); if the king fares well, then so does the country. Louis XIV, the Sun King, phrased this as follows: “L’etat, c’est moi”. I am the State! He is the sun, the radiant centre. If the king reigns from his heart, then order and harmony prevail, everybody is in his or her right place and the land is fertile. It is the same with us: if we live from our heart, then our life is filled with harmony and order: everything falls into place and our actions bear fruit. On a psychological level the king represents the ego, the central character amidst the many subordinate personalities of the psyche. If the ego is not in the service of the higher self and only lives for itself, the king is ill or has become a tyrant. The visible symbols of kingship consist of a crown, a sceptre and a robe. The crown, open at the top, stresses the importance of the king’s subjection to divine will. Whilst he governs over worldly affairs, he must also allow himself to be guided. His own personal wishes or ideas should come second to the interest of the country that is his highest priority. In order to make the right decisions, the king must heed to divine guidance, just like a priest or a monk. This makes him a servant of God and a true leader of his country. Servitude and leadership go hand in hand. This link between divine power and worldly authority is symbolised by the sceptre: a staff with a globe at the lower end as the symbol of worldly things, and a cross on top as the symbol of the divine. The function of the king lies in uniting those two worlds: heaven and earth, the cross and the globe. In our daily life this archetype of the king is represented by managing directors, political leaders and other people who play a central part in a group of people. At home it is the father who takes on this role.

			 

			In LOTR both Aragorn and Frodo embody the archetype of the king. Frodo is the symbol of the heart that, in spite of adverse circumstances, continues to believe in the power of love above the power of evil. He journeys on, even if everything seems lost. This is the journey of the heart. By bringing the ring to the centre of evil, to Mordor, he brings light into darkness. Not by attacking the darkness, but by giving it back to itself.

			 

			Aragorn is the king who returns after having wandered for many years before he is given the throne of Gondor. He represents bravery, courage and righteousness. He does not strive for fame or honour, but follows his quest in service of the greater whole. Both Aragorn and Frodo put their life at risk for the survival of the world around them and thus are true to the king’s oath.

			 

			The dark side of the archetype of the king is represented by Sauron and the nine ringwraiths, who were once kings but fell into the power of the evil Sauron. They spread fear and death, but they do not have a face of their own. In the whole story Sauron is never seen, which is the case with evil: It is not real, it only breeds on the fear and anger of others. It does not have the power to exist on its own.

			 

			The nine Nazgul, as the ringwraiths are called, are the counterpart of the nine companions of the fellowship of the ring. The power of Mordor and the one ring is countered by the power of brotherhood, companionship and loyalty. Only this can destroy the ring and make sure that it is being thrown back into the fire in which it was made.

			 

			 

			The Warrior 

			 

			The archetype that matches the warrior stands for action, power and guarding the boundaries. This archetype corresponds to the third chakra, also called the solar plexus. In modern society the warrior is symbolised by the soldier. But he is also the manager who exerts himself on behalf of his business and goes to work in his ‘suit of armor’, or the sportsman who fights for victory. The Samurai, members of a Japanese warrior-caste, had to learn a combat sport during their training, as well as a form of art, such as writing poetry, arranging flowers, or playing a musical instrument. This was done to develop the goal-oriented, male side of the warrior as well as his creative, female side, and to bring these two aspects into balance. The symbols of the warrior are the sword and the shield. The sword symbolises the energy of attack, while the shield is the symbol of protective energy. His beggar’s staff is the lance, symbol of purposiveness. The positive qualities of the warrior are his sense of purpose and his perseverance. He possesses the power of concentration that protects him from distractions of the mind. If the warrior is in the service of the king, the heart, he will use his power only in a positive manner. The negative side of the warrior expresses itself as blind ambition and abuse of power. This may manifest itself in wartime, politics or business, in health service and education. If a man makes undue use of his warrior energy, he will thwart his inner femininity, his sensitivity and vulnerability. He may triumph time and again in his daily work, but his emotional life will suffer considerably. He will get estranged from his wife and he will not be able to understand why his children act aggressively or appear to be downcast. The soldier who avoids all responsibility and functions like a cog in a wheel can be seen as a distortion of the warrior’s archetype. ‘I merely did what I was told to do’, is his answer to vital questions. A genuine warrior takes full responsibility for his actions and puts his power at the service of love. He fights his battles to serve the heart. Another example of the corruption of this archetype is the man who makes no use of his warrior energy at all: the wimp who is able to feel, but is so afraid of violence or conflict that he is never brave enough to raise his sword when needed. These days, many men are shocked by the destructive side of this archetype and choose to deny their warrior energy, in relationships as well as in their work and in society. They prefer to talk, yet they don’t see that their indecisiveness and failure to set limits can also become an act of violence.

			 

			The two figures in LOTR that symbolise the archetype of the positive warrior are Gimli the Dwarf, son of Gloin, and Legolas, the Elf from Mirkwood. Legolas represents the ethereal and Gimli the earthly aspect of the warrior. They are opposites who become the best of friends in their struggle against the enemy. Legolas has a bow with which he can shoot arrows over a great distance. He never sleeps and can see very far. He has a quiet mind, which keeps him ‘light’ throughout the story. Gimli is the rough diamond with a heart of gold. He is faithful and fearless but also reckless and impulsive. He is small but strong and never gives up. Both are prepared to fight till the bitter end.

			 

			The shadow side of the warrior is represented by the Orcs and Uruk’hai, creatures with no will of their own who are slaves to the will of their evil master. They are foul, ugly and selfish. They stink and quarrel about everything. When the power of evil grows, their number grows accordingly. Their lack of identity and soul is symbolic for the power of the ring: individual differences are wiped out and all are ruled by the One. This is how tyranny works, when all people become the same: their minds are held in slavery.

			 

			 

			The Lover 

			 

			The second chakra, just below the navel, stands for all matters relating to one’s inner life. This is the lover’s energy and it has to do with eating, enjoyment, sex, creativity and playfulness, but also with emotions such as sorrow, anger, hatred and jealousy. Contrary to the fiery energy of the warrior, this energy will flow. It corresponds to the element of water. It is the kind of energy that nourishes the creative side of life. Water can gush and churn, but it can also become a stagnant quagmire or a wild ocean that devours everything that comes its way. The shadowy aspect of the lover emerges when a man is not in touch with his emotions or, on the other hand, is too absorbed in them. For some men, this second chakra is still connected to the mother: the umbilical cord still links the love energy to her instead of to the loved one. In that case the energy remains childlike, naïve, manipulative and unlimited. Here it is not the lover, but the young boy who takes the lead: the ‘puer aeternus’, the man who is unable to enter into a relationship or take responsibility, who is still tied to his mother’s apron strings and wants to be looked after. It is Oedipus marrying his mother. The staff that goes with the archetype of the lover is the flute. With this, he enchants his beloved and plays his love song. The flute often has a magical influence, for instance in the story of The Pied Piper of Hamelin or Mozart’s Magic Flute. In Chinese tantric texts the flute symbolizes the penis. This is alluded to in the following poetic wordings: ‘Playing the flute is a delicate and stimulating affair, enabling the woman to become acquainted with the essence and the subtle raptures of the ‘lingam’ (= penis). It is practiced especially to attain sexual self-control, which is indispensable to elicit ecstasies of the highest degree.’ (9) In daily life we encounter the lover in the person of the artist or the hedonist, the infatuated man who enjoys wining and dining, music, art and sex, and who balances between bliss and exuberance. He is the man who is in touch with his stomach and his feelings.

			 

			Love does not seem to play a major role in the LOTR and the archetype of the lover is not one of the main characters. Yet we can find it in the human love of Faramir for Eowyn, lady of Rohan, or the eternal love between Aragorn and Arwen, who gives up her immortality to live at the side of the man she loves. LOTR is not a love story , but a heroic epos of power and faith. Women and romance do not seem to have a place in this. Yet it turns out that the power of the feminine is at the core of the story. It is a ring, not a sword, lance or other weapon that determines the fate of all. The ring symbolises the circle, the feminine, that has been wrought for dark purposes. It has the power to bind and cast a spell on those who come close to it. The people who wear it fall in love with it; they call the ring ‘their precious...’. Gollem represents the dark side of the lover. He is completely obsessed and under the spell of the ring. He wants to own it, just like lovers want to ‘own’ each other. But this ring is not a ring of love but a ring of power, which can drive people to madness, jealousy and hatred.

			 

			 

			The Wild Man 

			 

			We meet the wild man in the form of the shaman, the mentor, the wise old man or the medicine man. He is a seer and clairvoyant. He can talk to the animals and the trees and communicate with the spirit world. This gives him healing powers and the gift of prediction. He is in touch with the collective psyche and uses stories and rites to bring harmony between the visible and the invisible world. His talents are of vital importance to the existence of the clan or the community. The wild man is an inaugurator; he is the one who initiates a man to his relationship with the earth and guides him towards his inner nature. He takes young boys from their mothers, carries them off into nature and leads them to their own roots. His wildness refers to his inner wild nature, but he is not a barbarian. Man’s authenticity and originality, his own nature is often lost during the process of growing up. The wild man corresponds to the first chakra, which also called the root or tailbone chakra. The wild man’s staff is a club or bludgeon. It symbolises the primal force of the earth and is sometimes depicted as a tree or a human bone. In ancient initiation rites the person who was being initiated was knocked out with a huge bone so that he could experience symbolic death and rebirth. It is the same force that is contained in the subconscious, and that can deal tremendous blows in our life, causing us to temporarily ‘lose consciousness’. This may happen through traumatic experiences such as the death of a child or a loved one, divorce or redundancy. At such critical moments the memory of the initiation rite can help to find the way back to the light. This staff or club has a sexual connotation, just like the flute: it symbolises the phallus, which is not exactly the same as the penis: the phallus is the penis together with the testes. The testes stand for fertility and the earth, and man’s power and grounding. The penis signifies his individuality and his active vigour in the world, which remains ineffectual if it is not grounded. Thus, the phallus encompasses the two aspects of male energy: the ability to stand on his own in the world, and at the same time to be part of a greater whole, a community, an organisation or, put in a general sense, to be part of the earth.

			 

		

	
		
			2 PERCIVAL OR THE PATH OF THE HERO

			 

			 

			The healing of the Earth and the healing of the human spirit has become one and the same thing. 

			Jonathan Porritt in ‘Save the earth’  

			 

			Our journey through the body and psyche of man begins at the heart. The heart is the centre of the body. It is the seat of the soul. A man whose heart is wounded, becomes inflexible. His energy no longer flows. He loses contact with his core and lacks purpose in life. He loses connection with the world and with the people around him and hides behind the walls of his bulwark. If this situation continues for a long time, it can result in a deep crisis, which can express itself in divorce, illness, a heart attack or a crisis of conscience such as the well-known midlife crisis. 

			 

			One of the best-known stories in mythology that demonstrates this situation is the story of Percival and the Fisher King. It goes like this:

			 

			The boy Percival is brought up by his mother. His father, a knight, has been killed in battle. His mother avoids telling him anything about his father, frightened that he will choose the same path, and that she will lose him. She brings him up in the woods, far away from the court. But one day, Percival sees a group of knights riding through the forest. His heart is set aflame at the sight of these powerful men on horseback. He rushes home to share his news. His mother is deeply saddened and warns her son of the danger, but nothing will stop him: he wants to become a knight and travel to the court of King Arthur. All she can do is advise her son to always wear a white shirt. At the end of a long day’s journey, Percival meets an old fisherman who beckons him to follow. They travel through arid wasteland until they eventually come to a castle surrounded by a moat. They cross the moat and the drawbridge closes behind them. Percival is invited to a feast in the castle. He meets the king, who is very ill. It is the Fisher King. He can neither die nor be healed: he has been wounded in the testicles with a lance. Heavenly food and drink are served during the feast. Percival sees the Holy Grail from which the heavenliness flows. He forgets to ask the essential question, the question the fisherman had advised him to: “Whom does the Grail serve?” When Percival wakes up the next day, the castle has vanished and he is left with the vision of the previous evening.

			 

			On his way to Arthur’s court, Percival also meets the red knight, one of King Arthur’s archenemies. A duel takes place, and Percival pierces the red knight’s eye with his lance. The red knight is dead. Percival puts on the red knight’s clothes over his white shirt.

			 

			After many detours, Percival reaches Arthur’s court and because of his heroic deeds, he is made a knight. At the end of his life, he sees the Holy Grail for a second time. This time he manages to ask the question and so the wounded Fisher King is healed and fertility returns to his land.

			 

			The story of Percival contains many other adventures, but in this chapter, we will concentrate on the role of the wounded Fisher King, and of the young hero whose life is coloured by the search for the Holy Grail. Every man has these two archetypes of the wounded king and the young hero within him. As soon as we become aware of our ‘wound’, the hero in us awakens and begins his long quest. The search for the Grail runs parallel to the inner path we must follow to attain the life-giving water. The journey is like peeling an onion to reach the core of the soul.

			 

			 

			The king is wounded

			 

			In the story it soon becomes clear that the Fisher King is not suffering from a physical wound. His incurable illness is a kind of paralysis of the soul and soul-water is needed to heal the wound. Until then the king –and the country- will remain unwell, and there isn’t a doctor who can do anything about it. If we transpose this scene onto today’s world, we can see that many men are wounded Fisher Kings. They cannot live, nor can they die. They find themselves in a deadlock in their work, their responsibilities, their marriage or their ambition. They do their work, but it is as if they have lost their dreams and cannot find purpose. They fight their way through their existence, but they lack appetite.

			 

			Today we see the paralysis in the father who has not known what to say to his children for years, in the man who no longer dares take the initiative within his relationship, in the manager who will not take any risks but hires someone else to make difficult decisions for him, or in the leader who is too scared to make decisions - as we saw in the behaviour of the European leaders in the wars in Yugoslavia and Iraq. We stand by and watch. It is fear of failure that paralyses these men, and it can go on for years. They don’t know whether to turn left or right, are scared of making a bad choice, scared they will do something wrong. They often feel guilty –whether they are aware of it or not- about earlier mistakes, and dare not step up to the mark. They are paralysed.

			 

			The wounded king is also reflected in the deadly dullness of officialdom and bureaucracy, in an overly thorough use of rules, in exaggerated etiquette and obligations that kill the spontaneity of the heart. It is the dreariness of politics, where authenticity often gives way to words and debate. It is the grey faces of people who go to work in the morning, where joy in the new day is hard to find. The Grail is missing and a thick grey blanket covers life. We cannot live, but neither can we die.

			 

			Most men devote their lives to what is expected of them: a career, money, success: expectations that are burdens rather than desires. Because of the white shirt their mothers have given them, men won’t break out of these patterns, even if they loathe what they do. Very few men have the courage and ability to follow their hearts. Words such as authority and responsibility are always linked to external factors: someone else’s authority instead of inner authority, and responsibility to our boss, wife, children or society instead of responsibility to ourselves. We are scared that if we do what we truly want, everything will go wrong, we will end up in the gutter, our wife will leave us. We have become afraid of our own spontaneity, vitality and authenticity. We have got used to behaving as we are supposed to, as we have behaved for years, instead of looking for what we ourselves want. We have strayed so far that most of the time we do not even know what we want in our hearts. We may not dream bigger than about money or sex, enough free time or a new car. But in the meantime nothing changes and the dreams remain dreams. We do not know how to make our dreams come true. We struggle on, without the desired effect. We are not satisfied, even if we become very rich and have lots of sex. It is as if we carry a big black hole around with us that cannot be filled. We have forgotten the key that opens the door to liberation on a deeper level: a liberation that brings us real peace, a deep inner peace with ourselves, with our partner and with the world around us. This is the beginning of the quest of the ring, the search for the Grail, the cup that will let our heart blossom again, that will heal the king and make the land fertile. We are waiting for the hero, that part of us that is prepared to take risks and defy the dangers awaiting us on the path of inner development.

			 

			 

			The naïve hero

			 

			Many heroic tales begin with the young hero leaving the parental home to set out on a journey. He has a holy task or a dream to carry him forward and he burns his bridges as he goes. In tarot, the card system from medieval times, this young and naïve hero is symbolised by ‘the fool’. The archetype of the fool stands for the beginning of every process. We have a clean slate and do not know what will happen. Here we see the strength of innocence and naïvety. If we knew everything before we started we would not set out at all. Pablo Picasso writes: ‘All paths are open, and what will be found is unknown. It is a risky undertaking, a holy adventure. The uncertainty of such hazardous enterprises can only be taken on by those who know they are safe, even in insecure circumstances, who find themselves in uncertainty and without guidance, who in darkness surrender themselves to an invisible star and let themselves be led by a higher purpose, instead of choosing the objectives from within the limitations of being human.’

			 

			Percival is the prototype of the young and naïve hero. He is inexperienced, and yet it is his soul’s naïve strength that ensures that the adventure turns out well and the Grail is found. The young Percival is dazzled by the shining beauty of the knights’ weaponry. He knows instinctively that this is his destiny. He is still under the influence of his mother, by whom he has been brought up, and who has tried to keep him ignorant of the outside world. She tries to keep him small because she is frightened that he may grow up to be like his father and follow in his footsteps.

			 

			Every mother and every son will recognise themselves in this story; the mother worries that her son will leave her and will turn out just like his father. ‘You’re just like your father’ she will say, pointing a proverbial finger at him. She will do all she can to keep her sweet little boy far from the world of men. It is a rough and dangerous world, where violence rules or where high ideals are fought over. The man she once fell in love with has perished in the strife. This is true for most mothers in our times: the man they loved is no longer there. Instead, she has been left with a spouse who has long since lost his heroism and chivalry, or with a tyrant who cannot control his aggression and abuses his power. She will complain about her husband in presence of her son and tell him what a clumsy oaf his father is. When feminism arose, it looked as if complaining about men would become the acceptable thing to do. Men were enthusiastically criticised. With the rise of emancipation, women’s magazines wrote about the ideal man, but real men paled in comparison. ‘You get used to everything, except to men.’

			 

			By giving him a white shirt, the mother tries to keep the son pure and innocent. But his developmental path will lead him precisely towards impurity. The hero must learn about all aspects of life in order to comprehend it in all its brutality and beauty. Then, he will eventually able to look at the Holy Grail or destroy the ring. If he fails to meet the shadow, he will remain naïve and cause much damage through his ignorance and naïvety.

			 

			Sometimes men realise late in life that they have always worn the white shirt. They did what was expected of them, and believed in their innocence. They are like Oedipus in Greek mythology, who did not know that he’d killed his own father and that he was married to his mother. He was bent on punishing the culprit until the blind clairvoyant Tiresias showed him the tragedy of his fate: he was the murderer. Once he leaned the horrific truth, he gauged out his own eyes and wandered the world for the rest of his life.

			 

			It takes us a long time to face our own blind spots. They are usually crystal clear to others, but remain invisible to ourselves. If we are not initiated into the darker side of life, and over-identify with the innocence of the hero, we will unconsciously cause damage.

			 

			A contemporary example of the white shirt is the white collar, or the tight and spotless white shirt businessmen wear. They work in the outside world and are often not aware of what is going on in the darker corners of their subconscious. Because of this, businesses sometimes appear to lack conscience; they are still wearing their white shirts and are not aware of the pollution they cause or their negative role in developing countries. They are focused on profit and their positive effect on employment and they don’t see their own shadow.

			 

			Another example is the leader who declares war on another country, in holy belief that the other is the enemy and deserves to be destroyed. We in the West have made first the Russians and later the Muslims into a collective enemy. Sacred belief often goes hand in hand with naïvety and black and white thinking. A crisis is often necessary to see the painful truth for what it is. I once gave a training session at a congress in Ural, Russia on the theme of Man/Woman. Once the men and women were separated, the women’s group brought up the topic of abortion. It transpired that a Russian woman had on average 13 abortions over her lifetime. The women were furious about this, and when they re-joined the men and talked about it, their reaction was incomprehension. No one had ever told them that an abortion is problematic for a woman. They were still wearing their white shirt and were genuinely naïve about the harm that was being done within their families.

			 

			In order to lose his innocence, a son will have to leave his mother and her world to go in search of the missing image of his father. That is the path of initiation, which is often mentioned in stories and myths. Without making this journey, a man may well be happy and satisfied with what comes his way, but deep within him the unknown will keep calling, no matter how solid his defences, or how many insurance policies he takes out, or how thick the walls are that he builds around his heart. Life will continue to knock at his door.

			 

			Everyone will hear the call of the subconscious one day, when an incident, a crisis or an unexplainable event urges us to set off on a journey. A journey we have never made before, an inner one. It does not matter if we are young or old, at a certain moment we have to leave the parental home. We need to separate ourselves from the protective environment that was our whole world until that moment. We will have to leave the safe and familiar views we have grown up with behind, and step into the unknown.

			 

			 

			The grail castle 

			 

			In Percival’s story the call to an inner journey is represented by the vision of the Grail Castle. The description of the Grail Castle has strong similarities to the epiphysis. The epiphysis, or pineal gland, is found in the middle of the brain and performs the function of the inner eye. It is the organ responsible for insight, visions and clairvoyance. We know that this part of the brain stem is fully developed at birth, and unlike most other parts of the brain, barely grows.

			 

			This organ awakens in Percival, but disappears again just as quickly. When he wakes up the next day, the castle has disappeared without a trace. The visit to the Grail Castle is no more than a memory, only a vague impression remains of what was a clear vision the night before. We experience the Grail Castle as a mystical peak moment in our youth, but pay little attention to it at the time. We lose contact with the magical world and only come back to it later in life. It is a heightened state of awareness, the mystical unification that many mystics have written about and that we occasionally catch a glimpse of when we are in love or in deep meditation and feel connected to the other or to the world around us. Moments where we merge with what is around us and realise that we are, in essence, one with all of creation.

			 

			To Percival, his visit to the Grail Castle is such a mystical experience. The Grail Castle is his access to mythological reality. It is the world of the subconscious, the dream world of the soul. In the Grail Castle he sees images and visions that will stay with him for the rest of his life.

			 

			The gateway to the subconscious plays a role in many mythical stories. It is a rabbit hole in Alice in Wonderland, which Alice tumbles into as she chases after a rabbit. Once inside the hole, she encounters a world that is nothing like the ordinary world, but offers her puzzles and lessons about life. In the well-known American fairy tale The Wizard of Oz, the main character Dorothy is swept away from Kansas by a hurricane and taken to the land of Oz. Unlike her ordinary and rather boring life on a farm in Kansas, where she has to deal with problems any teenager may face, she finds herself in a world of colours, fairies and dwarves, witches and a magician who may be able to show her the way back home. At the end of all these stories the protagonist returns to the familiar world. Alice awakes from a dream. Dorothy gets back to the farm in Kansas by clicking the heels of her red shoes together three times. The story is over, but with one difference: the hero or heroine has learned some essential life-lessons, which help him or her to deal with problems in daily life.

			 

			In the Celtic tradition the ‘Otherworld’ or ‘Anwynn’ refers to a mythological reality. It is the invisible world that lies just beyond the ordinary world. Myth and ritual are gateways to this mythological reality. The lid of the holy well in Glastonbury –the magical island Avalon that King Arthur was brought to when he was dying- bears an image that symbolises these two worlds. It shows two circles overlapping in the middle. One circle represents the daily reality and the other the mythological reality or ‘Otherworld’. Avalon was seen as one of the gateways to this other world, a magical place where the dividing line between the two worlds was thin as a veil. There are magical and powerful places all over the world. In ancient cultures rituals were performed in these places. In the western world, churches were often built on such grounds. In her novel The Mists of Avalon, Marion Bradley describes how the knowledge of the passage between the two worlds fades with the wane of matriarchy and the rise of Christendom. The magical world drifts further and further away from the ordinary world until it has completely disappeared in the mist of the subconscious. The elven world, Middle Earth, is close to fading away. The Elves are leaving for the grey harbours and their world, where the soul is tangible in every word and tree, is slipping out of memory. The Elven wood Lorien is one of the last places in Middle Earth where the Fairy world and the tangible world still touch.

			 

			In the Never Ending Story Michael Ende describes the necessity of keeping the link between the two worlds alive. If the link is broken and no one can travel between the two anymore, both worlds will die. It is the process of a person losing his dreams, his desires and his lust for life, and dying inside.

			 

			We can see that a long process of demythologizing has taken place in the world at the level of society. With the development of intellect and reason we have lost enchantment, the ability to make wishes and to dream. This means we have cut ourselves off from an essential part of human existence: the creative strength of thought, the power of the wish, the enchantment of story, and the magic of myth. If we want to survive, we will have to allow ourselves to be tempted to step back into the magical world. ‘You have to put yourself in the path of the Gods, and that takes courage’, the mentor says to young Merlin The Hollow Hills by Mary Stewart.

			 

			In Native American culture young men went on a Vision Quest as a part of their initiation. That meant that they spent several days on their own in nature, often without food, and waited until the Great Spirit spoke to them. They understood their role on earth through the vision that they received, and were ready to fulfil their task. The most important part of the initiation from boy to man may well be finding clarity around this role. What we can contribute to the great variety of life becomes clear, and that adds purpose and meaning to life. We aren’t here for nothing. Each of us has a specific task, a path, and the challenges and lessons that go with it. But we have mostly forgotten that task. We do lots of things, create all kinds of things, go to work every day, save for our pension and so on, but we have lost the meaning of life. Not only that, but we have lost our pleasure in life. We lose our joy in life when we don’t know why we are here. We let ourselves be dragged along by the masses while dying inside. In mythological terms, the king is wounded and his land is barren. He has been wounded in his thigh – or as in Wolfram van Eschenbach’s version, his testicles - and the only thing that can cure him is the Holy Grail’s water of life or the destruction of the ring.

			 

			 

			The king and the water of life 

			 

			A tale that has a lot of similarity with the story of the Fisher King is the fairy tale The King and the Water of Life. This story is also about a king who is incurably sick. No doctor in the land can cure him. The only thing that can save him is the goblet with the water of life. His three sons set off, one by one, in search of the water of life. The first two sons ignore the advice given by a dwarf they meet on the way, and get stuck in a crevice. The third son listens to the dwarf’s advice and eventually manages to obtain the water of life. He frees his brothers and brings the water of life to his father who is healed. Sometimes mythological truth shines directly through ‘real’ life, resulting in an amazing mix of myth and reality. This happens when we place this story over that of the Dutch Royal Family. Our previous ‘king’ –although he was called prince, not king - was incurably sick; no doctor in the country could cure him. He also had three sons. The same symptoms of ‘paralysis’ affected Prince Claus –the person I am referring to- as they did the Fisher King. He lived, but his life forces were gone and nothing could cure him. In his case too, it was clear it was not so much a physical sickness, as a sickness of the soul. It seemed as if his life energy was blocked. The spear of fate had hit and wounded him. Neither medicine nor intellectual analysis helped. The only thing that can help in such a situation is the water of life, but how do we find it?

			 

			 

			The wounded fisher king 

			 

			The Fisher King in the story of Percival is incurably ill. He cannot die, nor can he live. The land around him is arid and infertile. In Celtic and Egyptian traditions, the king was seen as the embodiment of the land. If all was well with the king, then all was well with the country and vice versa. On a mythological level, this can be interpreted in two ways. Seen figuratively, the king embodies the consciousness of his people. Because of his archetypal position, he is the carrier of the collective consciousness. He is the personification of the health and pride of a people, but also of what is supressed in a nation. Just as a child plays out the supressed sides of a parent, a king often represents the supressed sides of his people. Public figures such as Prince Claus, Princess Diana and Nelson Mandela all have had to carry the weight of their archetypal role.

			 

			The same situation arises in the business world: employees and managers are expected to be positive. They are supposed to only show their sunny side and hide their shadow side. The payback is often absence from work due to sickness or stress, buried problems and sabotage. So-called ‘negative energy’ such as not wanting to do something, being angry, having had enough, pain and sorrow, not seeing the purpose of something, conflicts within the team or differences of opinion over the direction to take, lose their negative effect if they are given space. But if they are not allowed to exist they nestle down in the subconscious and work away there until they are heard.

			 

			One can also interpret the king as the embodiment of the land in a literal way. There is a relationship between nature, the environment and the state of the king. The idea that the king and his land are one comes from agrarian cultures. At the time of the Osiris cult in Egypt it was thought that if the monarch flourished, the country would be fertile and prosper. Early Celtic sources tell us that once a year the king and queen would make love outdoors to nurture the fertility of the land and ensure a good harvest. These stories show the relationship between the consciousness of the king and the state of nature. The king as archetype carries nature, he articulates the voice of the earth and the people.

			 

			A second link is made between the king and the land in the myth of the Grail. It is the connection between the infertility of the land and the puncturing of the king’s testicles, as described in Wolfram von Eschenbach’s version. His fertility resides in his testicles: a man’s seed. This is reflected in a worrying contemporary development: semen quality and fertility are decreasing. We haven’t realised yet that in damaging the environment we are hurting ourselves and threatening our essence: our masculinity. We can find our fertility in connection to the earth, not only in procreation but also in our deeds. Because a man’s testicles not only stand for his fertility, but also for his decisiveness: a man with balls. In our hunger for progress and prosperity we have lost our connection to the earth. We have climbed higher and higher, become technically more ingenious, we keep building taller skyscrapers, we are exploring the universe, but we have lost our connection to nature and our inner nature.

			 

			‘We have strayed far from the invisible’, wrote Princess Irene in her first book Dialogue with Nature. ‘In actual fact this means that we have lost respect for the essence of things. The mechanical world has replaced wonder. We are orphans, separated from the magical power that lives in everything. We are not connected anymore. Not to the endless stories and experiences within objects, not to the forces of nature, not to each other nor each other’s cultures, not to the elements, Mother Earth, the plant world, natural things, the spirit world, not to the animals’. Stories about nature’s ailing health are becoming more frequent and more acute. Sick trees, animal species becoming extinct, poisoned ground, polluted air. The desert increases by 60,000km2 every year, while every year we lose an area of rainforest as big as Europe. That is a football field per minute.

			 

			When forced to sell his land, the Native American chief Seattle from the Dwamisch tribe said in an address to the white population: ‘When all the animals have gone, humans will die of a great loneliness. What happens to the animals will soon happen to people. Everything is connected. What happens to the earth happens to the earth’s children. We are a part of the earth, the earth is a part of us.’

			 

			We need to reconnect with the earth in order to heal and be whole. As long as we continue to strive for more and better, we won’t be aware of the wound we carry around with us. Our heart is closed and the king is wounded. The time has come for all knights to go in search of the Grail.

			 

			 

			The red knight 

			 

			Before Percival can find the Grail he has to go into battle with the red knight. Who is the red knight? He is interpreted in a special way in the film The Fisher King with Robin Williams and Jeff Bridges. We see a professor who has been paralysed by a traumatic event: he has lost his memory, doesn’t know who he is and eventually ends up homeless and sleeping rough. He is a mortally wounded fisher king. Over the years he has got used to being homeless, but he is troubled by constant visions of being pursued by a red knight. When the red knight eventually attacks him, it becomes clear who he is: he is symbolic for the traumatic experience in his past. His wife was shot in the head in a shoot-out in a café while he was standing just in front of her. The red knight is symbolic for an event that was so destructive and extreme that we could not deal with it at the time, so we had to exclude it. We were able to survive because we excluded it, but in doing so we lost our Grail or life-energy.

			 

			We see the same traumatic paralysis in soldiers who come back form a warzone. They have seen things that have caused a sort of short circuit in their spirit. Their heart is closed forever in fear of the immeasurable pain and sorrow that they carry and cannot face. Their spirit has been broken and they use drink or drugs to try to forget the ghosts of the past, or -if none of that helps- by committing suicide in a final attempt to escape their torment. More soldiers took their own lives after the Vietnam War than died during it. Those young men’s internal landscapes must have become utter wastelands, impossible to continue to live in.

			 

			I spoke to an Afghanistan veteran in Russia who told me: ‘How can I ever relate to my wife and daughter in a normal way again? Laughing and playing with them, holding them, and being a father for my child: I can’t do that any more, ever. That’s broken. That is why I drink with my associates. If I can, I want to back to the war as soon as possible, maybe as a mercenary. War is the only world that I still know.’ The red knight follows him day and night, in his dreams and in his imagination, making his daily reality unbearable.

			 

			Behind the ignorance and the naïvety of the hero lies the abhorrent truth of the red knight. The red knight will take on a different form for each of us. It does not always have to be as easily assignable as war or rape: sometimes subtler tragedies take place that we don’t remember later, because we have carefully banished them from our minds. But the pain and sorrow that we carry in our bodies is often indescribable, without us realising it. These repressed feelings often manifest themselves at a time of crisis, but dreams or physical symptoms can help us access this unknown world in ourselves too. The crucial question in this adventure is: ‘Who does the Grail serve?’ Does the Grail serve our own desire, our own craving for fulfilment, our ego’s need for power and rule? Or does the Grail serve the higher purpose that transcends the interests of the fighting parties, that offers a way out of the dilemma? This is an invitation to total surrender, not to the enemy or our ego, but to God. The choice is for each of us to make.

			 

		

	
		
			3 THE WILD MAN OR THE ENCOUNTER WITH DEATH

			 

			 

			Everyone is born three times;   once of the mother, once of the father, and once of themselves. 

			A sufi proverb 

			 

			The name ‘The Wild Man’ is one of the remnants of an archetypal figure who has completely disappeared out of Europe’s collective mind since the 16th century. He crops up occasionally on a coat of arms or on coins, old hotels or courtyards and so on. There is, for instance, an image of a wild man and wild woman above one of the entrances to Den Bosch cathedral. There are two cafés called ‘The Wild Man’ in Amsterdam, one of them on Dam Square. There is also a wild man depicted on a gable stone on Nieuwezijds-Voorburgwal. The wild man is linked with the lowest chakra in our body, the root chakra.

			 

			Who is this wild man and where does he come from? Why isn’t he well known today? Of what significance can he be to the contemporary man?

			 

			We refer to the Brothers Grimm to explore these questions. They wrote down a story in the 19th century that had been passed down orally for centuries. It is called Iron John and goes like this:

			 

			Long, long ago, there lived a king who had a big and powerful kingdom. One day one of his hunters went into the forest to shoot a stag, but he didn’t return when evening fell. The next day the king sent three hunters to look for him, but they did not return either. On the third day the king sent all his men into the forest, armed with sticks and dogs, to find out what was happening there. But evening fell and none of the men were ever seen again. Several years went by and nobody dared go into the forest. People spoke in hushed tones about it being cursed.

			 

			One day a young hunter came to the castle. He wanted to speak to the king, and asked him if there was anything he could do, ‘the more dangerous the better.’ The king looked at him and told him the story about the forest. Although the king advised him not to, the young man decided to try his luck. He went into the forest, taking only his dog and his flute with him.

			 

			He let his dog lead the way, and so they went deeper and deeper into the forest. The path was barely visible and the branches of the trees closed above his head. As he made his way through the thick forest, he suddenly found himself in front of a dark, muddy pool. When his dog sniffed at the dirty water, a hairy arm rose out and pulled the dog down into the pool. The hunter, who loved his dog, did not panic, but returned to the castle. There he gathered several men with buckets and took them to the pool. Together they emptied it bucketful by bucketful. When they had almost reached the bottom, they found a giant of a man, covered from head to toe in red-brown hair. They took Iron John -for that was his name- back to the castle, where he was locked in a cage. One day, the king’s son was playing with his golden ball in the courtyard. It so happened that the ball rolled near the cage, whereupon the wild man stuck out his hairy arm and grabbed it. The boy, who was 7 or 8 years old, walked to the cage and asked the wild man if he could have his ball. The wild man answered, ‘You can have your ball if you let me out of this cage.’ The young prince was shocked and ran away. His father had placed a death sentence on whoever should open the cage. That night he could not sleep and tossed and turned in his bed. The next day he went back to the wild man and asked again, ‘Wild Man, please may I have my golden ball?’ But the wild man again answered, ‘You can have your ball if you let me out of this cage.’ Again the boy ran away, but on the third day he came back and said, ‘Wild Man, I want to let you out, but I don’t know where the key is.’ ‘I can tell you that,’ said the wild man. ‘The key is under your mother’s pillow.’

			 

			One day, when the king and queen were not at home, the boy sneaked into his parents’ bedroom and took the key from under his mother’s pillow. Then he went to the cage in the courtyard and opened its door, wounding his index finger in doing so. The wild man stepped out and, with great strides, set off toward the forest. But the little boy cried out in fear, ‘Please help me Wild Man. My parents will kill me when they find out what I have done.’ The wild man took pity on the boy and turned around, ‘The only thing you can do is come with me. But know this: if you do, you will never see your parents again.’ And with these words, he swung the boy onto his shoulders and walked into the forest. The boy stayed with the wild man in the forest for a long time and learned nature’s secrets. One day, he was given the task of sitting by a golden spring and making sure that nothing fell into it. Whilet he sat there the index finger he had wounded when opening the cage, began to itch. Without meaning to, he dipped his finger into the water and was shocked when he took it out: The finger had turned to gold. The young prince tried to wipe the gold off, but to no avail. That evening the wild man arrived at the stream and gave the boy a sceptical look. ‘You have polluted the water. Take care it never happens again.’ As the boy sat by the pool on the second day, doing his best not to let anything fall in, a hair fell from his head and floated downwards. The boy tried to catch it, but it was too late. The hair had turned to gold. When the wild man came that evening he said, ‘You have polluted the stream a second time. You have one more chance, make sure that nothing falls in.’ As the prince sat by the stream on the third day, he became so absorbed by his golden reflection that he leaned over so far to see better that all of his hair fell downward and into the water.

			 

			The prince tried to hide his golden hair under a handkerchief, but the damage was done. When the wild man came back that evening, he said to the boy: ‘You cannot stay here any longer. First you have to learn what it is to work hard and be poor. But know this: if ever you need my help, come to the edge of the forest and call my name.’ And so the boy went out into the world alone.

			 

			After travelling for some time, he came to a castle. As he didn’t have a trade, he was taken on to work in the castle’s kitchen, where he was given all the dirty jobs. He had to scrub the floor, clear away the ash and make the fire. One day, there were too few attendants, and the cook asked him to bring a dish of venison to the king. When the prince served the dish, the king called out, ‘Why are you wearing a cloth on your head?’ The prince, who was ashamed of his golden hair, stuttered, ‘I have scabies on my head Sire.’ The cook was called and asked why he let servants with scabies work in the kitchen. The prince was to be sent away, but the cook took pity on the lad and exchanged him for a gardener’s boy.

			 

			This is how the prince came to work in the castle garden and, here too, he was given the lowly jobs to do; he had to weed, rake leaves and burn the waste. On a beautiful, warm day the prince took off his headscarf while he was working in the garden. The king’s daughter, who was sitting in the window, saw his hair glisten gold in the sunlight. She ordered that the gardener’s boy should bring her a bunch of flowers.

			 

			On his way to the princess carrying a bunch of wildflowers, the boy met the head gardener. ‘You should give a princess roses, not wild flowers,’ said the gardener. ‘I know what I am doing,’ said the prince and went on his way. When he had given the princess the wild flowers, she said, ‘Will you please take off your headscarf, you are in the presence of a princess.’ ‘That I will not do’ said the prince. The princess gave him three pieces of gold and he went on his way. He gave the pieces of gold to the gardener’s son.

			 

			The next day the princess called the boy to bring her flowers again, and while she was giving him another three gold pieces, she tried to pull the scarf from his head. But the prince held onto it with both hands and ran away. The same thing happened on the third day; the prince did not show his hair and gave the pieces of gold to the gardener’s son.

			 

			At this time, war broke out in the country. There was an enemy at the edge of the kingdom. The king and his men had gone to battle, and the young prince wanted to join them. He went to the stables and asked for a horse, but the stable hands just laughed at him. A gardener’s boy who wanted to go to war on a horse! They pointed to a lame horse and said, ‘Why don’t you take that one.’ The prince rode his lame horse to the edge of the forest and called the wild man. Iron John appeared and asked him what he could do. ‘I want to go to battle and I need a horse and armour.’ ‘It is yours,’ said Iron John, ‘and more. You will have a whole army.’ With these words an army appeared out of the woods. The prince rode to the battle where he found the king was losing. The prince’s army attacked and they beat the enemy to the last man. After the victory, the prince went back to the forest and exchanged his army for the lame horse. 

			When the king returned home, his daughter asked him how the battle had gone. The king told her about the mysterious knight who had helped him. They decided to hold a tournament, hoping to meet the strange knight.

			 

			The prince heard about the tournament and went to the edge of the forest once more. ‘I need armour and a horse for the tournament,’ the prince said to the wild man. The wild man gave him a black horse and black armour. The prince galloped up just as the tournament began. When the princess threw a golden apple into the air, he caught it and rode away immediately, back to the forest. On the second day of the tournament the prince rode a red horse and wore red armour. When he caught the golden apple again, and turned to ride away, the king decided that he would do things differently on the third day. He ordered some men to be ready to stop the mysterious knight. On the third day, the prince appeared in white and on a white horse. When he had caught the golden apple and went to ride away, the king sent his men after him. They were unable to catch up with him, but one of the men managed to wound the prince’s heel. The shock caused his helmet to fall, and the men saw the prince’s golden hair.

			 

			The men returned to the castle and told the king what they had seen. When the princess heard their story, she asked her father to call for the gardener’s boy. When the young man came to the king, he took off his head covering and showed the three golden apples. ‘I was the knight who helped you in battle’ he said, and told his whole story. The king did not know how to thank him and said, ‘You may have whatever you wish.’ The young man looked at the princess and said, ‘I would like to marry your daughter.’ The princess agreed and the wedding was held a few days later. The prince’s parents were invited and their hearts sang with gladness that their son was alive.

			 

			At the high point of the feast, the doors of the hall swung open; a giant of a king, with an immense following, strode into the hall. He knelt down before the prince and said, ‘I was the wild man. Centuries ago I was cursed and banished to the woods. Because of you, the curse has been lifted and I am king once more. From this day on, all my gold and treasures shall be yours.

			 

			 

			Initiation and ritual

			 

			Phases of the initiation from boy to man are described in the story of the wild man. The steps in the story, such as taking the key from under the mother’s pillow, leaving the parents, the trial at the golden spring and the work in the kitchen reflect the psychological phases that a man goes through on his journey into adulthood. In his book Iron John, Robert Bly illuminates all these steps in detail. In this chapter, I want to highlight a few aspects of the story from this book’s perspective: the importance of the initiation itself of the role of a mentor within it. An initiation, or rather a series of initiations, brings a man in contact with the source of life within himself. Deep within the forest of his subconscious lies the spring of life and the contact with his soul. The art is to go back out into the world from that base and to remain in contact with the source. In The Wild Man’s Journey, Richard Rohr describes the story as two journeys. The first goes inward to the core: following the dog, emptying the pool and the young prince’s passage into the forest. The second journey leads outward into the world, where the prince goes into battle with the enemy and wins the heart of the princess. He has to travel the second path to reach his ultimate goal: the marriage of the masculine and feminine within himself and the return of the wild man as king.

			 

			We have little in the way of initiation nowadays. There are still a few rusty remnants in student initiation ceremonies or, until recently, compulsory military service: ‘The army will make a man out of you.’ But in the same way that most of the rituals in our society have become flat and empty, the deeper meaning has been lost here too. The ritual has become a form without content. Often, there is little more left to moments of ritual such as marriage, birth, death or a first sexual experience than a ceremony dominated by external structures and rules. And often, there is little room for the emotions and deeper feelings that are part of such a fundamental experience. We end up feeling put out by them. Sensations such as sadness at a funeral, being emotional at a wedding, or the magic of a birth are so far removed from our daily life that we struggle to surrender ourselves to them. We tend to push the feeling down, swallow it away, sometimes even taking a pill rather than going to such an emotional place. In the book King, Warrior, Magician, Lover, Moore and Gillette suggest, ‘By removing rituals and initiation from our culture, we have lost the possibility for both men and women to find their own identities in a deep, mature and life-affirming way.’

			 

			 

			From boy to man

			 

			The rite of passage in puberty used to be one of the most important steps in a man’s life. The ritual provided the boy with a blueprint of the phases of life that awaited him. He had to leave his warm, safe nest and break loose from his family; in short, he had to break out of the world of the mother, the world that protected him, t fed and pampered him. Childhood had passed and tasks and responsibilities awaited him. The mothers screamed and cried as the boys were taken away by the men, to add gravity to the separation, knowing that their sons had to go. Young people who don’t go through an initiation will look for their own ways to break away from their parents. They will rebel, dress in ways their parents don’t like and do anything their parents or society think they shouldn’t. These days, there are large groups of young people who seem to be strangers in their own society. They have never been made a part of their parents’ world, and wouldn’t even want to be. They have created their own world, a world with its own laws and norms, separated from the community.

			 

			In the story of Iron John, the young prince has a first taste of his own divinity when he is playing with his golden ball. The golden ball symbolises wholeness, spontaneity and the sunny side of the soul. But the wild man takes the ball. It is the first shock a child gets in its life. ‘Everyone loses something around their eighth year, whether we’re a girl or a boy. We lose the ball in primary school, if we haven’t already lost it much earlier. The situation is confounded in secondary school. There is a chance that we spend the rest of our lives searching for that golden ball’ writes Bly. It seems that if we want to grow toward adulthood, we have to say farewell to our internal image of our parents. This is at the core of the rites of passage from boyhood to manhood. Because of the absence of this transitional stage in western society, the parental bond is often kept artificially intact. Parents continue to feel responsible for their children, and children remain dependant on their parents. Family ties are painstakingly preserved long after they need to be. In his book The Prophet, Kahlil Gibran says to parents, ‘Your children are not your children. They are the sons and daughters of Life’s longing for itself. They come through you but not from you, and though they are with you yet they belong not to you.’

			 

			Parents bring a child into the world, they guide and care for it until it is able to fend for itself. Here the relationship changes, just as the relationship between a teacher and a pupil changes as soon as a pupil has left school. The parental role stops then, and with it their claim on the child and authority over them. The young adults can take on their role and responsibilities in a wider context. The man’s energy, which until that point has been expressed on a horizontal plane in a longing for the mother, focuses as vertical energy that can connect heaven and earth. The Heavenly Father becomes his father and Mother Earth, his mother. He now serves these universal parents. The regressive urge for the blissful state of the womb, which expresses itself in materialistic cravings (mater = mother) and an exaggerated consumerism can transform itself into a productive and life-shaping force.

			 

			 

			The mentor

			 

			A boy needs a mentor or spiritual father in order to break away from his parents, a man who helps him find his own identity, separate from his parents. The wild man in Iron John is such a mentor to the king’s son. Although at first he seems savage and dangerous, he turns out to be of great support to the young prince. He initiates him in the secrets of nature and teaches him important life lessons. He takes him to the golden spring hidden deep in the forest, the spring that contains the water of life. But before the boy can look at it, he must say goodbye to his youth. ‘Know that you’ll never see your parents again,’ says the wild man as he takes him into the forest. The boy needs to leave the protective world of his parents and walk into the unknown: the darkness of his subconscious. He has to die in order to find life.

			 

			His fear of dying is evident in his cry of distress when the wild man, having left his cage, is about to go back into the forest: ‘My parents will kill me when they find out that I set you free.’ A man will initially be startled by the call of his subconscious and will possibly shrink away. He will look for external escape routes, he will blame others and make up excuses until he’s ready to step over the threshold and into his internal world. He has to conquer his fear of the invisible world within him, a boundless and infinite world inhabited by painful memories and seductive dreams for the future. He often dismisses this world as fabrication or fantasy, before understanding that the inner and outer worlds are connected and that the invisible is no less real than the visible world. But he needs a mentor to draw the boundaries of this inner infinity to enable him to enter through the gateway of his subconscious. A good therapist or initiator will be able to lead him in and out again. The biggest problem with fathers is that they are often absent. It is similar with spiritual fathers: there is an absence of mentors and initiators, men who want to take responsibility for a younger generation, who are prepared to offer a helping hand to young people without asking anything in return, to guide them, point out life’s pitfalls and not abandon them when they make mistakes.

			 

			We can count ourselves lucky if we meet a teacher, boss or sports coach in our youth who possesses some mentorship skills and can offer us guidance; someone who initiates us into the knowledge and skills of his profession and, even more importantly, the secrets of life. Questions we encounter on our path through life and to which we will need to find an answer, such as how to deal with power and powerlessness; how to carve a place for ourselves in the world; how to approach a woman in a good way without losing ourselves; how to deal with our aggression and inadequacies; how to recognise our faults without losing our sense of self-worth; how to deal with conflict. A good coach will guide a man toward his own qualities and strengths and help him find clarity about the role he has in society and life. He will tune in to the boy and give him the lessons he needs. A good mentor has the kingly quality: he blesses young people and gives them their rightful place.

			 

			However, we often see the opposite happening. Instead of really seeing the young man, the older man wants to be seen himself. Instead of blessing young men, he curses them. Insecure about his own role and identity, he will try and win the boy over to his way of thinking. He will try to persuade him that his way of doing things is best, and won’t leave space for the boy’s own path. Instead of being guided toward his own inner authority, the boy will be taught to obey an external authority. His own identity will have to give way to that of the company, just as it would to the army or the church. These organisations are usually led by a particular doctrine or idea such as ‘making a profit’, ‘fighting the enemy’ or ‘living by the Bible.’ The organisation’s goal is more important than the individual. Ideas or behaviour that differ from the norm are not appreciated in the main, as they threaten unity and order. The architect Hundertwasser compares soldiers with civil servants in anonymous international groups who are faceless and cannot be linked to any authority or ever held responsible: ‘I did nothing, I was only following orders.’

			 

			A mentor is someone who teaches the young man to fight like a warrior, who shows him the difference between the false and the real king. In the Star Wars trilogy, Obi Wan Kenobi is a wise old man who gives Luke Skywalker the first lessons in controlling his thoughts and becoming a true warrior, a Jedi. Luke is tempted to join Darth Vader’s side, but Obi Wan teaches him the difference between the power his father uses and true inner strength. When Luke nearly freezes to death in a snowstorm, Obi Wan appears in a vision and tells him to go in search of Yoda, the last Jedi master. Luke finds Yoda on a planet covered in swamps and dark forests. Yoda is an unsightly little man with big, pointy ears and bulging eyes. There is an echo of the dark forest pool where the wild man resides. Both figures don’t seem like much. The wild man first appears to be a dangerous madman; Yoda pretends to be a nosy, clown-like dwarf.

			 

			Yoda’s behaviour tests Luke’s patience and perseverance. Luke wants nothing to do with him. It is also a dwarf who gives the correct instructions to find the water of life in the story about the king and the water of life. It is apparently not the big and successful, but the small, unsightly and repellent in life which points us in the right direction. We often step over it, not acknowledging its true value. It could be an illness or a small, seemingly unimportant, event or the quiet intuitive voice we ignore on our search for happiness.

			 

			A mentor teaches the novice humility and the value of the small and the invisible, because that is where strength is to be found. Merlin the magician and mentor to King Arthur, is well known. Merlin takes the newborn Arthur to Uther Pendragon, a vassal of Arthur’s father, so that he can be brought up far from the court. He grows up among the other sons of the household and learns the fundaments of knighthood. But in his free time he visits Merlin who lives nearby as a hermit, as Mary Stewart describes in her trilogy about the magician. Merlin teaches Arthur to be in connection with the trees, animals and other spirits of nature.

			 

			 

			From sky god to earth god

			 

			An initiator or shaman guides a man from heaven to earth. Like a second mother, he takes responsibility for the man until he is ready to be born again. The identity that the man had built up in accordance with his parents’ and society’s social mores and moral codes dies, and then he can find his true core -his inner authority. A man needs to descend to find his real strength, not ascend. If a man only ascends, he falls under the spell of the sky god. He lives according to principles and norms of society. He has fixed ideas about how the world works and is convinced that those ideas work for everybody. He creates law and science that are realistic, ‘objective’ and logical. He is not aware of his influence on his image of reality. A sky man lives in his head. He gets upset if there is something he doesn’t understand, and tries to find an explanation for everything. He tries to frame life’s magic and wonder in reason. His thoughts are the points of his compass and certainty in the world. A sky man feels special. Because of his high ideas he is above ordinary life and in his mind, the world turns around him. His work needs to be meaningful and contribute to the future.

			 

			In a way a man becomes normal by going through an initiation. He is not as special anymore, but he is unique. He knows his own strengths and vulnerability. How he does things, is as important to him as what he does. He will approach the most humble work with love and attention, even when his labour won’t cause great change in the world. He does what needs doing, irrespective of the fame or fortune it will bring him. He sees value in the ordinary, servile, humble work because it nourishes him and connects him to the earth. And because he knows the true value of serving, he learns real leadership. Leading by example rather than with great ideas or words.

			 

			Many men in our society find themselves somewhere on this earthbound road. They make their descent in silence and there is little to see of it in the outside world. It is a painful path. One is often forced onto it by sickness, divorce or redundancy. While women are moving upward and outward and are heard louder and more clearly, the male travels downward, inward and in the invisible realm of the soul. It may seem, with these opposing currents and because women are so strong in these times, that they have come further. But both sexes are doing their own work, the man’s path is not the same as the woman’s. Women have much to gain; step by step they are reclaiming the power that was taken from them. Men, on the other hand, have much to lose; their position, power, status, money, honour and their worth as men are under fire. They will have to die in order to be reborn. The process of initiation may not be visible, but its progress is irreversible.

			 

			 

			The phallus

			 

			The wild man is associated with the phallus in antiquity. On a hill in Dorset, there is a 90 metre high chalk drawing of the wild man with a phallus, a remnant of the distant past. He is called the Cerne Giant. The phallus is more than two meters long. Legend has it that spending a night inside the phallus increases fertility and helps couples to conceive. Although the phallus is often viewed solely in a sexual context nowadays, it symbolises more than lust and sexuality. The phallus is the spiritual symbol for masculinity. It represents potency and vigour on many levels: reproductive fertility, but also spiritual richness, vitality and decisiveness. An altar stone was dug up in Pompey with a symbol of a phallus on it and the words, ‘Hic Habitat Felicitas’ (Here lives Happiness). The fact that such a stone has been found on an altar shows the connection between male sexual energy and religious experience.

			 

			The phallus symbolises two sides of masculine energy: the penis is the part that symbolises lust, outward-oriented energy; the testicles symbolise fertility, preserved energy. The penis is oriented toward penetration and fertilisation, and symbolises the man standing alone in the world. The phrase ‘standing separately or alone’ can be found in the route of the word ‘man,’ referencing the ability of male energy to be independent of conventions, structures or dogmas; the archetypal image of the Camel-man who finds his own way through the jungle.

			 

			A man’s testicles symbolise the opposite: his connection to the community in which he lives and to the earth from which he comes. It is the circle of connection with life around him. Without this connection his actions are empty and fruitless. If male energy rises and is separated from the earth, it loses grounding and nourishment. It is the dominant form of masculine energy that expresses itself in pride and a sense of superiority. We see this externalised in high skyscrapers and poorly rooted grandiose projects that often misuse the earth or the disadvantaged in society. ‘Down-to-earth’ masculine energy isn’t arrogant or destructive but creative and deferential. It is a creative life force that can be used for the good of the community. In his autobiography, Jung writes about the first dream he can remember (a dream that intrigues him for the rest of his life): In a room in the earth there is an enormous phallus on a throne. There is light shining out of its one eye on top. The eye with light shining out of it on top of the phallus points to the route of the word phallus: the Greek ‘phallos,’ which means shining or luminous.

			 

			There seems to be a link between this early dream and the fact that the rest of his life was dedicated to the ‘self realisation of the unconscious,’ as he calls it in his autobiography. The archetypal male energy, symbolised by the phallus, gives us access to the earth’s knowledge and wisdom and to the secret language of myth and metaphor. It is the portal to the subconscious and to the riches and treasures that are stored there.

			 

			 

			Death

			 

			The Golden Spring, The Grail, the phoenix, the ‘lapis occultus’ or hidden stone, the Tree of Life, the Water of Life, the light-giving phallus; they all seem to be descriptions of the energy which contains the secret of life. The way to it is difficult and full of illusions. Evidently a person has to die before he can re-enter the Garden of Eden to taste holy eternity. Some initiation ceremonies require the novice to be buried alive for a day and a night, or to spend several days in a hole in the ground. The medieval Cathars concluded their very strict and austere initiation process by spending some time alone in a cave in the mountains.

			 

			Spending time in the earth symbolises death, becoming a part of the darkness of nothingness once again. It is the death of the ego, after which the true self can live. The alchemists said, ‘Visita interiora terrae rectificando invenies occultum lapidem,’ meaning, ‘Visit the interior of the Earth; by rectification [purification] you shall find the hidden stone.’

			 

			In tarot, the 13th card depicts Death. In Gerd Ziegler’s accompanying text, he explains Death’s two aspects: ‘one destroying and tearing down, the other freeing you from old bonds. Which of these aspects will predominate, depends on your attitude. Any desire to hold on or cling to old bonds will cause their death to appear that much more agonizing. Let yourself fall! When we have renounced our supports, even the earth under our feet, so that we listen to the guide in our hearts, then all is won, all is good. There is no more fear, no more danger.’ Behind death is love, life in its true form. But how hard it is to die. We fear death in a thousand ways when challenged to let go of things that we cherish. Often these are old convictions we hold onto because once they helped us to survive. But they no longer serve their function. In fact they prevent us from living completely. It could be the idea that we always have to behave or fight, to get what we want. It could be that life is lonely, or that we cannot trust men or women and that we will never find a satisfying relationship. It could be that we don’t value or care for ourselves enough and so get into relationships that reflect this.

			 

			It is not the body that must die but the ego, our limited idea of ourselves, so that we can live directly from our soul. It is the story of the mythological phoenix that burns up every five hundred years to later rise from the ashes of death. The king can return when the wild man disappears. 

			 

		

	
		
			4 DIONYSUS OR THE POWER OF LUST

			 

			 

			Delight is the substance of the world, and is what brings us near to the divine state. 

			Alain Danielou

			 

			We have come to the chapter about the lover, linked to the second chakra. This is the chakra of feeling and emotion, of creativity and sexuality. The archetype most suited to initiating us in these matters is the Greek deity Dionysus, god of lust, love and ecstasy. Dionysus wandered around, followed by an entourage of dancing and ecstatic lovers. He is the god of wine and in antiquity his cult of ritual ecstasy, dancing and alcohol spread like wildfire. He is also the founder of theatre, that ritual space in which deep emotional and archetypal processes could be portrayed and worked through. This is his story:

			 

			During one of his adventures in love, Zeus, king of the Ancient Greek gods, conceives a child with Semele, a mortal woman. Semele is the daughter of Cadmus and Harmonia, king and queen of Thebes. Hera, Zeus’ jealous wife discovers her husband’s infidelity and is bent on revenge. She persuades Semele to ask her lover to show himself in his full glory. Zeus, who had promised to grant his love’s every wish, has no choice but to comply. He shows himself in his divine form, sending lightning bolts all around, whereupon Semele, who is six months pregnant, is burnt to ashes. Zeus is just able to rescue the unborn child, immortalised by the lightning bolts, and sews the foetus into his thigh. Three months later his son, Dionysus, is born.

			 

			Herma’s wrath has not been soothed, so, as a precaution, Zeus gives the young god to Hermes, the gods’ messenger, who takes him to the mythical island Nysa. Disguised as a girl, Dionysus is brought up by the nymphs who live there, and initiated into the secrets of nature and of winemaking by the old and often drunk half man and half horse, Silenus.

			 

			Dionysus travels to Egypt, Asia Minor and India as a young man. He gathers a large retinue of Satyrs, Selini and Bacchants. Everywhere he goes he teaches people to make wine, and women in particular take up the Dionysian rituals of ecstatic dance, music, alcohol and sex. There are many who don’t believe in his divine heritage and denounce his sensual bacchanalia. Ultimately they pay a heavy price for their rejection.

			 

			Semele’s nephew, King Pentheus, reigns in Thebes. His mother Agave had never believed the story of the divine birth of her sister Semele’s child. She spread the rumour that Semele was impregnated by a tramp and that her death was Zeus’ revenge for the misuse of his name. King Pentheus wants nothing to do with the effeminate so-called deity and his debauched worship, and so imprisons Dionysus. But Dionysus causes Pentheus’ palace to collapse and challenges him to witness the rituals with his own eyes. The king disguises himself in women’s clothing and travels to Mount Cithaeron, where the preparations for the ritual are in full swing. Pentheus’ mother Agave is there among the women, and in an ecstatic trance. Whilst Pentheus is watching the festivities, Dionysus focuses the attention on him, and so the god’s bloody revenge ensues: In their drunken bliss, the revellers mistake the king for a wild animal and pull him to the ground. They tear him to pieces. Agave carries his head triumphantly back to the city on a spike, where Cadmus, her father, brings her back to her senses and she is confronted with the awful truth of what Dionysus has done to her.

			 

			There are several stories in which a rejected Dionysus takes terrible revenge. Some of the myths lay the blame for the madness on a curse made by Hera. On his return from India Dionysus is freed from the curse by Rhea, a goddess from the pre-Grecian matriarchal age, who also teaches him the matriarchal mysteries and initiation rituals. Once a large part of the world has become familiar with Dionysian worship, wine and initiation rituals, Dionysus retires to Mount Olympus to be with the other Gods. Priapus, the god of fertility and recognisable because of his large phallus, is born of a relationship with Aphrodite, the goddess of love. Dionysus’ mother Semele also becomes immortal after Dionysus goes down into the underworld, Hades, and brings her back to Mount Olympus.

			 

			 

			God of lust

			 

			Dionysus symbolizes lust in the broadest meaning of the word. Lust for life, the desire to dance, the pursuit of pleasure and sensuality, sexual desire and appetite for food and drink. The thigh, of which he was born, is the male symbol for strength and lust. The place where the Fisher King was wounded, and through which he lost his energy and lust for life, is in this story the genesis of the new god.

			 

			The eleventh card in Aleister Crowley’s tarot is ‘Lust.’ The card shows a woman sitting on the back of a seven-headed lion and is a representation of ‘divine intoxication, divine ecstasy, divine madness. The woman appears intoxicated. The lion is also enflamed by lust. His seven heads are those of an angel, a saint, a poet, an adulteress, a daring man, a satyr, and a lion-serpent. They symbolize different aspects and viewpoints which now unite and meld together as a single perceptive force in one orgiastic experiencing. They are independent of morality and limiting rationalism. The energy forms expressed here are those of an archetypal creative Order. (...) Lust reveals its valuable creative potential only when fully tasted, savoured and drunk in. Only then can it be understood and be implemented in your own process of becoming aware. The way to the light passes through all aspects of darkness.’ In literature, Dionysus is regularly placed in opposition to Apollo, the god of the sun. Apollo is god of day, of creation, of art and science, of clarity and objectivity, of order and aesthetics. Dionysus, on the other hand, is the god of night, chaos and the subconscious, the god of wine, dance and ecstasy. He is the god who connects us with our animal instinct, with magic, the erotic and its divinity. Dionysus wanders from town to town with his following of Bacchants, Satyrs and Maenads and seduces people with his ritual orgies. He prefers pleasure to a fight.

			 

			The bearer of prosperity, the nurturer of children

			to rich and poor alike

			He gave the gift of wine that kills our pain. 

			He hates those men who aren’t concerned 

			to live their days and treasured nights

			in happiness and in joy.

			 

			This is how Dionysus is introduced in The Bacchae, one of Euripedes’ best-known tragedies. ‘Dionysus would much rather revel, drink and play with the Satyrs than go to war, and his attempts to tear men away from the battleground to join his followers is a divine gift to humanity,’ writes Arthur Evans in The God of Ecstasy.

			 

			Dionysus also avoids the gods’ power struggle on Mount Olympus. He wanders over the earth and only joins the other gods on Mount Olympus late in in the mythological age.

			 

			Dionysus represents something in men which was rejected and ignored for a long time: his feminine side, and the part which connects with pleasure and ecstasy. Usually a man first gets to know this aspect of himself through a woman. It’s the art of living in the moment, of relishing in and going with the flow of life. It’s spontaneity, life-energy that wants to express itself for its own sake. Dionysus enjoys the good things in life: wine, theatre, dancing, making love and the beauty of body and mind. Unlike the Apollonian traits in a man, which gravitate towards the civilized and refined arts such as classical music, poetry, opera and a good book or visit to a museum, Dionysus loves the act of creation itself. He feels at home in the struggle with the primal forces of creativity and in the juices that that struggle releases.

			 

			It is a side of themselves that many men are scared of. They are scared of the creative chaos, of the feminine in themselves, of becoming effeminate, unstable or emotional. This fear surfaces in an aversion to homosexuality, among other things, and a suppression of everything that is feminine. Many men who know and honour Dionysus feel misunderstood and underappreciated by their surroundings. They wander about, but don’t take an active role in the social discourse. They find an escape in music or theatre, spend time in discos, nightclubs and parties, or travel to faraway climes like India. They smoke weed or use ecstasy, they take to the drink and often lead a double life. They have to hide their true feelings and ideas and often don’t feel accepted by society, their parents or family. They come to life at night and eschew the day.

			 

			Dionysus is still a marginal god in society today, there’s no official room yet for his energy in the male psyche. Dionysus is still not found on a board of directors or in the second chamber of parliament. He is excluded from meetings and businesses for being too feminine and in church he is depicted as the devil. He has to hide himself in women’s clothes and brave the jeers of his surroundings. But as the stories about Dionysus show, denying emotion and desire can have gruesome consequences. If we aren’t in connection with our emotional life or don’t have a deeply felt sexuality, we will unwittingly cause damage. The immeasurable volume of violence we are exposed to in western media seems proportional to the level of prudishness. Whilst a hand on a breast causes a national scandal in the United States, young people are overrun with images of excessive violence, horror and fear of terrorism. They are brought up with a vision of destruction instead of with the beauty of the act of creation.

			 

			We saw the return of Dionysus in the 60s in the predilection for mysticism and rapture, in the recognition of the feminine in the man, and in the easing of sexual mores in our society. There was more openness around homosexuality and bisexuality and, the cult of the body –of pleasure and experience- was increasingly celebrated. Young men let the hair grow –just like women- and started to wear earrings and necklaces. The door was opened for the first time to a freer sexuality and a personal experience of spirituality. It was coupled with drugs, music and wild dancing, the characteristics of the cult of Dionysus. Driven by music and ecstasy pills, young people explored the boundaries of their mind. But this Dionysian revival turned out to have a dark side. The Dionysian element was primarily experienced externally. Freedom, boundlessness and pleasure were pursued, but the ability to take on the responsibility that comes with a greater liberation was lacking. Young people no longer wanted to grow up, and got stuck in the sweet dream of divine youth. The sexual liberation was mainly an external liberation from old conventions –suddenly everything was allowed and possible- but inner liberation is slower and takes longer. It seems that Hera’s curse demands its sacrifices.

			 

			 

			Dionysus’ revenge 

			 

			And I, Dionysus, declare to all,

			I who am no mortal father’s son,

			The Son of God:

			Had you learned to balance your lives 

			At the time you did not wish,

			You would have lived a happy life, 

			Having Zeus’s son as a friend.

			 

			Dionysus has two faces; one shaped by lust, beauty and femininity, the other filled with destruction, chaos and revenge. Dionysus is the founder of theatre and his faces of tragedy and comedy, the laughing mask and the crying one, are the emblem of theatre. So sex, drink, drugs or dance can lead to ecstasy but can also have devastating consequences: too many sexual contacts, too much drink or drugs will eventually lead to illness, madness or death. But equally, just as a ball you push down under water springs up with huge force, the suppression of the Dionysian can lead to damaging excess.

			 

			A man’s dark side is the violent energy that forms if his creative energy is thwarted. A man will become resentful if he feels misunderstood, if he ignores his personal pride, or if he has to hide his real feelings. Like a smouldering fire, his vengeance grows in silence until it explodes and he lashes out either at himself or at his surroundings. Repressing sexual vitality can have very destructive consequences. We see large amounts of restrained aggression in young men whose vitality is reigned in or simply not recognised. This can manifest itself in criminal behaviour or racist practices, but it can also turn inwards and destroy the boy himself. A man whose Dionysian energy is strong, is often very self-destructive. His preconceptions (rooted in his upbringing) about the sensitive and creative parts of his manliness turn into self-reproach and punishment. Without realising it, he will sabotage his own success, frightened of being seen for who he truly is. He will adapt or hide. He won’t be open about his desire, he will hide it: he will find pleasure in pornography, with prostitutes, in car parks or discos. Lust has been separated from love and is living a life of its own under the cover of darkness. And because of this, it has become a most despised and mutilated element of society. The repudiation of Phallos, the male sexual identity, creates an emasculated society where the cerebral reigns and the physical is undervalued. ‘The phallus we see in pornography is not the real phallus’ asserts Thomas Moore in his book The Soul of Sex. ‘It is rather a pathetic attempt to return the phallic dimension to the penis. Our pornographic penises are symptomatic of our need for the phallus. The phallus is essentially the power that flows through all of us, both men and women. In this source of vitality and creativity, we can find the strength we need to continue to survive and grow.’

			 

			 

			From matriarchy to patriarchy 

			 

			Dionysus was born twice: once of a woman, his mother Semele, and once of a man, from his father’s thigh. Through this double birth and because of being brought up as a girl, Dionysus is ambiguous. He is both man and woman. He is the archetype that most strongly represents the feminine in the man.

			 

			Dionysus has this in common with Shiva, the Indian god of creation and destruction. Both have a very feminine appearance and are both depicted with animal skins and snakes around their necks. Shiva is sometimes depicted as half man half woman to emphasise the union of male and female aspects. In the ancient matriarchal system of worship, the snake was a symbol of feminine energy. The snake signified sexuality, fertility and the earth’s creative energy. The snake is also linked to healing and the capacity to selfheal. Snake poison can be fatal, but has medicinal properties. That’s why the snake became the watchman of death, life and rebirth. In Christianity the snake represents the devil, betrayal, deception and cunning. Eve was seduced by the snake to take a bite of the apple so that she could be Yahweh’s equal. Instead, she is left ashamed of her nakedness and is driven out of paradise with Adam.

			 

			Jean Shinoda Bolen, author of Gods in Everyman, frames Dionysus’ gender ambiguity within the transition from matriarchy to patriarchy. Many archaeological finds and studies suggest that a female deity prevailed before the male gods arrived. Figurines of the mother goddess and images of the mother as creator of humanity can be found all over the world. The great Mother was worshipped everywhere and connection with the earth and nature were central to her religion. Dionysus formed a bridge between these two cultures and religions. His mother Semele is, just as his wife Ariadne later, a goddess form the pre-Hellenic epoch and was linked to the moon and the earth. In the ancient matriarchal religion Dionysus will have been a priest of the mother goddess and will have taken part in initiations and worship rituals which took place outside in nature at the full or new moon.

			 

			That Semele was destroyed by Zeus’ bolts of lightning points to the change from matriarchy to patriarchy. Patriarchy has rigorously wiped out the spores of goddess-dominated worship through the centuries. The number 13, the number of the Goddess and of the 13 moons in a year - to which women’s menstrual cycles correspond, as did their rituals - became an unlucky number and the year was divided into 12 months. Magic and earthly rituals were denounced and women were painted as accomplices to the devil, being perceived as tempting the ‘weak flesh’. Churches were built on pagan sacred ground, often in honour of St Michael who slew the dragon, a symbol of matriarchy and female earthly energy. The Goddess was banished from the pantheon of gods and saints by patriarchy. In denouncing all that was female and earthly, pleasure and lust were banished too. Sex was evil and sinful and the body disgusting. Pleasure became taboo: sex was for reproduction and not about pleasure or personal liberation. Priests made a vow of abstinence, as spirituality and sexuality became mutually exclusive.

			 

			It may seem that the rise of patriarchy lost us the paradise of the mother goddess and left us with nothing but a system of male values and oppression. But just as a child must leave the mother’s protective world and connect with the father to take the step into the wider world, so too was the process of separation from mother goddess worship, a necessary step in the evolution of humanity. After a period of closeness to nature, where people lived in a kind of magical group consciousness -there was little distinction between the individual and the tribe- there came a time of individualism, differentiation and rationality. This development has taken place over the last two thousand years and seems to be nearing its end. We are at the point where a new step emerges. Patriarchy is on its last legs. It is becoming clear everywhere that the power of rationality has peaked, and people are looking for a new sense of balance. People are immersing themselves in other, often more feminine forms of spirituality, knowledge of the goddess is studied widely, the earth and the environment are gaining in priority, intuition and feeling are given a greater role, and the importance of parity of esteem between men and women seems to have definitively taken root in the West. Yet, I do not believe that we will return to a matriarchal society as some hope or claim. I believe rather, that we are moving towards an integration of male and female values and an amalgamation of matriarchy and patriarchy. It is the religion of the inner marriage, in which opposites unite, where the conscious and subconscious, the individual and the whole, reason and intuition, inner and outer worlds, men and women will be part of one larger unity.

			 

			 

			The battle of the sexes 

			 

			I once visited a Hopi Indian shaman, who showed me a painting of the history of the world. The painting depicted the transition between the third and fourth world; the transition which, according to his tradition, we find ourselves in now. It showed the image of a man and a woman with two crossed lines underneath their bodies. The drawing seemed to indicate a shifting of the roles of women and men. This change of roles appears to bring a lot of confusion and chaos with it. The Belgian programme ‘Full Moon’ in which five women interview a man, a man said, ‘I don’t know who I am anymore. Should I be soft and sensitive or macho and wild?’ Men are confused about their identity. Just as men have connected with their sensitivity and their uncertainty, so have women connected with their combativeness and confidence. In recent decades, women have fought for their rights and have reclaimed their dignity and rightful place in a previously male-dominated world. But, along with much good, feminism has caused a lot of damage to the male soul. In their struggle they failed to see that men had fallen victim to patriarchy just as much as women. The guilt and shame that the Church had placed on sexual freedom and enjoyment was repeated by feminism. Men became sexists: animals that oppress women, go to war and rape children. Male sexuality was seen purely as violent and raping. Some even went as far as to assert that they could prove scientifically that men are biologically inferior to women. What had been the other way round for centuries –the woman as biologically inferior to the man- was reversed with equal ease. Moore and Gillette write in King, Warrior, Magician, Lover, ‘Feminists opened our eyes to how male dominance in patriarchy has suppressed and abused the female -both so-called feminine characteristics and values, as women themselves. In their radical critique of patriarchy, some feminists concluded that masculinity is intrinsically evil and abusive, and that an association with ‘Eros,’ with love, connection, and tenderness is exclusive to women. However useful some of these insights have been to free the masculine and feminine from their patriarchal stereotypes, there is something very wrong with this idea. Patriarchy is not the expression of deeply grounded masculinity, because deep and truly grounded masculinity is not oppressive. Patriarchy is the expression of an immature masculinity. It is the expression of the dark side of masculinity. It represents undeveloped manhood, stuck at a childish level.’

			 

			The feminist attack on masculinity was a combination of anger and hurt, but also fear of their own feminine strength that had been oppressed for so long. I once rewrote an article from the Dutch women’s magazine Opzij, changing each ‘he’ in the text to a ‘she’ and vice versa. The result was shocking and many letters were sent in. The contempt and condescension in the article made many people’s hair stand on end. The fact was that when talking about men, we were used to the facetious tone, we could even justify and understand it. But having the same article be about women, made it painfully clear how sick and undermining the tone actually was. Men were idiots, pathetic individuals or authoritarian bastards. They were finished. Similarly in advertising, on television and in newspapers and magazines, there was a tendency to portray men in a negative or disparaging way. During a man’s conference in Austin, the Playboy columnist Asa Baber sighed, ‘The last 25 years have been an attack on masculinity. What we have created with this are several generations of young men who think that it’s bad to be masculine, that it’s bad to be aggressive, that it is bad to be macho. I want to use the same words and say that it is fine to be masculine. Masculinity is not necessarily self-destructive. Masculinity is glorious, brilliant, sexual, humorous, challenging.’

			 

			I once assisted in a training entitled ‘Essential peace making: men and women’ at a conference in Crete. The idea behind the training was that humanity consists of only two tribes: men and women, and that we can only have peace if the two tribes stop being at war with each other. As our time for the workshop was limited, we never got as far as peace making, and had to end in war and misunderstanding. All we had been able to do was make the war apparent, open to discussion, and recognize that we have a long way to go. One of the positive results of the training was the realisation that men and women are so very different and often don’t even speak the same language. Men are from Mars, Women are from Venus is the title of a book which describes the problem in one sentence: it seems as if we come from different planets and can barely understand each other.

			 

			We often see the following problem crop up between men and women, though it can happen the other way around: The man wants sex as a means to intimacy and connection to which the woman often reacts with shock. She wants emotional intimacy as a means to physical intimacy, and the man thinks: she’s whining again. And so we see how men and women, in their desire for real contact, often don’t understand each other at all and end up frustrated and exhausted. Like this, they sabotage each other’s advances and don’t make love or have an open and loving conversation.

			 

			The quickest solution would be for everyone to embrace androgyny and our problems would be over. We wouldn’t talk about male and female anymore because we’d all be the same. Yet I don’t think that this is a solution. The duality exists and pretending that it doesn’t is a denial of reality. Men and women are of course equal, but they are not the same. And that is fortunate, because it is the interaction between them that makes life interesting. The problem arose when one was elevated above the other, making the male superior to the female, or the female superior to the male. That has created a struggle which is fought over in every relationship and every marriage.

			 

			It is possible to turn this battle into a game or dance within which both players keep their role, and a creative tension is developed. It is no coincidence that Dionysus is the founder of theatre. In contrast to a battle, which is defined by winning or losing, theatre is not about fighting. Each plays their role, and the tension in the performance is forged by the creative collaboration of the actors. The one shines by the grace of the other. Play and counter-play are a dance within which each individual can be him or herself. These are the instruments of the lover archetype.

			 

			 

			The art of sexuality

			 

			On his travels through Asia, Dionysus comes into contact with many cultures and customs and so gains knowledge of dance, divine ecstasy and love. With these treasures -and a whole entourage of dancing Maenads and Bacchants- he goes back to the West. Nowadays -since the 1960s- many young people follow Dionysus’ example. They travel to India and come home with new insights into sexuality and spirituality. Concepts such as yoga, meditation, Tantra, Ayurveda and yin yang are slowly but surely becoming an integral part of our society. Whilst the West has dedicated itself knowledge of the future, the East seems to have preserved the wisdom of the past. We find answers to shortcomings in our culture in oriental thought. The vision of sexuality in old tantric scripts is very different to our own. Whilst in the West, the connection between love and lust -between the fourth and the second chakra- has been lost, Tantra describes a tradition in which heart, body and soul aren’t separated. The act of sex is seen as a sacred means to self-realisation and transcendental pleasure. Images of lovemaking are to be seen in temples and books, without the idea of sin or depravity being attached to them.

			 

			Through today’s cross-fertilization with the East, we are beginning to realize that sex can be one of the most sacred moments of communion with one another and with ourselves. Good sex nourishes the heart and the body. We feel better -more energetic, healthier and fulfilled- because of it. It is one of the gateways to our self-esteem and inner authority. It is heavenly and beautiful to take pleasure in our body, to be stroked, feel the arousal and to let ourselves be lead by sexual desire. It is heavenly to receive fellatio or to lick a woman’s vagina. In the Linga Purana, the lingam or penis is described as the ‘lingam of Shiva, as magnificent as molten gold, as strong as the Himalayas, as tender as a folded leaf, as life-giving as the sun, see the allure of his glittering jewel.’

			 

			The Kama Sutra describes how a woman can worship her lover’s lingam as if it were the original lingam of Shiva, the cardinal male. ‘Approaching him in a spirit of reverence and devotion, using her mouth as a second yoni (vagina). If she sucks the lingam in a relaxed and rhythmic way, she will be able to bring it deep into her throat without being in danger of choking. In this way a woman can worship her lover, give pleasure to him and receive his ejaculation as a physical sacrament.’

			 

			Similarly, honouring the female sexual organ is described: ‘She should let him suck her lotus and show his pleasure. Breathing in the smell, he should enter with his tongue and look for the red and white secretions. Then she should say to him: Eat of me. Drink of the waters of liberation. Oh son, be a slave, a father and a lover.’

			 

			To channel sexual energy, it’s important to open our hearts at the same time as awakening the passion. Sex without love loses its lustre. Balance is restored only when the outward-oriented sexual passion is in connection with the receiving love-energy.

			 

			Further, the difference is made between a man and a woman’s energy. In a man, the outward-orientated energy is placed in his pelvis; it is the positive pole, and the heart the negative, receiving pole. With women, it’s exactly the other way around: the heart is the positive, outward-oriented pole and the pelvis the negative, receiving pole. The difference between these two streams of energy and the misunderstandings around them, is the source of many problems between men and women.

			 

			When we value both kinds of energy, in ourselves and in the other, a true fusion occurs. The inner marriage takes place through the union of Eros and Amour, and the child ‘Delight’ is born.

			 

			 

			Sexual initiation 

			 

			In the book The Valley of Horses Jean Auel describes the sexual initiation of a young girl in a tribe which Jondalar, one of the main characters in the book, is visiting. Her ‘first time’ is prepared carefully and everything is done to give her a fantastic and loving experience. Jondalar, who is known for his sexual prowess, makes love to her, takes her virginity and gives her ‘the great gift of the Mother,’ or the pleasure of love. His task is to ensure that she enters into the realm of sexuality in a pleasurable and beautiful way. To do this, he has to control his own desire – without supressing it - so as not to scare her. The scene is beautifully described – how he awakens her desire with his tongue before penetrating her gently until she is ready to surrender herself completely, on the waves of desire, to his penis and her own enjoyment. I don’t know if it happened as idyllically in prehistory as is portrayed here, but the image described arouses an age-old longing for sanctuary, love and the erotic. The safety of the tribe, and of the tent covered in rugs and animal hides where the initiation ritual takes place, and the care and loving protection of the tribe elders for the young –in this case- girl’s tender and unfolding sexuality. How beautiful would it be if we took up this responsibility again in our society, instead of letting young people muddle on, at best warning them of sexually transmitted diseases and other nasty consequences of the act of love. We are so lacking in our sex education that the overwhelming amount of loneliness, frustration and ignorance around sex is not surprising. None of us knows how it’s supposed to be done any more, we’re all in the same boat. All we can do is increase our awareness of the pain we have suffered and look for new paths together. For paths that will lead us, and the generations after us, back to security and sanctuary.

			 

			We could look for ways to help secondary school aged young people to come into contact with their own sexuality in a pleasant way. We could make erotic films where the love between two people, and how they experience the sex is intrinsic to the film. We could bring sex out of the slums and alleyways and place it in the middle of our society as a symbol of beauty, love and divinity. If we can bless our sexuality with love, it will lose its negativity and we will be able to literally make love when we have sex. Let’s stop making sex bad, or the cause of all misery. It’s not sex that causes all misery, but the denial and criticism of it. I don’t believe in modern spiritual ideas about celibacy and so-called rising above sexuality, just as I don’t believe in old religious ideas about celibacy. I don’t think that the idea is to transcend sex, at least, not now. Now it’s essential that body and soul reconnect with each other, which means that we will feel the pain of the centuries of separation. We will see the pain that we have done to others. None of us is without blemish, neither men nor women. We have taunted and torn at each other and wounded the depths of our soul. We have passed our pain on to each other and our children.

			 

			I think we need to be careful with sex, to behave with deep respect and reverence for the other. Let us not, in a rush to make up for damage done, forget to be playful and inquisitive in our foreplay until the time that we’re ready to make love to each other without shame, resentment or pain. Only then will we be able to truly embrace each other and see each other as the God and Goddess that we are.

			 

		

	
		
			5 HAMLET OR THE QUEST FOR THE FATHER

			 

			 

			Among a man’s jobs is to reclaim his own grief. This reclaiming puts him in touch with his father’s soul. 

			Robert Bly

			 

			The warrior is the third chakra’s archetype. The third chakra is the chakra of power, of setting boundaries and of the strength to take action. The dilemma of the use of power is central to Hamlet, Shakespeare’s best known play. Hamlet shirks from the use power just as Frodo shirks from using the ring. Hamlet doesn’t take action and is stuck in despair and inner strife -the same inner strife that we see in Frodo. Both are burdened by having to carry a secret with them, which the future of the country depends upon. If we look at this symbolically, the question arises: When should a person act and when shouldn’t they? What prompts a man to engage his warrior energy and when does it become distorted by overuse or – as in Hamlet’s case- by not being used? And what is the role of the father in this struggle?

			 

			Let us begin with the story.

			 

			Hamlet, Prince of Denmark is feeling downcast and rebellious. His father has recently died and his mother Gertrude is marrying his father’s brother Claudius.

			 

			His friend Horatio tells him that two watchmen have seen his father’s ghost on the castle walls. The following night Hamlet goes to see for himself and speaks to his father’s ghost who tells him that he was murdered by Claudius. He asks Hamlet to avenge his death.

			 

			Claudius and Gertrude, worried about Hamlet’s erratic and despondent behaviour, invite his old friends Rosencrantz and Guildenstern in the hope of finding out what is troubling him. Polonius, the king’s advisor, ascribes Hamlet’s behaviour to his love for Ophelia, Polonius’ daughter. When Polonius and the king eavesdrop on a conversation between the lovers, Claudius discovers that Hamlet has suspicions about the cause of his father’s death. Meanwhile, a troupe of players has arrived at the court and Hamlet asks them to perform a play that reflects his father’s murder. Hamlet hopes to find proof of the king’s guilt in his reaction to the play; Claudius walks out and decides to send Hamlet to England as a precaution.

			 

			Before he leaves, Hamlet confronts his mother and makes an appeal to her conscience. During their fraught conversation, Hamlet discovers an eavesdropper behind a curtain who he kills in his anger. The dead man turns out not to be the king as Hamlet had believed, but his advisor, Polonius. After Hamlet leaves, Polonius’ son Laertes arrives at the Danish court. Laertes finds his sister in a state of madness and hears that his father has been murdered by Hamlet. Ophelia has lost her mind through what has happened and drowns herself in the river. Encouraged by Claudius, Laertes swears to take revenge on Hamlet.

			 

			Hamlet, who escaped an attempt on his life in England set up by Claudius, is back in Denmark and meets the royal household at Ophelia’s funeral. When Hamlet appears, Laertes vents his anger on him. The two are pulled off each other and it is decided to settle the matter with a duel. Horatio tries to persuade Hamlet to call it off, but Hamlet doesn’t want to evade action any longer. The whole court watches as Hamlet and Laertes take up their swords to fight; Hamlet is unaware that Laertes’ sword has been dipped in in poison. The Queen, wanting to wish Hamlet luck, drinks from the poisoned goblet meant for Hamlet. She falls down dead. In the meantime, both Hamlet and Laertes have been wounded by the poisoned sword and so will die. With his last strength, Hamlet forces Claudius to drink the last of the poison. Both die. Horatio is the only one left alive. His task is to tell the facts as they happened to Fortinbras, Prince of Norway, who arrives at the end of the play with his army.

			 

			 

			The sun king and the shadow king 

			 

			The play opens with the fact that Hamlet’s father has died and his brother Claudius has claimed both the throne and his wife, Queen Gertrude. This is a staging of the old mythological story of the primal struggle between the shadow or dark king and the sun king. Often the two kings are represented as brothers. The sun king is just and good-natured whilst the shadow king is cunning and ignoble. He fights for his own power and honour, whilst the good king uses his power to serve the people. The bad king uses his cunning to kill or oust the good king and take his place on the throne. The country’s prosperity is threatened, the people are oppressed and the future looks more and more miserable. Help comes in the form of the just king’s son, the true heir to the throne. It is he, often after a period of quiet preparation, who takes on evil.

			 

			We find the earliest variation on this theme in Egyptian mythology, where the gods Set and Osiris fight for power. Osiris is murdered by his brother, Set, his body is cut in pieces and thrown into the Nile. The goddess Isis, wife of Osiris, gathers the pieces of his body together and is able to give him new life. But Osiris chooses to stay in the underworld and leave victory to his son Horus, who defeats Set after a long struggle. The same struggle between kingly brothers can be found in the story of Robin Hood. King John takes King Richard’s throne when Richard is on a crusade to Jerusalem. King John proves to be a tyrant bent on power and domination. He hatches a plan to permanently sideline Richard. Robin Hood thwarts John’s efforts until King Richard returns to take his rightful place on the throne. George Lucas’ Star Wars trilogy, set far in the future, is another version of this same theme. In this, Luke Skywalker takes on Darth Vader. Here, the archetypes of the good and the bad king are unified in one person, Luke’s father. Darth Vader was once a ‘Jedi’, a spiritual warrior trained by Obi wan Kenobi. He was unable to resist the power of evil and crossed to the evil emperor’s dark side. Obi Wan Kenobi, who acts as a mentor or spiritual father, helps Luke to defeat his father and the emperor. Luke doesn’t kill his own father, but is able to bring him back to the good side.

			 

			Another modern and very popular form of the story is Walt Disney’s Lion King, in which the evil Scar kills his brother Mufasa, king of the animals. Just like Horus, it is the good king’s son, Simba, who takes on Scar and deposes the evil king from the throne.

			 

			 

			The absence of the father 

			 

			We can view these kingly brothers as two sides of the psyche: in this case, the dark side and the light or good side of the father. What is good in the father has bitten the dust; the dark side of the psyche remains. The son is confronted by this negative image of his father and will have to go on a quest for the positive image. He misses his true father. If we transpose this onto the contemporary world, we see that most sons do not know their true fathers. A son sketches the image of his father heavily influenced by his mother’s perception and remarks, which aren’t always positive. In Hamlet, the ghost of Hamlet’s dead father appears at night. In this scene, the son is called on to go in search of the missing picture of his father. This vision is a reminder of the original truth about his father, the positive energy that has been lost. Every son will have to battle with his father’s darker side, to remember the part of him that has perished.

			 

			It is noticeable that fathers are often absent from their sons’ lives these days. They are at the office, come home late at night and leave their sons’ upbringing largely to the mother. In most cases the father’s emotional absence is a bigger problem than his physical absence. He doesn’t know how to connect. He has withdrawn from family life and sought refuge in his work, the newspaper, sport or the pub. At work, what he does, not who he is, is important. He has often lost his sense of self-worth as a father, husband and as a man, and has accepted this loss. Just like his son now, he was deprived of a father and sought desperately for solid ground to stand on. He has become a lonely soldier, either fighting for the few ideals he desperately holds on to, or is silenced and beaten. Inside himself, the son is screaming for a sign of life. At a very early age, shocked by his father’s absence and apparent soullessness, the son will ask himself: What happened to my father? Where is he? What has made him so unapproachable, so aggressive and dominant or why is he so passive and paralysed? Why isn’t he himself, why is he hiding behind masks? The son is lost if he isn’t connected to the correct image of his father. His father is his first example of masculinity and, to become a man, the son will have to connect with him. But if his father is absent, the son has nothing to aim for. He needs his father to hold out his hand to enable him to let go of his mother’s trapeze and jump over to his father’s. If he doesn’t jump he will be stuck on his mother’s trapeze in a combination of dependence and revulsion: he will remain a mother’s boy and never grow up to be a man. He will keep repeating the pattern of mother and son in every relationship.

			 

			 

			The lost son 

			 

			Hamlet is the prototype of a lost son. He is filled with doubt, wants revenge, but shies away from open conflict. Instead of tackling the external battle with his uncle, he is overwhelmed by inner strife, and seems to almost succumb to it.

			 

			Am I a coward? Who calls me villain? (...) 

			Why, what an ass am I! 

			This is most brave, 

			That I, the son of a dear father murdered, 

			Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell, 

			Must like a whore unpack my heart with words 

			And fall a-cursing like a drab, 

			A stallion! Fie upon’t, foh!

			 

			Here we see an intelligent man with many talents, who on the one hand is very sure of himself, but who is also beset by self-doubt. It is the confused position of the lost son, who lacks the sturdiness and backbone of a father. He is drowning in his own reflections and emotions and doesn’t get as far as undertaking action.

			 

			There are innumerable examples of lost sons in daily life. For instance, the son who tries to make up for his father’s failure and his mother’s criticism of it -open or concealed- by climbing the ladder of success, in the hope that money and fame can save him. He works himself to the ground, strives for ordered perfection in an attempt to ignore is inner chaos and pain; he eventually gets ill or stressed and by his fortieth has forgotten why he started in the first place. Having reached the lonely heights, the ladder breaks and his fall is a long and painful one. His wife leaves him, his children don’t want to have anything to do with him and his health deteriorates.

			 

			This is the path that the young, naïve Icarus takes: He flies higher and higher, ever closer to the sun, whereupon his wings of wax melt and he falls into the sea and drowns. The sea is death but can also come in the shape of deep depression, a sort of suspended animation.

			 

			Other sons don’t look to the heights but sink down into the underworld. They’ve seen what the world of work and success have done to their father and refuse to have anything to do with it. In reaction to ostentation, money and power, they wrap themselves in the colours of the underworld. They wear black clothes with skulls on them, necklaces and rings in their noses and listen to ‘the devil’s’ music. They do everything possible to not become their father and try to reverse his failure, but eventually they too hit a wall. They become addicted to drink and drugs and get stuck in the underworld.

			 

			Many neo-Nazis aren’t neo-Nazi because they are against Jews but because they are lost sons who are reacting to their mother and looking for missing parts of their father. They see that their father has become a conventional, bureaucratic, boring little man and they wonder what happened to his pith and natural authority. They want to compensate for his powerlessness within his family and in the world by demonstrating strength, power and aggression and defeating the enemy. Their inner fight has been externalised. They have entered the realm of the dark warrior, and will fight to the death because their survival depends on it. Their longing for a father has mutated into hate; hate of the other but maybe most of all, of themselves. This is the Icarus who wasn’t able to fly out of the labyrinth and who has decided to take on the fight with the Minotaur, the monster. We see the same fight in young Muslims, who seek to reclaim something of their identity and dignity in the violence of extremism and terrorism. The macho man who makes use of a pseudo masculinity to hide his fear and insecurity is also a lost son. He thinks that his façade of power, control and decisiveness makes him a man, not seeing that the similar image projected by other men, shelters just as much insecurity.

			 

			The ‘soft’ man appears to be the opposite of the macho, but he too lacks a masculine basis. In his insecurity about the nature of his manliness, he hangs on to an image, which is (maybe too) feminine. This is the man who seeks his love and attention in the world of women and keeps away from the masculine world. The artist who grows his hair and rebels against authority. The man who can understand another’s feelings, but doesn’t know what he wants himself. He is too gentle. He is dominated by his feelings and can’t find the energy to stick up for himself and take action when needed. He may go from therapy to therapy, or from workshop to workshop to delve deeper and deeper into his feeling world. He will find it hard to step out into the world to fulfil his task in life. A lost son will question what is wrong with him. His eternal struggle with self-doubt will get in the way of his fight with the outside world. Deep within him lies his fear of facing the truth: that at the end of the day, he has to go into battle with his own dark side.

			 

			We find lost sons among homosexuals too. The gap is possibly even bigger here, because not only is the father absent, in most cases the son will also close himself off. Instead of being validated for who he is, the son will be rejected and exiled into loneliness. The psychological perspective on homosexuality often cites the role of the dominant mother, but an unconscious longing for the father may well play a greater role. It is the deep need for physical and emotional contact with the father through which a son receives understanding and recognition of his own masculinity. This unconscious desire for intimacy with his father expresses itself when a son is older, in a sexual desire for men. It is often even more difficult for homosexual men to build a healthy relationship to their own masculinity. Masculinity blurs into camp or ultra macho behaviour with leather uniforms and whips. Rejected by the male world they have created a world of their own. The father’s absence and rejection is often reflected in the gay world in an inability to build up intimate and sustainable relationships. Sex is experienced in an impersonal way in saunas or car parks.

			 

			 

			The battle between ego and self

			 

			The battle with the father ultimately symbolises the inner battle between the ego and the self: do we choose power or strength, truth or deception, integrity or hypocrisy? Both sides are present in each of us. The warrior’s battle is about the choice between these two sides of the soul. Does the warrior use his power to serve the sun king or the dark king? Power is of itself neutral. It is a potent energy that can be utilized for good or for evil. Power can serve the heart and therefor be employed positively, or it can serve the ego and be used negatively. Our pursuit of power comes out of the powerlessness we experienced as children. Our personal power and authority were taken from us -we had to do as we were told- and so we spend the rest of our lives trying to get that power back, by fair means or foul. In relationships and marriages this power struggle is often an insurmountable obstacle, getting in the way of truly coming together. We force our truth onto the other, manipulate them either by keeping money or sex from them, or by giving it, but we don’t attain true love. Thus the battle of the sexes continues and seems virtually unsolvable. We have a long road to travel in learning to manage power instead of abusing it.

			 

			When power is used well, the duality of good and evil having been transcended, it is a mighty and healing energy. It is fuel for the heart, which, though loving and open, is weak and ineffectual without power. The connection between love and power, between the fourth and the third chakra, is essential. Then power serves the heart, just as the warrior serves the king. This positively applied force is necessary to define boundaries and to protect others and ourselves. We need this strength in order to challenge things that aren’t right: a boss abusing his power, a partner trying to manipulate us, a child crossing its boundaries, or a nation or faith that oversteps the mark. Inaction would be criminal in all of these situations.

			 

			Men often indulge their hunger for power outside the home: in their work, in sport, in hobbies, or in politics, and are powerless in the domestic sphere. The children are brought-up by their mother, and the man hands over his pay for the housekeeping. If he loses the power struggle in the outside world, his wife, children or dog will pay for it. He may try to deflect his impotence through aggression, or conversely, retreat into silence.

			 

			We cannot abstain from learning to deal with power, because evading power is also a form of abuse. The power of powerlessness is possibly stronger than any other force. It is a covert, disguised and unconscious force, but its effect is no less because of this. It is precisely the incognisance of power that causes us to misuse it. Who doesn’t know the mother, who in her supposed impotence, terrorises her husband and children? The absent father, who in his inertia frustrates every impulse of life his family has? The perpetual victim, who demands constant sympathy and understanding from everyone around her? These are just a few of the many examples of the power of powerlessness.

			 

			The warrior’s energy has become one of the most contaminated aspects of society. We abhor everything to do with violence and yet we are awash in it. We have lost any sense of balance in the use of power and aggression. We will have to take a deep look into ourselves and into our use or misuse of power. Only by knowing power will we be able to handle it.

			 

			 

			The mother’s power

			 

			The ghost of Hamlet’s father proclaims that his wife Gertrude was in cahoots with Claudius. But he warns his son against the temptation to oppose his mother and make her pay for her betrayal. He asks Hamlet to take revenge on his uncle, but to leave his mother alone:

			 

			‘But howsoever thou pursues this act, 

			taint not thy mind, nor let thy soul contrive against thy mother aught. 

			Leave her to heaven and to those thorns that in her bosom lodge

			to prick and sting her.’

			 

			The temptation to blame the mother is great, but the quest for his father is more important for a son than conflict with his mother. Conflict with the mother is often more obvious; she is the one who brings the child up, who is most present during his youth, often the dominant presence. In therapy, attention tends to focus on the process of detachment from the mother instead of a search for the father. But to make the step from son to man, a boy will have to take on the battle with his father’s darker side. He won’t find his own strength by punishing his mother, but by connecting with his father. The son will have to become aware of the darker side of his mother’s psyche. That is the first step in overcoming his naivety. If he holds on to an overly perfect image of his mother, he will ask her advice and seek her protection. Her darker side will soothe him and say he shouldn’t see problems everywhere. She’ll advise him against further looking for his father and recommend he accept the situation as it is.

			 

			Good Hamlet, cast thy nighted colour off,

			And let thine eye look like a friend on Denmark. 

			Do not for ever with thy vailed lids

			Seek for thy noble father in the dust.

			 

			Just like fathers, every mother has a dark and a light side. The good mother is someone who sacrifices a large part of her life for her children. She is the giver of life, the nurturer, the supportive mother, and the woman who is always there to satiate our hunger, ease our pain, to comfort and play with us. But we haven’t seen the flip side of her psyche yet: the suffocating, the negative, the abusive mother; the one who smothers her children in her care, and tries to hold on to them, even when they are fully grown. An abusive mother will project her insecurities and unfulfilled desires onto her sons. Gently but firmly, she’ll demand everything from her son that her partner hasn’t given her. She will want to possess him; in fairy tale terminology: eat him. She will try to keep her son a child in any way she can, because if he were to grow up and become emotionally independent, he’d no longer be her little boy.

			 

			Whilst men have the tendency to express their insecurity in physical abuse, such as rape and violence, women’s insecurity is more likely to be expressed in emotional abuse. One devastating look aimed at her son will be enough to make him wither. Something he’s done has awoken her anger. She won’t let him know what it is, won’t tell him directly that she doesn’t like what he’s done, but she will let him feel it. She’ll likely ask him why he did what he did that made her so angry. ‘Why are you doing this to your mother? Why are you making her unhappy? Aren’t you my sweet little boy any more?’ No. For a start the son didn’t do anything with the intention of hurting her. He did it for his own reasons: for fun, to explore his boundaries etc. But the mother will experience it as an act of disloyalty. Fed by insecurity, she’ll think that the son wants to leave her. And in her frustration she’ll eventually accuse him, devastatingly, of being, ‘just like your father.’

			 

			‘The people around a woman whose relationship with herself is good, blossom, because she has something of the divine mother who lets the grain grow. But if something is wrong with the relationship with her inner self, she may radiate goddess Hecate’s destructiveness and cast a deathly haze on her surroundings’ writes Marie-Louise von Franz in The Feminine in Fairy Tales.

			 

			Advaita Maria Bach, a German therapist, describes how she frequently experiences the mother-son problem with her clients: ‘The general image is this: the adult son is in his forties. The mother has a few more decades before her. If she doesn’t have purpose in her life outside her husband and children, what will she do with her energy? Whilst the man is mostly at the pinnacle of his career when the children leave home, she can find herself in front of a gaping void. The only thing left to her, is her influence on her children, especially on her sons, who as adults also represent the male world of power. As long as she feels power over her sons, has a foot in the door, she’s got something to say in a world denied to her. Her claim to power is often disguised as motherly care. Whilst the fathers are chastised for their ‘absence’, the opposite is true for mothers: they are always there. Giving life, feeding and protecting moves seamlessly into dominating, manipulating and using -even sexually.’ The line between motherly love and sexual abuse can be very thin –especially in situations where the father is physically or emotionally absent. The ‘little man’ soon becomes the object of all missed love and attention, and becomes a substitute for the father.

			 

			Women need to look for their sense of security and rootedness within themselves. A woman will have to examine the unfulfilled relationship with her partner and very likely with her father to understand her unfulfilled desires. And perhaps even more importantly: She’ll need to connect with her inner and/or external mother to find a nourishing and supportive feminine ground to stand on. Grounded so that others aren’t necessary to her personal happiness, her purpose in life, or her sexuality. The goddess is waiting inside ready to help and to give a woman everything she needs, including sexual pleasure and fulfilment.

			 

			A man will have to learn to recognise his mother’s darker side. Without doing this, he will hold on to a loving, caring, but one-sided image of her. Craving warmth and love, he’ll run into his mother’s –and later his wife’s- arms, without recognising the destructive force that also lurks there. Thus he will stay a boy forever, apologising for the masculine strength that wants to come out and, which would mean a definitive break with the mother.

			 

			He will always want to justify himself to his wife or girlfriend, at work and in society. But no matter how hard he works or how much he earns, how environmentally friendly, sympathetic, woman-friendly, triumphant or charming he is, he will continue to dance to the tune of his mother’s wishes. On an unconscious level, his life will either circle around his mother’s approval or around resisting her demands. The emotional umbilical cord between mother and son remains unbroken. This is often coupled with a blockage in the son’s stomach area, which expresses his powerlessness in manifesting his own masculine energy and his inability to set boundaries. These sons have great trouble developing a healthy sense of self-worth and financial and emotional independence. The break that should have happened in puberty becomes a long, drawn-out battle between mothers and sons who are too entangled in mutual dependence.

			 

			It is not easy to get out of this situation, as the inner child feels sure it will die if it leaves its mother. It is staring into the gaping void, the Great Nothingness. In tribal times older men facilitated this step from boy to adult man. They were able to take a boy away from his mother and fill the void with something new: support and care within a masculine frame of reference. This transition from the feminine to the masculine world is an essential step on the way to total independence and personal authority. This transitional phase is barely made conscious in our culture. Many young people create their own split with their mother by rebelling against her norms; by making themselves ugly, using drugs, going to house parties, by taking part in racist or violent activities, in short by doing anything that their mother would despair of. But as long as there isn’t a safe haven at the far end of this process of separation, boys and men will muddle on endlessly and want to keep rebelling instead of taking responsibility for themselves.

			 

			 

			From conflict to care

			 

			Horatio is Hamlet’s only loyal friend. His humour and confidence are a great source of support for Hamlet, who struggles with the world and with himself.

			 

			We see the confidant or bosom friend in many heroic stories, often in the form of a comic twosome. In the Lion King, Pumbaa the warthog and the meerkat Timon cheer up Simba. When he nearly dies in the desert they save him and become his faithful friends. They also come to his rescue when he eventually takes on Scar. In Star Wars the role is filled by two robots 3PO and R2D2. They form a comic duo who often seem to do more harm than good but who at key moments prove crucial in overcoming Darth Vader and the empire. In the mythological fairy tale Willow, two tiny little men accompany the hero Willow on his path. They can never agree on anything, are constantly arguing, but evoke a certain tenderness and pleasure. The same is true for Frodo’s faithful friends. Samwise Gamgee, Pippin and Merry are determined not to leave Frodo’s side, even if his journey will lead them to ‘Mount Doom’ and certain death.

			 

			None of these friends have a bad bone in their body. They support the hero through thick and thin, if reluctantly and even if doing so brings them into life threatening situations. They’re not interested in honour or fame any more than in money or power. They enjoy life, and take things as they come. Their motto is ‘Hakuna Matata’ meaning roughly ‘no worries’.

			 

			A man’s friends are vital. They can help him get through difficult times, laugh and put things into perspective. They can give him feedback and tell it like it is without the friendship needing to suffer. A man without friendships becomes lonely. He becomes closed, seems not to need anyone and has endless conversations in his head. He becomes alienated from himself and others. He distrusts other men and is frightened of exposing himself. We learn to see other men as competitors, as enemies, instead of as brothers and companions. We go into battle on many levels: men try to get the better of each other in conversation by using humour, status and prestige -even cars; at work through competition, in meetings through cutting remarks, one-upmanship and all sorts of discussion techniques and means of power. We do all this because we are scared of trusting others, we do it to mask the absence of care and brotherhood and the desire for intimacy with other men. We don’t get further than a slap on the back even though our need to be cared for by other men is much greater than this.

			 

			A man learns to care for himself through other men’s care; to take care of his own emotional needs. The child in the man places this care by the mother. She has to look after him, give him attention, listen to his problems and satisfy his needs –emotional, sexual and intellectual. The child demands this care and if he doesn’t get it, he becomes dissatisfied, will lash-out, whine and blackmail. In later life the partner becomes the projection of the mother and has to look after her husband.

			 

			A man is only able to separate from his mother when he starts taking responsibility for his needs. To do this he will need to build a bond with his inner child, listen and pay attention to it etc. The inner child needs to know that he will be seen, taken care of, and his needs respected. Once a man can take care of his inner child, he is truly mature. This taking of responsibility for himself can grow to responsibility for his partner, his family, and for the world in which he lives. He’ll no longer ask for attention, consciously or unconsciously, but will be able to pay attention; he won’t have to control the world, so that it fulfils his requirements, but will be able to serve and nurture it with his creativity and strength.

			 

			An important task awaits men: reshaping the masculine world into a world founded on care and brotherhood instead of on competition and mistrust. A world which strengthens men instead of invalidating them, where involvement replaces indifference; where men feel seen and supported, so that guilt transforms into pride, fear into courage, permissiveness into responsibility.

			 

			 

			Serving the king

			 

			Hamlet doesn’t literally take up arms until the end of the play. Then, he neither wins nor loses. His uncle is killed, as is his mother; but Hamlet meets his end too. He is poisoned just as his father was before him, this time the poison is on the blade of a sword. Why is it that Hamlet dies instead of claiming victory and taking the throne, as in the stories The Lion King, Star Wars or Set and Osiris? The differences between Hamlet and these other heroes are that he lacks both a certain warrior energy and a mentor to give him insight; a spiritual father, an initiator such as Obi Wan Kenobi or Gandalf to guide the young hero on his journey to maturity. Someone older and wiser to teach him the difference between power and strength, to help him free himself of the image he has of his parents, and to teach him to sink into and experience his emotions so that he can then separate himself from them. A man can only become a true warrior by being aware of his thoughts and emotions and eventually gaining control of them. He’s no longer a victim of his thoughts and emotions. He has lived in them and made them subservient to his actions. Hamlet lingered too long in reflection and despair, never coming to decisive action. He drowned in his emotions. If a man is controlled consciously or unconsciously by his desires, passions and thoughts, he becomes a ship without a rudder. He floats around without moving into action, bobs about on the flow of life, without having any grip on it. Not until he has lived in his emotions and knows his thought patterns inside out, will he be able to act mindfully and give his life direction. A mentor, sage, master or teacher is often necessary to guide him through the turbulent waters and unknown depths of the subconscious. He’ll then realise that his struggle with life is often an illusion based on old childhood images, that he lacks the strength and insight to take on the true fight. The battle is to live his life as his heart tells him to. Being a real warrior is daring to listen to your heart, and daring to act from the heart. In this way, warrior energy takes its rightful place again. The warrior doesn’t fight for himself, or for the pleasure to the fight, but acts when needed. He is in service to the king. If reason acts in subservience to the heart, it can accomplish great deeds.

			 

		

	
		
			6 SIMBA OR THE CALL FOR NEW LEADERSHIP

			 

			 

			The leader of today is someone who has learned to make music through his own wounds. 

			Hans Korteweg

			 

			Our path through the mythological world began with Percival, the naïve hero. We then descended to the darkness of the subconscious to study the story of the wild man, which deals with initiation, death and rebirth. After that we explored the value of lust in the realm of Dionysus, and used the story of Hamlet to examine the struggle with power. We have seen how our masculinity and self-esteem have been wounded and that the road to healing is a long one. Eventually we are discovering a new image of masculinity: the man who respects himself, the earth and the world around him. Men who radiate these qualities are the leaders of today. They forge the path which others will follow.

			 

			The Walt Disney film The Lion King tells this story of the return of healthy masculinity and new leadership. Just like Hamlet, this story is a reworking of an age-old theme. It is a modern myth that lays bare the unconscious needs and desires of today’s world.

			 

			The story goes as follows:

			 

			All the animals of the steppe meet at Pride Rock at the break of dawn, because Mufasa, the king of the animals has been given a son: Simba, the future king. Rafiki the baboon and animal community’s medicine man climbs the rock and greets his leader Mufasa. He looks at the newborn cub, picks him up and shows him to the populous. They all bow low. A new leader has been born; the circle of life is complete. Mufasa’s brother Scar is less pleased with the newborn Simba, whose birth has diminished his chance of becoming king. Scar hatches a plan to do away with Simba.

			 

			One day, when Simba is just a few weeks old, Scar tells him about the elephant graveyard. It is the only place in the kingdom that his father has forbidden him to go, but Simba cannot contain his curiosity. He and his friend Nala escape Zazu the messenger’s watchful eye and go into the elephant graveyard. It is dark and macabre. When Simba goes to climb into one of the big elephant skulls, he hears gruesome laughter: three hyenas crawl out of the skull ready to attack Simba and Nala. The cubs make a run for it, but get lost in the corridors and caverns of the graveyard. Meanwhile, Zazu has sounded the alarm and Mufasa arrives at the moment the hyenas are about to attack Simba. Mufasa sees the hyenas off with a swipe of his paw and liberates his son. From a distance Scar watches his plan fail, but he makes allies of the hyenas. He promises them a golden age if they side with him, and divulges his plan: to kill the king and his son, so that he can take over the throne, and become the new king.

			 

			One day Scar lures Simba into the ravine and tells him to wait, as his father has a surprise for him. But as soon as Scar is out of the ravine he signals to the hyenas, who chase a herd of wildebeests into the ravine. Unaided, Simba could be trampled to death. Scar lets Mufasa know of the danger Simba is in and Mufasa rushes to the ravine to save his son. He throws himself between the wildebeests and manages to bring Simba to safety, but as he is about to climb out exhausted, Scar pushes Mufasa back into the charging herd below. Mufasa is caught under the thundering hooves. Once the herd has disappeared, Simba goes looking for his father and finds him lying dead at the bottom of the ravine. Scar scolds Simba and tells him that his father died because of Simba’s actions. All he can do is flee, and never return. Simba takes his words to heart and runs away. Scar sends the three hyenas after Simba to kill him, but Simba escapes into the desert where he falls to the ground, exhausted. Pumbaa the warthog and Timon the meerkat discover the exhausted lion cub on their daily walk. They decide to keep him, and so Simba grows up with Pumbaa and Timon. In the meantime the terrible news of Mufasa’s death has reached Pride Rock and all the animals are in mourning. Scar sketches their new future: he will take Mufasa’s place and establish a new empire with the hyenas.

			 

			One day, many years later -Simba has grown into a young lion by now- Nala goes into the forest where Pumbaa, Timon and Simba live. She is looking for food as under Scar’s rule the land has dried and the steppe has become a wasteland. The balance of life has been disrupted and the animals live in fear and poverty and are terrorized by the hyenas.

			 

			Nala sees Pumbaa and starts to hunt him down till Simba interferes. He saves Pumbaa and realizes that the grown lioness he is fighting is his old playmate Nala. Once Nala has got over her surprise she tells him of the terrible situation on the steppe. She asks him to come back as king but Simba is reticent. He doesn’t want to go back, loathe to be confronted with his past. He tells her all about Pumbaa and Timon and explains his way of life to her: ‘Hakuna Matata: enjoy life and forget your worries.’ As they talk, their love for each other blossoms.

			Far away in an old baobab tree Rafiki is deciphering magical symbols brought to him on the wind: Simba is alive. Nala is disappointed in Simba’s refusal to take his place as king and accuses him of being irresponsible. Simba walks into the night and meets Rafiki. The monkey promises to show him his father and takes him to a magical pool. Simba looks into the water and watches his own reflection slowly change into that of his father. ‘You have forgotten who you are’, says Mufasa, ‘and so forgotten me. You are more than what you have become. You must take your place in the circle of life. You are my son, the one true king. Remember who you are.’ When Simba comes out of his vision, Rafiki takes away his last doubts, and so enables Simba’s decision: he will go back to Pride Rock, chase Scar away and take his rightful place as king. As he runs through the desert, Rafiki brings the news to Nala, Pumbaa and Timon. The three of them take off in pursuit of Simba. They meet at the edge of the steppe and form a plan to defeat Scar and the hyenas.

			 

			The battle begins but is almost lost when Scar plays his trump card: the guilt that Simba carries with him about his father’s death. But just when Simba is close to defeat he hears the truth: Scar murdered his father. This knowledge gives him the strength to take Scar on. Scar tries to blame the hyenas. With his last strength Scar attempts a final attack on Simba, but falls from the rock himself. The hyenas, who heard his words of betrayal, are waiting for him. They kill him. The fire that raged during the battle burns low and goes out and a rainbow appears over the steppe. Simba climbs Pride Rock, whilst all the animals watch. The battle is won.

			 

			The land restores itself and not long after the circle of life continues; Nala and Simba have a child, and, as is the tradition, Rafiki shows the little cub to the animals below: a new king is born.

			 

			 

			The circle 

			 

			The film begins with the story of the ‘Circle of Life’. Everything comes and goes and is a part of the eternal circle of life. Mufasa, the king of the animals, explains to his son Simba how the principle of the circle of life works: the wildebeest eats the grass, the lion eats the wildebeest, and when the lion dies, he goes back into the earth and becomes the grass for the wildebeest to eat. The circle is an old and universal symbol; it represents the female archetype. It is the womb, the circle of life without beginning or end. The circle symbolizes wholeness and unity, nourishment and security, equality and being together.

			 

			Life is organized in a circular way in matriarchal societies. Huts are round and are situated to form a round settlement. The enclosure protects the life going on inside it. Each member of the tribe has his or her own role within a certain hierarchy, but the dominant realization is that everyone in the tribe is equally a child of the same mother: the great Goddess or Mother Earth.

			 

			We also encounter the circle in the Round Table of the legends of King Arthur. He unified all the peoples of Britain who were divided and fighting with each other up until that point with it. He created unity in a time of chaos and division. The Round Table became the symbol of unity and equality between all the different peoples and tribes.

			 

			Contemporary parallels of this knowledge of the circle can be found in the circular form of United Nation and NATO meetings. These conference spaces symbolize the equality and unity of the different nations, just as King Arthur’s Round Table symbolized the equality and unity of the tribes. Contrasting with the circle are the masculine shapes of the triangle and the cross.

			 

			The triangle represents hierarchy and the stratified nature of power. The Church, the army, governmental organisations, businesses, hospitals, universities etc. are organized in a strictly hierarchical way and have a pyramidal structure: there is one person, director, manager or general at the top, followed by different layers down to the bottom of the pyramid; the shop floor, the implementing part of the organisation, the employees or the followers. In many organisations the management resides high in the building and one needs to pass through many layers to reach the halls of power.

			 

			The masculine tenet has prevailed for the past two thousand years. Religion, education, politics, healthcare, economics and science have been dominated by a masculine, and therefor hierarchical, point of view. The feminine symbol of the circle disappeared from religious thinking, or was made subordinate to the duality of the cross. If we do still see the connection between the circle and the cross in certain cultures or esoteric streams such as the Cathar cross, in the Roman Catholic Church, we mostly see the cross on its own, or on top of the circle. This symbolizes the supremacy of the spiritual over the material, but also of the masculine over the feminine. If we turn this symbol on its head, with the sphere above the cross, it becomes the sign of femininity.

			 

			Every society, in which the equilibrium between male and female is lost, eventually crumbles. Either the system is too masculine, too focussed on prestige, goals, results and success, or the system is too feminine, and therefor slow, directionless, without goals or any results. In a healthy relationship, feminine energy represents wisdom and masculine energy represents action. Overly feminine systems are unable to act. A conference culture can sabotage a business’ decisiveness and vitality. A country like the Netherlands, which puts a lot of emphasis on care, participation, equality and tolerance, can be weakened by a lack of gusto.

			 

			 

			The magical centre

			 

			In the middle of the realm in which The Lion King takes place is an enormous boulder: Pride Rock. It is the centre of the circle, the magical core of the country. Every country has an energetic centre, a place that is experienced as the centre of the kingdom. It is the heart of the country, the seat of the king. In earlier times such a place was often a mountain or a tree. It was the seat of justice, and all big events took place there. ‘The centre is pre-eminently the zone of the sacred, the zone of absolute reality. Similarly, all the other symbols of absolute reality (trees of life and immortality, Fountain of Youth the holy mountain etc.) are also situated at the centre,’ says Mircea Eliade in The Myth of the Eternal Return.

			 

			In his visions, the Native American Indian Black Elk went to the central mountain in the middle of America, from where he could see the past and the future. Ayers Rock forms the Aboriginals’ spiritual centre of Australia. The great red rock is also called the world’s navel. In modern times this midpoint is often a square, a church or large building, or a combination of these. Examples are the Kremlin in Moscow, St. Peter’s square in Rome or the Black Stone of Mecca.

			 

			 

			The path to the self

			 

			The path to the centre is a reflection of the path to the Self, to the centre of our being. Via numerous detours, dead ends and winding paths, we arrive, as in a maze, at our inner core. ‘The road to the centre is a difficult road, and this is verified at every level of reality: difficult convolutions of a temple (as at Borobudur); pilgrimage to sacred places (Mecca, Hardwar, Jerusalem); danger-ridden voyages of the heroic expeditions in search of the Golden Fleece, the Golden Apples, the Herb of Life; wanderings in Labyrinths. The road is arduous, fraught with perils, because it is, in fact, a rite of the passage from the profane to the sacred, from the ephemeral and illusory to reality and eternity, from death to life, from man to the divinity.’  

			(Mircea Eliade)

			 

			This road is represented in The Lion King by the journey that Simba has to take to return to his kingdom and fight for the throne. Born in the centre on Pride Rock, then chased and exiled, his task is to reclaim his place, to stop rejecting his rightful identity. The same is true for people. Born in innocence, we lose touch with our true Self, and our life’s challenge is to return to our true identity, which slumbers deep within us. That’s where our self-esteem, our pride about whom we really are, resides. Simba struggles with the fear that he won’t be accepted if he returns to Pride Rock. Will they forgive him for his father’s death, which he carries with him -unjustified as it may be- like a curse? Does he have the courage to be himself, to live from the heart, to govern from the centre of the realm? Will they accept him as he is? With the implicit question: will he accept himself as he is?

			 

			It is a question many young men wrestle with these days. Will we be accepted if we are ourselves, if we don’t conform to the standard male imago? Do we have the courage to follow the impulse, to let our heart speak, or are we frightened of being judged by our colleagues, our family, our children, our partner, our friends and society?

			 

			Do we have the courage to let go of the rules and safety of the social construct in which we live, and to replace them with our heart’s own rules and the laws of our inner nature? Do we have the courage to find our way back to Pride Rock, to reclaim our throne in the middle of the realm? To take pride in who we are no matter what our background, history, our faults and failures are, whatever our position or class? This is the pride that many minority groups are looking for, such as the ‘Nation of Islam’ in the United States, Gay Pride, the fight for women’s rights, and the many national groups who are fighting for their national identity and pride. One way or another a person will search for their own identity and the right to take pride in themselves. Just one group seems to have avoided this quest until now: the white western male. Being at the top of the food chain, he sees his place in society as his birthright, and his pride easily borders on ignorance or arrogance. The arrogance of those in charge who’d like to show everyone who’s boss. They govern with an out-dated image of leadership. Leadership, which places itself above the people instead of serving them. They ignore the message from their citizens, who stand to gain nothing from political jousting, empty promises and bogus discussions. They ignore the messages from their own hearts. They have the arrogance of the man who does not know himself. They are governed by their inner wound -Scar- that they often do not feel themselves.

			 

			 

			The battle for the crown

			 

			Characters like Simba are the prototype of adolescents who struggle to connect with society. They bring a great wealth of creativity or spiritual knowledge with them, but don’t know how to give it its place within society. They worry about the environment and the third world and don’t understand why everyone is behaving as if nothing is going on. They often become rebellious or cynical, but can’t get into action. They fight for their ideals, but don’t know yet how to take responsibility. They are thinkers and sensitive souls, but not doers. They’d rather criticize their father’s generation than get their own hands dirty. They haven’t yet found the courage to fight for the crown. They would rather remain the prince than become king. They still lack the confidence that would allow them to take their rightful place on the throne. They are not yet convinced of their own leadership or their worthiness. And yet it is time for this new generation of leaders. Their insight and clarity is needed; their distinct way of looking at the world and of taking action is what is being waited for everywhere. But it won’t be handed to them on a plate. They will have to fight for it. By doing so they will prove their strength as future kings. Their initial battle may well be with the image that they have of themselves: a false image from the past that withholds them from showing their strength openly; a lack of pride or self-confidence.

			 

			More generally, there is a whole generation of people who, under the broad banner of New Age, have concerned themselves with personal development, spirituality and awareness since the 1960s. In the main, this took place at the fringes of society; people immersed themselves in spiritual disciplines without it having a tangible effect on society as a whole. Gradually these developments are beginning to transform the foundations of our society from within. A period of internal development is followed by a period of external development. After much thinking, feeling and talking, the time has come for action.

			 

			 

			The inner marriage

			 

			Women often have an important role to play in men’s return to their dominion. In The Lion King, it’s Nala who finds Simba and tries to persuade him to go back and take on the fight. It is the love and power of Arwen, the elven woman who gives up her immortality, which strengthens Aragorn in battle. She doesn’t part take in the combat but is implicitly present within him. Women often see the real value of a man, but are powerless to reunite him with it. For this we need the mentor or initiator; in the film Rafiki the medicine man fulfills this role. The woman symbolizes the feminine within the man himself that cries out to be heard, that urges him to reclaim his place on the throne.

			 

			In the midsummer ritual described by Vivianne Crowley in her book, The Way of Wicca, the Goddess calls on the God to ‘leave the green forest of your youth and bear the burden of a king and a man.’ To do this he needs to bring his masculine and feminine energy in balance and so achieve the inner marriage. This is represented at the end of the film -as in many other stories- through the marriage of the prince and princess, the hero and the heroine etc. A fusion of masculine decisiveness and feminine wisdom is necessary for true leadership. Aragorn and Arwen’s marriage crowns the battle for the ring. In the end, the ring of love is triumphant.

			 

			In tarot, the Lovers card represents marriage: ‘The lovers represent two opposites which yearn for and are attracted to one another. This duality, which is reflected in every aspect of existence, is existentially experienced in the relations between man and woman. Every attempt at approach, union, connection, is an expression of the passionate urge to re-establish this lost Oneness. Every individual, every man and every woman, contains the duality of male and female.’

			 

			In mythology, masculine and feminine energy are often symbolized by the sword and by the cup or Grail. Jesus spoke of the sword that he brought into the world, the symbol for the masculine energy of justice and discernment. On the other hand, he passed around the cup or chalice as a sign of connection and unity between God and humanity. Arthur possessed the same symbols of masculine and feminine energy: Excalibur, the sword that he alone was able to pull out of the stone, which proved him to be the rightful king, and, the Holy Grail with the water of life. The Holy Grail is the chalice which directly links the two kings’ stories with each other as well as with the mythical story of the Fisher King. The Holy Grail was the chalice which Jesus used in the Last Supper, and in which his blood was caught on the day of his crucifixion. This chalice, the story goes, was brought to Great Britain by Joseph of Arimathea who sailed from Palestine to England and disembarked on the isle of Avalon. That is how the chalice found its way into Arthurian legend. King Arthur sent his knights out in search of the Holy Grail. Bringing feminine energy back into the realm of consciousness would restore equilibrium. It was the quest for the lost unity with the divine, with the kingdom that lies behind this earthly existence. Indiana Jones is an example of the western world’s fascination with the mystery of the Holy Grail. The search for the Grail continues to be relevant, feminine energy is still not acknowledged.

			 

			 

			New leadership

			 

			When Simba finally returns to his kingdom, he finds great misery. The rivers have dried, the land is parched, the animals are frightened and submissive; everything is infected by Scar’s dark tyranny. Pollution, violence and oppression have taken hold on a grand scale. It is the image of ‘The Waste Land’ found in the story of the Fisher King. When we start taking a conscious look at our lives, we will be met initially with a lot of mess, both within ourselves and in the world around us. But with the advance of the new king, of the new consciousness, the land and the world will change. Order will be re-established in the chaos, harmony will replace conflict and strife, and the land will slowly begin to flourish again. Instead of a life governed by our ego and driven by wounds of fear, anger, injury or jealousy, our lives will again be lead by the Self.

			 

			We are seeing a rapid growth in disorder and chaos in today’s world, and the need for unity and harmony is increasing. Again there is a need for king-energy, an energy that heals the land; on a larger scale this time as the whole world is involved. What we need is leadership, internal and external leadership. Leadership to chart a course that can steer us through the turbulent waters of the coming decades. Leadership that is connected to the earth, the people and to itself. Leadership that encompasses male and female qualities, that binds divine inspiration with every day, earthly matters, that ties care for the environment to the needs of the economy, and that links tomorrow’s dreams to the reality of today. Leadership that doesn’t exclude people or turn others into scapegoats, that rejects other religions or minorities, but a leadership that serves all, and gives everyone its proper place in the circle of life.

			 

			Today’s forms of patriarchal leadership have become out-dated and unusable. From an old, mechanistic, hierarchical worldview, it may seem that you can steer our world like you would steer a tractor. But the world has changed. We have become a highly developed, complicated and extremely sensitive organism, which can only be steered with keen awareness, decisiveness and empathy.

			 

			Our greatest need in these times is a vision that transcends the duality and fragmentation in which we live. A vision in which the various opposing aspects of life are united. Where sex and religion, science and imagination, love and work, man and woman, money and idealism flow together into one whole. A vision which also transcends the different nations, and which sees the earth as one planet, one country and all of us as one people, as citizens of the world.

			 

			Solutions to contemporary problems such as the rising temperature of the earth, terrorism and racism, the collapse of the financial system, can no longer be found by any one country acting alone, or through the perspective of any one belief system. Every ideological standpoint has reached its individual potential. Science cannot remedy today’s problems on its own: it lacks the compassion necessary for some solutions, or ignores the spiritual side of problems. The various churches seem to be tripping up on their own out-dated traditions and because of their inability to adapt their belief to the changes of our times.

			 

			The education system appears to refute people’s inner wisdom, just as the health system underestimates the innate potential of self-healing that every one of us possesses.

			 

			The personal growth movement often loses itself in navel gazing, forgetting to make the link with the realities of society. The business world finds it hard to take care of its workers and the environment and so struggles with the consequences of absenteeism and a diseased natural world. On top of that, it doesn’t know how to combine ideals with commerce.

			 

			Politics wraps itself in words and debate and lacks masculine decisiveness on the one hand, and feminine wisdom and intuition on the other. The woman’s movement fights for equal rights, but in doing so, can lose the value of its femininity. There are thousands more currents –social, political, religious and scientific- all of which have played their part in making the world what it is today, but none without blind spots. Only by connecting with our individual essence, and by being open to each other’s vision and to working together, will we be capable of tackling the challenges of today’s world. That may mean blowing up our own altar and even making space for other ones.

			 

			Every movement, every individual, holds a piece of the puzzle called life. By fitting these pieces together, we will get a more complete picture of the whole, and indeed of our own role within it. Each of us possesses our own part of the truth, the art is to respect and unite all these parts.

			 

			The king’s task is to give everyone their rightful place, to see everyone for who they are and so give them the deepest blessing possible. To be recognised in your deepest self is the greatest liberation that there is. Only if we take on our own role, stop fighting with each other, start thinking ‘as well as’ instead of ‘either or’ will we be able to come to any agreement and take on the real fight: the fight for survival.

			 

			 

			Living from the core

			 

			I don’t think that we should expect one leader to save the world at the moment. I think that we all have to do it together. Every one of us will have to take leadership internally. We have placed leadership and authority outside of ourselves far too often; in parents, with teachers, doctors, political leaders, with God, and we have made ourselves small. ‘Like this, Dad? Am I lovable, Mum? We looked up to the leaders and rulers hoping for approval and fearing rejection. I even think we are in danger when we put all of our faith in a so-called strong leader, who has the solution to everything. Most of the time this is only a way of avoiding the real issues and suppressing the pain and confusion that is going on.

			 

			It’s the consequence of the absence of initiation and inner authority. Real leadership is service, not to anyone else, but to the god within us. It’s about accepting our role and our innate strength and talents. We free ourselves through service. It’s our most noble truth, and by honouring it, we honour all of humanity. We can be great, not to bang our own drum or conceal our wounds, but because, in our essence, we are great. We are powerful, beautiful, creative beings. That is how God made us. This frightens us, we’re ashamed of the mess we so often make of things, feel guilty for the pain we cause others. But let’s not let it hold us back anymore. Let’s be brave, face our fears, learn from our ‘mistakes’ and take a gutsy step forward. Many small steps together make a gigantic stride.

			 

			Moreover, we don’t have to pretend that we are more than what we are, nor strive endlessly to accomplish great deeds and unattainable goals; we are greater and more unique in our simplicity and peculiarity than we ever realised. It is much closer than it seems. We do not have to change ourselves to be who we are. We don’t have to be more powerful, more beautiful, better-behaved, have more faith, be quicker or more anything to be ourselves. We do not have to fulfil the demands made on us by our partner, our parents, in business, at church or by society as a whole, we can start to live by what we experience as essential. Our real power, pride, self-esteem, passion and pleasure will derive from that. In our deepest soul, we all long to return to our core and live from there. That is the Return of the King.

			 

		

	
		
			7. THE JESTER OR THE PLAY OF REALITY

			 

			 

			Man is least himself when he talks in his own person. 

			Give him a mask, and he will tell you the truth. 

			Oscar Wilde

			 

			In this chapter we explore the archetype of the jester or the joker. It is connected to the throat-chakra, the centre of communication, creation and expression. The fifth chakra is about speaking your truth, it is the bridge between heart and mind and between the inner and outer world. It is the domain of the artist, the actor, the storyteller, the one who is expressing what is alive within him. This is not as easy as it may sound. Most of the time we are programmed to say the things everyone around us says, adjust to the common opinion, because we want to belong to the group, to our family, to the church, to society or to the peer-group we belong to. Speaking your truth involves many times an act of revolution, of going against the grain. When we are in tune with our heart our expression is clear, honest and direct. But when we are ruled by fear, anger or greed, our expression is distorted, full of emotion and biased. We are speaking from the world of duality, instead of truth.

			 

			The archetype that can help us in this domain is the jester, who uses paradox and humour to express what is deep inside him. The jester has two faces: one is witty, funny and wise. The other one being dark, cynical and twisted. The Joker from the Batman movies comes close to this dark image, or Wormtongue in Lord of the Rings. They use words to manipulate, to create chaos and violence. One of the clear examples of a modern-day jester is the role of V in the movie V for Vendetta.

			 

			 

			V for Vendetta

			 

			The story goes like this: 

			 

			It is the year 2020. Britain is ruled by a fascist dictator, called Adam Sutler, who terrorises his own people in the name of security. His motto is ‘Strength through unity. Unity through faith.’ One man stands against him, the man named V. He wears a mask showing the face of Guy Fawkes, who in 1605 tried to blow up the houses of Parliament. On this eve in 2020, V saves a young TV reporter named Evey from rape at the hands of the secret police. She gets involved in his rebellion against the government. While he sends out a message to the whole public, that in a year from then, on the 5th of November, he would blow up the house of parliament, Evey is caught on cameras, attacking the police.

			 

			V takes her to his underground house, to protect her. He tells her she cannot leave for a year, since she will not be safe anywhere else. When she goes dressed up like a doll prostitute to a bishop, one of the persons V wants to assasinate, she tries to escape.

			 

			As the story unfolds we learn that V was once taken into jail and became a ginny pig for an experiment on a deadly virus, from which he was the only survivor. When the building exploded and got on fire, he managed to escape. He survived but was heavily maimed. He wants to take revenge on his perpetraitors, people who are now in high ranks or part of the government, like the minister of security, mister Greedy. His personal vendetta becomes a crusade against a system that is completely corrupt, suppresive and evil.

			 

			Inspector Finch is in charge of the investigation on V’s case. As he searches for leads that will bring him to V, he discovers that the government are the real criminals. They had created the virus through which more then 100.000 people died. This gave them the opportunity to install new and tight rules of security.

			 

			After Evey finds shelter at the house of her former boss, the comedian and TV host Gordon, the secret police of mister Greedy come to the house and kill Gordon. Evey manages to escape to the street, where she is being captured by an unknown person. She wakes up in prison cell, and is being interrogated and tortured. Evey refuses to give any information on V, and when she is sentenced to death, she discovers that it was V who held her captive. She is struck with anger and disbelieve, and remembers the feelings of her childhood, when her parents were taken captive. She frees herself from her fear, and cries out in the rain. She leaves V, but promises him to come back before the fifth of November.

			 

			V is continuing his crusade and sends out masks of his face to all people in the country, thus creating chaos and confusion. He asks all the people of Britain to accompany him on the 5th of November to see the house of parliament and the Big Ben explode.

			 

			In a final battle with Greedy and Sutler, the latter both get killed and V gets mortally wounded. He goes to the metro, full of explosives, where Evey is waiting for him. Through his love for her he is able to give up his vengeance, and lets her decide about the destruction of the House of Parliament. When inspector Finch comes to the scene, he finds Evey ready to pull the trigger to set the metro in motion, both with the explosives and the body of V, the man she started to love.

			 

			The army tries to keep the people away from the House of Parliament, but since they don’t receive any orders from mister Greedy or chancelor Sutler, they decide to let their weapons down. While the symbol of a hated government explodes, all citizens take off their mask in awe.

			 

			 

			Intro 

			 

			The film, made by the Wachozky brothers, shows us a community where a fictional war against dangerous terrorism controls the entire society. The artificially created fear of the enemy is used to hide their own government scandal; experiments on dissidents with a virus have caused an epidemic that has killed millions of people. By blaming the enemy they could mobilise the entire population to give up their democratic rights, for fear of new acts of terror. The main character who, in contrast to the short government slogans, speaks fluent Shakespearean English, addresses the population on television. Donning a mask this modern Touchstone, the old jester of Shakespeare, holds up a mirror to the population. The frozen smile on his mask expresses both irony and sharp criticism. He shakes people awake from their frightened, restless sleep, which has slowly changed into a nightmare.

			 

			In our time the Guy Fawkes mask became the symbol for Anonymous, a group of cyberhackers who operate in secret against the power of governments, big corporations and other networks that try to control our freedom in cyberspace. They supported Wikileaks and the Occupy movement, and helped in the battle against childporn on internet. They are a modernday Robin Hood.

			 

			The elements in the story seem like the stuff science fiction is made of, but it was not that far removed from reality in the United States after the 9/11 attack on the Twin Towers in 2001. The United States government under Bush started wars in Afghanistan and Iraque as a reaction. The War on Terror had started and influenced the whole western world. The total collapse in Iraque caused by the invasion of Bush and Blair gave rise to groups like Isis. Our own fear and revenge has ignited a whole war between the western world and Islamic countries. The fear of terrorism also caused a new system of rules and laws, and several basic rights of democracy were abolished under the pretext of the War on Terror. People could be arrested without a warrant, prosecuted and imprisoned if there is even only a suspicion of terrorism. People like Michael Moore and other comedians, artists and film makers present us, just like V, with the questions we dare not ask ourselves. They show us how we keep ourselves prisoners in systems that, in the end, start to lead a life of their own and make us into slaves. They are the jesters of our time and their role is to expose the system of suppression and fear we live in.

			 

			 

			The media as a jester 

			 

			A society where the jester is no longer allowed to speak, where journalists, stand-up comedians and columnists can no longer say what they think in case they might insult others, is slowly creeping towards dictatorship, where particular norms and values rule. In rigid systems such as Nazism, communism and dictatorships, society’s critics and jesters were gagged and killed.

			 

			The media is the jester of our society. It is fascinating to see how what the media is choosing to show, is shaping our reality. The story the media present to us is like a giant Big Brother, a soap opera. Politics is theatre. And theatre is politics. The media becomes more and more dirty, more explicit, more geared towards sex, scandals, emotions or the lower self of people. We are often no longer aware of the fact that what we see is only a limited selection of reality. Together, we choose what story we want to hear. We limit ourselves to a number of main storylines in order not to have to take on reality in its entirety. Take television news: from thousands of events that take place all over the world, seven or eight are chosen. Those are the events the news desk presents to us. In this way, we create a world we think represents reality. Every news item, every broadcast, every programme consists of many choices and many interpretations. Everybody who has ever put together a film knows what this is about. A different piece of music, switching two scenes, a certain tone in the voice-over, these are all a director needs to manipulate a story. The news world is controlled by press agencies, which in turn get their information from informants. From that, news is selected that is worth telling and thus a careful, self-maintaining news system is presented to the world. Reality is created without us realising it.

			 

			I have experienced this myself on my repeated trips to the Gaza strip to give workshops to Palestinians. I was expecting the worst, having seen the images on television and the stories in the newspapers. I was therefore very surprised to find that I experienced nothing of the kind. I’m sure it was there, but not in the reality I ended up in. The Palestinians I met were not fanatical Muslims, they didn’t fire their rifles into the air, they had no weeping mothers and they seemed to be just like me, with the same doubts, stories, sadness and longings. One morning, when I was in the hotel in Gaza town, a BBC journalist joined me. ‘Do you have a good story?’ he asked. I told him about the workshop I gave and my contact with the Palestinians. He looked surprised. ‘Maybe it’s a nice addition to my documentary. Up till now, I only have images of dead Palestinians and mothers of those who died.’ At that moment, I understood that the BBC created its own war, looking for the story they wanted to tell. We are very fond of negative news, or rather, that is the collective agreement the news desks have come to. We mainly report rapes, murders, accidents, genocide, bomb attacks, etc. We report far less about a nice bout of lovemaking, a birth, a beautiful country or a project that really goes well. Misery sells.

			 

			 

			Believe in your selfie 

			 

			Advertising and commercials shows us the other side of the illusion: a fairytale world, which is superficial, glamorous and sexy. Advertising clips create attractive images that we long to see realised: a new car, a sexy woman, an expensive house, a great job, a loving family. And although we all know that advertisements and soaps are not a true representation of reality, the images start to live a life of their own. That is the tricky side of images and words - we are creating them in order to capture and communicate something real and alive. But once they are created they can make us loose touch with the live reality itself. We are living in a world where words and images are used to beautify, change or many times conceal the truth. We are led astray by false descriptions and policies, and we need to be very awake in order to know if what we hear resonates with our own truth. It takes sharp distinction, a clear mind and a compassionate heart to hear what is actually being said.

			 

			The frightening thing is that the world of illusion seems to keep growing. More and more, our world is determined by a digital reality instead of by life itself. Facebook, Instagram, and other social media, are defining our lives. In the film The Matrix people lie plugged into the digital world via a large plug in their neck. This keeps them totally unaware of their real state of being. In today’s reality this is executed a bit more subtly. By now, people spend most of their time in front of their monitors and sometimes they are completely addicted to communicating via internet, texting, or they are totally absorbed by the endless amount of games available. We became more busy in creating the image of ourselves - posting on Facebook, putting our selfies on Instagram, than in being present in our own lives. It looks more and more as if the digital world of The Matrix is no longer fiction. The virtual reality is rapidly covering our entire world.

			 

			At first sight, it seems as if this progress is only to our advantage; it makes life easy, we can communicate better, it is nice to be entertained every moment and to be informed about the developments in the world, so why would we want things to be different? It is the sweet dream of illusion lulling us to sleep. The clever trick is that in the Western world, this is not imposed by means of a dictatorship, but through a system of free will. It is promising us the glamorous life we see on television if we only work hard enough and fit into the system. ‘Resistance is futile’, says the central brain of the Borg in Star Trek. Although it seems as if we have plenty of choices, we are controlled by a system of banks, authorities, insurance, mortgages and laws that do whatever is necessary to make us toe the line. You cannot escape. We are caught in a carefully constructed net that keeps us in the Matrix.

			 

			 

			Speaking the truth 

			 

			Artists, writers, shamans, or the “black sheeps” often show us the blind spots of society. That is why it is essential to make space for art, for the preposterous, the mysterious and the unknown, because it shows us the mirror of a reality we can’t see in our normal awareness. This enables us to wake up from the false world and face reality. This is in essence the role of the jester: to give words or form to something essential, so our inner world can meet the outer world. Words can transfer the erotic, the soul, the love and thus open up our beloved. But they can also hurt, create distance, be misunderstood. Words can also distort, twist the truth or even turned into lies. The gift of the fifth chakra is to speak in such a way that the other person is invited to connect to our soul.

			 

			The jester uses words to reveal the truth. He plays with words, with concepts, juggles truth with falsehood, turning things upside down. One of the weapons of the jester is humour, which is a powerful tool to approach the truth, be it our personal truth or the truth about something in the world around us. It allows revealing, or touching, truth which otherwise would have been too dangerous to approach. The jester can say things a king doesn’t want to hear. He jokes about it, insults the king or the other members of his court in their presence and does things that others find embarrassing.

			 

			When I first started writing this book, I was terrified and very insecure. For two years I was writing every morning, straight from the heart. I loved the process of writing, but to think someone else would read it just brought huge fears to the surface. When it was time for publication I froze and almost called the publisher to cancel the whole book. I thought it was the worst thing I could ever do, to publish my thoughts as they are written here. It made me more naked then ever, revealing my soul to the world. The fear I had was that I would be ridiculed, criticized or even burned at the stake for writing this. Instead, the opposite happened: the book became a huge success, had fantastic reviews and was sold out in only three months.

			 

			Now, while the book is being translated into English, Hebrew and Arabic, I encounter the same existential fears. Will I be accepted? Or will I be thrown out, cursed, abandoned or even killed? It is this fear of speaking your truth that brings up all kind of emotions, that hinder you in expressing who you really are. It is this place of the artist, the author, the creator of stories and metaphors, that brings the unseen world into the world of the visible, the world in which we all live. To do this in a straight and soulful way is the challenge of each artist. It requires a lot of trust. An artist who does not trust his heart tends to be over talkative, detached in the way he talks. His speech does not bring a sense of coherence but of confusion and mistrust. He speaks but does not listen. Or, he might also regress into his mind and rarely express himself with others. Not trusting his own heart, he does not reveal himself. He doesn’t know whether it is safe for him to be seen in the world.

			 

			By reading this book you have started to know me by now. My thoughts, my feelings, my worries. And paradoxically you got to know yourself as well. This is the communication between us, and in a way we got to know each other. In essence we are not very different from each other, because on a basic level all men, and all human beings, share the same issues. We all know pain, we all know fear, anger, resentment, desires and struggles. This is what I experienced in 27 years of men’s work, in all kind of countries: Western, Muslim, Jewish, Russian etc. ‘All men are the same’, as women tend to say, and I’m happy about that. Through this work I learned there is no enemy in the end. We are all mirrors for each other.

			 

			 

			There is no enemy 

			 

			In the end V lets go of his vendetta. He realizes, through his love for Evey, that vengeance doesn’t solve anything. An old teacher in Martial Arts once said: “The ultimate enemy is yourself.” It is not the other that is the ultimate danger to our existence, but our own projection of fear, anger and hate. This is a deep and difficult concept, because in our lives and world there are many so called enemies. In the West we have long feared the enemy of The communist countries, like Russia during the cold war. When Holland was asked to put more nuclear missiles against the ‘red danger’, the whole population refused. ‘Rather a Russian in my kitchen then a missile in my garden,’ became the slogan for a broad offensive. Not many years later the Cold War ended, and somehow I think that the Dutch, as a very small country, had a major influence in this outcome. We didn’t destroy the enemy, instead we saw that the ever growing amount of weapons, hatred and war-mongering came out of a false image of us versus them. By defining the other as ‘bad’ we establish our own image as ‘good’ and we enter the arena of duality. It’s either winning or losing. Many times we need an enemy to conquer our own inadequacy, or our lack of self-worth, or insecurity. In this respect it is an essential male reaction: we fight to find our own power. But it is in surrendering that we truly win. By surrendering, we let go of our old self image in order to allow for some deeper truth to be revealed. In the end we understand that our so-called enemy is a human being, probably struggling with the same issues as we do. We are actually all in the same boat.

			 

			In the Batman movie ‘The Dark Knight’ there is a famous last scene, in which the Joker sets up two ferryboats full of people and explosives against each other. He tells both boats that the other boat wants to destroy them, hoping they will all kill each other. That is his final goal: the dark jester wants to set up humanity against humanity, son against father, mother against daughter, neighbour against neighbour, and if we fall into the trap a never ending war and destructing is the sad result.

			 

			The people on both boats understand the evil mind behind this scheme, and decide not to kill the other, with the risk of being killed. Both boats are saved.

			 

			A president like Trump is a Joker, not a king. He is the ‘trump-card’ of the deck. You can never predict him, he juggles with words and feelings of discontent, fuels the idea of ‘us vs them’ and his whole performance would be a ‘joke’, if it wasn’t for real. When the joker sits on the throne, the land is in danger. The joker invokes duality, aggression and hatred. On the other hand he helps us to take our own leadership and wake up to who we really are and what’s at stake.

			 

			This is the major challenge in our world today. With all the tensions worldwide it is very easy to pinpoint the enemy. For many in the Western world the enemy is the Islam, and the other way around: for many muslim countries the enemy is the West, or the Christian world. We buy into the concept that the other wants to destroy us, and that fear might seem very real. Muslim terrorists are attacking cities and civilians everywhere. On the other hand Europe and the US have invaded many Muslim countries, like Iraq, Afghanistan, etc. and created a devastation that had no end. What we fail to see is that it is the same mindset that is turning us against each other.

			 

			All of us have a particular enemy: it might be another religion, another race, another country, but it could also be our spouse, our neighbour, our boss or our parent. The other is our mirror, and represents that part that we don’t want to see of ourselves. We are trying to eradicate what we are unwilling to face. Some people project the enemy on their leaders, or on the elite, or the bankers, or on some banking families like the Rothshields, not realizing that with this projection they give their own power away. They fall into the trap. The other - banker, leader or managers of multinational- is exactly like us: human beings who make mistakes, who abuse power, who act out of greed, who use violence. It is not in destroying them that we destroy greed or fear or hatred. We have to go to the root of the cause, and this cause is burried deep in our own soul. ‘The One who conquers himself, has won the whole world.’

			 

			In the story of parcival, the hero who is searching for the grail, he has to fight a final battle in his life. When he enters a bridge, a black knight comes from the other side. They enter into battle but neither one of them can win. They fight for three days and three nights. In the end they collapse and surrender. When the black knight takes off his helmet Parcival looks into the eyes of his half brother Feirefiz. He is born from the same father but from a muslim mother. They embrace and together they are able to trace the castle of the grail and find the water of life.

			 

			This story is archetypal for our time. Muslims and Christians, and Jews as well, are all coming from the same father: Abraham. He is the ancestor of all of them. And thus, if there is one God, it must be the same God, coming from the same source.

			 

			Maybe the real battle in this time is not between Islam and the western world, as the media and some politicians would like us to believe, but between the system of fear and the system of love. Do we choose a system of suppression, deception and power politics, or will we be led by the wisdom of the heart? In the end, there are only two options: either you choose fear, or you choose love. Fear limits you, narrows your mind and tries to safeguard everything. Love is liberating, gives hope and strength and is open to everything new. Our era gives rise to an enormous challenge: to make a distinction between lies and truth, and between fear and love. Each one of us has to make their own choice, whether in small matters of family and relationships, or in the bigger picture of the world at large. There are no clear directions anymore of good and bad; we all have to make the distinction in our own heart.

			 

			In the next chapter, using the story of ‘The lord of the Rings’ as a metaphor for our time, we will explore the battle between good and evil. The main character to bring this battle to a good end is the archetype of the Magician, in this case the famous wizard Gandalf. 

			 

		

	
		
			8. GANDALF OR THE BATTLE BETWEEN GOOD AND EVIL

			 

			 

			“The reason of my waking mind tells me that great evil has befallen and we stand at the end of days. But my heart says nay; and all my limbs are light, and a hope and joy are come to me that no reason can deny...” 

			Faramir, The Lord of the Rings, part 3

			 

			Around the new millennium, a film trilogy came out that enthralled the entire world, and in which Gandalf the wizard played a crucial role: The Lord of the Rings. People were captured by the mythical adventures of Frodo, Gandalf, Aragorn and their companions. The original story is from 1954 and was written by J.R.R. Tolkien as a sequel to The Hobbit. What was originally a children’s story grew into a trilogy that became a worldwide bestseller. Many people saw it as a metaphor for the battle that is being fought on earth in our time. The gist of the story is that the Ring of Power has to be thrown back into the Mountain of Doom where it was once made. Young Hobbit Frodo takes on this task, supported by a company of Elves, Dwarves and wizards.

			 

			The Lord of the Rings features all the male archetypes we have described in the beginning of this book: the young hero Frodo, Gandalf and Elrond as the wise mentors, kings such as Theoden and Aragorn, and warriors Gimli and Legolas. Here, we mainly concentrate on the role of the wizard, played by Gandalf in the story. The wizard has an overview of the past, present and future. He is the archetype belonging to the sixth chakra, which is linked to insight and clarity. Gandalf looks like one of the most famous wizards of Western mythology: Merlin the wizard. Both appear at a time when the world is in danger and threatens to be flooded by evil. He is a man of action, but also the one who can make a clear distinction between good and evil. His counterpart is Saruman, the black wizard who has fallen for the power of evil. As the story goes on, Gandalf transforms from the Grey to the White wizard and then takes Saruman’s place as the leader of the order.

			 

			Frodo is the young hero of the story. Like Percival, Simba or Hamlet, his epic journey is also a journey to adulthood. He is young and inexperienced and at first sight, he seems the least suitable person to accomplish the quest for the Ring. Yet it is the naive power of his soul that helps him bring the adventure to a satisfactory conclusion. His courage, humbleness and tenacity and his willingness to serve the greater good allow him to accomplish his task. The final choice the hero has to make is the choice between good and evil. Do we choose power or strength, truth or deception, integrity or hypocrisy?*erased here Both sides are present in each of us. The battle the hero fights is about the choice between these two sides of the soul. Let’s see how the story unfolds.

			 

			 

			The Lord of the Rings 

			 

			I 

			When the elderly Hobbit Bilbo disappears one day, he leaves his nephew Frodo a Ring. Gandalf the wizard discovers that the Ring belongs to the evil ruler Sauron, who is desperately looking for it. The Ring gives power to nine other Rings that are in the possession of people, Dwarves, Elves and wizards. While Frodo, his gardener Sam and his friends Merry and Pippin flee from the Shire, they are closely followed by nine spirits who are under the spell of the Ring and who obey Sauron. The Hobbits are helped by Stapper of Aragorn and by Arwen, the Elf daughter of Elrond. In Elrond’s house in Rivendel envoys from all over Middle Earth come together to discuss the threat of Sauron: people, Dwarves, Elves, Hobbits and wizards talk about the fate of the Ring, on which everything depends. In the end it is decided that the Ring must be destroyed in the volcano where it was created: the Mountain of Doom, in the heart of Mordor, the kingdom of Sauron. Gimli the Dwarf, Legolas the Elf, Gandalf the wizard, Boromir and Aragorn of the human race and Sam, Merry and Pippin help Frodo on his journey to take the Ring to the Mountain of Doom. 

			 

			II 

			The travellers set off and travel over the mountains and through the mines of Moriato to the country of Lothorien. In the mines they are attacked by groups of Orcs and a monster from the underworld drags Gandalf with him into the deep. Mourning the loss of their wise counsellor, the travellers find help and shelter with Lady Galadriel of Lothorien, one of the carriers of the nine Rings. Equipped with boats, food - Lembas bread - and cloaks, they continue their journey towards the south of the river, chased by Gollum. Gollum possessed the Ring for centuries and is consumed with longing for his ‘precious’. At the waterfalls of Rauros the travellers walk into a trap of the Orcs, and Merry and Pippin are abducted. Aragorn, Legolas and Gimli set off in pursuit. When Boromir tries to take the Ring from Frodo, the latter flees with Sam towards the Marshes. Boromir dies while trying to stop the Orcs. The group of travelling companions has fallen apart.

			 

			Frodo and Sam overpower Gollum, who has followed them and who can show them the entrance to Mordor. After a long journey, Merry and Pippin manage to escape from the Orcs, who have started to fight amongst themselves. Together, they flee into the woods. There, they meet Treebeard, an Ent and Keeper of the Watchwood. They persuade the trees to fight against the Orcs, who are led by Saruman the wizard. This Saruman, head of the wizards, has fallen into the evil power of Sauron. Aragorn, Gimli and Legolas enlist the help of the riders of Rohan. In the meantime, they discover that Gandalf is not dead, but has been transformed into Gandalf the White. Together they manage to persuade the old king, who is counselled by the cunning Wormtong, to fight Saruman. In the big battle of Helms Deep the Orcs are beaten by the combined powers of the riders, the trees, Gandalf and the travellers.

			 

			III 

			When Frodo, Sam and Gollum continue their journey towards Mordor, they are caught by Faramir, the brother of Boromir. Faramir guards the borders of the kingdom of Gondor. He listens to Frodo’s story and decides to let the Hobbits go. They reach Mordor via an old mountain pass, but Gollum has set a trap: Frodo is attacked by the spider Shelob and caught in the spider’s web, where he lies comatose in a webbed cocoon. Sam kills the spider monster and manages to free Frodo, who has been taken along by the Orcs. Disguised as Orcs they continue their journey, pursued by Gollum. 

			In Gondor preparations are being made for the big war that could break out at any moment. Denethor, Ruling Steward of Gondor, who has lost his son Boromir and is sending his other son Faramir to protect the border post of Gorgoroth, lacks the courage to go into battle himself. He is already too much in the power of evil and when he wants to sacrifice Faramir, he ends up jumping into the fire himself. Gandalf takes the lead in the battle, while large armies of Orcs attack the city. The riders of Rohan come to Gondor’s help. Aragorn, the legitimate king of Gondor, joins the battle via the Path of the Dead from the south, supported by an army of wandering souls. The city stands unconquered, but the losses are vast.

			 

			While Frodo and Sam use their last strength to reach the volcano of the Mountain of Doom, the Humans, led by Aragorn, Gandalf, Legolas and Gimli stand in front of the black gate of Mordor to fight the last battle. When Frodo finally is overcome by the power of the Ring, Gollum bites the Ring off his finger and falls, with the Ring, into the Mountain of Doom. Sauron’s power has been broken. Aragorn takes his place on the throne, after Frodo and Sam have been saved from Mordor and everybody has recovered from the war. The Hobbits return to the Shire, only to discover that there, too, evil has done its work. Merry and Pippin restore order and Sam marries his beloved Rosie. Frodo writes a report about his journey, but in the end, he cannot find peace. When Gandalf, Galadriel and the Elves leave Middle Earth via the Grey Havens, he joins them. At the Havens, he says goodbye to his faithful friends: Sam, Merry and Pippin.

			 

			 

			Intro

			 

			This epic trilogy became the inspiration for a whole new literary genre: the fantasy story. Many books - and later, films - about wizards, dragons, Elves and the battle between good and evil succeed the story of The Lord of the Rings. One version is the successful series about Harry Potter, who embarks on a battle against Voldemort, helped by his faithful friends. In first instance Tolkien – like J.K. Rowling – wrote his story for children, but in the end both books were devoured by large groups of adult readers. Such mythological stories seem to be a reflection of our own era and touch a deep collective chord for millions of people. The archetypal themes bring them in touch with their own battle between good and evil and the search for meaning and liberation.

			 

			Lord of the Rings has all the mythological themes we are discussing in this book, and that are relevant in each man’s life. The quest of the Hero, the importance of fellow travellers of the road of the soul, the battle between good and evil, the return of the king... As the hermetic principle ‘as above, so below, as inside, so outside’ shows, every story can be interpreted on an individual and on a collective level. What does Frodo’s quest mean to us? What themes do we recognise in our attempts to finally find a balance between the struggle for power and the way of the heart? And what message does this mythical story encompass for our times, now that the battle between Islam and Christianity has flared up again?

			 

			 

			The magus

			 

			The number one card from the tarot, after the fool which is number 0, is the card of the Magus. The Magus, or Magician is more then a priest or a conjurer; he might be a combination of both, being a master of two worlds; the visible and the invisible. The Magus knows the past, the present and the future, and knowing this he tries to intervene in the scheme of events to help mankind on his turbulent road of evolution. Both Merlin the wizard and Gandalf appear in a time when the world is in chaos and total destruction seems to be imminent. The great battle between good and evil is being played out in broad daylight, and the future of the world depends on its outcome. They are masters of wit and wisdom, they have strategic foresight and a deep compassion towards humanity. They are the avatars, incarnated souls, who incarnate on earth to help humankind find its path of evolution.

			 

			When you are lost in your life and things are not going the way you want, when harmony is gone, it might be a good time to listen to the wizard. He is the voice that can lead us through the unknown. What is needed in this moment? Which direction should you take? When you sit still and meditate, the magician can help you find the right way. In their book ‘The Mayan Oracle - Return Path to the Stars’, Ariel Spilsbury & Michael Bryner are writing: “The wizard is the Magician, whose powers are activated by wisdom that emanates from the heart. Such wisdom is not the intellectual understanding known in Western culture; it is the wisdom that comes from an alignment of mind and heart. An open, trusting heart is a refined tool of perception. Allowing yourself to ‘not know’ opens the door of the mind to a deeper understanding of the universe.”

			 

			Without the Magus we loose hope. We get disconnected from the magic of life and we forget to believe in love. The magician knows that the greatest power of all is love, which will overcome all obstacles. He will do everything to keep love alive, even in the midst of great darkness and suffering. He will use every trick, every tool to turn things into the right direction, not because he is beyond duality, but because he knows that there is a higher purpose. He is in service of that higher purpose and has dedicated his life to serve humankind, like the boddhisatva’s in the far east. He gives us the courage to follow our path.

			 

			“Is there any hope?” asks Merry to Gandalf, just before the great war starts. “There never was much hope,” is the answer of the wizard. Hope gives him the power to embark on his journey and to complete his quest. Vaclav Havel, the former president of Czechoslovakia, described hope in his words: “Hope is not the conviction that something will turn out well, but the certainty that something makes sense, regardless of how it turns out. It is a state of mind, not a state of the world. Either we have hope within us, or we don’t. It is a dimension of the soul.”

			 

			 

			Gandalf and Saruman

			 

			When Gandalf comes to Saruman for advice he is locked up in his tower. Saruman tries to persuade Gandalf to join him, telling him there is no way to win against Sauron. He had lost hope and has joined the dark forces. This can easily happen to all of us, when we are overwhelmed with all the suffering and wrongdoing in the world. How can we still believe in the goodness of humanity? Desmond Tutu, the south african bishop who was the right hand of Nelson Mandela said : “We have defeated awful things like Nazism, like apartheid. And we have seen some wonderful human beings - Mahatma Gandhi, the Dalai Lama, Mother Teresa. What that says is that ultimately good prevails. It is a moral universe, despite all appearances to the contrary. There’s no way in which evil will ultimately triumph.”

			 

			The difference between the light and the dark magician is that the first is focused on love and the latter is ruled by fear. If your intention is self-centered, you will act out of fear. Saruman has studied evil in the hope of defeating it. But while he looks into his Palantir, the magical orb through which he can see the world - a symbol for the inner eye - he is influenced by the evil eye of Sauron. You can’t fight evil. Because when you do so, you get infected by it. There is no fighting against, only fighting for something. Many times in our lives, we try to fight against something in ourselves, or against something in the outer world. This endless struggle keeps us locked in duality. We are the ‘good ones’ the others are ‘evil’.

			 

			 

			The ring

			 

			The ring in this story stands for power and is clearly showing what happens when power is abused and deformed by leadership that is not connected to love; Earth is destroyed, nature is disrespected, people become slaves and the world is heading towards certain doom. The power of the Ring is used to dominate people and manipulate their mind. The Ring is tempting, especially in times of chaos and crisis, and nobody really wants to make the difficult journey towards his own Mountain of Doom. We must throw the ring back into the mountain where it was created: into the fire of our own soul. That is the biggest challenge of the story: as soon as we project the evil outside ourselves - onto another person, another country, another people, another religion - we succumb to the power of the Ring and fall under the spell of evil ourselves. The only thing that can free us, is letting go of the power of the Ring and accept life in gratefulness.

			 

			A very interesting interpretation to this myth is revealed when we are looking at the ring as a symbol of the feminine. Where the (broken) sword of King Elessar stands for the masculine element, the Ring stands for the feminine element. There seems to be another indication that the theme is about the feminine aspect. The word Mordor has some connection with the word ‘mother’. In this initiation story for men, there are very few women (except for Galadriel, Arwen and Eowyn), but the main theme of the story deals with how we treat the feminine. Some abuse it, like Sauron and the nine kings who hold the Rings of power and use them for their own megalomania. Others are seduced by it but lose their own integrity, such as Saruman and Boromir. The fellowship of the ring, including Frodo, Gandalf and Aragorn, honour the feminine element. In the Jewish tradition, the feminine aspect, called the Shkhina, used to be seen as an equivalent to Jehovah. God and goddess were equal partners of creation. But in the course of history, the feminine aspect was diminished and dishonored. Jehovah became the one god and Shekhina one of the lesser manifestations. Thus putting the masculine above the feminine. This dis-balance is still the root cause of all the struggles in our world. Both on a collective level as well as on a personal level.

			 

			It is now the our task to handle the feminine element well, and the Ring of power has to return to the hands of wisdom, which is feminine in its essence. Nature has to be honored by men as well as women. And the ring, which was long held by men as a mean of control has to be returned to the mouth of Mother Earth. This means we will have to learn to trust what we cannot know or control. We will have to re-learn how to trust life instead of trying to control it. The feminine is the source of life through all of it’s manifestations. It is often revealed in ways we cannot understand, that is very frightening for our old structures. We are so used to understand before we act. but what is needed now is for us to trust our intuition, the voices of the earth and of our heart which have been silenced for so long.

			 

			 

			The magus as a leader of today

			 

			In the larger context of our present day society, it is the figure of the magician that plays a leading role. When forces in the world tend towards chaos and destruction, suppression and banality, it needs the wise man and women to come together and form a council. One of the examples of this is the gathering of many tribal leaders of American native tribes who stood up against the oil business at standing rock in north Dakota. This demonstration started out by the wise women of the native tribes who knew that it was time to change the course of history. If we don’t change and respect mother earth we will pay a high price.

			 

			The Magician is the archetype that we need during times of the transformation, and he shows himself through movies, stories and synchronistic events. He is the one who creates magic in our lives, and we need this magic to start to believe there is a higher force guiding us. He brings us to a higher level of being. And what’s more: he prepares the way for the return of the King. Like Merlin clears the road for King Arthur, Gandalf is the one who helps Aragorn to take his rightful place on the throne. When the king is not there and the land is in chaos or war it needs the energy of the magician to lead us through the unknown.

			 

			 

			Times of war

			 

			Behind the drama of many wars lies the drama of a wounded masculinity. It is obvious, but wars are mainly a male thing. Yet, during the whole game of war, this aspect is hardly ever discussed or investigated in the media. The external war reflects something of the war being waged in the male soul and the wounds we carry inside. If we do not heal these wounds, more men will disappear into the woods, never to return.

			 

			On the eve of the war in Iraq the film scenario of The Lord of the Rings seemed to take on almost mythical proportions. Mythological reality and everyday reality seemed to become more and more inextricably interwoven. Western Europe started to assume Tolkien-like characteristics. The second part of the film trilogy, The Two Towers, was released shortly after the attack on the Twin Towers. The alliance of the United Nations was betrayed by Bush who, like Boromir, used the ring of power and became enthralled with evil himself. He ignored international opinion and went into battle on his own, helped by Great Britain. Although thousands of people all over the world protested against the war he planned, the battle for Iraq was begun under false pretences. Iraq was supposed to have weapons of mass destruction and Saddam Husain was supposed to have links with Al Qaeda and Bin Laden. In reality, it was a battle for power, oil and honour that was fought between western Christian America and the Islamic worlds. Divided Europe watched and did nothing. Nobody tried to stop the fighting, because the loyalty of Europe lies with America more than with Islam.

			 

			Just before the invasion of Iraq, on January 8th 2003, I was receiving the following text by my inner guide: 

			War is unavoidable. But that does not mean that all is lost. The final battle will still need to be fought. That is the battle within the hearts of each and every one of us. That is the real war. The external war is only a reflection of the war inside individual people. Confronted with the external war, many people are challenged to take action and make a choice between good and evil. This is a time when we must all choose whom to side with, and I don’t mean the people of Iraq or the Americans. That is just the illusion of duality. Unity can be found within ourselves. This may seem strange, given the fact that a war is on the verge of breaking out, but it is the only hope there is. The evolution of mankind depends of the willingness of the individuals to acknowledge their own duality and to step away from the feelings of fear and hatred.

			 

			How can you do that? Search for your own inner war. Where do you attack yourself? How do you create your own inferiority? Where is the battlefield in your own life? Don’t try to stop it straightaway, but see if you can become more aware of it. Getting in touch with it is the first step towards peace on earth.

			 

			The second step is to send compassion to this place within yourself and expand this compassion to all other people. That is the greatest contribution you can make to the world around you. Do not get caught in the duality of the external world. The bottom line is that each of us is a human being with similar fears, wishes and problems. It is important to realise that. You cannot solve their problems, or take away their fears by either force or manipulation. All you can do is take responsibility for yourself and do what is necessary in your own life. Do not be tempted by the bad news the media bring. They all try to involve you in the story of the battle, so that it can be fought in full colour and three dimensions. Can you feel the tension, the hunger for battle? That is the real evil, because it feeds the need for war and the manifestation of it. Yet there is nothing to condemn or to fight. Fighting against evil is no good; it will only increase it. Stay away from it, follow your own path and try not to judge or feed evil. Just be aware of it, and let go. The greatest task is to stay focused on your own reality, and to follow the path of your own heart.

			 

			 

			The transformation of the wizard

			 

			The most difficult challenge for Gandalf is his fight with the Balrog, the fiery creature from the underworld. The wizard tries to protect his companions from this monstrous being but while doing so he falls into the abyss together with the Balrog. His companions believe that Gandalf died. In the American native tradition they would call this the death of the shaman. There are times in our lives when we are initiated into death and we have to enter the black night of the soul. It is in this darkness that we find true enlightenment, It is through the fight with our ego that our true self can eventually appear and shine forth. Gandalf the grey changes into Gandalf the white. He becomes a Messiah figure - raised from the dead. He is in service to the greater good of humanity. This transformation of the wizard can happen to all of us. We use and abuse our mind until we understand that the mind is in service of the soul. It is a brilliant tool but it is not there to serve itself. This realization changes knowledge into wisdom, changes science into magic. Because in reality, the world we live in is a magical universe, inspired by many forces - both dark and light. When you are in touch with the wizard inside of you, you call forth this magic to happen in your life. You invite the benign forces to support and guide you and to give you insight into the deeper layers of reality at present. “White wizard asks you to fully utilize this aligned mind to participate in magic. Align your own will with divine will and your Essence Self. Be transparent, innocently allowing magic to come through you rather than needing to create it. Open to heart-knowing and limitless possibilties. A magician dances the dance of love through offering gifts of freedom to others. This is real magic. Freed from the need to use power to manipulate or control, a magician uses wisdom to manifest liberation and love.” (The Mayan Oracle - Return Path to the Stars).

			 

			Gandalf may be the one to help you find your courage and set you on a journey to your true destiny. All of this book is meant to help you find your soul’s calling. In this respect books and knowledge are tools to wake you up. If you listen closely to the voice of your intuition, you will know what to do. Because the wizard is both a mentor as well as a guardian angel. He is giving you directions and clues for the right path to take. Are you ready to follow the steps of your soul? are you willing to listen to the inner magus and take the throne of your kingship?

			 

			 

			Appendix chapter 8

			 

			HISTORICAL AND MYTHOLOGICAL BACKGROUND TO LORD OF THE RINGS

			 

			Looking at the background and the sources Tolkien drew from, we make some interesting discoveries. Many of the themes Tolkien included in The Lord of the Rings come from the Siegfried saga, made famous by Wagner’s opera about the Nibelungen, the magic treasure of the dwarves. The ring, the broken sword, dragons and dwarves, the magic cloak or hood that makes invisible (think of Frodo’s Elven cloak and Harry Potter’s magic cloak) and the struggle for power form the ingredients of this medieval epos. When Tolkien fought the Germans near Verdun and the ‘Siegfried line’ during the First World War, he must have come across this story. But if we go further back in history, it turns out that the Siegfried saga has its roots in a real life event. The story of Siegfried is based on that of Sigesbert and his father Dagobert, the last Merovingian king who, according to the legend, was in possession of the magic treasure of the Merovingians. They were known as great kings, with long brownish red hair, ascendants to the lineage of the House of David. Dagobert united the European kingdom, but he got assassinated, betrayed by his own staff. During a hunt just before Christmas in the woods near the city of Stenay, they killed him while sleeping near a well. The assassins tried to erase his memory from history but his story became a legend and finally a myth: it is the story of the Wildman, which we discussed before. The story of the cursed king has it roots far back in European history.

			 

			As an expert in Ethiopian history and mythology, Tolkien drew from a second source of inspiration: the ancient story of king Solomon and the queen of Sheba. When the Ethiopian queen visited Solomon, the wise king of the Jews in Jerusalem, she fell for his charms and got pregnant by him. She returned to Ethiopia and gave birth to a son: Menelik. Solomon had given Sheba a ring as proof that the child was his. Menelik went to see his father and the story goes that he brought the Ark of the Covenant to Ethiopia. The ring became proof of rightful kingship for the Ethiopian kings, right up to the last king Haile Selassi in 1974. The latter was dethroned by the dictator Mengistu and a reign of terror followed this event. The story goes that Mengistu wore the ring on his finger. According to Ethiopian myth, Solomon’s ring was cursed: when he had taken it off to wash himself, the devil had taken it and evil took possession of the ring. The ring gave power, but also brought discord and remained in the hands of the ruler until it was taken over by the next ruler, by order of the ring itself.

			 

			That Tolkien drew from this history is clear from a number of Ethiopian geographical names: the cities of Gondar, Shire, Roha and Gorgora are called Gondor, Shire, Rohan and Gorgoroth in The Lord of the Rings and the description of the magical landscape in the book reminds us of Ethiopia. We come full circle when we realise that the Merovingian kings in Middle Europe of the 5th and 6th century claimed that their royal line of ancestors went back to the royal house of Solomon. The story of the ring occurs time and again in history and appears to refer to the royal ancestry of the house of Solomon and David.

		

	
		
			9. ABRAHAM OR THE MEETING WITH GOD

			 

			 

			I seek refuge with God

			Who created me, and it is He who guides me.

			And it is He who feeds me and gives me drink.

			And when I am ill, it is He who cures me

			And who will cause me to die and then bring me to life.

			From the quran, al-shu’ara, 26: 78-85

			 

			 

			The prophet

			 

			The archetype of the holyman or prophet is connected with the energy of inspiration, literally meaning to breath in. Not breathing in air, but breathing in the spirit, the divine breath, that inspires us, that makes us come alive. The crownchakra is located at the top of our skull and is the gate towards this divine Inspiration, connecting our earthly, human life to the voices from heaven. Each tradition, each culture and each nation has stories about men and women who dedicated their lives to listening to the voice of the divine, and acted upon it. These are powerful stories of how we are guided by a mysterious force that transcends our human understanding. Up till this chakra we could deal with the mysteries and problems of human life in earth, but on this stage of our journey we are confronted with a mystery that is greater then us, that directs us to where we come from, and to the that power is leading us. Many holymen or saints have become the initiators of religions, spiritual traditions and new steps in our evolution as mankind. They were the fathers of nations, of religions and of great mythological stories. But many times their followers didn’t have the same capabilities to converse with God in the same way and just follow the rules or books that their heroes have left behind. And so original Inspiration turns into idolworship, into rigid rules of religions, and into laws that are no longer in tune with the pure and inspired wisdom of their initiators. Here we enter into the domain of the shadow of the holyman, and we can see it all around us today, just as in every time period in history. Inspiration becomes religion, a social system to live by, to follow as is it written and to obey the rules that were deducted from the texts that once had a purpose of truth and sincerity. The living truth to connect us to the divine becomes a system that keeps us away from following our hearts in accordance with our inner voice, the voice of God.

			 

			So let us have a look at one of the most powerful stories of a man who follows the voice of God, that told him to stop the worship of idols and statues, to ignore the planets, the sun and the moon, and to go to a land that was promised to him: it is the story of Abraham, or, as moslims call him Ibrahim, or Abram avinu, as he is called in the jewish tradition. For all three mayor worldreligions, christianity, Judaism and Islam, he is the .....father. And his lifestory is also the cause of much controversy, religious wars and separation in our world today. So lets go back in time, to the ancient city of Ur, around the 3rd century B.C. in a land called Babylonia, ruled by a king called Nimrod. What does the story has to teach us today, in our modern society, where religious traditions seem to collide in a heavy fight over power, land and truth. Can we go back to the beginning to find a grain of wisdom that can help us out of this quakmire of religious warfare?

			 

			 

			The story of Abraham

			 

			Abraham was born in the city of Ur as the Son of Terach, a merchant of idolstatues and a faithful follower to the king. From his early childhood, Abraham questioned the faith of his father and sought the truth. He came to believe that the entire universe was the work of a single Creator, and he began to teach this belief to others. Abraham tried to convince his father, Terach, of the folly of idol worship. One day, when Abram was left alone to mind the store, he took a hammer and smashed all of the idols except the largest one. He placed the hammer in the hand of the largest idol. When his father returned and asked what happened, Abraham said, “The idols got into a fight, and the big one smashed all the other ones.” His father said, “Don’t be ridiculous. These idols have no life or power. They can’t do anything.” Abram replied, “Then why do you worship them?”

			 

			Terach, angered by his son, brought him to the court of king Nimrod. When the king heard that Abraham offended the gods of Babel, he ordered him to be killed by fire. Abraham was thrown into a furnace for three days, but nothing happened to him. He came out alive. Knowing his ideas of a single god wasn’t accepted by his people he prayed god for help. God told him to go, with his wife Sarah, and his servants, to the land that he would promise him. He left the city of Ur, located in southern Turkey, modernday Sanliurfa, and traveled south into Kanaän, which is now Israël or Palestine. From a city dweller he adopted a nomadic lifestyle.

			 

			When Abraham and his wife were getting older, and Sarah was already past the childbearing years, they still had no children, even while god had promised he would be the father of a great nation. So Sarah offered her maidservant Hagar as a wife to Abraham. This was common practice during that time. According to tradition, Hagar was a daughter of Pharaoh, given to Abram during his travels in Egypt. She bore Abraham a son, Ishmael. But, as was promised by God, also Sarah got a son, called Isaac. Because of the jealousy between these two women Abraham decided to sent Hagar and Ishmael away into the desert. They were kept alive when they found a well from which they could drink. Ishmael became the forefather of the Islam and Isaac became the forefather of the jews. Abraham died at the age of 175.

			 

			 

			The destruction of idols

			 

			Just as Jesus threw the moneylenders out of the Temple, and the pharao Achnaton forbid the worship and rituals of many gods and goddesses in egypt, or Moses who forbids the jewish people to dance in front of a golden calf, Abraham destroys the statues of the many gods of his father, leaving just one. Every time again and again we seem to get sidetracked and distracted by the worship of things, gods or religions that are not in connection anymore with our heart, with the voice of God or with the ‘true’ faith. We get lost in words, in theoretical concepts of god, in the rules of Bible, Torah or Quran, and a ritualistic or materialistic way of life takes over. Simply said, we are lost. The connection with the divine is gone, and what used to be divine inspiration becomes merely a religion of ideas, rules and rituals. Most of our patriarchal religions these days have gone astray and are desperately waiting for a new inspiration. We don’t seem to talk to god anymore, or at least do not listen to his answers. And what’s worse, we turned him into a idol himself. He became a man with a beard sitting on a cloud, overlooking the wrongdoings of human beings. And they are many, as we look at the tv these days. Isis- Fighters in Iraq chop off heads in the name of Allah, orthodox jews isolate themselves in archaic costumes mumbling over their sacred texts while Israël builds a wall around itself to protect itself, and christians have massively exchanged their god of love for the god of money. We are further away from the divine then any time in history. We turned into the archetypal city of Babel, thinking we can outsmart God and create something of ourselves, instead of becoming silent and listening within for that small and silent voice, that directs us into the right direction. Islam, Judaism and christianity seem to be on a collision course as never before, ready to create a Holy war in the name of Allah, God or Jahweh. We all think we have the true god, the one and only, and that the others are the heathens, the bad guys, the ones who worship the wrong god.

			 

			The stories in the Torah, the Bible and the Quran - which mostly deal with the same prophets and their tribulations - revolve around one crucial element: are we able to listen to the voice of god and accept its directions and consequences? It takes tremendous courage - again and again - to leave the path that we know and take the risk of listening to divine guidance. Many times we are ridiculed, banished from our group or even killed when we listen to what our heart tells us to do. God speaks to us through the silent voice of the heart, whispering its deepest secrets to us, telling us to leave our soil, our family, our home to find a new place, a new land, a new destiny. The sacred books remind us of all those that went before us, the stamina they had and the obstacles and difficulties they faced along the road. May their example not be in vain and inspire us to do the same: to take a leap of courage and faith and trust that god will bring us home in the end.

			 

			The Jewish people are maybe the best example of this constant challenge to stay attuned with God, all through their history. It took them 2000 years of faith before they could return to the land they were once driven out from by the romans. And coming back wasn’t exactly easy. Still in survivalmood after the horrendous memory of the Holocaust, and faced with new enemies in their new ‘homeland’, they lost part of their belief in the goodness of mankind. From victims they became perpetrators without knowing it. They kicked out the people already living in the ‘promised land’ and became its occupiers. In trying to survive they lost touch with the heart. Again, they have to come back to this place of faith, trust and compassion that is at the heart of each religion. Although it may take time before all the wounds are healed, on both sides, there will come a moment when a new step towards love will be possible. Religion sometimes seem to take people away from this essence of love, especially when they are in pain or suffering from poverty or hatred, but in the end it will teach us to find peace again with ourselves.

			 

			 

			The return of a saviour

			 

			All of us seem to be waiting for a new divine inspiration, a rebel, saint or holyman that can lead us back on track. Fortunately, as we have seen in the beginning of our journey, all of the sacred texts speak of a promise: the return of the Mahdi in Islam, the coming of the Messiah in Judaism, the return of Christ in Christianity, the return of the Buddha Maitreya in Buddhism, the return of king Arthur in the Celtic tradition, in Hinduism they are waiting for the Neelkanth, the next incarnation of Shiva, and so on. It is the archetypal return of the king of hearts, the one that leads us back to our essence, our humanity, our oneness, and our connection with God or Goddess within us. It is this promise that seems like a unrealistic fairytale that might unite us in the end, when we understand that we are all in the same disastrous story. The story we live by isn’t wrong or false, only our interpretation of the story has become narrow minded and limited. We have lost the broader perspective. And this is just why we need this connection to a concept that is larger then ourselves. We need a god, a divine hero or archetypal father, which can give us a larger picture of life, so we will understand that we are only a part of the whole story. In order to do that we might need to let go of our familiar perspective, of the stories we tell each other, the culture we are raised in, the religion that has raised us, the country that has its set rules and theories. Truth never comes on tiptoe. It needs a fierce confrontation with old values, morals that no longer serve us, and the breaking apart of a system that is outdated. Many religions suffer from an archaic concept of spirituality, a narrow and old fashioned idea of God, and a way of thinking, praying and preaching that doesn’t support life, freedom or love. Many times we still pray to a vengeful god, that doesn’t like strangers, people from other religions, outsiders or people who are just different than us. Many religions, especially Islam and Christianity have the arrogant idea that their god is better then others, while actually we are all praying to the same god anyway. So we desperately need a more inclusive and more open concept of spirituality, one that encompasses all forms of religion. Just like Abraham we have to kill our old gods, or as Buddha said: when you meet the Buddha on the road, kill him. When we keep hanging on to our own image of God, we miss the greatness and the essence of the divine. Some religions avoid speaking the name of God, or making an image of him, just to avoid this very problem. But also that can become another rule, just as anything. We need to open up to the unknown, the unexpected, the surprise around the corner, the stranger that brings us new gifts, or our enemy that might just be a blessing in disguise. We need to leave our comfort-zone and begin to think in new ways. Just like Abraham we need to start a journey to a promised land. It is this promise, this belief in the goodness of the universe, of a guiding force that is showing us the way, which will help us make the journey step by step, overcoming all obstacles. When we wake up to our true nature we realize that everything in the past was part of our journey, and that life is still a blessing. We let go of fear and find the courage to move on to unknown territory, to boldy go where no man has gone before, knowing we are carried in the hands of god.

			 

			 

			The divine feminine

			 

			What Christianity, Judaism and Islam have in common is that they all have banished the divine feminine from the pantheon of the Gods. When Moses came down from mount Horeb in the Sinai he saw many of his people dance around the golden calf. They had escaped from Egypt but some of them were still closely connected to the gods and rituals of Egyptian culture. Hathor, the goddess of fertility, love and healing, is depicted with the ears of a cow, and many times she was venerated in the form of a calf. Dancing, celebrating and enjoying life was part of her culture. When Moses came down from the mountain, witnessing a ritual in honor of the goddess, he became enraged. Just like Abraham he was ready to erase the old goddessworship, so his people would be dedicated to the one God of Israel. He threw the stones with the commandments to the ground and killed two thousand of the followers of the old goddess worship. But by doing this he also wiped out the feminine element of spirituality. The new religion became a patriarchal religion, with patriarchal values, in which the feminine had no place. The Egyptian goddess Hathor, or the hebrew goddess Isthar or Ashera, or any other goddess like Cybele, the great mother goddess, Tanit, the goddess of the Fenicians, Lilith, the dark goddess, they all were forgotten, banished from life and hidden in a dark part of our subconscious. Religion became a men’s world, ruled by priests, popes, imams and rabbis. Only in fairytales there was a faint notion of the divine feminine, in the form of a princess that needed to be kissed and brought back to life, after she had slept for a hundred years. The prince, heroic archetype for the spirit, has to fight dragons, travel the seas and the mountains, cut through a wall of thorns to find the forgotten feminine and bring her back to life. It is only now that we realize we have lost something essential and crucial to life. We can study books and bibles for ever, or any other spiritual theory for that matter, but it will never touch the soul if the feminine is missing. She brings in the juice, the chaos from which creation can take place, the different forms of love and sensuality, the unexpected pleasures of sexuality, and the connection to our bodies, our fertility and to mother earth in general. When we are no longer in touch with our inner nature, our soul, we get stuck in the mind, and this is just what has happened to many patriarchal religions.

			 

			When the Da Vinci Code, the famous book by Dan brown, came out it created a riot in the Catholic church. He didn’t only assume there was an intimate relationship between Jesus and Mary Magdalene, or that they had children and offspring, he pointed out how everything that was connected to the divine feminine in Christian culture was systematically and intentionally wiped out from religious life. Mary Magdalene’s role changed from the consort of Christ into a whore somewhere in the third century A.D.

			 

			Leonardo da Vinci gave her back her prominent role by painting her next to Jesus in his famous last supper. The fear for women went so deep it led to the witch-hunt in the middle ages, when thousands of women were burned at the stake, just because they were considered to be women of wisdom. It was only through the rise of feminism in the 20th century that the hegemony of the patriarchy was finally broken. Both men and women started to realize that the old patriarchal rules were damaging and obstructing life, both for men as well as women. In some cultures, like the Islam, this process seems only just begun, and it will take some time before the power and wisdom of women is fully acknowledged. Men can only gain from this development, although it doesn’t mean we will go back to a matriarchal way of living. It seems to be time for an equal meeting between men and women, between God and Goddess, between heaven and earth.

			 

			When I stayed for nine days in Israel I received the following message, when visiting an old ruin that dates back to the time of the Essenes and the Romans. 

			“Welcome to this ancient place where I was one of the initiates. My name is Deborah. We called you here to bring back the feminine; To bring back the wisdom and to bring back the healing, which this land so desperately needs. It is a key in the changes and the transformation of the world in this moment. We have been doing preparations for that. We - the priestesses of the goddess - were working in this place, till the Romans came. We first worked together with them, they used our knowledge and wisdom and when things turned out wrong, some of us were raped and killed, others fled away to other places. Things changed and the roman culture took over. The wisdom of the ancient goddess was still honored and vernerated in our time, but when the male societies took over with their lust for luxury and power, the ancient wisdom slowly disappreared and retreated into the caverns of time.

			 

			There has always been a difference between the feminine wisdom of healing and the male way of conquering land, building things, houses, bridges, temples, anything. By conquering the land part of its soul is destroyed. This is one of the reasons we come and speak to you. The wisdom of the land needs to be honored and acknowledged and be revived. This was part of the ancient Hebrew tradition: communing with the land, listening to its power, to its stories, to its fertility. It is in this that you find a deep healing for the Jewish people that they need at this moment. They need this land. Not to own it, but to learn from it, to be a part of it; To come back as children to the Mothergoddess. Without the Mother you are still lost searching for your own roots, for paradise to be regained, but you cannot conquer it by force. You cannot build walls around it because it will hurt the Mother. All of her children are part of her tribe, her family. It is in the surrender to this Great Mothergoddess that you will find peace in yourself in the first place, and from that peace within there will come an outer peace within two generations.’

			 

			 

			The Middle East: a men’s world?

			 

			To deal with the problems of the Middle East we have to understand they are not merely religious problems or economical problems, they are also, or should I say mostly, problems related to men: men created the religions, men rule the countries, men go to war, men search for solutions, but they are unaware that they are part of the problem it self. The solutions they find are typical men’s solutions: fighting, revolution, making war, marking your territory. Etc. The number one big missing piece of the puzzle is: women. Now this doesn’t mean that women are all good and men are all bad, but as men we need to take a deeper look at ourselves. We need to redefine ourselves and redefine what a healthy, wise and strong masculinity means. We are running around trying to fulfill an outdated and misleading stereotype of masculinity. This is not who we are. Our deeper truth is one of compassionate action, of wise and loving power, of deep intimacy, being able to hold the space for women and children to flourish, knowing this can only happen if we bring balance to ourselves and to the world around us. It is not that we don’t know how to do this, it is just a matter that we have forgotten how to get in touch with the amazing power of the heart and of divine guidance.

			 

			We need examples of a healthy and wise masculinity, people like Nelson Mandela, who showed us the way to a new kind of leadership, that is not based on either/or, but and / and. For sure he wasn’t a pussy or a softie, but he knew if he kept fighting the enemy he would loose. The ultimate battle he had to win was the battle with himself, with his ego and with his hatred. ‘If I walk out of this prison and I will still hate my oppressors I have lost the battle,’ he recalled. It is by his example that we are able to look for new solutions to the Middle East.

			 

			One of the most difficult things in life, especially for men, is to say you’ve made a mistake, or did something wrong. Just as in a conflict between lovers, sometimes you need to say ‘sorry, I made a mistake, I have hurt you.’ This allows the other to open up and stop beating you till you surrender to the truth.

			 

			Now nobody said its going to be easy, but does it need to be? Don’t we need this complex problem to challenge us to set a new horizon, to really help us to get out of the old rut and set an example for the next couple of centuries? I’m confident in the power of people, and sometimes it just needs one voice, one person, to change the course of history.

			 

			If you are reading this, make it count. Be bold and daring, and take the challenge to follow your heart and speak your truth. You will fail, again and again, but does it matter? No, because only intention counts, and one day you will know you have won, just because you have made this first step, and thus changed the course of events. ‘You only need to change one stone to change the course of a river.’

			Is it that simple? Yes, it is, but you will only know when you are looking back after a long time, as I did, when I started writing this book, completely insecure of the things I wanted to tell, insecure about myself. I didn’t have money, I had to wear the jeans of my wife because I couldn’t buy my own, people around me were worried of what I was doing, and the only thing that kept me going was a strong conviction that I had to finish this book. Now, so many years later, I know I was right to keep on trusting: it changed the lives of thousands of men. It changed my life. And it made me the person I am now. Not perfect, still insecure now and then, still searching, but with so much joy and gratitude about being alive.

			 

			So if you are reading this, just know that i am with you, that I support you fully, and that I have faith in you. Trust the power and silent voice of your heart. Even if people will leave you, or criticize you or disagree with you, keep on walking your path. There are no guarantees. There is only love. Just go for it.

			 

			 

			The power of surrender

			 

			From 2004 till 2014 I visited Gaza seven times to do traumahealing with young Palestinian men and women: actors and actresses who make theatre for children, but who were traumatized from the war themselves.

			 

			Each time I visited - two times immediately after severe bombardments - I witnessed the incredible and disastrous effect of war and destruction. I came to love the people I worked with and the last time, after listening to many horrendous stories of women who had to survive 50 days of bombing I had a strong vision. Just as Innanna, the Sumerian queen of heaven, I had to descend into the underworld to visit the dark goddess Ereschkigal. I had to pass seven gates into hell, and at each gate I had to let go one more aspect of my ego: the things, ideas and roles I still hold on to to give myself an identity. At last I stood naked in front of the dark goddess, who was fuming with anger, sadness and grief of all the pain that was inflicted on her. I saw her as the Great Mother that was despised, ignored and trampled upon by all patriarchal traditions, by all men. She directed her anger at me and was ready to chop my head off. All I could do was surrender to her and allow her anger to burn away what was left of my ego. When I was nothing more then bones and ashes she came to me to kiss me back alive. I had survived her ordeal and in surrendering to her power I had freed her from her prison of pain, as well as my own. Just as Shiva who had surrendered himself by laying down at the feet of Kali, the Terrible, to free her from her dance of destruction, I could feel that only deep compassion and surrender to the goddess can bring a solution to the everlasting problems of the Middle East.

			 

			I was devastated by the stories I witnessed and heard (Read Gaza Diaries 2004-2014), and yet they gave me the most valuable treasure and insight: the deep love that surfaces in the heart when you completely surrender your own story to become an instrument of love and healing.

			 

			‘To be of service to the divine is the surest way to Self-realization,’ wrote the ‘the Mother’, an Indian guru who initiated the community of Auroville in Tamil Nadu in south India, together with Sri Aurobindo.

			 

			 

			The kingdom of God

			 

			In the Middle East there are no easy solutions. For sure there are no easy political solutions nor economic or religious solutions for that matter. Just as an individual has to leave the obsessions of the ego and the mind, that thrives on fear, emotions, desires and longing, so a nation has to leave its old myths of survival, anger, fear and egocentric behavior. Are we willing to let go of our own past, the stories we grew up with, the myths we cling to, and become naked in front of the truth? Are we willing to smash down our own idols, to kill our darlings, and to open up for divine guidance? Nor books, priests, politicians or prophets can help us: we have to do it all alone. They can inspire us or give us a hand in remembering what it is all about, but it is up to us - to you and me. Then, only then, the king will be able to return and take its rightfull place on the throne of the heart.

			 

			May we find the grace and the courage to surrender and look each other in the eyes and know that one day all comes to an end, for better or for worse. It is up to each of us to decide what will prevail: love or hate, pain or healing, destruction or creation, the light or the dark.

			 

			May we choose wisely.

			 

			Negev desert, april 25 th 2015.

			 

			 

			One holy land

			 

			There is but one Holy land, no two state solution. This might be a temporary situation, but one day, when all wounds have been healed, when all grievances and pain have been shared, when all hatred has been extinguished like a fire after rainstorm, one day, this land will be whole.

			 

			One day its children from all sorts of life, form all sorts of religion will live together side by side, and remember the days of darkness, when their parents made war with each other.

			 

			One day, the walls that separate religions, nations and hearts, will be broken down, and they will be a remembrance for the generations to come. They will form the rubble of all the pain that has been felt. And in the end there will no guilt, no shame, on either side, just a memory and a feeling of compassion and forgiveness for the mistakes we made.

			 

			One day we will know the reason for what has happened, which our minds cannot understand, but our hearts will know. We will smile and see the spark of understanding in each others eyes.

			 

			One day we will share the crops of this land, we will visit each others tempels and mosques, we will enjoy each others food, and we will share a common future, after the divided past. We will know that we made mistakes, and and that it is human to make mistakes and forgive ourselves, because we didn’t know any other way to survive.

			One day is today in the making. It is not a fantasy, it is a reality for those who believe. It is not about daydreaming, but about putting love into action. It is about the courage we all needto act from the heart, knowing we are One in the end, we are each others brothers and sisters, children of Abraham, of the same tree of life. We will leave our ancient beliefs that separated us, and we will embrace a new hope, a new vision and perspective on what our ancestors have always told us: That there is nothing greater then God, who is love, and who dwells in the heart of people, and in the ancient city of peace, Jerusalaim.

			 

			In our arrogance and hubris We have forgotten the greatest mystery of all:

			 

			That we are part of the divine. That it is not us who are creating life on earth

			 

			But that we are part of its creation.

			 

			That we are children in the garden of the Mother, That we are meer pupils on the road to the divine Father.So let us Celebrate tonight, and dance and drink And know that our task is to make it worthwhile To fulfill our mission, and to follow our hearts.

			 

			One day, there will be a party of love, and you are invited.

			 

			adonai, Allah Akbar, amen.

			 

		

	
		
			10 MY OWN STORY

			 

			 

			Before his end came rabbi Sussja spoke: ‘In the world that is coming they won’t ask me: Why haven’t you been Mozes? They will ask me: Why haven’t you been Sussja?’

			Martin Buber

			 

			 

			The island of the future

			 

			During my studies in Groningen, I studied business management and theatre sciences; I started more and more to bump into the boundaries of science. I quickly ventured beyond this terrain and embarked on the path of personal development by means of many workshops, books, meditation and yoga. In 1998 this path led to a conference about Organizational Transformation in Sweden. There I conducted a guided meditation about ‘the island of the future’. In this meditation, through my own imagination, I was led to an island that symbolized my future. To my alarm I saw my island sink in the water. When I looked more closely, the island appeared to have drifted to America. There the island changed to a city. The message of the meditation was so powerful that I decided to stop my studies in business management, to leave my theatre group and travel to the United States. I sold my things, at the last moment fell madly in love with a woman that later became my wife and went on my way.

			 

			 

			The United States

			 

			30 December 1988 I left The Netherlands to make a journey that eventually would last nine months. On my way, which started with a visit to two brothers who lived in America at the time, I met the most different people: from the Indian medicine man White Bear to a group of people preaching the physical immortality. I made survival treks and crossed the land from east to west and north to south. Every new event or encounter put my image of the world on its head and I let myself be swept by the stream of experiences.

			 

			Like that I one day stumbled across the little book The Flying Boy from John Lee, about the quest for his father. When I finished the book I cried for three hours. Greatly missing my father became tangible, a father that was there but that I didn’t really know. It was the beginning of the long quest for my father and eventually myself. On this quest I came in contact with Robert Bly, the pioneer of men-work in the United States.

			 

			I stayed with friends in Minneapolis, Lonnie and Stefan Helgeson, and dreamed of a big hairy giant. I told about my dream at breakfast and Lonnie looked meaningfully at me: ‘You’ve seen the Wild Man, Ton.’ The advised me to contact Robert Bly who was an acquaintance of her. As a theme for his men’s work he used a story about a hairy Wild Man.

			 

			 

			In search of manhood

			 

			A week later I went to my first ‘Men’s Gathering’, a meeting of three hundred men in a theater in Minneapolis. The day started with a king and a jester that drove the three hundred men into a low tunnel: a small corridor, with straw on the floor and skulls in front of the entrance, where we had to get on our knees to crawl through. On the other side thirty men sat with drums and masks.

			 

			They sang: ‘Go back, go back, go back.’ By this double message I didn’t know what to think anymore, but my body knew what to do: dance. Finally three hundred men where dancing on the rhythm of the drums and like that the day was opened, a day that stayed with me because of the wisdom of the stories that were told, the humor and the pleasant lively energy of a hall filled with men. I had found what I’ve always had missed in my life: connection with men in a way that appealed to me: respectful, wise, powerful and loving without being sentimental or soft.

			 

			I’m raised in the time of feminism, and the image that I got of men was far from positive. Men were idiots, clumsy family men, insensitive or authoritarian and power-mad, sexist and suppressing, in short the cause of all the misery in the world. Because I didn’t know better, I kept my distance to this world of men: I didn’t play soccer, I demanded exemption for military duty and didn’t go into the world of work and offices. I didn’t want to enter the world of men and was in essence ashamed of my manliness. I didn’t have any respect for men, not for my father and neither for other men. I only saw their shadow side, their defaults, their failures that I learned to see through the eyes of feminism. Since that day in Minneapolis I started to see at it in a different way. I saw wise men, sensitive men, young and old men, vulnerable men, men who cared and shared warmth with one another, active men, men with humor. I slowly discovered the enormous wealth, value and the feeling that was to be found I men and with that I started to regain my own value as man and as human being.

			 

			 

			Men’s group

			 

			Back in The Netherlands I decided to give shape to men’s work here. By now I had acquired a lot of experience in training and courses in the field of personal development and spirituality. I started with the translation and publication of an interview with Robert Bly and made a small book of it, entitled In search of the man. The little book sold like hotcakes, and a year later I started my first men’s group. Although I didn’t know what I had to do, I knew that I had to do it. I took the plunge and let me be guided by what my intuition whispered in my ear.

			 

			With this first men’s group I eventually spent two and a half year. They where the men of the very beginning and I have a lot of gratitude towards them for the toiling and the groping in the dark at the question that guided us: Who or what is the wild man? John Munsey, an American singing teacher who lives in Amsterdam and later became my friend, summed up the essence of the search at one of our meetings: ‘No-one of us has ever been initiated, like the sons in ancient times were initiated by the elder men of the tribe, but together we have the possibility to bring this old knowledge to the surface.’ And that was what happened; all the small pieces of the puzzle became more and more obvious what manliness meant and we gained more and more clarity about our own path.

			 

			The long search resulted in a trainings weekend that was going to be called ‘Wild men’ weekend’ and that I conducted with Frank Berger for the two following years. He also came out of the first men’s group and became a good friend who always stood by my side in this pioneering phase of men’s work. It was a difficult time. I barely had any money, gave lectures and workshops that didn’t brought up enough to live from and got more and more into debt.

			 

			The media often wrote cynically about ‘these men who went into the woods with little drums and primal screams to become wild again’ and also people around me often didn’t understand what I was doing. Yet there were several people who saw the essence of my work and that gave me the courage to continue in those many, many doubt filled moments, when I had enough and thought of getting a normal job anyway. While I was lead deeper and deeper into ‘the woods’, I slowly but surely started to understand where the archetype of the wild man stood for and what my own role would be in the story. What at first seemed like a primal savage man turned out to be a sort of mentor, a spiritual father of initiator that initiated me step by step in the secrets of life. The story had me in its power and took me to areas of myself of which I even ignored the existence.

			 

			 

			Old pain

			 

			It finally led me to a memory that I hid deep, deep in my memory because it was to painful to ever be remembered. One evening in November 1992 I watched the film The Prince of Tides of Barbara Streisand. The film is about the process of a man who was raped as a boy and relives the memory of this with a psychiatrist. Afterwards when I wanted to say something, it seems like a dam broke. I started to scream and foam at the mouth and it didn’t stop. My stomach, which often gave me trouble, seemed to want to turn itself inside out. Images of sexual abuse by a man and a woman came popping up from my unconscious like bubbles. Each image was a torment and summoned a tangled heap of pain, fear, shame and resentment. I must have been about three years old, too young to understand what happened to me. I silently allowed it and observed the experience seemingly from outside my body. Now I struggled as if I was fighting death. Afterwards I fell silent and understood.

			 

			A few days later I saw myself in the same position of ‘outside my body’ , but now it seemed as if I was sitting on God’s lap and kept safe in his arms. ‘Look’, He said, ‘this is what happened and you cannot change anything anymore. But I can show you something else’, and he took me with him to a door, which he opened. Behind this I experienced the most intense love that I ever knew and which was many times stronger then the pain I had felt before. This time I didn’t cry of sorrow but of love. All the pieces of the puzzle of my life seemed to fall into place and the last image that appeared was the figure of the wild man that returned as king at the end of the fairy tale. He said: ‘This was me, but I could not tell you.’ I understood that I had been led from the beginning of the story to discover what was sealed deep inside me. It had taken twenty five years before I had the strength and insight to break this seal. For a long time I have struggled with feelings of guilt and fear and with the con-structing a healthy self-esteem.

			 

			 

			The wounded healer

			 

			This experience from my youth and the sometimes painful situations in the family where I grew up, were the fuel for the work that I do. In our culture problems are often seen as painful or unwanted, but I learned to see that they bring the most valuable sides of our selves to the surface if we truly dare to look at them. Handling my own problems has taught me to guide other people in processes of transformation, like the shaman who in Indian tradition is often called the ‘wounded healer’. In learning to know our own pain and qualities, we learn to recognize them in others. And that recognition is of vital importance, because it connects us with each other.

			 

			Men often live in their own world, because they don’t know there is a united world, a world of men, where stories and experiences connect us with others and so with our self. We live in a time where connection is essential. Connection with the divine, with each other and with the earth and nature.

			 

			 

			The return of the king

			 

			An other movie finally led to the writing of this book. After I went with my wife, who was heavily pregnant, to see the film The Lion King in December 1994, I woke up in the middle of the night. I sat up in bed and saw the last image of a dream: a book titled The return of the king. At that moment it was as if I understood the complete content of the book and only had to write the story down.

			I decided to write and bought a pile of notebooks. On the first page I wrote in big letters the title: The return of the king. A day later our daughter was born. I dedicate this book to her.

			 

		

	
		
			ABOUT THE AUTHOR

			 

			 

			Ton van der Kroon has been living his quest: since being a young man he travelled the world in search of old spiritual traditions, ancient myths and traditional knowledge. Ton has been giving men’s workshops for 30 years in Holland and Belgium.

			 

			He wrote ten books on spiritual development, lightwork and healing. He is leading a yearly Mary Magdalene Festival in Spain and a yearly healing conference in Jericho. For the last 15 years he has been giving trauma healing to young people in Gaza, and started men’s workshops in Israel. He is a medium, coach, spiritual teacher and workshop leader and lives in Amsterdam, The Netherlands.

			 

		

	
		
			DO YOU WANT TO JOIN A MEN’S GROUP OR START ONE YOURSELF?

			 

			In ancient times and in ancient cultures men gathered around the fire to share their stories; to discuss all matters of life; to obtain insight and wisdom and to understand the world around them. This wisdom of life was passed on from older men to younger generations. But this tradition has long been lost. Now we discuss matters of the heart mostly with women, not with men. Men have become lonesome cowboys. We are more focused on work, career, sport, TV or the computer.

			 

			We have created an app to create your own men’s group, or to find one in your area. We believe that meeting other men and sharing stories and experiences can help you get in touch with your heart and soul.

			 

			WHAT TO DO? 

			Discover the power of men and go to heartofmen.net and see if there is a men’s group in your area. If not, start one yourself and meet once a month with a group of men. It’s very simple: you set a monthly date, f.i. sunday afternoon, you put up a circle with chairs, you put a talking stick in the middle, and ... off you go. Your men’s group is born. On the app there are more tips to make your group a success.

			 

			WWW.HEARTOFMEN.NET

			 

			 

		

	
		
			TREE OF LIFE FOUNDATION

			 

			An invitation to participate...

			 

			Most of the work I do is voluntarily. Basically, if I feel called to do something I take action. This brought me to countries as Gaza, Syria, North Korea, Iran, etc. All of my work is about creating consciousness, transformation from darkness to light, through books, workshops, journeys or meditations. Now this brought me to the realisation that I cannot do this alone, nor financially, nor energetically. Many times I ask people to help me out, support me with donations, join me in travelling, or help energetically during the work. This has been extremely helpful, and I am so thankful that many people value my work and books. So if you want to participate too, know that you are more than welcome. 

			 

			In order to support my work we have established Tree of Life Foundation. Daily affairs are managed by Helma Wolters, Peter Jongerius and Jelle D’ Hulster.

			 

			Donations can be send to:

			TREE OF LIFE, IBAN: NL67 TRIO 0338 9423 43, BICcode: TRIONL2U, The Netherlands

			NB. Every donation, big or small, is welcome, since the money not only represents financial value, but trust and support as well!

			 

			 

		

	
		
			 

			 

			 

			WWW.TONVANDERKROON.COM

		

	
		
			THE QUEST FOR THE NEELKANTH

			 

			‘When we fall in love, 

			We fall in love with the mystery of life. 

			We fall in love with the beauty of life, 

			We fall in love with the wisdom of the heart 

			And we realise there is something bigger then us 

			That is leading us, That is leading us to our destiny 

			To create life, to create beauty, 

			To dance in the eternal circle of life and death. 

			To deny love, or to neglect it, 

			Is to miss the essence of life itself.’ 

			 

			February 2002 

			‘I looked down at the small town at the foot of the mountain: the colourful houses, the chaotic streets, the palm trees, the temple of Shiva, the surrounding Indian countryside. I had the world at my feet. I felt completely free. But my Indian adventure was coming to an end and it was time to go back to the real world. One day, I would come back here, to Arunachala, the mountain of Shiva...’ (from ‘The Seventh Gate’))

			 

			13 years later 

			After two days travelling on planes and trains I finally reach my destination. I am back, after thirteen years. It is dark when I arrive at the deserted station. It has been a long journey and I am exhausted. The day before, I left Belgium early in the morning, took the train to Schiphol, flew six hours to Dubai, spent three hours at an airport filled with gold, bling and glamour and took another three-hour flight to Bangalore, a large town in South East India. On arrival, I have exactly one hour to reach the train station. But there is lots of traffic, the trip is much longer than I had expected, so my driver drives like a maniac in order to get me to the train station on time. Traffic lights are ignored, scooters barely avoided, buses defied and crossings crossed with death-defying speed. Welcome to India. I just make my train. I thought I had booked some sort of luxury sleeper train, but nothing could be further from the truth. I turns out to be one of the blue open trains that look like travelling prisons, with bars at the windows, eight berths in each compartment - although you can hardly call it a compartment since everything is open -and a penetrating sickly sweet stench of excrement along the railway line. In my haste, I have not been able to buy water or food before boarding the train, but luckily there are various sellers offering coffee, nuts, sweetcorn, fried pastries etcetera. All I can hope is that I won’t get rampant diarrhoea or contract fatal bacteria on the very first day. But I’m in luck. The corn on the cob tastes good and fills me up, the coffee and nuts helps me survive the trip. At Kaptadi Junction, where I have to change trains, I have to wait several hours. According to the stationmaster there are no more trains to Tiruvannamalai, the small town that is my destination. I show him my reservation. He shakes his head. Someone else tells me the train is coming: I need to have patience. It’s the first lesson in India. Patience. No problem, except that I urgently need the toilet and having seen the train toilets I’m not really looking forward to it. Luckily, there’s a fairly clean hanging toilet at the station. It brings back memories. Eat with your right hand, wipe with the left. Once you’re used to it, cleaning your bum with water and your hands is much nicer, but it’s certainly strange the first time. Particularly at a station, kneeling with your backpack and hoping that nothing will end up on the wet floor.

			 

			The last train leaves at dusk. I climb onto my berth on the third level and fall asleep. A farmer lies on the lower berth beneath across from me, dressed in a simple jute tunic, his harvest in a bag, his stick and slippers next to him. They are probably all his worldly possessions. There are only us two in the compartment. I set my alarm in order to be woken up in time, but when it goes off, there is no trace of Tiruvannamalai yet. We travel through the dark night, the train hooting every second, probably to warn people who are pooing on the rails in the dark.

			 

			I think of the time when I left here, after a two-year relationship that ended in Tiruvannamalai, after we got married on the last day in the temple of Shiva and Parvati. A strange joke the universe played on me: I had wanted to marry my then girlfriend Lily, but it turned out she had met someone else on the trip. My dream collapsed and I was devastated. How could this have happened? Why did this happen to me, who loved her so much? Had my heart, my intuition and my soul been led astray? On our last day together we walked to the large temple of Shiva, where a priest took our hands. We had to perform all kinds of rituals, wreaths were placed around our necks and we knelt by the statues of Shiva and Parvati. We paid an astronomical amount and left the temple. That was our farewell ritual. People smiled at us when we came out, arm in arm. I decided to ask one of them what was happening. ‘Don’t you know?’ an Indian woman said. ‘You have just got married...’ What a bizarre, ironic coincidence. I had wanted to marry her, but not in order to lose her straight away again. And yet that was what happened. She was in love with an Italian, and our relationship came to an end. Thirteen years later, I realise what I didn’t understand at the time: I didn’t fight for her, I was afraid to, I couldn’t, I just felt rejected. Even though I knew that the man she was in love with would never make her happy. But I wasn’t ready, and neither was she. We remained friends, though. She moved back to Florence, and it took years before I was no longer in love with her. A month before I left for India she sent me a message: she was going to Tiruvannamalai in February, exactly at the time when I would be there too. Another bizarre coincidence. I had decided to return to the mountain of Shiva, as a last thing to do before I turned 50. I wanted to retreat from the world and reflect on life. The last six months had been extremely intense: I had fallen madly in love again, and I had also been confronted with all my own patterns, pains and frustrations. I felt like the beast from ‘Beauty and the beast’, a prisoner in my castle of jealousy, possessiveness, rejection and work. If my work is my gift, relationships are my learning process and my lovers are the ones who initiate me. It is a profound, cleansing exercise to love somebody unconditionally. I failed repeatedly and was confronted more and more with the deep wound within me that had to do with masculinity and sexuality. I was taken back to a time when I was about three and a half and was raped by a couple. Rape victims are sometimes called ‘survivors’ and that is exactly what it feels like. When you survive, you are lucky, because something inside you is killed. But I began to see more and more that my greatest wound is also my greatest strength. Not long before, I had decided to contact the couple concerned, forty-seven years after the ‘act’. It was time. Time to forgive, time to give back what wasn’t mine and time to start with a clean slate. If I couldn’t free myself from it, then neither could they. I had to confront my greatest enemies: my fear and shame.

			 

			The train slows down and through the bars I see the ghostly shadow of the mountain I know so well loom up in the dark: Arunachala. I get off, get accosted by a rickshaw driver and am too tired to negotiate. I fear that the ashram may be closed already and, resigned, let myself be carried through town. I’m lucky. The office of the Sri Ramanamaharshi ashram is still open, and the Swami on duty finds my email with my reservation. I’m allowed to stay for five nights. Just to be on the safe side, I ask what it will cost. It is free, sir. No cost, just a donation if you want.’ I am given room 13, which I find very apt. The number of death and the number of the goddess. My room is an empty cell, squeaky clean, white, with a bed, a table, a stool and a small wet room: toilet, washbasin, a bucket and hot and cold taps. I fill the bucket and rinse away the dirt and exhaustion of two days’ travelling. I feel happy and grateful to be back here, a week before my 50th birthday. The last seven days of my ‘jubilee year’.

			 

			Day two 

			The Sri Ramanamharshi ashram is an oasis in a world of craziness: a quiet, incredibly clean place of contemplation, meditation and puja, a kind of worship of the divine through singing bhajans and mantras. Ramana is a guru who lived at the beginning of the last century and spent his whole life on Arunachala, Shiva’s mountain. He mainly taught in silence, and focused on the Self, the spectator, the ‘I’ that witnesses the experiences, emotions and thoughts of the personality. Ramana experienced enlightenment when he was sixteen and became one of the great holy men in India. His whole doctrine is about the question ‘who am I?’ and forms the basis of Advaita Vedanta, the doctrine that transcends duality. Who am I? When I took my last workshop last week I wrote on my name card: ‘The man without name’. Who am I without my name, without the stories I believe in, the roles I know. It was a small prelude to what lay ahead for me...

			 

			When I leave my room the next morning, I see a kind of jungle altar opposite my house, and behind it an ancient tree with roots that surround it like curtains. I decide that this will be my home altar, say a small prayer for forgiveness and healing, and go to the breakfast room. People sit on the floor in rows, a banana leaf in front of them. I join them and am given a beaker with chai, some rice and curry, and start to eat. I later realise I have used the wrong hand. I go to the meditation room and close my eyes. I feel blessed and think back on the past thirteen years. What a wealth of experiences. Especially the work in Gaza and the Middle East has made an enormous impact. Without my love for Lily, I wouldn’t have been able to do it. In a way, this unfulfilled love makes me invulnerable, courageous and fearless. What was dearest to me was already lost, and yet it wasn’t. Once again since I began my sabbatical, I am under the spell of love. During the healing conference in Jerusalem I fell in love with a woman, but after two months my love was sorely tested: she slept with someone else. And then with another one, and another. It was my worst nightmare and many times, I wished for my heart to close, and that love could be cured like an illness. ‘You reap what you sow’, said a friend of mine, who knew my former girlfriend well. I had left her for a new love. Was I crazy? Of unsound mind? Was this a last bout of adolescent behaviour before I turned fifty? A banal midlife crisis? But however hard I tried to forget love, deny it, avoid it, time after time my heart was led back to her. Every hurt, humiliation and rejection brought me closer to my own pain, the pain of unworthiness and rejection from the past. There were moments when, instead of feeling anger and denial, I could go deep into myself and realise what role I had played in the whole. These were pearls of insight and love. The road down was long and steep, like descending into the underworld of Inanna, which I had written about when I worked in the Gaza Strip. What I didn’t tell then, and didn’t dare to write down, was that in that same week, my loved one had decided to go travelling with someone else. The pain and horror I witnessed in Gaza reflected my own pain, powerlessness and despair. My thoughts went back to when I was married, before I met Lily. My marriage failed because of my jealousy that changed me into a beast. I could not embrace love, and because of my feeling or worthlessness and shame of myself I rejected the woman I loved. How often do we have to learn the same lesson? How hard is it to confront your own shadow? In spite of all spiritual experience, some lessons are hard to learn and demand everything you have. This is my lesson. I had come to Arunachala to ask for help and healing. On the plane, I had seen the Walt Disney film ‘Brave’, in which a young woman searching for freedom invokes a curse. In order to heal the situation she is given the words: ‘To change your fate, mend the bond that was broken by pride.’ More and more I realise that my jealousy was caused by my hurt pride, the karmic pain of my parents’ marriage, which was hopeless in spite of the fact that they loved each other, and the reminders of some childhood experiences. Everything is strung together like a string of pearls that slowly reaches completion. ‘Keep going, don’t give up. Surrender to love,’ I hear my guides say. And in spite of my hesitations, my judgements and doubt, I surrender to love, and love leads me further and further along the path towards healing and insight.

			 

			“If you hunt for divine love, remember it is love itself who hunts you first. For being hunted you need to be in the house of passion and longing, you need to be always available. Passion and longing are your guiding map.” I read in ‘The jewel in the Lotus,’ a book I find in the Ashram.

			 

			‘Don’t leave the grounds on the first day,’ I hear my guides say. But I decide to go for a walk after all. I end up in an internet cafe, listen to the conversations of various foreigners there and slowly, an unpleasant feeling overwhelms me. What am I doing here? Three long weeks... I don’t know anybody, and Lily won’t arrive for another week. The conversations I hear are superficial and full of spiritual platitudes. Suddenly, I dislike everything. The so- called spiritual clothes everybody seems to be wearing, the dot on their forehead, the wide hippie outfits and guru dresses, the so-called search for enlightenment, which seems nothing more than a spiritual pastime. I look at the people around me and see nothing enlightened. Why have I travelled to a holy mountain when I can find the same madness everywhere around me at home?

			 

			The alienation process becomes even worse when I walk back to the ashram. I look at the busy street with its rickshaws, buses, taxis and people in all kinds of colourful outfits and cloths. One has tied his long hair on top of his head, like a cauliflower, his semi-naked body clad in an orange swami cloth, another is dressed all in white and is barefoot, the next one is sitting on some dirty rags on the ground and cuts coconuts in half. The multitude of impressions overwhelms me so that I feel frozen with fear. It is as if I have been born into a strange world and wonder where in heaven’s name I have landed. When I need to cross a street, I stand there for half an hour. I’m too scared to go on. ‘Culture shock’, I think, but my thoughts are no longer consistent. Worse, my mind is blank. I see nothing but an uninterrupted mass of crazy looking gurus, beautiful Indian women, ugly tramps, hurried scooters, lethal buses... I am in a strange state of being and am painfully aware of myself. Who am I? Why I am afraid to cross the street? I fear that people will find me strange. Which is a peculiar thought in a crowd where everybody looks ridiculous to me. I have been raised in awareness of ‘what is right’ but nothing here seems right. In the end, I gather my courage and cross the street. Luckily, I reach the other side unharmed. I flee into the ashram, but I can’t find peace there either. It’s like a zoo, but without gates. There are peacocks, dogs, monkeys and squirrels, but the strangest species are the people here. I desperately try to find someone who looks ‘normal’, but what is normal? I really need some human contact, a conversation with someone I know. I feel terribly alone. My friends and my home seem incredibly far away suddenly. There at least I know who I am, here I have no idea. Or is that part of the process? Alienation from myself in order to find myself? I am not enjoying it at all and I sit down in the meditation hall where people walk around the gilt image of Ramanamaharsi. ‘What in heaven’s name is the use of walking around the statue of a dead saint?’ I think, cynically. It’s like a mass worship of the dead. ‘He is dead,’ I tell all those fake followers in my thoughts. ‘D.E.A.D.’

			 

			At the evening meal, an Indian man from Bangalore comes and sits next to me. ‘Everything you see is a question of perception,’ he says. Easy to say, I think. I’m glad that I have someone to talk to, but when I go back to my room, panic really sets in. When I lie on my bed, my thoughts are in turmoil. Who am I? All the thoughts and experiences in my life pass by, but it is as if everything disappears into a giant shredder. They are only words, stories, memories, emotions - there is nothing I can make of it, neither of the past nor of the future. ‘Love is the death of the hope of a better tomorrow, and the full embrace of today, in its sweet and tender brokenness,’ my love texts me. Easy for you to say, I think. Another so-called spiritual truth that means nothing to me, but the message goes through my head all night long. I am really losing myself: thoughts and images race through me and start taking on ever- stranger shapes. I completely lose control over my mind and wonder what I should do. My mind is going ballistic... If this goes on much longer I will have to alert someone.

			 

			I pray for help. Patience. The photo of Ramanamaharshi over my bed smiles down at me when I get up the next morning. Thank god, it is light. When I go outside, my jungle altar is crowded. A group of monkeys is visiting and they are de-fleeing, jumping, climbing, playing and fornicating to their heart’s content. Then a beautiful peacock comes to visit, in the company of his harem of females. The male cockily stands on the altar. After the darkness of the night this whole spectacle is a relief. I laugh at the small monkeys playing: they fall over each other, pull each other’s tails, swing on the trees and finally get tired of their games. Once again, the craziness of Arunachala has me in its grip. After breakfast, I decide not to go to the meditation hall to sing eastern mantras, but to go for a walk and to listen to the Disney songs on my iPod, my guilty pleasure of the last few months. The songs from ‘Beauty and the Beast’ in particular have a great impact on me. This is my spiritual doctrine, I think stubbornly. This is who I am.... after a half hour’s walk up the mountain I arrive at the spot from where, thirteen years ago, I looked down on the town and the temple. I am back. Alone. Tears of emotion fill my eyes.

			 

			‘All the Gates are firmly bolted 

			How can I meet thee, then, oh Goddess? 

			The path is slippery and winding, 

			full of many ups and downs.

			 

			The rough ground offers me no footing 

			Step by step, I move on with caution 

			Trembling lest I fall, unsteady 

			It is a hard, steep climb to the Goddess domain 

			For my Goddess dwells far.

			 

			The path is narrow. 

			All the while my mind sways hither and thither 

			Each stage I climb, the sentinels keep watch. 

			The way is infested with robbers. 

			How hard is the journey to Thee, 

			And the way proves so distant.

			 

			At last, o goddess of mine 

			Thou hast shows me 

			Thy dwelling place. 

			Long absent from her home, 

			I at last have found my way back to thy kingdom.

			 

			From ‘The jewel in the Lotus’ 

			 

			When I get back to the ashram I go to the meditation hall, where people are singing loudly. Twelve bare-chested priests are performing a ritual. When I look closely, I see a yoni lingam in front of the statue of Ramana, a stone representing the holy phallus and vulva.

			 

			During the ritual buckets of water and milk are poured over the lingam, as well as honey and flowers. More large jugs of water and milk are to follow. The ritual of honouring the lingam touches me deeply and I pray that my own sexuality and that of all men and women may be healed. I return to my own jungle altar and perform my own ritual with flowers, milk, candles, almonds and water. I have bought an orange cloth and wrapped it around my waist. What the heck... If everybody is crazy, it doesn’t matter anymore.

			 

			Day 3 

			A day of preparations, e-mails and two trips to the Shanti coffee house, my regular haunt. In the evening I have a nice conversation with an Indian man from Bangalore and his mother. They invite me to tea. His name is Chandi and he is an actor. Tomorrow is the big day. It will be a full moon and thousands of people will arrive to walk around the mountain. Like Ramana writes: “The circumambulation of Arunachala is known as Giri Pradakshina in Sanskrit. Performing pradakshina of Arunachala is considered to be beneficial in all ways. Typically, pradakshina is done in bare feet, with the Hill on the right. Sri Ramana Maharshi once explained the meaning of the word pradakshina and how it should be done by a devotee: “The letter “Pra” stands for the removal of all kinds of sins; “da” stands for fulfilling the desires; “kshi” stands for freedom from future births; “na” stands for giving deliverance through jnana (spiritual knowledge).

			 

			Day 4 

			I wake up. It is four o’clock. I am awake. Awake with a capital A... The light is on. Awareness. ‘I come home to my Self’ is the first thought in my head. Such peace. It is still in the eye of the storm. Acceptance lies in the greatest rejection. Your greatest enemy is your friend. Stillness lies in the heart of craziness. Words spring into my head spontaneously. ‘Find the craziness. Walk into the storm. Embrace your enemy. Be rejected. Nothing can harm you. Take risks. Life is for living. Not fearfully, but by taking risks. Be open, transparent. Keep nothing behind, there is nothing to lose. Life is not a battle. It is a game, a walk through the labyrinth, with enlightenment as the only outcome. There is nothing you need to do. And that is the hard part: NOTHING. You’ve already arrived. A crash course in enlightenment.’

			 

			Is it the mountain that makes this happen? Or is it simply the moment, the outcome of all the steps that led me here? And will it soon be gone again? I wonder. Ramana says: “Arunachala is truly a holy place. Of all holy places it is the most sacred! Know that it is the heart of the world. It is truly Siva himself! It is his heart-abode, a secret mystery.” The mountain is the Self, the centre. By walking around it, your attention shifts towards the centre. Don’t try and go straight up. That is spiritual pride, as I experienced 13 years ago. Outside a fight is going on: between peacocks, dogs, monkeys, I don’t know. Last night, the dogs were there in full force. I had to laugh when I realised they were like the crying voices of my own demons and emotions. In the end, they shut up. Now, it’s starting again. It’s alright. It is a zoo after all.

			 

			I follow my own guide, or rather my higher self, for slowly, I am beginning to realise that the guides I hear are part of the Self.

			 

			‘To manifest the Self, you have to let go of everything that it is not. Let go of all your roles, your identity - the person you think you are - your material possessions, your desires, your stories of your past, to become the One you already are. It is like a canvas: you have to take off all the colours to become blank again. Now this might seem boring to the personality that desires colour, attention, excitement and fulfillment, but an empty canvas has millions of possibilities. It can create anything any moment, so it isn’t empty at all. It can create magic, because it isn’t stuck to any preconceived outcome or plan. In its emptiness it is full of soul, of origin, of love.

			 

			So to reach the Self, let go of everything you no longer need. Empty your closets, throw away unnecessary burdens, both outside and inside, and the more empty you get, the more of life you will be. You are not what you think you are, or what you want yourself to be, or what others want you to be. You are endless possibilities, if you can surrender to your soul, to your Self. And life will get so rich, abundant, soulful and magical, just as you dreamed it would be when you were a kid...

			 

			However, the day’s reality turns out to be harder than my ruminations of the night. I leave the ashram at 6 a.m., and choose the path leading up the mountain. According to my map, there is a turning here leading to the ‘inner path’. However, it is still pitch black and it’s not easy to walk on rocks barefoot in the dark. An English lady with a torch on her forehead overtakes me. She discourages me from taking the ‘inner path’. ‘It has become a no-go area recently,’ she tells me. ‘Too many people have been attacked or raped there.’

			 

			Been there, done that,’ I think, remembering my former experience on the mountain (see’The Seventh Gate’) I return to the ashram and decide to follow the road. Dozens of Indians are already walking the streets. Barefoot. Carefully I take the first steps of the fourteen kilometre long walk around the mountain. I wonder if I can keep it up on bare feet. To be on the safe side, I have taken my slippers. The day before yesterday, just crossing the road barefoot was quite a feat... Let alone fourteen kilometres on a tarmac road.

			 

			Everywhere along the road, stalls are being set up. A row of orange swamis with bells and little drums sit in front of a temple, encouraging the passers-by. At strategic spots along the road handicapped people without arms or legs are begging for alms. Sometimes I don’t know whether I should find it horrible or just bizarre. That goes for the whole circumambulation- cum- barefoot journey of penance. What it reminds me of most, in fact, is a kind of spiritual Dutch Queen’s birthday celebration, with all those stalls along the way. Even the orange of the swamis fits. I just don’t know quite what to do with the spiritual aspect. I try to concentrate on the mountain that I see on my right hand side, but it is far from easy with all those people distracting me with their jokes, offers, rituals and blessings. It’s like life itself.

			 

			I’ve decided to walk in the name of the goddess, just like I’ve been dedicating my whole life to her. Although the mountain is dedicated to Shiva, I have realised in the past few days that to me, the mountain is more a female sanctuary you walk around like you do in a labyrinth. That is the best way to approach the female element. At the same time, I have noticed in these past few days that women have a lower status than men here, just like in the rest of the world. It is the men who perform the rituals, the women who sweep the ashram. I remember the stories of group rapes in India that recently made the news. These days, women unite to revolt against these atrocities. Now all it needs is for the men to follow.

			 

			While walking I once again realise that my mission in this life, specifically as a man, has to do with honouring the feminine, the goddess. It is something I have been doing for years, and will continue to do for many years to come. I walk with a large Indian family for a while. Everybody is extremely friendly, and although we don’t understand each other, both men and women smile wide, beaming smiles. Stopping at the various temples dedicated to Shiva, Parvati or at a lingam, I make a fire offering, bend for the statue and walk around the little temple - like doing an extra circle around the church - and continue. I walk alternately on the tarmac and on the pavement. In the end, I realise that the nicest bit to walk on is the white line on the road. This also keeps me on track. At the third temple I lose sight of the Indian family and I continue my walk alone, although alone... The real journey won’t start until tonight, but already, hundreds of people are following the route.

			 

			When I reach the other side of the mountain I take a break. It’s wonderful to sit on a chair with a cup of tea and some fried pastries. At three quarters of the way, the journey is starting to take its toll. My right foot hurts, the heat is becoming fiercer, and the great clarity of that morning has been replaced by fatigue, doubt and emptiness. I put on my music to keep positive. Three more kilometres to go. The last two kilometres, before the journey ends in the oldest Shiva temple in India, in the middle of the town. Walking barefoot along a motorway, with buses, trucks and scooters zooming past: it takes a lot to reach the holiest of holy. But the real penance is yet to come, I will discover later...

			 

			When I reach the entrance to the temple I collapse against the wall of one of the big towers that surround the sanctuary like stepped temples filled with statues. I say a prayer of thanks, and to my left I see an endless line of people queuing in front of the temple. However, to my right I see a small group of women take a narrow path via the garden. I decide to follow them and end up at the other side of the temple. I see a sign ‘WAY TO FREE’ with an arrow pointing around the corner. This is it, I think. I’m almost there! The last few metres to the sanctuary. But when I look around the corner, my heart sinks. The sign points towards a narrow corridor surrounded by bars, where hundreds of Indians, as far as I can see, stand waiting. Okay, I think, if the Indians can do it, so can I. There is nothing wrong with just waiting a bit after four hours of walking. You have to make sacrifices to be freed. After an hour’s waiting I reach the end of the corridor, which reminds me of a concentration camp, with all the people behind the bars. But when I look around the corner, I see an even longer corridor full of people waiting! This is not good. This cannot be true. We are only at the outer circuit of the temple. The final waiting time is four hours, just as long as the whole journey around the mountain! A Westerner who has given up goes out through the gate. He is free, or isn’t he?

			 

			Once again, I put on my music repertoire, and I realise that the songs of Walt Disney are surprisingly suited to the wealth of statues in Hindu temples. In the end, I am totally fed up, just like the people around me: several men and women try to push in front of the others. I don’t know what is worse: walking barefoot around a mountain for four hours, or waiting for four hours behind bars...

			 

			We go through several gates and reach the holiest of the holy. I have to take out my earphones. Then we reach the ultimate: God himself - this is the moment everybody has been looking forward to. I am given a red and a white dot on my forehead, have to pay some rupees and look through the inner gate towards a dark cave. It houses a golden lingam, with a golden snake on top: the embodiment of the god Shiva. Before I know, the moment has passed and we continue our journey. Four hours’ waiting for one glance of the godly image. I give the wreath of red roses and sweet scented white jasmine that I have been carrying all this time to a priest who is standing by the statue of Shiva and Parvati. To me, it symbolises holy matrimony. He hangs it onto the statue and I sit down on the floor. I try to meditate, but I realise I urgently need water, food and sleep. What a journey of attrition! I feel like crying. I have to walk around the temple again to pick up my slippers. At the outer wall of the temple I see a girl with no arms or legs. Her desperate eyes look straight at me. I am too tired and confused to give her anything, but all night long, those eyes remain with me. They reduce all my worries, problems and life questions to totally piddling and trivial delusions, and I realise how grateful I am for everything I have. Outside, I hear more and more people starting the journey. That night 500,000 people walk around the mountain, all barefoot. I have to laugh about the whole circus, the great spiritual merry-go-round both inside and outside myself, and I don’t know whether I am closer to enlightenment or closer to the madhouse.

			 

			The next day, I hear that this was the small event. Last month, one and a half million people walked around Arunachala. And all because one man, Ramanamaharshi, once said that it is very freeing to make this journey barefoot... Unbelievable... But in a strange way, I also feel freed. I decide to never take life so seriously again. I start packing. Ready for the next step.

			 

			Day 5

			“The divine controls the fate of souls in accordance with their parabhakarma. Whatever is destined not to happen, will not happen, try as you may. Whatever is destined to happen, will happen, do what you may to prevent it. This is certain. The best course, therefore, is to remain silent.” 

			Bhagavan Sri Ramana Maharshi 

			 

			Day 6 and 7

			Two days ago I arrived in Auroville, a kind of large hippie community that was formed in the sixties, inspired by the work of Sri Aurobindo and The Mother. Various villages are scattered over the subtropical area, amidst a wealth of palm trees, flowers, giant trees with hanging roots. In the middle is a gigantic temple in the shape of a golden globe: the Matrimandir. The Matrimandir is a symbol of the universal mother (matrix or mater means mother). The enormous golden globe rests on four pillars: Malakali, which means the Great Kali, the dark mother; Mahalaksmi, goddess of abundance and fertility; Mahasarvati, goddess of art and wisdom; and Mahaheswara. In the middle of the golden temple sits a round crystal, which catches the sunlight every hour of the day.

			 

			When the pioneers came to this area in the sixties, it was barren and dry. 99% of the original jungle had disappeared, as in many areas of India. Over the years, 1.5 million trees were planted, which helped the ground water rise six metres and make the soil fertile once more. A lively community was formed, working the land and creating a hotbed for a new Earth. Now, more than 2000 people from 43 different countries live there: men, women, children, families.

			 

			Arunachala and the work of Ramanamaharshi are more orientated towards the masculine, the Self, silent reflection and the divine, Auroville is more orientated towards the feminine. Everything is rounded, creative, there is lots to do and there are numerous workshops, yoga, courses etc. I live with an extremely friendly Indian family, a husband and wife with two little boys. The first two days I’m really confused. I have to get used to being amongst so many people in a totally different environment. I have to register at the Auroville office, am given some sort of Auroville credit card. I decide to rent a scooter so that I can go wherever I want; my first attempt to travel by bicycle came to nothing. The only problem is that I’ve never ridden a scooter before... Every idiot can ride a scooter, but somehow the simplest things are often a challenge for me. I feel more at home in the spiritual world than in the earthly one. The Indian boy laughingly explains how it works, and when I return ten minutes later, pushing the scooter, he looks very surprised.

			 

			I tell him the scooter won’t start any more. He gets on and starts; it turns out I need to keep the handbrake on when I start. After several other beginner’s problems I ride around on the beautiful Auroville roads. I tell myself that I don’t need workshops or spiritual exercises. Just riding a scooter in the Indian traffic is the ultimate exercise in concentration, navigation, faith, relaxation and enjoyment for me. It turns out to be a wonderful experience. While I ride along, I wonder why everybody is laughing at me. Is it so obvious that this is my first time on a scooter?

			 

			On my trip, I see giant trees, a lake with thousands of lotus flowers, small villages with shops, an ancient forest - Sadhana forest - and I learn about the principles of Auroville. I have lunch with Lily, whom I haven’t seen for several years, and it feels familiar and good as always between us. We talk about relationships, love, spirituality and the challenges in our lives.

			 

			When my Indian hostess hears it is my birthday, she says it is tradition for the Auroville people to go to the ashram of Sri Aurobindo and The Mother in coastal Pondicherry, in order to be granted a special darshan there. A darshan is a kind of meeting with the master, but since both of them are long dead, I am curious to see what it means.

			 

			In the morning, a nephew of the family takes me on the back or his motorbike to the town, some seven kilometres away. If riding a scooter is a challenge, sitting on the back of the motorbike of a seventeen year old boy in Indian town traffic is more like kamikaze. How sad it would be to be killed on the road on my fiftieth birthday, I think. ‘Faith’ turns out to be the magic word. When a bus comes straight at you, you just ride on and veer slightly to the left at the last moment. In order to overtake, you just ride in the other lane. There is no such thing as insurance, or safety helmets. God protects. It is a different way of life and it works: I reach the ashram unharmed.

			 

			The ashram is in the old French neighbourhood, a relic of an old rich colony. The houses are impressive, in the colonial style of former times. I enter the ashram through a gate in the wall. Various people gather there. I am directed toward an inner courtyard, where several people sit on the ground meditating. In the middle of the courtyard stands a rectangular marble altar covered in a wealth of colourful flowers. It is not until later that I realise this is the grave of Sri Aurobindo and the Mother. Some people kneel in front of the altar, touch the flowers with their foreheads, and seem to take some sort of invisible energy from the flowers. Although at first it strikes me as vaguely ridiculous; like so many things here, the magic slowly gets to me. I learn that The Mother interpreted the energy of all the different flowers and attributed a spiritual meaning to them. I kneel in front of the flowers and suddenly realise how much flowers have meant to me lately. Some flowers specifically remind me of someone, like the lily for Lily. The lotus, to me, is the symbol of enlightenment. The hibiscus means love to me. The orchid reminds me of my daughter, who told me enthusiastically that she had dreamed about an orchid after specifically wishing that she would.

			 

			While I think about the rose my thoughts go back to the time when I was recently divorced, desperate and sad, and went to see a friend in the south of France with whom I have been giving workshops for men for many years. As soon as I arrived, he took me to a small church, l’ Eglise de Valle d’Amour. I entered the church in quiet wonder, and when I came to its centre, I heard my guides speak. ‘You have not come here to relax, but to start your work,’ they said.

			 

			‘What work?”’ I asked, surprised. ‘Look up,’ was the answer. Confused, I looked up and on the ceiling of the church I saw the symbol of a flower, the ‘Rosa Mystica’, the Mystic Rose. The mystic rose turned out to be a path of initiation to love, via relationships and sexuality, originating in an ancient esoteric tradition. I had a lot to learn, and Lily had been one of the people initiating me. While I was thinking, I suddenly hear the voice of ‘The Mother’: ‘The work you have done to follow the path of the Mystic Rose is done. Today is a celebration. You have incorporated its energy and wisdom. Now it’s time to give and share your knowledge.’

			 

			I open my eyes and see that it is time to go the special darshan, which is taking place in the room where Sri Aurobindo lived and slept. Some fifteen people, all of whom turn out to have their birthday today, are already there. I enter, sit on the floor and meditate. The room is filled with beautiful bouquets. I close my eyes and feel enveloped by an almost heavenly atmosphere. Once again I experience the magic effect of flowers, something I have never realised before. As fire is the holy element in the Shiva temple, so here, flowers are the entrance way to the divine. Various images come to my mind, all about my life, my task and the people who are closest to me.

			 

			After a meditation of about fifteen minutes everybody is given a small bouquet of flowers, a rose and a mantra. Then we are allowed to leave the room. I buy some books with the wise words of Sri Aurobindo and The Mother, and walk towards the boulevard on the coast. I find a cafe on the beach, order coffee and breakfast and read a book called ‘Devi Puja’. It is strange to be alone on my fiftieth, but I feel intensely happy and connected to everybody and everything. I look out over the vast Indian Ocean, where huge waves break against the rocks. When my coffee is finished, I walk to the ocean. I take the bouquet of flowers, thank the goddess for everything I have learned and throw the flowers into the waves, as an offering.

			 

			Hymn of Maja Deva 

			She, who is all pervading, all encompassing, is rising from the sea, called by the voice of a single man. The sound of waves crashing on the shore, she opens her lips to speak... ‘Who is calling me from my eternal slumber, my divine rest in the arms of the void?’ she roars.

			 

			‘It is me, great mother. I want to offer my life and my service to You. Please grant me to be in your presence, to serve you with all my life, to be of service with everything that I am. Let me worship your feet, your heart, let me drink from your yoni, touch your breasts and be in eternal embrace with your heart of compassion. Please let me be by your side for the rest of my life.’

			 

			She looks down on this mortal man, and her all compassionate heart grants him his sacrifice to her. Because both know, that within their embrace, the world will start anew, and manifold blessings and creations will stem from their encounter....

			 

			Day 8 - 12 

			During my short stay in Auroville my wonder and appreciation grow every day. I realise that this is not just some old hippie colony; this is where an important experiment for humanity takes place - a new way of living together, based on spiritual principles. ‘If spiritual values are the basis of a society, material needs decrease.’ In less then 50 years the people here have created a paradise, a testing ground for the ‘age of Aquarius,’ with, of course, its own challenges and hardships, but also with a foresight of all that is needed on earth in the millennia to come. Two of the most important aspects are awareness of the crucial role of nature and the connection with Mother Earth, and a society based on spiritual values, so that everyone can do what he is best at, or where he can follow his heart, irrespective of monetary reward.

			 

			Lily advises me to certainly visit the Matrimandir, the temple of the Mother, but when I go to the visitor’s centre I here that the waiting list is fully booked for the entire week to come. There is no way to change this. I resign myself, but on the last morning of my stay I awake feeling very serene. The past few days, I have been thinking about going to the north of India, but the idea frightened me. After all, it would be a 3000 kilometre trip there and another 3000 kilometres back in one week: from the south of India to the Himalayas.... Something told me to go there, but practically it seemed a mammoth task. Also: where should I go? The Himalayas extend over an area of some thousand kilometres. I read up on it in the Lonely Planet guide, looked at places such as Rajasthan and Uttarakhand, towns such as Varanasi, Dharamsala and Rishikesh, but nothing rang a bell. Just the idea: going north... I asked several friends for advice, and they all supported the idea. In the end, I found a small travel agency and booked a three-day trip by train and bus to Haridwar, at the foot of the Himalayas. Once I had decided to go and paid for the trip, I felt calmer.

			 

			That last morning I wake up and hear the voice of the Mother: ‘Go to the Matrimandir... You are expected.’ I follow her advice and set off early on my scooter to the centre of Auroville. By now, I am a fully accomplished scooter rider: the night before I drove back to my village with an Indian woman and her baby on the back.

			 

			I arrive at the visitor’s centre and see a small group of people who are waiting to take a bus to the Matrimandir. They all have an entry ticket. The organiser looks at me and asks what I’m doing here. ‘Actually I would like to visit the Matrimandir, but I haven’t booked. This is my last day in Auroville,’ I answer. The man looks at me and tells me to step aside and wait. Everybody boards the bus and when it’s full, it drives away. I am resigned to the fact that I may not get there. It’s okay. I feel the energy of the Mother, and that is enough. But when a second group arrives, and boards a second bus, the organiser motions to me. He looks at me with a certain reproach, takes a ticket and hands it to me. ‘Go to the bus,’ he says. I still can’t really believe that I will get in, but slowly I begin to understand that I will be able to visit the Matrimandir, just like the Mother had told me.

			 

			The bus stops at the green field surrounding the golden globe, and an Englishman gives a very clear talk about the Temple of the Mother. We are supposed to enter the globe silently, don white socks, and stay in the ‘inner chamber’ for fifteen minutes. A path spirals from below into the globe, and inside, I seem to have ended up in a Star Trek like decor. Everything is lit by an orange glow, representing the colour of the hibiscus, symbol of Auroville. It is all based on a vision the Mother had. Inside the inner chamber, I see twelve white pillars in a circle in the stark white room, with a thirteenth pillar in the middle, in a beam of light that falls straight from the roof onto an enormous glass ball.

			 

			I sit down on the floor and close my eyes. I still feel the sweet presence of the Mother, and her voice in my ear. ‘Welcome to the temple of consciousness, the twelve pillars of light, representing the twelve qualities of divine Inspiration, supported by the four corners of the divine mother: Mahakali, Mahalaksmi, Mahadevi, and Mahasarasvati. Here the supreme light of the thirteenth pillar is heralding a new age, the coming of the age of Aquarius. It is in sharing and communication that this new world will come into existence. Enjoy, for the birth of a new time is upon us, because Mahakali is heralding the golden age of consciousness, love and compassion.’

			 

			Again, I am given clear, concrete directions for my work in years to come, and for the role I am to play. When I left for India, I had a vague suspicion that I had to face my destiny, like my guide had said, and now I feel the concrete implications. The enormity is hard to take in, but it is abundantly clear. I must fully embrace my task, and any doubts I may have had in the past years, are now disappearing. ‘To be of service to the divine is the surest way to realisation,’ The Mother wrote. This is the destination of the journey of the Mystic Rose: after various buds had led to further growth, the final bud is the rose itself, the completed soul spreading its scent and colour, whether it is noticed or not. Once again, I feel the strange combination of total surrender to the not-knowing, and a divine force that directs everything and gives me a feeling of total peace, concentration and ecstasy.

			 

			The next day I leave with Lily for Pondicherry, where we will have lunch together before I leave for my trip to the Himalayas. I find it hard to say goodbye and I am nervous about the long journey, but I know I have a task to complete. Staying in the paradise that is Auroville is tempting, but it is not meant to be. I say goodbye to Lily and board the coach to Madras. After three hours’ travelling, I reach the crowded station where I will have to wait for five hours. I buy a book about Shiva – The Immortals of Meluha - a novel describing his life as if he had really lived once. A wonderful concept, for as I have noticed before, myths are like narrated folk tales about things that once have truly happened. Maybe the same goes for the ancient gods of India. It would not surprise me if they had been normal people who, long ago, had played a special part on earth. During the centuries, they have changed into saints and their deeds have become mythical legends.

			 

			In order to kill the time and alleviate my hunger I walk around the station and enter a small side street where I find restaurant Shakti. It is busy and I sit at one of the tables. The noise and grubby atmosphere of the town is the total opposite of the peacefulness of Auroville. Here, you are confronted with all the dirt, the beggars, the homeless, the buses and the scooters, while beautiful Indian women in saris just peacefully wend their way through the middle of it all. Beauty and ugliness live side by side in the street. While I’m eating, a small pick-up truck stops right in front of the restaurant and opens a manhole cover to empty the drain. With a bucket on a hook the gunk, the colour of which looks suspiciously like the curry on my plate, is hoisted up bucket by bucket, and thrown into the open truck. Bits spill onto the ground every now and then, and the stench is unbearable. Nothing is left to the imagination: it’s all part of life, the highest and the lowest. This is Shakti, the power of the earthly world...

			 

			An hour later I amble amongst the packets and boxes, between the waiting and sleeping travellers, towards my train. I have just found my bed when a Sikh family come in with an enormous amount of luggage. Bags, suitcases and boxes are parked wherever there is a space, so there is hardly room left to sit. However, my bed is a top one, so I climb the steps and lie down at the top of the carriage. Slowly, the endlessly long train starts moving, to begin its journey straight through India to the north.

			 

			For four long days I sway in coaches, trains and rickshaws, I sleep in a filthy boarding house in Haridwar and I finally arrive in Rishikesh, the spiritual capital at the foot of the Himalayas. During the journey, the subtropical landscape of the south has been replaced by fields full of rice, sugar cane, rapeseed and eucalyptus trees, and during the last few kilometres it changes into a valley between low mountains that announce the high peaks of the Himalayas. I have arrived in Uttarakhand, also called Devibhooma, ‘the land of the gods’, where in a far-away past a great civilisation stood at the cradle of the current Indian culture and spirituality. In the vedas it is called the golden age, when people lived much longer than now. An elevated culture which finally declined into the silver age, then the bronze, and finally the iron age, the time of Kali, where humanity has been reduced to mainly material needs and self-indulgence and had forgotten its spiritual origins. Once again, we are waiting for an avatar, a reincarnated higher spirit who offers a way out of the extreme challenges of our time.

			 

			Everywhere, I see temples and images of the Neelkanth, the saviour with the blue throat, also called Shiva, god of creation and destruction. Sometimes he is depicted sitting quietly meditating on a tiger skin, a serpent around his neck, a lingam in front of him. Then again he is depicted together with Parvati, his wife, or with Ganesh, their child, the god with the elephant’s head. Together with Brahma and Vishnu he represents the three main male gods in India’s rich spiritual pantheon.

			 

			I now look out over the Ganges, the holy river of India, and evening has fallen. The sounds of prayers, rituals and the constant hooting of scooters reverberate on the water. Here, the river is still clear and clean, with a strong energy. I can understand that the river - mother Ganga - is considered holy here. This morning, I said a prayer and meditated at a small temple at the river shore, the Mahadeva Ganga Mandir. I prayed for a good continuation of the story, and that I may do everything that is necessary, also relating to the future light work in Africa. For weeks now, I have felt how strong and important that is. I also prayed for clarity and insight on my personal journey, which is sometimes extremely challenging. The trip is wonderful, but sometimes also lonely, challenging and difficult. It is certainly not easy to stay in the right frame of mind, especially when you stay in places that are energetically heavy or polluted. In that case, I can only go deep into myself and connect with the power and the light within. It usually brings me images or certain insights about why I remain in that particular situation. Sometimes it has nothing to do with me, sometimes it has. Often I am doing healing work on an energetic level.

			 

			I begin the last five days of my journey through India. I suspect that I am travelling further into the mountains in order to find a certain holy place. The highlight - and ending- of the journey will take place on 17th February, the day of Shivaratri. A Sadhu, a young holy man, has told me that there will be celebrations for the marriage between Shiva and Parvati. To me, it symbolises the holy marriage between the male and the female. A kind of connection made in the heart that creates a deep bond between the personality and the soul, so that both will start to function as one.

			 

			Day 13 - 17 , The last gate 

			Rishikesh is the town of the Maharishi and the Beatles, town of yoga, Ayurveda and all kinds of other workshops, tantra, meditation and the accompanying tourist shops selling all sorts of things. From all sides you are welcomed by the melodious singing of Om Shiva Om. The town lies on either side of the river, which leaves the mountains here to continue its long journey through northern India. Two long hanging bridges cross the fast flowing river. The shore boasts several ghats, steps into the river where you can bathe in the holy water of mother Ganga.

			 

			On the morning of my arrival I decide to grab the occasion straight away. It is 6 a.m. when I walk to one of the ghats. I first watch how the Indians bathe and then decide to brave the cold mountain water myself. I undress down to my underpants, like the Indians, and immerse myself in the water. It is less cold than I thought and wonderfully fresh and clean. I wash myself and when I’m drying myself, I am suddenly surrounded by a group of young Indian men who are also going to bathe. They laugh and play-fight, they jump into the water and want to have their picture taken with me. Spontaneous moments like this are always wonderful. I take of photo of them and continue on my way.

			 

			As the programme here prescribes, I take an ayurvedic massage and a yoga class. The massage is wonderful, but the yoga class is taught by an Indian man who likes to show how much he knows and how inexperienced his students are. He emphasises the technical side of the postures, but it is totally different from what I usually experience when doing yoga. I am grateful when I think of my own yoga teacher, who has been teaching me for more than 13 years, and whom I find an absolute master in her discipline. I walk around the town three times and then realise that I’ve had enough of the spiritual masters, workshops and spiritual paraphernalia, and I begin to suspect that this place is actually past its sell-by date. Even though great people like Mooji and other masters still come here, the town reminds me a bit of an expensive prostitute, whose beauty is fading, because in the end it is all about money. Maybe I’m not completely fair, because I only stay here three nights, but I slowly begin to realise that I have to go on. The unknown is calling. I’ve reached the last gate of the journey before the celebrations of Shivaratri begin. But where should I go? Somehow, the word Badrinath has stuck in my mind ever since I first saw it in an internet shop in Tiruvannamalai....’Watch out for the signs’ is one of my principles when I am travelling. Badrinath turns out to be a temple in Uttarakhand, north of Rishikesh. But the road there is another 360 kilometres into the mountains, deep into the Himalayas. And I have only two days left. This would mean one day there and one day back. Idiotic, and some friends advise me to take it easy and stay in Rishikesh. It is tempting, but it doesn’t make me happy. After all, when I wanted to see the holiest of the holy in Tirru I walked barefoot for four hours and waited for four hours. A journey of 360 kilometres there and as many kilometres back shouldn’t be a problem. After all, I am on a spiritual pilgrimage, not on a holiday in the Bahamas. The man who gave me the ayurvedic massage takes me to the coach station at 5.30 a.m., in the dark. Numerous coaches are ready to travel into the mountains. I find the right one and after some touting for business the long journey into the mountains begins. On either side of the Ganges, mountains rise up in the mist, thickly grown with all sorts of plants and trees, like in a subtropical rainforest. The mist gives everything a mystical feeling, and behind every mountain an even higher one appears. The river itself is a soft green, sometimes with white beaches on either side, with rapids here and there and several adventure camps on the shores. It’s all very Indiana Jones. After two hours of constant climbing we stop for breakfast, with chai and a delicious thali, an Indian meal or rice, curry and lentil sauce, chapati or nan, a sort of Indian bread. I love this kind of food. When we continue our journey, I see that we have risen above the mist, and that the river is somewhere far below. The road meanders through narrow bends and past deep ravines and climbs and climbs. There is less vegetation and civilisation seems to have ended here. But at the moment when I suspect we are reaching the treeline, the landscape changes completely. We enter a lovely valley with all kinds of vegetation: conifers, deciduous trees, banana trees, palm trees, trees with huge white flowers, pink blossoming trees, cacti, yuccas and many other plants I don’t know. In between there are villages surrounded by green terraces of rice and wheat. It is very surreal at this height. ‘Hotel Shangrila’ I read somewhere and it reminds me of the book ‘Lost Horizon’, in which a pilot stranded in the Himalayas finds a beautiful hidden valley where immortal masters live. Shangri-la is another word for Shambhalla, the golden kingdom. We drive through this wonderful landscape for hours, and climb and climb even higher. It seems as if it will never end. We stop at various towns to pick up new passengers. At some point I wonder how much further you can climb, but to my surprise this is only the beginning. The mountains become more and more grotesque in shape, and no superlative could do them justice. We climb higher and higher, our coach like a small vessel being thrown about in the endless sea of mountain peaks. I try to relax at each bend, because sometimes the road seems extremely dangerous. Some parts of the road are completely gone, in other places rocks the size of a car have fallen onto the road, and the most hair-raising moments are when the coach has to pass another vehicle and comes dangerously close to the abyss. All sort of cynical thoughts go through my head, in an attempt to allay my fears. If we slip into the abyss here, people will wonder what in heaven’s name I was doing here, I think. I really don’t know myself. To travel 360 kilometres into the Himalayas on the strength of a password in an internet cafe on the other side of the country, in search of what?

			 

			When we have climbed so high that I am beginning to fear that we will drive off the earth, like seamen used to be scared that they would fall off the world at the end of the ocean, it turns out that there are some thousand metres further to go. It never stops. Higher and higher we go, on impossible roads, and the highest peaks are still not in sight. When we finally arrive at the end of the afternoon, I disembark into a barren mountain landscape in the town of Josimath. Further on the snowy mountaintops take on a pale pink hue in the last rays of the sun. The town and its inhabitants seem rather rough. I decide to find a hotel, but it isn’t that easy. When I am finally given a room in Nanda Devi hotel I throw down my possessions. The sheets are dirty, it is cold and dark, and I am tired. I go outside again, drink some chai and visit the temple in the town. It turns out to be located next to an age-old tree, an ancient tree the likes of which I have never seen, like a very old primeval grandmother who has been standing guard for centuries. I kneel by the trunk, and listen to her words, which whisper that it is good that I have come. Trees are very dear to me and somehow, I can easily connect to them, and have done so ever since I was a child. But I have never seen a tree as ancient as this one. The plaque next to it says that the tree is 2500 years old and was planted by Shankacharya, a saint who founded the town and built the temple Badrinath.

			 

			Badrinath turns out to be an important place of pilgrimage. ‘There are many sacred spots of pilgrimage in the Heavens, earth and the nether world, but there has been none equal to Badri, nor shall there ever be!’ it says in a brochure I have found. It also tells me that near the temple of Badrinath is the Nanda Devi, the bliss-giving goddess, a mountain top of more than 6000 metres high. Slowly, the puzzle pieces begin to fall into place. In my search for the goddess I have ended up near one of the highest mountaintops in the Himalayas, which is dedicated to the goddess. When I walk on through the village I find a much better hotel, and I decide to treat myself and change hotels, even if I feel a bit embarrassed towards the owner of the first hotel. He is slightly indignant and I apologise. I decide to never force such a shabby hotel on myself again. The new hotel is very pleasant and I settle into my room. By now, it is dark. Tomorrow will be an early start. I have arranged for a taxi to take me to the nearby Shiva temple to perform my puja before the great Shiva celebrations which begin tomorrow. After that, I want to go to a place where you can see the Nanda Devi. A glimpse of the godly... But in the silence of my room I feel the energy behind it, the beyond, the golden kingdom of the masters who grant me wisdom and insight.

			 

			“I am Kali, the bliss-giving Goddess. I am the destroyer of evil, the thoughts and deeds and emotions coming from ego, from self-centeredness. Come to me and bow at my feet and I will destroy your fears, your selfish desires and your attachment to ego. It is in deep surrender that you find power. It is in gratefulness that you conquer. It is in love that you defeat death. Shiva’s trident is the manifestation of these three powers; love, wisdom and strength. The tiger skin at his feet is the symbol of conquering his fears and fearful thoughts. The third eye is his awakened inner state of consciousness. He knows there is nothing in the outer world to conquer, other than his own fears. This is the ultimate destruction of evil. His worst enemy is his own thinking, his own feelings, his own deeds that are not in line with the divine. When Shiva is surrendering to me, Kali, destroyer of evil, and bows at my feet and lies down when I dance my dance of death, he knows that he cannot be destroyed by anything in the world, except by his own ego. By surrendering to the greatest fears and foes of his mind he is free from karma and free from bondage. I grant him sublime bliss, power and ecstasy because of his surrender. Through this he becomes the Neelkanth, the saviour of mankind, the one who frees men from their mistakes and destructive fate. Rejoice in my battle for freedom, and join the power of surrender and gratefulness by bowing down at my feet and surrendering your fears and doubts to me. I am Kali, the destroyer of evil, the bliss-giving Goddess...”

			 

			Day 18 - 21 

			‘If you want to overcome the duality of the two riverbanks, go to the source...’

			 

			On the morning of Shivaratri I get up early. Unlike the previous days, the sky is radiantly clear: it is a great day to see the peaks of the Himalayas. The taxi driver who is supposed to take me to the temple of Shiva has not arrived yet and I walk around in the town where I have spent the night. I have breakfast in restaurant Parvati, have another cup of chai and wait for the taxi. But time goes on and the taxi doesn’t turn up. I try to think what I can do, but I have no idea. Today is the day, but what can I do? I have travelled more than 3000 kilometres through India to get here, but I have no idea what the purpose is. I hear the bells of the small temple near the ancient tree I visited the evening before and decide to go there. I take off my shoes, enter the temple and see how the Shiva lingam has been honoured with water, flowers and milk, an age-old ritual to honour the gods. The priest gives me red, white and yellow dots on my forehead and an arch for the lingam. I walk on, and am given another three dots on my forehead, so in the end it looks like I have been shot in the head, and sit down under the old tree. Its trunk is more than six metres in diameter. The rising sun sets the peaks of the Himalayas alight. Here I am, alone, at the foot of the gods. Thirteen years ago I was in the oldest, largest Shiva temple in India, with thousands of lights. This time I am in the smallest temple of all, with a simple altar, some bells and a view of the giants of the earth. Slowly, the village comes to life and the inhabitants come to honour the gods. They bow for the tree, they touch the bells with their hands, they receive a dot on their forehead and enter the temple for their puja. Young and old come to the tree, and the longer I sit there, the more the whole spectacle fascinates me. I forget my appointment with the taxi driver to go to the temple of Shiva. I have found my temple. Suddenly I become aware of a large split in the tree, in front of which one of the priests has made a small altar. Above the split there is an image of Kali dancing on top of Shiva. I remember how a friend of mine has written on Facebook that I had to look for the tree of life and the shape of a vulva. ‘You’ll recognise is when you see it,’ she wrote. Slowly, it occurs to me that I am allowed to let go of all plans, expectations and ideas and just be here, in the simple presence of the very old grandmother who watches over these people. Just as earlier on the journey, I am amazed at the beauty of simplicity, of life that unfolds when we are prepared to let go. I realise that our world has gone too far in its wealth, in the idea that we can shape the world and life according to our wishes, instead of surrendering to the beauty and wealth that have always been there. How is it possible that we can’t see that and always strive for more, bigger and better? It becomes clear to me that our culture is heading at breakneck speed towards a catastrophe because we have forgotten the old spiritual values, forgotten that we are children of the great mother, and that all we have to do is surrender to her power and love. Instead, we have built a matrix in which simplicity, beauty and wisdom have been replaced by greed, profit and consumption. Our wealth has become an illness. The most extreme manifestation of this is the financial world, our new god, with which we build a tower of Babel the like of which has never been seen. I realise that it is time, indeed, for the Neelkanth, the destroyer of evil, for our world is on a dangerous slide and we don’t realise it.

			 

			But as I have learned on my journey, evil is not outside us, but in us, in me. In order to do my job and spread my message, I need to conquer my own demons, insecurity and fear. This seems to be the reason for the hell I have been through these past few months. Am I able to confront the dark in myself and not lose courage? Is that not the process all of us have to go through? To accomplish a ‘Mission Impossible’, a change beyond all imagination?

			 

			Sitting at the foot of the tree, I catch a glimpse of the divine mystery, of the unimaginable fact that we live on this earth, and of its perfection. Children, old people and families pass by and time goes by. Tears run over my cheeks when witnessing this simple beauty. Not the shiny spirituality of Rishikesh, with its orange-clad long-bearded gurus, and all kinds of Buddha statues and trinkets, but the simple devotion, pleasure and simplicity, these are what touch me to the core of my soul.

			 

			I feel small in the greatness of this spectacle, and I am aware of the tree that has been here for 2500 years, one of the oldest living creatures on earth. I hear her voice speak to me, encouraging like a loving wise grandmother.

			 

			‘Go back into the world. Overcome your hesitancy and fear of being inadequate. Take your role as the Neelkanth, just like many others in this time. It is a collective awakening, in which you all have to step forward to take your role, find your courage and fulfil your destiny. Yours is to lead, and to be brave enough to make yourself visible, to tell your story to the world. Remember, it is not in the outcome or in the perfection that you will succeed, but in your humanity, your love, your openness. In your imperfection you are just what you need to be: a beautiful human being, a man who is following his heart, even amidst storms and adversity. Trust that all will be well, and that love is waiting for you. Don’t despair, but let go of your fears and desires.’

			 

			I know that it is time to go back, embark on the long journey home from the mountains by coach, train and plane. But first I decide to do the last leg of the journey. I take the funicular in the village and climb another thousand metres higher. With each metre, the panorama of the Himalayas becomes larger and greater, and the tops of the snowy mountains are sharp and clear against the blue sky. These are the gods, the giants from the ancient stories that inspired humanity to great deeds, deep insights and new steps in the evolution of humankind. This is where wise men and saints found their inspiration, this is where Vyasa wrote the Mahabarata, where the knowledge of the vedas was passed on and where many spiritual traditions were born. Go to the source...I think of the Buddha, who hundreds of years ago discovered that all suffering comes from desire. I have had my own struggle with desire and longing, and I know that somewhere here, the key can be found. But I don’t know where yet.

			 

			I travel back at breakneck speed to get my plane in Bangalore, and I feel the earthly struggle increase. I lose the peace of the mountains and when I approach Delhi in a cold, dirty train carriage, my inner struggle seems to be greater than ever. My desires seem to become a great monster I can hardly keep under control. I think of the power of Kali, but dare not surrender. In the end I have to give up, the struggle is too great. I fall onto her sword, she cuts me into pieces until nothing is left of me, and I am nothing but dust. But at the same time, her rage takes possession of me. I am so tired of my own fight, so exhausted, and the power of Kali becomes part of me. I start hacking wildly into the monster of my own fears, desires and pain. I hack and hack, but the monster seems to become bigger and bigger. With each head I hack off, a new one appears. It is too much for me, and I feel I fail miserably. I invoke the help of Jesus, Shiva and all the gods and friends I have known. And suddenly, there is a quiet insight. ‘This is not just your struggle, it is the struggle of humanity. This monster consists of all the desires and needs of India, of the world, or the greed for money, wealth and power. India has also fallen prey to the western need for consumption, the monster of capitalism and pride. And thus, she loses her spiritual roots and the knowledge of ancient tradition.

			 

			‘Is there still hope?’ I ask and the face of India’s premier Moody appears to me. I talk to him and tell him what I know and what I have learned. I tell him that the western way of life is an illusion, a golden promise that leads to disaster in the end if we don’t realise in time what we are doing. I tell him about the Neelkanth, and that it is time to bring the old myths to life. That it is up to us to fulfill the predictions of the rishis, the seers of ancient times. I know he hears my words, even though I am shivering in my railway carriage and he is somewhere else in this giant city. It does not matter.

			 

			‘Only by trust you will conquer.’ I hack the monster to pieces and deal the deathly blow, and the only image that remains is that of a small baby wrapped in a blanket. I see myself, in innocence and beauty. The monster has gone.

			 

			I find my way back to the airport, in rickshaws, buses and undergrounds, and am just in time for my flight to Bangalore, the town in the south of India. From there, I fly on to Dubai and Amsterdam. On the plane, I am overwhelmed by incredible exhaustion. My body hurts from the emotional and energetic battle I have fought, and for the umpteenth time, I realise that my individual struggle was part of the collective struggle we are all involved in. The art is to get out of the matrix of our individuality and separateness, and to realise that we are part of the greater whole. That is where salvation lies, liberation from our own pain and struggle.

			 

			‘In our arrogance and hubris 

			We have forgotten the greatest mystery of all: 

			That we are part of the divine 

			That it is not us who are creating life on earth 

			But that we are part of its creation. 

			That we are children in the garden of the Mother 

			That we are mere pupils on the road to the divine Father. 

			So let us celebrate tonight and dance and drink 

			And know that our task is to make it worthwhile 

			To fulfill our mission, and to follow our hearts.’ 
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