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VIRTUE: COMPASSION BECOMES FREEDOM 
 

"For freedom Christ has set us free. Stand fast therefore and do not submit again to the yoke of 
slavery." 
Galatians 5:1 

 
VICE: (excess) OVERPOWERING 

 
"God forces no one, for love cannot compel, and God's service, therefore, is a thing of perfect 
freedom.'' 
Hans Deck 

 
VICE: (lack) THEFT 
 

'We have no more right to consume happiness without producing it than to consume wealth without 
producing it." 
George Bernard Shaw 

 
SENSE: SENSE FOR LIFE 
 

"One should not be mindful of suffering in his own life and unmindful of suffering in the lives of 
others.'' 
The Granth 

 
FORMATIVE REGIONS: HEART, CIRCULATORY SYSTEM, LIFE FORM 
 

"If a man were to live a thousand years and riot have anything to do outside of himself, lie would 
have enough to do within, in his own heart." 
Brother Giles 
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CENTER OF THE FORM: HEART (4) 
 

"For thus it has been said: "He who is in the fire, and lie who is here in the heart and lie who is 
yonder in the sun, he is one." 
Matri Upanishad 6:17 

 
WORLD VIEW: SENSATIONALISM, SENSUALISM 
 

"The senses do not deceive, but the judgement deceives." 
Goethe 
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LEO 
 

As I enter into the pulsing life of Leo I find myself moving into the region of my heart. Out of lily heart 
I circulate with the currents of my blood, rising into the light of my conscious life in the regions above my heart 
and plunging down into the warm will of the less conscious regions living below my heart. In moving within the 
circulation of' my blood I also experience my living form. I discover that lily sense of vitality or weakness, my 
sense of warmth or cold, lily sense of growing or withering, of contracting or expanding, is also linked with the 
shaping process of my circulation, and the manifold currents of my vital body, prana or ki. As I move 
throughout and within these streaming forces, day by day through the course of the year, I can experience the 
changing focus of my blood: now in the heart, now in the solar plexus, now in the intestines, and the changing 
emphasis of the ceaseless ebb and flow of the body of my vitality: first around my entire form, then into my 
musculature, then around my hips. 
 

As I move up into those regions above my heart I can feel freed from that which binds and compels me, 
more disposed towards the element of light. As I plunge down into those regions below the heart I feel more 
bound and constrained, yet more colorful, rich, full and alive. In truth, it is difficult for me to discern if there is 
not greater freedom above my heart or whether this is simply freedom from those regions of experience in 
which I can feel more confined and constrained. In truth, it is difficult for me to discern whether there is not 
greater freedom below the heart, where my freedom to do liberates me from my feeling of' powerlessness. As I 
come to rest within my heart I find myself in the center of this lemniscatory motion. I bring the light from 
heaven down to the life of earth and bring the life of earth up into the light of heaven. As I rest within my heart I 
continuously balance the too little and the too much above and below, left and right, backward and forward. 
Between the freedom from above and the freedom to below, resting in my heart, I feet truly, humanly free. 
 

As I rest within this center of the heart I feel the mingling of the light and the life, the idea and the 
substance, the above and the below. I live in the streams of my life, day by day, week by week, month by 
month. Livingly below, wakefully above. From above I gain light, from below enlivening warmth. In my heart 
these streams mingle and I feel truly human love. And in the love of lily heart I feel the sense of my true 
humanity, and through the center of my true humanity I know that light-filled warmth, human love, is the 
center of the moral sensibility within me. When I follow these warmth light streams into my head I understand 
the words of Confucius: "The superior man must make his thoughts sincere." I understand that unless I bring 
the moral sensibility of the light-filled warmth streams of my heart into the thoughts of my head, 
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they will lack humanity, that is sincerity. For sincerity is the human "logic" of the heart. 
 

When I plunge with the light-filled warmth of my heart into the life streams below I grow to understand 
the words of Brother Giles that "If I were to live a thousand years and have nothing to (to without, I would have 
enough to do within, in my own heart." For when I follow my heart into my stomach I find fornications arising 
out of it; when I follow my heart through my kidneys I find silliness radiating from them; when I follow my 
heart into my excretory organs I find pride sneering there. As I follow my heart in warmth and light, day by day 
through the course of the year, I find the battle before me. How to rescue, salvage, redeem my true form and 
image through the transforming power of my beating heart, my pulsing blood? 
 

Discouraged by my living reality, lily faint- heartedness leads me to think: will a thousand years be 
enough? My timorousness leads me to flee to the freedom above my heart. My heart bids me return to its 
steady, pulsing, flowing. It warns me that I lack substance when I flee to the light and warms me to the labor of 
rescuing and reforming what has been lost and deformed. 
 

I return to lily heart, steadying and strengthening. I move upwards to light, downward to life. I move 
downward to life, upward to light. Ever and again, my, heart bids me return to its steady, flowing life. It 
counsels me: bring eternity into time, light into life, winter into summer, day into night. Thereby your life is 
enlightened through the clear radiance of your love. Bring life into light, summer into winter, night into day. 
Thereby your light is enlivened through the warm strength of your love. 
 

I listen within my heart. It glows ill firmness of compassion. Neither too pale from the light, nor too 
vivid from the life. Neither too cool from the light nor too hot from the life. 
 

I move through the sunlike radiance of lily heart understanding those words of the sages sounding within 
it. I ponder on courage. The words of Confucius stream out of my heart into lily thought: 
 

"Love of courage without love of learning degenerates into mere recklessness." 
 

The sincerity of my heart's feeling- thinking tells me that Confucius is describing the man whose life 
outweighs his fight. He is fullness of himself outbalances his consciousness of himself. This is riot true courage. 
The words of Shakespeare next arise from around my heart: "The coward dies a thousand deaths, the brave man 
but one." 
 

When I look within my heart and ask myself what makes the coward what makes the coward within 
myself, I find the imbalance of too much consciousness and not enough life. My light has made me pale, ascetic 
and thin, as before my life had made me ruddy, choleric and rash. 
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As I enter back into my heart I experience the mood that human love is a perfect balance between the 
too much and the too little, between the life and the light, between my feet on the earth and my head in heaven. 
Through my heart I find my way to the sphere of truly hill-nan love. In entering the mood of the love of my 
heart I find that between the freedom from of the light and the freedom to of the life I live, in the middle. As the 
moral strength of my heart grows I feel that light without my sincerity is a ghost, as life without my sincerity is 
a beast, and even if it takes me a thousand years, I shall with firm compassion enliven the ghosts and enlighten 
the beasts which live within and around me, in the two poles of my being. 
 

Why do I do this? Discerning this is difficult. But through the day by day steadying of my heart I listen 
to find the answer. I hear the words of John echo in my heart: "Love is of God, and every one that loveth, is 
born of God and knoweth God. God is love, and lie who abides in love abides in God and God abides in him." 
Somehow the feeling that more and more fills lily heart, enlivening my thoughts and enlightening my longings, 
tells me these words are true and what else could God's love in me do but love with that firmness and steady 
radiance of the shining sun. 
 

I look deeper into my heart, into its firm and steady pulsing, I ask myself what else is there to be found? 
 

Other words arise from within my heart: 
 

"God forces no one, for love cannot compel, and God's service, therefore, is a thing of perfect 
freedom." 
Hans Denk 

 
I ponder these words and look back to where they have arisen. This love of God in which I abide less 

and less compels me. Each day I feel this love freeing me: this steady radiance of God's loving compassion 
filling, refining, transforming me. The ghosts may dazzle me with their brightness: the beasts may devour me 
with their passions. My heart, steadily filling with God's love stands ever more free. Ready to liberate the ghosts 
through giving them life from my heart. Ready to liberate the beasts through giving them light from my heart. 
But in perfect freedom. For God's compassionate love for me does not compel, and out of the love of 
compassion I will also not compel, but free: for only loving compassion frees. 
 

I bring the heart of my hearts into the regions I have thus far considered. Out of the perfectly free 
compassion of my heart, the golden radiance of my spiritual sun, I temper the strength of malice, and strengthen 
the weakness of defenselessness. I soften what is twisted and hard, and bind and fix what is soft and weakened. 
Out of the free compassion of my heart, the golden radiance of my spiritual sun, I enliven what is inert and 
subdue what is restless. I bring freshness to 
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what is apathetic and firmness to what is frenetic. Out of the free compassion of my heart, the golden radiance 
of my spiritual sun, I subdue excessive spirit suffused with self-love and strengthen the spirit crippled by 
self-doubt. 
 

And so I explore the question of compassion ill relation to my own self. flow does the wakeful and 
warm feeling of my heart work with freeing compassion into all the regions of my soul and life? A thousand 
years, I wonder, a thousand years. Freely I must choose, day by day, to work with this work of my own 
transformation. 
 

When I flow again into the region of my heart and look at the question of compassion and freedom I ask 
myself: ]low does compassion grow into the too much of overpowering and diminish into the too little of theft? 
I ask myself: Am I not a "thief" when the life from below is overly consumed in the light from above: that light 
which would blind with its brightness? I ask myself: Am I not a "bully" when the light from above is 
extinguished in the life from below, that life which would burn with its passion? 
 

Once again I see that light without heart is a ghost and life without heart is a beast. What happens when I 
stand in the "presence" of another human being who has a heart which beats, moment by moment, hour by hour, 
day by day, as my own? In my meeting with him if I am pale and ghostly, if my heart lacks strength for the 
earth, if I am fainthearted, his abundance may fill my lack, his strength may overpower my weakness, his 
fullness may fill my emptiness. As I live in this mood of faintness I can find that in the presence of another's 
fullness I can become a thief. My theft draws his fullness to my emptiness, draws his abundance through my 
lack. This theft I sometimes experience as a kind of suction, almost as if I am drawing life or energy from 
another. In this I wound myself through allowing the other power over me and I wound the other through 
allowing myself power over him, the inverted sense of power which comes from my drawing him to me through 
my emptiness and thinness in relation to his fullness and heartiness. 
 

I look again within my heart and discover the other imbalance which tempts me. I plunge down into my 
life streams and move within their warming flames within me. I live in the reality of what has been called: 
"Being full of myself." I meet the other and the pressure of my inner will for self-expression, the experience of 
the over fullness of myself, my own creative power, would inspire me to overpower him. I would reform him in 
the light of my own form, remold him in my own image, that image which is fruit of my energetic work to form 
and reform myself through the creative shaping power that pulses through my blood, day by day, month by 
month through the year's course. Now I know cowardice in compassion and foolhardiness or bravado in 
compassion. Now I know the ghostliness of the imbalance of the light without warmth and the beastliness of the 
imbalance of the warmth without light. Now I know the paleness of the thief in my heart. Now I 
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know the ruddiness of the bully in my heart. A thousand years I think to enliven the ghost and enlighten the 
beast. A thousand years I think to enliven the thief and enlighten the bully. 
 

Again I ask myself: where is the balance of true compassion; where is the steadiness of the heart that 
frees. In trying to discover an answer I return to my own experience. I remember the day by day feeling that 
another heart had begun to live within my heart - the heart within my heart; that another life had begun to 
permeate my life. I remember that hour by hour, day by day as I freely invited the Heart within my heart into 
my heart, lie lived and worked to transform, refine and free me. To what was sorrowful, He brought comfort; to 
what hungered and thirsted, He filled; to what was unkind He taught mercy. As I reawaken this experience 
within me, as I live within it in the present moment, I am led to feel that the compassion which frees, which 
gives love and joy to my heart in steady pulsing waves of cosmic life, which works to reform what is deformed 
in my life, is that mood of freeing love which when it rays through me to my neighbor will also work to free 
him. As God does not force me, that which is of God within me will not force another. As God does not compel 
me, I will not compel another. As I feel that I would be a thief and robber were I not to freely ray forth the same 
steady love which is freely bestowed upon me, I grow more clear of the feeling of that quality of compassion 
which frees. 
 

I feel that just as God lives in me and loves through his living in my life, only if I invite him in, I can 
live in my brother, in his life as if it were my own, yet not my own, only if he invites me in. Without his free, 
conscious assent, as without my free conscious assent, I would be violating his freedom, as God would be 
violating my own. 
 

As love suffers day by day within me, as the heart within my heart participates in this stream of 
compassion, so my freely given compassion suffers within the life of another without losing ray conscious spirit 
within that life which has invited me in and with which I have freely chosen to unite myself. I bid the reader 
ponder on this problem of the experience of compassion leading to freedom. 
 

I leave these reflections with some words drawn from another portrayal of this region to which I have 
pointed elsewhere: "The virtuous heart participates in the life of the heart of the world: the macrocosmic heart 
in full waking consciousness, and with free conscious assent. When St. Paul says: 'Not I, but Christ in me,' he is 
speaking of that condition of the human heart which has united itself with the great Heart of the world in whom 
we live and move and have our being." 
 

It is only through the freeing grace of this conscious communion that our hearts can unfold the flower of 
true freeing compassion towards other human souls. 
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LEO 

 
"Beloved, let us love one another: for love is of' God, and every one that loveth is born of God, and 
knoweth God." 
John 4:7 
 
"The superior man must make his thoughts sincere." 
Confucius 
 
"Love is the moral sun of the world." 
Rudolf Steiner 
 
"The superior man is correctly firm and not merely firm." 
Confucius 
 
"When one by force subdues men, they do not submit to him in heart. They submit because their 
strength is not adequate to resist. When one subdues men by virtue, in their hearts' core they are 
pleased and sincerely submit, as was the case with the seventy disciples in their submission to 
Confucius." 
Mencius 2 
 
"We are men in the true sense only in so far as we are free." 
Rudolf Steiner 
 
`The soul in man ... is not an organ but that which animates and exercises all the organs; which is 
not a function like the power of memory, of calculation, of comparison - but which uses these as 
hands and feet: which is not a faculty but a light which is not the intellect or the will but the master 
of the Intellect and the will the vast background of our being in which they lie..." 
Emerson 
 
"Compassion, the fairest associate of the heart." 
Thomas Paine 
 
"Adapt each one of your actions, and frame each one of your words in such a way that you infringe 
upon no one's free will." 
Rudolf Steiner 
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VIRTUE: COURTESY BECOMES TACTFULNESS OF HEART 
 

"Courtesy is one of the qualities of God, who courteously gives his sun and rain and everything to 
the just and unjust. And courtesy is a sister of charity. It extinguishes hatred and keeps love alive." 
St. Francis of Assisi 

 
VICE (Excess) FORNICATION 

 
"Man has failed to identify with life itself in his ethics and has remained egocentric.'' 
Albert Schweitzer 

 
VICE (Lack) CARELESSNESS, INCONSIDERATENESS 
 

"The Master said, (the good man) does not grieve that other people do not recognize his merits. His 
only anxiety is lest he should fail to recognize theirs." 
Confucius 

 
SENSE: SENSE OF MOVEMENT 
 

"At that time true knowledge, the manifestation of the spiritual in art, and the moral will in man, 
united for me as members of a single whole. I could not but recognize in the human personality a 
central point of which this personality is conjoined in the most immediate unity to the Primordial 
Being of the world. It is from this central point that the will takes its rise. If the clear light of the 
spirit is effective at this central point the will is free." 
Rudolf Steiner 

 
FORMATIVE REGIONS: Stomach, small intestines, musculature 
 

"A gracious woman retaineth honour; and strong men retain riches." 
Proverbs 11:16 
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CENTER OF THE FORM: Solar plexus (3) 
 

"Industry without art is brutality." 
Ruskin 

 
WORLD VIEW: PHENOMENALISM 
 

”Go forth under the open sky, and list to Nature's teachings." 
Bryant 
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VIRGO 
 

As I move into the environment of Virgo I find myself entering a region of my being which has a strong 
relation to my experience of movement. I can experience the activity of movement in the processes of my own 
digestion, and understand that what is liberated from this inner movement and transformation of substance, 
expresses itself in the character of my outer movement. I find that this sense I have of my own movement, my 
own motion and potentials of motion, is also deeply related to my experience of my own musculature.. When I 
move into my digestion through my musculature out into an expression of outer movement, I am expressing the 
inherent will of this region of my being to move through space in time. I can feel that the work I do on the "raw 
materials" of nature within my digestion is intimately related to the work I do through the exercise of my 
musculature, my "will power," on the raw materials of nature still outside of myself. I feel in this fire process of 
my will a sense of another mystery in the great world partially reveals itself to me. 
 

I see a mother with her child. I see myself as the child and my mother, the goddess "Natura", providing 
me with the raw materials I need to in time, give me the power to carry myself through space. Do I carry myself 
through space, or does "Natura," transformed within my fire processes, carry me through space. 
 

Only gradually am I able to carry myself graciously through space. And my childlike carriage tells me 
very much of what the future bears towards me and what I bear towards the future. Only gradually will I ripen 
and mature so that I can graciously carry myself through space. How much depends upon my gratitude to 
Nature, who offers me her fruits, so that through transforming them I can also mature, ripen and bear good fruit. 
Flow very much depends upon my gratitude. My mother carried me. Then a carriage carried me. Now I must 
carry myself. Flow much depends upon how I carry myself; whether with gratitude and graciousness I 
remember how we carry each other. 
 

I move again into this ripening, maturing process within me. I see its movement within the unfolding 
rhythms of time. I flow out into the world from this region of my being and through its prism I find myself in 
the woods and the fields. Day after day I watch the wonderful growth and development, the ceaseless unfolding 
in the phenomena around me. The shoots, the buds, the flowers and fruit. The sun rising each day higher on the 
horizon, then pausing and gradually climbing into the heavens less and less high each day. Such ceaseless 
change, growth and development I see in the phenomena around me, moving within it out of that center in my 
own Nature where my own change, growth and development unfolds. Is this the Goddess Natura, I wonder, the 
graceful fire behind this movement? 
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Through these cycles and seasons I gradually awaken to a delicate process unfolding within me; the 
forming and flowering of one of those fruits of this weaving wisdom: "a mind of my own." "A mind of my 
own", from where did it spring, towards whither would it go. Wondering I remember these words from a book, 
a book admired by Emerson: 
 

"Every man has a form of mind peculiar to himself. The mind of the infant contains within itself the 
rudiments of all that will be hereafter, and needs nothing but expansion, as the leaves and branches 
and fruit of a tree are said to exist in the seed from which it springs ... the spirit of God is as 
necessary to the development of the mind as the Sun is to the growth of vegetables ... The reservoir 
of knowledge is seated in the "affections" and what is loved is remembered." 

 
Many thoughts now. Can I bring reason into them? Grace? Goodness? For is there not good will in the 

graceful unfolding of a mind of one's own? Is there not good will in the gradual, gracious unfolding of the 
seasons of the year? 
 

I wonder? 
 

In this region I find grace and motion. I also find another quality there. That is emotion. Behind grace 
and courtesy lie motion and manners, lie the reverent sentiments of my feeling will, my emotion. Emotion, 
motion, grace. Are not grace and courtesy fruits of that cultivation of my soul, that tactfulness of heart, which 
would move with the movement of another, move within the movement of another? Is true graciousness my 
willingness to participate within the unfolding, flowering and fruiting of the "mind of one's own" of another, as 
I participate within the ripening, flowering and fruiting of the good gifts of the goddess Natura? I wonder? 
 

Does my will to be gracious ask me to recognize "that every man has a form of mind peculiar to 
himself," and my struggle for courtesy help me to see that "the mind of the infant contains within itself the first 
rudiments of all that will be hereafter, and needs nothing but expansion?" Does "tactfulness of heart" demand of 
me that I try to understand the flower enfolded in the bud, and not arbitrarily impose my will upon it; rather 
simply serve to cultivate what is only still slumbering? Are there not laws as true to the unfolding of a mind as 
there are laws true to the unfolding of a flower. Is it not my task to understand the laws of that "mind peculiar to 
itself" and foster that unfolding? 
 

"Is not the Spirit of God as necessary to the development of the mind as the sun is to the growth of 
vegetables?" Is not the "reservoir of knowledge seated in the affections." Is not "what is loved remembered?" 
Many thoughts. I wonder. 
 

I remember St. Francis once saying: "Courtesy is one of the qualities of God ... and Courtesy is a sister 
of Charity. It extinguishes 
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hatred and keeps love alive." Courtesy, charity, love. The spirit of God, the mind, growth, love and the 
affections. 
 

Moving again into this region of my being I do find courtesy and also charity. And behind courtesy, 
charity and love I find the spirit of God. And I feel the spirit of God forming the growth of my mind with love, 
through love, with affection, through affection. 
 

How gracious and knightly is the spirit of God working within the growth of my mind. flow gracious 
and knightly I must become to defend and honor the spirit of God working within the growth of other's minds. 
 

And so I must ripen and mature under the loving affection, the charitable grace of God, through the 
course of time. 
 

My sense of responsibility bids me look again for I have promised to speak of the excess of fornication 
which I call also find in this region of my being. Such a harsh word amidst the garden of the spirit of God, a 
mind of one's own, flowers and fruit. 
 

I ask myself: what is fornication? Is it not any form of one human will, my human will, willing to violate 
another? There is motion in this and emotion. Disgrace and discourtesy. I enter the stream of my motion, lily 
emotion, my charity. I stand before the stream of another's motion, emotion, charity. The unfolding stream of 
the spirit moving me through time enters into communion with the unfolding stream of the spirit moving 
another through time In this meeting, if one stream or the other, one will or the other, works to overpower, this 
is an expression of that disgrace which reveals itself in the harsh sound, in the harsh and violent sense, of the 
word "fornication." For in the disgrace and discourtesy of fornication, in the many expressions of the violation 
of "forcing and entering", I wilfully alter the relation of the other to the spirit of God working in him or tier. 
 

I ask myself where do I find this violence within me? Where ill the world would I move if I would be 
giving expression to that e-motion that was moving me out of this violence through the world? I see myself first 
filled with. religious fervour, wilfully forcing and entering the souls of my brothers, trying to change the course 
of their carriage through space, their motion through time. Can I say I know how the "spirit of God is working 
in them ?" Surely charity bids me do less violence to their long process of growth and maturation. The gracious 
spirit of God in me will awaken the gracious spirit of God in them, if it is God's will that it is so. flow much of 
what I have called "God's will" in this region of my own motion, my own e-motion now stands before me as 
expressions of my own self-will. 
 

When I look again into this region to find lily disposition to the violence of "forcing and entering" I see 
myself filled with the hunger for money and power, trying to convince my fellows that their wants are present to 
sustain lily own. The words "goods, God and goodness" conic to mind. Now I have found the businessman 
within my own soul. Oil, how long I have wrestled with the words: "Ye cannot serve God and 
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Mammon." But Christ also tells me that I must "render unto Caesar, the things that are Caesar's and render unto 
God the things that are God's". 
 

I look again and see myself: a teacher with his students, a student with his teacher; a son with his father, 
a father with his son; a mail with his friend. flow often the will rises up in me to convince another of my beliefs, 
to shake him from his falseness, to show him the TRUTH of my understanding. Here too I am endangered with 
"forcing and entering," with the violence of fornication of the mind. Forcing and entering in the religious 
sphere; forcing and entering in the world of "bread- winning," forcing and entering in the world of the "mind." 
 

I remember my thoughts and experiences arising out of the Gemini region, also centered at my solar 
plexus. John's letter: "God is love." Our modern expression "time is money." "God is love." "Time is money." 
Another expression conies out of this region into my consciousness, into and out of a mind of my own... "Love 
makes the world go round" ... "God makes the world go round." To the eye of courtesy it is the fire of God that 
brings about the ceaseless changes in the unfolding, flowering and fruiting of life through the course of time: 
"God makes the world go round." 
 

How deeply I feel that the God who makes the world go round, lives, in my movement, in my muscles, 
my will and my carriage. But then I look again through the eye of "forcing and entering," not through the eye of 
graciousness. That God who is love who "makes the world go round" becomes the "God who is fornication and 
fornication now makes the world go round." "Time is God, no, time is money, and time and money make the 
world go round." I see if my inner movement has taken on the character of fornication, of "forcing and 
entering," I no longer have the foundation for feeling a healthy relation to how the spirit of God works in nature; 
how the spirit of God works in the ripening and growth of the human mind. Rather I, no longer serving what is 
of God in the center of my movement, my motivations, have replaced Him with the experience of my own 
power. Now no longer He but I, or the God I serve, would manipulate the moving power of men in using their 
ability to produce in the shortest time at the least cost the greatest goods - for time is money, and lily God of 
love has become a God of time and money which makes the world go round. How difficult these questions. 
 

Who can afford to be gracious in the sphere of time goods, God and goodness? 
 

Who can afford not to be gracious in the sphere of time, goods, God and goodness? 
 

Now I have considered the danger of fornication in this region of my being; what of the accompanying 
clanger of the lack of carelessness, inconsiderateness? 
 

When I look within myself in the Virgo sphere I can find carelessness, irresponsibility, a disregard of 
time. I fail to take hold of that part of me woven into the unfolding cycles of time and consequently 
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am careless about, being "on time." Whereas before I was too "responsive" to the unfolding movement of life 
around me now I am not responsive enough. Whereas before I lost God and love to time and money, I now lose 
time and money, turning the spirit and love of God into "scapegoats to my careless irresponsibility." Though 
"minding my own business" is a virtue, now I am indifferent. I have no "business to mind." Before I was "too 
pushy" and "threw my weight around," now I am a "pushover" and lack "weight and substance" to throw 
around. Before I "held my ground" and sought for more, now I have "no ground to stand on" and have no 
interest in seeking for any. Before I was excessively resourceful and able. Now, if I have any resources I have 
buried them, numbering myself in the ranks of the disabled. Before I was "too highly motivated." "I broke and 
entered." Now I am "not motivated enough." I am broken and others would enter me. I do not know whether 
God is love and whether love is making the world go round because I have lost my healthy relation to that part 
of me which wants to know. 
 

Before I wanted to produce as much as possible in as little time as possible. Now if I have enough 
strength to produce anything, I am uncertain as to whether there is any good reason to do so. Before I "carried" 
others, now others must "carry me." Before I entered too forcibly into the movement of others and wanted to 
influence their growth without graciously devoting myself to the "spirit of God" working in that growth. Now I 
am not sufficiently mindful of the growth and movement of others and jeopardize their movement through my 
careless inconsiderateness. Before I wanted to make "my mark on history,'' now "history passes me by." These 
are some of the contrasts I find within this region of lily being when I consider the relation between the excess 
of fornication and the lack of inconsiderateness and carelessness. 
 

Returning to the questions of time, money, God and love; gracious respect and disrespectful 
inconsiderateness I wonder if we can further clarify the "living logic" of Virgo. Looking into this region of my 
being once again I find it to be an expression of my personal "will power." When people ask me "what I do" it 
is out of this region that I often respond. I explore this question of lime, movement and money. Can I find 
anything more of their mutual relations? Through "money" I can "support" and "carry forward" different 
ventures in time. Money is a means through which I can support movement in time. "Movement" in time. 
"Movements in time." My movement. Mass movements. Movements in the changing phenomena of nature. Is 
there a gesture of "breaking and entering" in this movement, "forcing and entering" in that? Is this "mindless 
movement"; is that movement which does not "handle with care"? Doesn't the discourteous gesture of my 
willful interest in seeing things "move" in certain directions, overcome the necessary sobriety I need to see what 
is the inherent will towards movement living in the things themselves? Doesn't the discourteous carelessness of 
my witless gesture in neglecting to see how things "move" in certain directions, lack 
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the strength I need to see what is the inherent will towards movement living in the things themselves? 
 

Now I can see this problem in another light. My inner movement, my style of carrying myself in the 
world, seems intimately related to my feeling sense of courtesy that tells me whether something is right or 
wrong, in the relation of different "movements" to the question of "human rights." Human rights. "Right, 
straight, righteous, upright, being in accordance with what is just, good, proper, something that one may 
properly claim as due." What is the relation of rights to movement, rights to carefulness, rights to goodness, 
rights to righteousness, rights to my will power, my musculature? 
 

I examine my feeling about human rights further. I wonder. What moves me inwardly to some measure 
determines "what moves" I will mike outwardly. That is to say, how I change the world or want to change the 
world through the exercise of my will, my inner center of motion and emotion. If my will, my sense of moving, 
lacks courtesy, grace, charity and tact, my relation to the question of human rights, even what is my own right 
will be distorted through my will's lack. I will not have a proper foundation for determining what is righteous 
and upright. What is just, good and proper. Further, I will lack a healthy sense about what really I or another 
may "properly" claim as our "due". Life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness? God is love. Time is money. 
Grace. Breaking and entering. Just, good, proper. Many questions. 
 
 Let us look at these "phenomena" discoverable in the Virgo region of experience in another light. 
Phenomena. Change in time. The growth of the mind as an expression of the working of the spirit of God in the 
life of the mind. The flourishing and fading, flowering and withering of the processes of Nature as revealing the 
working of the spirit of God in Her through the course of time. Phenomena The extending in space and the 
unfolding in time. Growth, development: seed, shoot, leaf, bud, flower, fruit. Grace, the spirit of God and the 
form of the mind. I wonder. What happens to a mind whose laws of growth have been misunderstood; whose 
progress, unfolding and flowering are either prematurely hastened or carelessly neglected?' How would such a 
cultivation of this form of mind affect the way in which it would stand in relation to this entire world of 
phenomena, towards the spit-it of God working within it, bringing it forth as a means whereby it could become 
conscious of itself? Would a mind deformed or disgraced through any form of "breaking and entering," or 
careless irresponsibility, not necessarily succumb to the temptation to view the world of natural and human 
phenomena as a fornicator or with inconsiderateness? Is it an idle cry today that one sensitive to Natura speaks 
of the "rape of Nature?" Is not my mind bred on religious fanaticism, business opportunism, ideological 
monomania, endangered from its beginnings through a misunderstanding of the organic laws of its growth and 
healthy unfolding? Threatened by the perversion of that reverential mood which 
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in the light of the Virtue of this region should always accompany an appreciation of the "spirit of God" which 
works in another's belief, another's rights, another's conception of life? 
 

Is it a coincidence that Mary, the Virgin, in the annunciation by the Angel Gabriel, is greeted by the 
words: "flail Mary, full of grace, the Lord is with you"? Or that Socrates, one of the great guides in the 
cultivation of a "mind of one's own" is known as a "midwife." Should I conclude that without "grace" the Lord 
is not with me, and without the reverent carefulness of thoughtful midwifery the birth of my mind, will not be a 
"mind of my own." 
 

I look into the enormous possible sorrow and suffering, due to malformation; the bad fruit of violations 
of the laws of the development and growth of the human embryo. I see this standing in relation to the potential 
sorrow and harm which is a consequence of the malformation of human minds lacking the midwifery of 
gracious and reverential courtesy. I begin to fathom some of the sad results of a pedagogical mood which fails 
to recognize that in the feeling of reverence and respect which should breathe in the human soul in relation to 
other men, the world of nature, and the transformed handiwork of God through human tabor, lies the protection 
against the bad seed of "breaking and entering" of carelessness, leading to human violations, violation of nature 
by men, and violations of man through the agency of other men using the transformed fruits of human tabor, the 
world of consumer and commodity. True reverence for life, true ethics and morality, will lack its transparent 
clarity and its honest appreciation of detail, lack its eye for discerning the "spirit of God" necessary in the 
unfolding processes of life, when it has been distorted through the mirror of my opportunism, egotism, 
inconsiderateness and irresponsibility. When in my human communion, the breath of graciousness gives me the 
capacity to ponder my neighbor in my heart; when in my communion with Nature, the breath of reverence gives 
me the sobriety to ponder tier wise unfolding in my heart; and when in my communion with the fruits of human 
tabor - the transformed warp and weft of nature - I have gained enough clarity and coolness, enough maturity 
and full- bodiedness, to discern what are true human needs and rights, then the virtue of graciousness will once 
again bestow tier September light and fullness upon my soul, and the sense of mindless movement -so much 
part of my civilization - will be transformed into an organ for perceiving how the spirit of God is trying to work 
in the "expansion and growth" of human minds, in the leafing and branching of the life of nature. Then a true 
appreciation of world phenomena will begin to blossom beneath the nourishing breath of reverence into that 
organ of perception which beholds behind the life of nature and of human willing that God of love who makes 
the world go round. 
 

I think that ally gracious consideration of the present situation, within the world of my soul and within 
the soul of the world, must sadly 
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recognize that -without a "development" in the direction of the refinement and cultivation of that sphere of force 
so intimately bound to the human will", certainly the whore of Babylon will usurp the proper place of Mary and 
her handmaiden, Natura, and contribute to furthering her will for "the war of all against all." I leave the reader 
with these reflections to ponder in his heart. 
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VIRGO 
 

'Ye must be as courteous to a man as we are to a picture which we are willing to give the advantage 
of a good light." 
Emerson 
 
"Good manners without sincerity are like a beautiful, dead lady. Straight-forwardness without 
civility is like a surgeon's knife, effective but unpleasant. Candor with courtesy is helpful and 
admirable." 
Sri Yukteswar 
 
"Ye shall know them by their fruits. Do men gather grapes of thorns, or figs of thistles? Even so 
every good tree bringeth forth good fruit: but a corrupt tree bringeth forth evil fruit, neither can a 
corrupt tree bring forth good fruit..." 
Matthew 7:6-18 
 
"To him who constantly practices reverence and respects the aged four things will increase, life 
(length of days), beauty, happiness, strength." 
Dhammapada 109 
 
"Dispute not. As you rest firmly on your own faith and opinion allow others also the equal liberty to 
stand by their own faiths and opinions. By mere disputation you will never succeed in convincing 
another of his error. When the Grace of God descends on him, each one will understand his own 
mistakes." 
Ramakrishna 
 
"What in other men is religion is in me love of nature." 
Thoreau 
 
"Pleasant words are as a honeycomb, sweet to the soul and health to the bones." 
Proverbs 16:24 
 
"A word spoken in due season, how good it is." 
Proverbs 
 
"The Master said, A gentleman takes as much trouble to discover what is right as lesser men take to 
discover what will pay." 
Analects IV:16 

 
"The Master said, the gentleman calls attention to the good points in others; He does not call 
attention to their defects. The small man does just the reverse of this." 
Analects XII: 16 
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VIRTUE: CONTENTMENT BECOMES EQUANIMITY 
 

"He who holds equal blame and praise, who is silent (restrained in speech), content with anything 
that conies, who has no fixed abode and is firm in mind -that man who is devoted is dear to me. 
Bhagavad-Gita 12:20 

 
VICE (Excess) FOOLISHNESS 

 
"When substance overbalances refinement, crudeness results. When refinement overbalances 
substance, there is superficiality. When refinement and substance are balanced one has a Great 
Man." 
Analects 6:16 Confucius 

 
VICE: (Lack) COMPLAINT, DISSATISFACTION 
 

"A wise man is content with his lot, whatever it be." 
Seneca 

 
SENSE: sense of BALANCE 
 

"Only one balanced in pain and pleasure is fitted for immortality." 
Hindu Saying 

 
FORMATIVE REGIONS: Hips, kidneys, colon area 
 

"The string o'er stretched breaks, and the music flies "The string o'er stack is dumb and music dies. 
Tune us the Sitar neither low nor high." 
Buddhist Saying 
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CENTER OF THE FORM: Kidney, colon region (2) 
 

"Man is free to conduct himself as He wills, and He is master of his choice.'' (my emphasis) 
Confucius 

 
WORLD VIEW: REALISM 
 

'Talent becomes genius: inoffensiveness, benevolence, wilfulness, character, and even stupidity, 
simplicity. Poor dear human nature: leave magnifying and caricaturing her. She would be more 
admirable Waldo thought, if accepted as she actually was, with all her faults and virtues mingled." 
Ralph Waldo Emerson 
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LIBRA 
 
Challenges. Choices. Changes. 
 

There are so many changing viewpoints ill the Libra region of experience it is a challenge to decide 
which to choose. Nevertheless I must seize this fleeting moment in time, choose what to share in the present, 
though tomorrow the present will be past, my viewpoint will have changed, and I will be challenged to choose 
anew in the changing streams of time. 
 

On the one hand Libra has this character, on the other hand Libra has that... "Jack be nimble, Jack be 
quick, Jack jumped over the candlestick." 
 

Well dear reader, as the Bible warns me: "Speak your ye or nay, but if you are lukewarm I will spew you 
out of my mouth." 
 

I will speak my ye to Libra, nay, ye I will. Let me begin. 
 

I search my inner memories of Libra. 
 

So many experiences. Some intensely colorful, living and bright. Others grey, dull and dim. Some so 
nimble, free and light. Others so unsteady, bound and heavy. flow hungry I have been. flow overfed. How 
thirsty I have been. flow saturated. flow satisfied I have been. flow malcontent. flow calm I have been. How 
restless. 
 

Where to take hold of this region of living light; where to find the fulcrum, the balance, the mean, 
between the ceaseless swaying of up and down, left and right? Perhaps I could begin by saying that Libra is like 
Taurus, related to the experience of balance. Part of me is satisfied with this stance. Not so, another voice 
proclaims. Libra is related to balance, but more the balance of left and right, not forward and back. Libra is the 
balance of thought. Taurus the balance of will. Libra is concerned with balancing heaven and earth. Yes and no, 
left and right. Taurus would be settled, though not too settled. Then it would be inert. It is mercurial but its 
changeableness is given form by the earth. Libra should not be settled, yet also not unsettled. It is mercurial but 
its changeableness is heightened by the element of air. Do you think this is true asks a voice. It radiates up from 
around my hips? Well, from one point of view, yes. From another point of view, no. Didn't Aristotle have a 
category which ]lad to do with position? Is this point of view? 
 

I must try to hold fast to one starting point, even if, as in the balance pans, its fulcrum is actually in the 
air. 
 

I live in Libra experiencing the sway of inner balancing. Out of this mood of inner balancing, I find 
while I live within the left-right motion of my hips the ceaseless activity of my weighing in thought. The men of 
the middle ages called this the pro and contra (pro and con). This is also the region out of which streams the 
exercise of dialectic, dialogue, back and forth, to and fro. When I walk, or live in the balancing of my lips I can 
experience this constant see-saw, this left-right, this thesis-antithesis. I experience my ceaseless longing for 
synthesis. When I find 
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the balance, the synthesis, if only for a moment, I experience the mood of contentment arising out of this 
perfectly harmonized condition. 
 

It is hard for me to say whether this ceaseless swinging of left and right, pro and con, yes and no, moves 
frorn contentment to equanimity or equanimity to contentment. On the one hand contentment comes from my 
finding a perfect balance between what I have and what I desire or need. Didn't Confucius say that too much 
was as bad as too little. On the other hand, only through this experience of a perfect equalization or balance 
between my desire and its satisfaction do I find contentment. Only through this experience of inner equanimity, 
evenness of mind, can contentment follow. 
 

Yet airy Mercury always upsets the balance. My true experience of this region also tells me not to rest 
content, not to seek a false equanimity, a false comfortableness. For life itself changes hour by hour, day by day, 
and I must change with life hour by hour, day by day. I must learn to walk in harmony, to dance in step, with 
the daily changes of life itself. 
 

In Libra I find that my ceaseless questioning of "she loves me, she loves me not," my ceaseless weighing 
and balancing, would more truly answer: "she loves me and she loves me riot." For today the sun shone. Alas 
nature loves me. Tomorrow it will be overcast. She loves me not. Today I was gay. She loves me. Tomorrow I 
will be gray. She loves me not. What lies behind this mad dance of changes, this apparent conscienceless 
inconstancy? Is there nothing one can get hold of in this region that slips out of one's hand like a ball of 
mercury? 
 

I weigh this question. Words rise tip out of the region around my hips. These words I often hear spoken 
about me. Reality, realistic, the real world. Many images accompany what I sense the reality of "true reality" to 
be. I ask myself: how do I experience "reality" when I am living in this region? I find "reality" having to do with 
the changeableness of day to day living. Reality teaches me that September is gracious, October is contented, 
November is patient and December is truthful. That Tuesday is strong and Wednesday is quick, Thursday is 
wise and Friday is loving. That September calls me to harvest, October to weigh, November to wait and 
December to aim. Tuesday to battle and Wednesday to work, Thursday to contemplate and Friday to lovingly 
remember. The reality of Libra, the experience of reality through Libra is as rich as life itself. Through Libra 
life calls me hour by hour, day by day, to those tasks which I must fulfill to maintain the balance between my 
own and the world's living natures. 
 

In Libra a mood of contentment arises only out of trying to bring the particular challenge of life's 
changes into relation to my will for that moment. I must strike the balance between meeting daily demands, my 
livelihood and my demands on daily life, my life style. I must become equal to life itself. If I demand more than 
I am able to enliven I grow heavy with complaint and dissatisfaction. If I enliven more than I 
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demand I grow light with foolishness or fancy. In Libra only through the day by day weighing of the balance 
between my "right livelihood" and my "right life-style" can I maintain the virtuous mood of calmness leading to 
equanimity. 
 

It is October. I weigh the fruits of the labor of the past months. I experience the brilliance of the foliage; 
its radiant light streaming through the diminishing substance. Once again I see this gesture of equalization; now 
between substance and light, life and death. I am leaving the time of the life of the year. I am approaching the 
dying season of the year. In Libra I experience this balance, this weighing between too much and too little, 
substantiality and light. It is present throughout the manifold changes clay by day within the dying and 
becoming of the life of the year. Within these changes I always strive to balance the substance and spirit, yes 
and no, pro and con. The artistry of this region is ever longing to turn substance into light, life into light, 
disharmony into harmony, conflict into peace, imbalance into balance. 
 

In weighing this process further I feel the Libran will day by day, hour by hour, calmly contentedly, 
bringing heaven to earth, lifting earth to heaven. Its gesture transforms, transsubstantiates, hallows and 
sacramentalizes every day living. Equal to the day to day tasks that come to meet me, I am neither too quick nor 
too slow, too substantial (heavy) nor too refined (light). I experience the magic of changing the world through 
keeping pace with its changes; always longing to find the balance between the refinement of heaven, the 
substance of earth. And in attaining the balance I am contented, satisfied. From contentment and satisfaction is 
it difficult for me to find the excess of foolishness, flightiness, the lack of dissatisfaction and complaint? 
 

As Confucious has said: 
 

"When substance overbalances refinement, crudeness results. When refinement overbalances 
substance, there is superficiality. When refinement and substance are balanced one has a Great 
Man." 

 
I think is foolishness not lack of substance and complaint not lack of refinement. Is foolishness not 

lightheartedness and complaint not dullwittedness. In foolishness I would take flight. In complaint I fall over 
my feet. In foolishness I lack sense. In complaint I am bound by sense. In foolishness I lose the substance of 
reality, in complaint I lose the refinement of reality. Between refinement and substance, between foolishness 
and complaint lies the balance, the living mercurial balance of calmness becoming contentment Calmness 
overcome by substance becomes boredom. Calmness lacking substance becomes restlessness. Neither too light 
nor too heavy, too quick nor too slow. Too little. Too much. Too much. Too little. 
 

I study the law of Libra. I find "reality" herself would teach me the magic of life, the charm of its 
changes, the challenge of its choices. 
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Always and again, I struggle to achieve the mean between the excess and the lack. 

 
"...give me neither poverty nor riches: feed me with food convenient for me: Lest I be full, and deny 
thee, and say, Who is the Lord? or lest I be poor, And steal, and take the name of my God in vain." 
Proverbs 30: 8 - 9 

 
Another point of view. Complaint is born when substance overbalances refinement. When I want more 

of the world than I can transform, enlighten and beautify.  Then the balance pan descends. I slowly lose my 
liveliness, hunger and thirst. My life becomes gray. I have allowed substance to darken light, gravity to 
overcome levity. When substance outweighs light the balance pan descends on its side. I must restore the 
balance. I must refine and free what has become coarsened and bound. I must waken to the reality of my loss; 
overcome the illusion of my gain. I must understand true balance in my daily life is contentment with what I 
possess. Dissatisfied and lacking contentment I ask: is what I possess more than I need? Does what I possess 
possess me? Is not contentment the only security. And is not contentment gained through living without 
security? Is not contentment lost through excessive security. For my complaint is the fruit of too much 
substance. I must refine my substance, restore the balance. Only then will I regain my sense of contentment. 
 

Foolishness is born when refinement overbalances substance. I lack enough substance to maintain my 
link with life. Then the balance pan ascends. I keep my brightness, hunger and thirst, but I rush hastily, 
restlessly in my desire to change. I move from here to there, from one thing to the next. I am unable to find 
calm, composure, satisfaction. Before I was bored and indifferent, lounging in my chair. Now I am a young 
man, giddy and silly with love, swept off my feet. Where lightness overcomes gravity my come what may mood 
distorts my relation to what is real. When light overbalances substance and the balance pan ascends I must 
strive to restore the equilibrium. I must find ballast: substance to bind what is boundless, ground to ground what 
lacks ground. I must waken to my loss which I think is my gain and overcome the illusion of the lightness of my 
footloose and fancy free mood. For if I fail to find the bounds I lack, the substance I lack, the weight I lack, my 
sense of reality itself will lack bounds, substance and weight. Then indeed I may dream in beautiful dreams my 
life away, following fancies and illusions, wondering always: what is real? 
 

Too much levity. Too much gravity. Too little refinement. Too little substance. Too much is as bad as 
too little. The superior man 
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conforms to the hath of the mean. Neither to be bored, nor to be without rest. Neither to be bound by life's 
gravity, nor to live only within its levity. The superior man conforms to the path of the mean. 
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LIBRA 
 
"Take therefore no thought for the morrow: for the morrow shall take thought for the things of 
itself." 
Matthew 6:34 

 
"He who dwells 
United with Brahmin, 
Calm in mind, 
Not grieving, not craving. 
Regarding all men 
With equal acceptance: lie loves me most dearly..." 
 Bhagavad-Gita 18:54 
 
"In the real world there arises a riddle; its solution also arises in reality. Something appears which is 
being or event, and which represents the solution to the other." 
Rudolf Steiner 
 
"But Godliness with contentment is great gain. For we brought nothing into this world, and it is 
certain we can carry nothing out." 
1 Timothy 6:7 

 
"The time of business does not with me differ from the time of prayer, and in the noise and clatter 
of my kitchen, while several persons are at the same time calling for different things, I possess God 
in as great tranquility as if I were upon my knees." 
Brother Lawrence 
 
"I have no doubt that the ideal is for public institutions to live like nature, from day to day." 
Gandhi 
 
"The Master said: A gentleman can see a question from all sides without bias. The small man is 
biased and can see a question only from one side." 
Analects 11:14 

 
"We must not wish anything other than what happens from moment to moment, all the while, 
however, exercising ourselves in goodness." 
St. Catherine of Genoa 
 
"He whose mind is untroubled in the midst of sorrows, is free from eager desire amid pleasures, He 
from whom passion, fear, and rage have passed away - he is called sage of settled intelligence." 
Bhagavad-Gita (56) 
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"His thought is calm, calm is his word as well as his deed when he has obtained freedom through 
true knowledge and has become tranquil." 
Dhammapada VII:7 
 
"The superior man thinks of virtue: the ordinary man thinks of comfort." 
Confucius 
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VIRTUE: PATIENCE: (HUMILITY) BECOMES INSIGHT 
 

"Patience is a necessary ingredient of genius." 
Disraeli 

 
VICE: (Excess) PRIDE, RESENTMENT, JEALOUSY, WRATH, IMPATIENCE 

 
"The Master said, clever talk can confound the workings of moral force, just as impatiences can 
confound great projects." 
Analects XV:26, Confucius 

 
VICE: (Lack) MEAN-SPIRITEDNESS, SELF-DESTRUCTIVENESS 

 
"There is however a limit at which forbearance ceases to be a virtue." 
Edmund Burke 

 
SENSE: SENSE OF SMELL 
 

"Don't cut off your nose to spite your face." 
Popular Saying 

 
FORMATIVE REGIONS: Reproductive organs, nose, brow, buttocks, excretory organs 
 

"Wheresoever the carcass is, there will the eagles be gathered together." 
Matthew XXIV: 28 

 
CENTER OF THE FORM: Throat (5) 
 

"Do not speak anything harsh. Those who are spoken to will answer you (in the same way). Since 
angry talk is painful, retaliation will touch you." 
Dhammapada X:5 
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WORLD VIEW DYNAMISM 
 

"A theory or doctrine that explains the universe in terms of forces and their interplay... 
Webster's Third International Dictionary 
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SCORPIO 
 

"Pride goeth before destruction, and a haughty spirit before a fall." 
Proverbs 16:18 

 
"Behold I send you forth as sheep in the midst of wolves: be ye therefore wise as serpents, and 
harmless as doves." 
Matthew 10:16 

 
As I enter into my memories of the Scorpio region I find traces, evidence and clues as to its inherent 

living logic. When I try to penetrate with thought the essence of this living logic I find it difficult to see into the 
inherent dynamics of what at times feels like bits and pieces of all analysed and dismembered sphere of life, 
awaiting its reconstruction through the strength of my insight as to how it fits together. Let me begin this 
investigation by presenting some of my findings of the varied evidence of traces of Scorpio which I have 
discovered while participating wakefully within it. Later I will try to make more sense of these isolated 
fragments. 
 

As I enter into those formative currents and bodily regions which, over the years, I have come to see 
standing in relation to the Scorpio sphere of influence I first find myself concentrated in the area of my 
excretory and reproductive organs. I am aware of the anus, buttocks, bladder and organs of reproduction and 
excretion. Many experiences rise into my conscious life out of this region. I feel the tension, the strain and 
pressure, of holding oil and letting go, of waiting and acting. 
 

I think of parents asking their little children if they can "hold it in" and experience the feeling of release 
and relief when what has been "held in" can be "let go." I experience the gesture, at the anus, of separating 
something which has been inside me, from me, through a "cutting off" at this "tail end" of my body. I am aware 
of this archetypal tension in the extremes of "holding it ill" in constipation and "letting it go" in diarrhoea. I 
either wait too long or not long enough in this inner gesture of making public that which in the secrecy of my 
body was private. There is in this region the physical experience of pressure, stresses and strains. Even the 
formation of the faecal matter can either have the character of being tight and dry, twisted and braided, as in the 
case of constipation, or be loose, without strength and concentration, as in the case of diarrhoea. 
 

I think that this final separation analysis of what is waste, excess, poisonous to the life of my body; what 
is cast out, outcast, is the end of a long process of separation of what can be salvaged and used and what is 
returned to life as fodder out of which present death and decay can be resurrected to new life. 
 

I sometimes think that excretion and elimination is a kind of editorial process of the body. The excess 
and waste is cut out, discarded. 
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I see this also in relation to the chastening process of fasting. Here I would sift out, discharge, separate 
anything that is useless, superfluous, harmful. Is this wily those ascetics given over to fasting call seem so 
severe and intense. Is not the feeling of pride which often accompanies this successful self -overcoming the fruit 
of the experience of battle within oneself? Is not the struggle through fasting or any form of overcoming one's 
own excesses a means whereby those poisons which can with savagery, ravish my body, soul or spirit be 
overcome. I think of the intimate relation between plague and unhygienic conditions; the vicious and vehement 
battles waged by religious orders such as the Dominicans (hounds of God), vigilantly and zealously chastening 
those groups thought to be infecting the faithful with the poison of false doctrine. I remember the purported 
words of St. Dominic when asked how to treat a group of heretics: "Kill them all, God will know his own" and 
wonder who chastens the pride and unbridled zeal of the chasteners? What is this mysterious relation between 
the human being and those processes of excretion, waste, casting-out and untouchability with its accompanying 
fear of contamination and death? Yes these processes of excretion, of inner and outer chastening have an intense 
relation to the question of death itself; whether the casting off of what is dead in the body, the cutting away of 
what is corrupting the soul, the death of the "old man and the birth of the new" of the spirit. 
 

Often one hears the expression that someone's early death was such a "waste", as if the delicate alchemy 
of separating what is living from what is corrupted or dead has been overlooked and the natural surgery, 
excising and excreting what is deadly taking place every day ill our excretory processes, )ins imprudently 
wasted the living processes as well. Who can judge the wisdom of this great chastener 
 

"And if your hand causes you to sin, cut it off; it is better for you to enter life maimed than with two 
hands to go to hell, to the unquenchable fire." 
 
Mark 9:43-44 

 
Yet is it not unworthy of human dignity to follow Dominic's advice and "kill them all?" How do we 

decide what to save and what to separate in this region half hidden in the darkness of secrecy and privacy. 
"Vengeance is mine saith the Lord." How can we separate what is corrupted, dying and contaminating from 
what is healthy without being vengeful? Perhaps the plague is the hand of God chastening a people and healing 
them through pain? If God knows his own, if I intervene don't I doubt that God knows his own? 
 

The inner experience of friction, of tension, of being united with something foreign, then separated from 
it, the stress and strain of the sphincter muscles I also experience related to this region of human reproduction. 
Here I discover a strong impulse for the experience of 
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pressure, friction and a longing for penetration ("to pass inward or through, enter by overcoming resistance, 
pierce"). I would pierce through the tension of the resistance. In this tension and friction I can feet a heightened 
sense of myself. At what point acting out of such an impulse may reduce a woman to a "piece of a--" for doing 
so and the man to a piece of s--- for approaching the woman ill this way is a question that my sense of privacy 
bids me leave unexplored.. 
 

The elemental genius of language would have it that this region so intimately bound to radiating out 
pieces of oneself, can also inspire in me the gesture of considering the other person as a piece of one thing or 
another. Ill this region one can inwardly experience how the entire sphere of human sexuality and birth control 
is intimately bound with the qualities of trust and mistrust, patience, jealousy, vengefulness, etc. 
 

When I experience the fact that I find a strong impulse to penetrate, to pierce, to batter into another in 
this sphere of my being I gain some insight into wily marriages based on "accidents" (impatient sexuality) or 
relationships based on the "battle of the sexes" (physical conquest) often are surrounded by the atmosphere of 
pride, jealousy, wrath and vengeance (all excesses which also stream up out of this region). That a relationship 
based on an impatient will for penetrating resistance-for battering-ends up in the courts as a case of a "battered 
woman" who has been mentally, verbally or physically abused, treated like a piece of something, is not 
surprising if one investigates one of the primal gestures in the Scorpio region of experience. In such cases it 
seems to me that my will for penetration, for in-sight, my desire to feel the tension in such an experience has 
hardened in itself, and my relation to the public world outside of me has become one of using it as all 
opportunity to experience myself through battering against it. 
 

I also find in this region the dynamics of separating and uniting, attacking and retreating. The process of 
analysis, of separating seems to give rise to a mood of waking up. It is curious to observe that whereas the 
processes ill my stomach and colon can remain relatively unconscious to me, I can have a more vivid -and 
wakeful experience of the processes of my reproductive and excretory systems. I sometimes feet that there 
exists a hidden will to be awake in these regions of experience and in a sense, reflecting the processes found 
there, take them apart, analyze and get to know them with intent consciousness. 
 
 Continuing to observe myself when living in these processes I also find the following. When the living 
thought currents surrounding this region are stimulated they call forth in my conscious life a way of looking at 
the world which I would call dynamism. My impression is that the forces which shape that region of my form 
and body so intimately bound to the experience of strain and stress, pressure, is related to those processes in the 
external world that are explained through the sciences of statics and dynamics. In this region I observe myself 
experiencing the world as the interplay of "forces"; the variation in the forces and intensity 
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of things. The inner tension and relaxation, the inner pressure of stress and straining that I can experience in the 
uniting and separating in the processes of excretion and reproduction I find also in the world of dynamics, in 
mechanics. Stress in a physical sense is considered a constraining force of influence (a force exerted when one 
body or body part presses on, pulls on, pushes against or tends to compress or twist another body part). I can see 
and feel its intimate relation to some of the instinctive gestures that work in me in the excretory and 
reproductive processes. 
 

When I further consider how much knowledge of the world of dynamics, of mechanics - the mutual 
stresses and strains of forces and bodies - is used in technology and how deeply technology is connected to the 
excretory processes in the economy of nature: industrial wastes; air pollution; use of fossil fuels and rapid 
spiritualization of raw materials (the untouchable nuclear wastes - outcasts of technological excretion), I can 
have insight into the intimate relation between the use of technology and the potential death and destruction of 
the life of civilization itself. My inner experience of the separating and discarding processes in my excretion; 
my active will for penetration and seeing into (in-sight) I find living in this region of my being. Here also I find 
the inherent tension of the balance between my will for action and my desire to have true insight as the 
foundation for my action. I think to myself that technology intensifies and reproduces the power of the Scorpio 
region. It accelerates the death processes through premature spiritualization of the forces lying within various 
natural resources. Just as the flower expresses its essence through its aroma, so are coat, wood, fossil fuels, and 
atoms prematurely spiritualized through exploiting their combustive potentials which, in their consumption, 
leave the by-products of so-called "industrial wastes." 
 

When I experience this region in myself, I also discover the tension between patience and impatience; 
the strain of public and private, action and contemplation. I find in my will in Scorpio the awareness that I must 
not prematurely penetrate; I must not too "rudely awaken" what is still rightly sleeping ("let sleeping dogs lie"). 
I must overcome my will to kill what is alive in order to get to know what is going on inside of it, to see what 
makes it lick. I remember Sigmund Freud writing that someone had remarked how wonderful it was that 
through modern technology one could be contacted across the ocean in case anyone at home might be in need. 
He replied that if it were not for the same modern technology one would never have been so far away from 
home in the first place. Civilization and its discontents! 
 

In this region I find a sometimes reckless mood of wanting to create and then desiring to destroy what I 
have created, if only to rebuild it again. I think of the miracle of modern surgery in caring for victims of 
"'accidents." I marvel at the cruelty of machinery in relation to the human body and my potential recklessness in 
respect to it. I wonder if the impatient will to penetrate space with a vehicle powered through the 
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hasty spiritualization of the earth's substance - leaving behind its excretion of "air pollution" and the like - could 
be mastered through self-conquest? Then the expertise of the surgeon's sometimes hasty will to pierce the 
patient could also be mastered, making unnecessary the sometimes impatient spiritualization of the patient by 
virtue of his premature death? Of course, perhaps not completely in the spirit of "cleverness'' or 
"mean-spiritedness" I wonder whether "God will know his own" and the "accident" - the fruit of the driver's 
reckless impatience has actually been the remedy for his untamed wildness of soul. "He who lives by the sword 
shall die by the sword." 
 

In this region of Scorpio I find the organic basis for my own and this civilizations's struggle with its 
impulse to "search or research and destroy." Is there no other way to gain insight into something without killing 
it and taking it apart? 
 

The Scorpio forces and that world view streaming out of them have their place in the economy of human 
life and nature, but when they begin to overstep the proper bounds of their respective domain the rest of life will 
inevitably be endangered. 
 

Humpty Dumpty sat on the wall, 
Humpty Dumpty had a great fall. 
All the King's horses and all the King's men, 
Couldn't put Humpty Dumpty together again." 

 
In Scorpio I find that I can fall into an almost mechanical mood of fighting for its own sake. Strictly 

speaking it seems as if I am fighting for the sake of the pride I experience in myself through the strain and 
tension of piercing resistance, of overcoming obstacles. When I stop to think about what I am doing, after I have 
raged at my automobile or been guilty of one "senseless killing" or another I can find that my "frustration" is 
due to the experience of my sheer physical strength or strength of understanding not being equal to the 
resistance offered me. In other cases I discover that I may be with my left hand wreaking havoc on the world 
and terrifying its populous, so that with my right I can heroically exercise my strength in saving the world, 
protecting the people from one of the many perils that beset them. I think a little more insight into this region of 
my being would help me overcome its sometimes arrogant selfrighteousness. Such fierce ironies I find here; so 
intimately bound with the experiences of death and pride in the battle with death. Behind all of these dynamic 
machinations of my self-importance may there not stand the simple fact that I am attached to the experience of 
myself in the stress and strain, pressure and tension of that strength and vigilance I need in fighting with the 
many "adversaries" of myself and humanity? Are. they adversaries my incisive mind queries? Does or does not 
God know his own? We are all going to die someday. God takes us all, so are 
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we not all his own? But who will be salvaged from the fire, and who will be lost? 
 

Exploring this region farther, this region of stresses and strains, I can understand that when my sense of 
my self becomes too tightly wound tip inside I can be called twisted. When I am twisted or warped in my 
character I can give way to many forms of cruelty and destructiveness or self-cruelty and destructiveness. 
 

The extension of my will for self-destruction is self-murder where with invidious logic I feet that I will 
have overcome the many frustrations I find in riot being able to penetrate what lies behind the countless riddles 
of life. Through the realization of this will I seem to instinctively feel that prematurely "I will see even as I am 
seen" so I do not have to go through the agony of waiting any longer. In these inner moods I feet somehow as if 
the twisting: the inner winding, interlacing, wringing and wrenching through which I experience myself in this 
region has grown too "tight" and "intense." As an "outlet" for this "intensity" - being pushed to the "breaking 
point" - I am inspired to uncontrolled, reckless action, speech or inner violence towards myself or others. This 
temporarily relieves the tension, as excretion temporarily relieves the tension, only to build tip again to find 
"expression" in some other form of release. Holding on and letting go. Attacking and retreating. 
 

"Let all bitterness and wrath and anger and clamour, and evil speaking, be put away from you, with 
all notice. And be ye kind one to another, tenderhearted, forgiving one another, even as God for 
Christ's sake hath forgiven you." 
Ephesians 4:31-32 

 
Yes, my clever mind thinks, but didn't God get us into this in the first place. 

 
When I re-enter the Scorpio region I find that the formative currents shaping my reproductive and 

excretory regions radiate up into the area of my larynx and come to a focus there. I can experience a strong 
tension of concentration in this area of the vocal chords, the Adam's apple. Perhaps now I understand a little 
more deeply the mystery of the apple and Adam desiring to "know" his wife and its relation to human sexuality. 
"Pride goeth before destruction and a haughty spirit before a fall." (Did the fall have to do with that region 
where I find in myself the tendency towards pride, the processes of excretion, separation, the will for knowing 
through penetrating as in sexuality?) The gesture of my will for separation through excretion, my will for 
penetration through sexuality which I discovered in the lower regions of my form and body, their relation to 
dynamism, my love for a fight, the balance of holding in and letting out, now become focalized in my desire to 
project myself out into the world through the exercise of my speech, the restraint I feel in the exercise of my 
speech. 
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"A soft answer turns away wrath, but a harsh word stirs up 
anger." 
Proverbs 15:1 
 
"Do not speak anything harsh. Those who are spoken to will answer you (in the same way), since 
angry talk is painful, retaliation will touch you." 
Dhammapada X:5 
 

 
My sometimes uncontrolled will for penetration, which can degenerate into cruelty and arrogance, my 

will to pierce through another or into the world physically, I also find expressing itself in my soul through my 
speech. When I am sarcastic, sardonic, acerbic, acid or ironic I speak out of this region of my being. Whether I 
am "speaking diggers" or using them, I have little doubt that they are diggers. My mocking, scorning or 
scolding attitude is often connected with my feeling of superiority to another person's physical or intellectual 
weakness. Rattier than use my strength of insightfulness, incisiveness and dynamism to inspire and awaken 
other's will for the healthy strain of struggle 'and overcoming, I can harden in the experience of myself and 
hatefully, cruelly wound and pierce others. In this mood of recklessness with my speech: 
 

,,lie that is slow to anger is better than the mighty: and lie that ruleth his spirit than fie that taketh a city." 
 

Proverbs 16:32 
 

I call also find the motivating force to be that of "frustration." However incisively I wield the sword of 
my speech I am unable to awaken, to "get through" to the other man. Then my frustration can turn into a kind of 
righteous anger and my word can be wielded as a sword or scalpel to cut out and cut through that which is 
untrue, poisonous, harmful ill the world, in myself, or in another. I want to stir up, arouse, awaken that which 
has become bound too tightly; is too passive and too sleepy. I find the intensity of struggle in this region with 
the sword of my word repeatedly reminding me of the Beatitude: "Blessed are the merciful for they shall obtain 
mercy." How can I be merciful without becoming weak, and ineffective in my defense of myself and others? 
How can I overcome the sadism of my stinging sarcasm, my viper's tongue, without losing its razor sharp edge 
("Be ye vigilant, lest your adversary like a hungry lion will devour you"). Without it I and others could be 
reduced to a passive, defenseless state of suffering pain without any hope or recourse to action which could alter 
this condition. I can overcome my tendency to arrogant self-esteem and self-assertion in this region through the 
recollections of my mortality. How enormous my arrogance could become if I was not repeatedly chastened and 
humbled 
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through the awakening sting of my awareness of pain, suffering and death! Pain, pride and death. In pain I wake 
partially. In death I wake fully. How proud I can be of my pain. How proud I can be of my wakefulness, my 
vigilance, my enlightenment! ' "Death, where is thy sting." "Death, be not proud." What is this mysterious 
relation between pride, the desire for insight and death? I feel this compulsion to know in Scorpio, this arrogant 
temptation to appear that I know. How proud I can be of what I know. How hungry I can be to know more. A 
teacher of mine once said: "Scorpio would die to know." I remember thinking: "Or kill to know." 
 

In Scorpio I want to cut away any excess so that I can see clearly: so that I can penetrate inside that 
which I am investigating. I remember my experiences of November. The tension of the leaves clinging to the 
branches and slowly dropping to the ground when they lose the strength to "hold on" any longer. I think of this 
separating process, this making public that which was united with a particular part of the world. I see this 
gesture related to the dropping of faecal matter from the human being. 'File final separation from the living 
organism of products which are waste. Life is receding. Through the now exposed evidence of a previously 
concealed life I can get to know that which was inside which has now become outside. I would trace the living, 
private, conceited life, through the cast off residues of that life now made public. Though this life has been "cut 
off" from the organism of nature, and I can feel "cut off" in my investigation of it, this very experience of 
isolation and separation enables me to be more awake and vigilant in these processes at this time of year. 
Previously life was too abundant for me to stand outside of it sufficiently to give it a wakeful consideration. 
Now like the scavenger, the spirit of November, the spirit in November and December picks away the list 
remnants of what is still living from the previous year. Will I discover through this, what actually lay behind, 
inside, the abundance in which I sometimes felt myself lost in the preceding months? Is my will to cut away any 
excess almost a form of revenge on nature for tier having obscured my consciousness - through tier warmth and 
livingness not long before? I'm afraid that at times I would wake up with a vengeance and perhaps technological 
humanity is also waking up with a vengeance and forgetting the richness and value of its previous stages in 
history. We would prod and pierce, wake tip and rouse Nature herself with that proud vengeance which may 
feel that its vigilance has been obscured through the seductive sympathy of more temperate, less severe, times. 
 

Next I find myself entering into another region of my human form which I have also found standing in 
relation to Scorpio. From the region of my reproductive and excretory organs I have moved up into the region 
of my throat. From my throat I find myself moving around the area of my brow and my nose. I feel a strong 
gesture of concentration around the region of my brow and nose and see the picture of an eagle 
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arise before my mind's eye. In relation to my nose I find my sense of smell also strongly stimulated. I see a 
further picture before me. A dog will bark, barking, following his nose, sniffing around the excretory 
reproductive organs of another dog. I see in this picture an expression of the living link I find in myself between 
the excretory- reproductive processes, my speech (barking) focussed at the center of my throat, and the region 
of my nose, the center for my sense of smell. Much can be brought to light of this region of experience through 
investigating this picture and these relations. 
 

When I analyze, separate and take apart, when I search, do research, I am "trying to look into carefully, 
thoroughly in an effort to find something, to discover possible places of concealment, to penetrate the hidden 
intentions inside of something." I am in the borderland between private and public, inside and outside, 
concealing and revealing: that borderland where the visible world is spiritualized into the invisible, the 
borderland between life and death, where all that remains is the aroma, the essence, the "waste- products" of this 
process of dying, of leaving the visible, substantial for the invisible, insubstantial. Part of the intrigue of this 
region has to do with the search and discovery, so that that which is concealed can be revealed, that which is 
visible can become invisible, that which is inside can become outside. It has an intimate relation to the will to 
express, manifest into the physical world itself. From the primal gesture of thrusting and piercing the the 
reproductive processes, to the gesture of "speaking out" in the soul, to the relentless pursuit of "insight," search 
and research in the spirit, the gesture of penetration and withdrawal, manifestation and spiritualization, creating 
and destroying, this courage for the physical, this will to understand the dynamics of the physical through 
penetrating its pieces, is one of the riddles which seems to arise before a patient investigation of the Scorpio 
region. 
 

Like the dog, the intellectual faculties intimately linked to my nose, throat and sexual- reproductive 
regions, inspire in me the will to search and research the remnants of life-scents and aromas - the spiritualized 
essence of life remains. Out of these scents this region of my being, through patient investigation, would gain 
insight into the nature of that life which has left these traces, this carrion, corpses, corruptible remains behind. 
 

Somewhat proud of this insight I now think. This is the basis for the traditional relation of Scorpio to the 
world of research. This is the background of the academic mentality of "publish or perish." The ground for the 
intellectual "dogfights" with all the jealousy, suspicion and pride of conquest which we can find in the earlier 
considered stories of "battered women." In Scorpio I would penetrate, conquer intellectually with my curious 
nose, as in Scorpio I would pierce and conquer physically with my sometimes reckless reproductive organ. 
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It is interesting to observe that the reproductive organs, the nose, and the throat through speech, are all 
regions of the body which project away from it. This is almost a physical expression of the inherent nature of 
this archetype to project out, penetrate into the world. 
 

Let us return to the picture of the dog. Amidst a sea of impressions it has this remarkable capacity to 
stay focussed, on track of what it is after. The Sherlock Holmes of the animal world. Following cities and 
scents, following its nose. The nose. My nose itches to "poke, to pry, to prod into others business." flow nosey I 
can be. Clever me replies: without it how will I ever find out about anything! Always an answer: knows it all. 
Suspicion is my nose smelling for rats. Aromas and essences, scents are the expression of what remains in the 
process of dying. The embodiment of following my nose lies in the dogs. I find this dog in myself. Sniffing, 
smelling, curiosity, following the scent. The nose knows or would find out. I'm just dying to know, says my 
nose. Snooping around. Yes, flow much impatience there is, curiosity, suspicion that lives around my nose, that 
has created my nose. I must have insight, says my nose. But you are killing life to gain it, responds my heart. 
But Scorpio does not hear because it cannot see, following the particular scent, beyond the end of its nose. 
 

What of pride I ask my nose. Don't I "cut off my nose to spite my face." There are volumes about this 
region in these words. Spite, pride. Don't I "look down my nose" at someone. Don't I "have my nose in the air." 
My intellect, will for searching and researching, gaining insight. Pride and my nose. Patience and my nose. How 
much harm has come through the arrogance of impatient, premature "publication" of research findings. How 
much harm has come through the violation and murder of life for the sake of the nose's impatient will for 
"knowledge." flow much good has come through our deeper understanding of life's riddles. How much good has 
come through the making public the fruits of patient research leading to genuine insight. How much good has 
come through the humane investigation of life in the service of life. Damned if we do and damned if we don't. 
In Scorpio the serpent is biting its own tail. 
 

Through the power of my intellect, my insight, I experience myself in the crossing between my own 
thought and the world. The world's riddles wake me up in this region through the intense concentration 
necessary for me to see into them. I wonder whether premature publication and uncontrolled speech ("verbal 
diarrhoea'') can be understood as a lack of binding in the life of my spirit and my soul, a form of diarrhoea of 
the spirit and soul. I wonder whether my excessive will for secrecy and privacy, my jealousy guarding what is 
mine, may not be a kind of constipation of my spirit and my soul, too tightly bound and twisted into itself. 
 

I go back to the words: "Who God loveth, he chasteneth" and wonder whether the chastening hand of 
God, under Scorpio, through the 
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pain of tension, stress and strain is not truly the strong hand of His love for me. Is not this pain correcting me, 
alerting me, waking me to cut away what is declining and salvage only what is worthy of being passed oil? 
 

Through excretion nature in me chastens what is harmful, and expels it. 
 

The editor cuts away excess. The surgeon cuts and chastens what threatens the health of my body. The 
researcher cuts through masses of life to reduce his findings to what is essential is the expression of the insight 
or wisdom lie has gained through his investigation. The Internal Revenue Service, taxes, would take any 
apparent excess from the individual. 
 

The editor chastens and scavenges spiritually. 
 

The surgeon chastens and scavenges physically. 
 

The researcher chastens and scavenges spiritually. 
 

The tax mail chastens and scavenges physically. 
 

The healthful scavengers and chasteners would protect and strengthen life through their activities. 
Becoming excessive they can violate and weaken life through over zeal or aggressive interference. Lacking 
strength they leave life unprotected and without defense against that which would contaminate or overcome it 
through excess. 
 

Having shared some of my impressions of the Scorpio region, let me now try to make some more sense 
of its inherent living logic. The virtue of humility and patience leading to insight stands between the too much 
of pride and impatience, wrath, jealousy, vengeance, excessive curiosity and the too little of false-humility, 
mean-spiritedness (wily bother attitude) and submissive, defenseless subservience to another's will (as a dog to 
his master.) Trying to fathom this living logic I can experience the familiar feeling of "frustration" that the 
tangle of the subtle web of Scorpio still resists my ability to fully penetrate it. I ask myself is this frustration not 
the source of my wrath and suspicion? And are not these spectres of my soul twisted expressions of my 
thwarted will for defending myself against my sense of flow much in my life is (lark and unknown? 
 

Is not my wrath simply the fire of my action untempered by the light of my insight contending with 
some dark enemy whom I lack the strength to clearly see? Is not my suspicion simply a gnarled and knotted will 
that I still see "through a glass darkly" and not yet face-to-face; a frustrated expression of my longing to get to 
"the bottom of a situation?" Is not my feeling of pride a necessary antidote to the fact that in that region of my 
being where I can experience my own strength I am also daily humbled by the necessity of my responding to 
"the call of nature ?" Is it simply the deviousness of psychoanalytical thinking that might connect the literal 
dropping of a bomb and the consequent chaos, destruction and death, the metaphorical "dropping of a bomb" in, 
for example, the world of research, bringing chaos and "killing" previous 
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theories, with the dropping of faeces in the "editorial," processes of excretion itself? My exploration of this 
region of experience tells me that these connections are neither accidental nor symbolic. Rather the same 
spiritual forces that have worked to shape the excretory region, also work within the world of military warfare, 
and intellectual warfare-that is research. Without our participation in the processes of Scorpio where would the 
necessary regulation of what was old and needing to be cast off come from ? Without the experience of our 
Mortality where would the inspiration to vigilance and the constant exertion of one's strength to the utmost be 
called forth? For each of us, under Scorpio, stands with the surgeon. Impatient action, without true insight, can 
lead to further decline, harm and possible death. Inability to act, can also lead to further decline, harm and 
possible death. In the region of Scorpio we must strain to the utmost to strike the ever- recurring pose, the 
poised intent, of intense vigilance in action and investigation. Scorpio seems to demand nothing less. Damned if 
we do and damned if we don't! 
 

Let me try to give one final look at the evidence I have gathered of this sometimes dark and mysterious 
region of experience. 
 

In the excretory processes we find this tension of holding in and letting go, of private and public, 
concealment and revelation, attack and retreat. The intensive inner straining and binding. The lack of strength 
and binding. Tenacity and laxness. Pushing out and drawing in. The excretory processes stand guard over the 
health of the body, casting out what is foreign to it, protecting it from contamination and corruption. Once again 
we find the virtue of this vigilant activity, this strong, watchful and protective stance. Through this vigilance of 
the excretory processes life is maintained and refined. 
 

In the male reproductive processes we find the will for penetration; the tension and relaxation, the 
distension and release, attack and withdrawal. We discover through the stresses and strains of these regions, 
through the inherent pressure and release, a force of friction, which works to wake us up, make us self-aware. 
Neither too passive, nor too aggressive; too lax nor too fight, too loose nor too "up-tight," we strive to maintain 
the intent balance of poised vigilance. 
 

Would it be true to say that through the radiating, seeking and searching of the reproductive processes 
there is expressed an instinctive will for perpetuation of the physical aspect of life? Is not this ceaseless will of 
cat and mouse, hide and seek, turn oil and turn off, a kind of exploratory search for the best means of 
perpetuating life itself? Is this region a meeting place where that which is deadly dly to life is cast off and where 
those processes are set in motion where new life is initiated? 
 

Are not jealousy and zeal, too tightly bound, too twisted and wound up expressions of the experience of 
strain and pressure necessary for true vigilance in this region. Jealousy and zeal hold fast too tenaciously. Are 
not excessive detachment and complaisance too loosely bound expressions of the healthy strain and pressure 
necessary for true 
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vigilance in this region? Excessive detachment and complaisance do not hold fast enough. 
 

When we follow this sphere into the soul we find it expresses itself in the will to radiate and penetrate, 
protect and awaken, through the exercise of speech. Are not sarcasm, mockery, scorn, too tightly bound, too 
twisted expressions of the experience of stress and strain necessary for true vigilance of soul in human speech. 
Are they not often the fruit of the feeling of frustration at its lack of power to penetrate, awaken, stir? Sarcasm, 
mockery and scorn hold fast too tenaciously, probe too roughly, pierce too directly. Are not abstractness, 
anodynes, soporifics (pain killers of the soul) not too loosely bound (endless spinning in the spider's web, flying 
off into the heights without strength and courage) expressions of the will for wakefulness and protection of the 
soul from inner corruption in this region. Abstractness, anodynes and soporifics do not hold fast enough. 
 

When we follow this sphere into the region of the spirit we find it expresses the will to radiate and 
penetrate, to search and research, to gain true insight. Through this spiritual vigilance centered around the nose 
and related to one faculty of intellect the human being would fight to eliminate ideas which may be poisonous. 
He would fight to get to the bottom of what is afflicting the world. Without this will to test and try all things, to 
search out the truth and gain wisdom from life, would we not be dumb and defenseless creatures destined to 
suffer passively (suffering that lacks insight turns to bitterness). Are not pride of knowledge, relentless 
curiosity, suspicion, mistrust, too tightly bound, too twisted expressions of the healthy experience of stress and 
strain necessary for true vigilance of spirit in human knowledge? Are they not often the overwrought response 
to the countless voices of ache, the piercing cries of pain, that call upon our human spirits to bind, concentrate 
and awaken out. forces in the defense against that which would make us passive victims of dark and 
impenetrable destinies? Pride of knowledge, relentless curiosity, suspicion, mistrust are means of self-defense 
which hold fast too tenaciously, probe too impatiently, act too rashly. Are not wilful ignorance, self -destructive 
mean-spiritedness, hovering and spinning lost in one's thoughts, unthinking credulity, too loosely bound 
expressions of the will for wakefulness and protection of the human spirit from lies and betrayal. Wilful 
ignorance, self-destructive mean-spiritedness (wily bother), hovering and spinning, subservient, unthinking 
credulity do not hold fast enough. 
 

Between the too much and too little of this region I feel the strain of poised intentness, standing 
balanced between my will for action, my will for contemplation. I act. I project myself out into the world. I 
strive to penetrate and awaken. Then I review the fruits of my action in contemplation. I contemplate and 
explore the insights gained in contemplation through their effects in the world of action. I retreat, hold 
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back, gather my forces in inner intentness, pruning. I separate what was helpful from what was not. 
 

My genuine humility is not lax, not indifferent, riot mean-spirited, but one that is willing to go 
repeatedly through the chastening which inspires me to cut away and refine what is imperfect within me, dead 
and needs he discarded. I experience the healthy feeling of pride in my sense of strength and mastery, always 
mindful that I do not battle simply to experience myself in conflict, nor to gain release from the stress of my 
inner intentness, but in defense of that which is weak or defenseless or worthy of enduring. When I, as the 
strong warrior of Mars, raise my tempered sword, I do so in the spirit of mercy. Not in impatient pride, 
vengeance or wrath, but with strength, humility and insight I wield the surgeon's scalpel, the researcher's mind, 
the minister's word, and with penetration and courage I turn my far-seeing gaze and strong arm for battle to 
deeds of kindness inspired by insight. 
 

Let me end this investigation of this region of experience with that noble expression of some of the 
inherent possibilities lying within it. 

 
"Love is patient and kind, love is not jealous or boastful; it is not arrogant or rude. Love does not 
insist oil its own way, it is not irritable or resentful, it does not rejoice at wrong, but rejoices in the 
right. Love bears all things, believes all things, hopes all things, endures all things." 
1 Corinthians 13 
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SCORPIO 
 

"Reproving others is easy, but to receive reproof and allow it free course is difficult." 
Duke of Hin 
 
''Pih-e and Shuh'ts'e did not keep the former wickedness of men in mind, and hence the resentments 
directed towards them were few." 
Confucius 
 
"Blessed are the merciful, for they shall obtain mercy." 
Matthew 5:7 
 
"And whosoever shall exalt himself shall be abased; and lie that shall humble himself shall be 
exalted." 
Matthew 23:12 
 
"...Put up again thy sword into his place; for all they that take the sword shall perish with the 
sword..." 
Matthew 26:52 
 
"An uncontrolled pen serves but to destroy." 
Gandhi 
 
"Pride goeth before destruction, and a haughty spirit before a fall." 
Proverbs 16:18 
 
"The heights of the spirit can only be climbed by passing through the portals of humility." 
Rudolf Steiner 
 
"Dearly beloved, avenge not yourselves, but rather give place unto wrath; for it is written 
Vengeance is mine; I will repay, saith the Lord." 
Romans 12:19 
 
"My son, despise not the chastening of the Lord, neither be weary of his correction: For whom the 
Lord loveth the correcteth: even as a father the son in whom the deligliteth." 
Proverbs 3:11-12 
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VIRTUE: CONTROL OF SPEECH (TONGUE) BECOMES FEELING FOR TRUTH 

 
"This man seldom speaks: when lie does, He is sure to hit the point." 
Confucius 

 
VICE: (Excess) GOSSIP, SLANDER 
 

".Even so the tongue is a little member, and boasteth great things. Behold, how great a matter a little 
fire kindleth! And the tongue is a fire, a word of iniquity: so is the tongue among our members, that 
it defileth the whole body, and setteth on fire the course of nature." 
James 3:5-6 

 
VICE: (lack) MORALIZING, SUBJECTIVITY OF OPINION 
 

"From the want of benevolence and the want of wisdom will ensue the entire absence of propriety 
and righteousness. The man who would be benevolent is like the archer. The archer adjusts himself 
and then He shoots. If he misses, he does not murmur against those who surpass him he simply 
turns round and seeks the cause of his failure in himself." 
Mencius 2 

 
SENSE: SENSE OF TASTE 
 

"Gossip is a sort of smoke that conies from the dirty tobacco-pipes of those who diffuse it: it proves 
nothing but the bad taste of the smoker." 
George Eliot 
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FORMATIVE REGIONS: Thighs, upper arms, forebrain 

 
"Just as a fletcher makes straight his arrow, the wise man makes straight his trembling unsteady 
thought which is difficult to guard and difficult to hold back (restrain)." 
 
Dhammapada 111 

 
CENTER OF THE FORM: Brow (6) 
 

"Our minds possess by nature an insatiable desire to know the truth.', 
Cicero 

 
WORLD VIEW: MONADISM 
 

If we honestly strive for truth, then truth will be the victorious impulse in the world, not through us 
but through the power which it has in itself." 
Rudolf Steiner 
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SAGITTARIUS 
 

Turning my attention to the region of Sagittarius I find that I enter a sometimes fiery, spirited, restless 
and extravagant mood. At other times I am concentrated, single-minded and single- pointed. This fiery stretch, 
this tension ill the bow can also grow slack and weak. This stretching and striving, laxity and slackness radiates 
along my thighs and upper arms with their long and highly developed musculature. Living in the stretch of these 
muscles I call well understand why this region of experience has classically been related to the centaur, horse, 
archer and hunter. This impulse to dash or shoot forward with my legs or to aim and let fly my arrows for a 
target with my arms, when it radiates up into my conscious life seems to gather its force around my brow, at the 
base of my nose. 
 

Following this single-mindedness of concentrated aspiration towards my goal, I also find this force 
radiating up into my mouth. It stimulates my tongue which would then speak with directness and 
straightforwardness, like an arrow let fly from a bow. 
 

Living within this fire radiating from my thigh and upper arm to around my brow I sometimes find it 
gathered together there. When I enter into this region I find my thinking having the character of logic. This 
logic can, with the same single-minded fire as is expressed by a horse in a race, pursue its goal with vigor and 
attention. I wonder whether the same strong life that has formed the muscles of my thighs and biceps has not 
also formed this region of my brain where I find the capacity to shape thought after thought? This outer 
stretching in the lower part of my body seems to call forth an inner stretching within this region of my mental 
life, and the largeness of these muscles - their span seems to have to do with what is called "broadness of mind." 
 

As I enter more deeply into this region I find the possibility for thought to be intensified into vision 
through the further concentration of this single-pointed flame. This power of vision I find in the prophets and 
seers. I am reminded of the words of the seer John: "And behold, I saw a white horse." 
 

I remember that Aristotle, the father of logic, was the head of a school of Peripatetics. It was the custom 
of the Peripatetics to go on journeys and to discourse while they were walking. I see the fire of the thigh 
exercised in this walking and imagine it radiating up around the wonderfully shaped head of Aristotle, as he 
discoursed on logic, thought following thought. I see the picture of his pupil, Alexander, made famous for 
taming a horse. He rides forth carrying the thoughts of his teacher over the earth. 
 

I wonder whether the seeker, traveller, and hunter in the world, the mail of the thigh, the broad-minded, 
thoughtful man becomes the seeker, traveller and hunter in the inner world, the world of philosophic and 
metaphysical striving. The external travelling becomes the inner 
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travelling and the external shooting from place to place becomes that concentrated will of the inner eye to go 
directly to one's goal. The outer aim and ''hitting the mark" becomes the "inner aim" and hitting the mark of 
directed attention. 
 

In redirecting the outer force inwards I can experience being stretched. The horse and hunter within me 
is riot yet tamed. Restless and frisky is the outer horse who must be tamed by its rider over years of striving. 
Restless and untamed are the forces of my inner horse who must also be mastered by its rider through years of 
striding , of striving. 
 

I watch a horse race. The sheer intensity of disciplined will. Straightforwardness. Blinders preventing 
the horse from looking right or left. I think of the words of Socrates: 'Truth is always straightforward." Or 
Thoreau: 'Truth never turns to rebuke falsehood: her own straightforwardness is the severest correction." The 
horse that turns left or right cannot win the race nor reach the goat. My concentrated attention must turn neither 
left nor right. It must be tamed, disciplined and directed. 
 

"Just as the fletcher makes straight his arrow, the wise man makes straight his trembling, unsteady 
thought which is difficult to guard and difficult to fold back." 
Buddha (Dhammapada) 

 
Just as the horse must look neither left nor right, but straightway fly towards its goal, so I, in my 

aspiration towards the truth, must make my trembling, unsteady thought, difficult to guard and difficult to hold 
back, concentrated, intent and straight, or I will miss my mark. 
 

This intensity and energy of disciplined will comes to fruition in a strong power of attention focused at 
the region of the brow where logical thinking can become vision. 
 

How can I understand the experiences I find in this region? The struggles with its weaknesses: slander 
and subjectivity of judgement? Its virtue, control of, speech becomes a feeling for truth. 
 

A picture arises before my mind's eye. I see the horse with a bit in his mouth. I see how important the 
tongue is for the horse. I watch him eagerly licking the sweets from my hand. 
 

Then I look into myself and find the same fire of concentrated will that would awaken my logic also 
awaken and stimulate my tongue, the most mobile part of my head. 'This little member can kindle a great fire" 
James) because a great fire stands behind this little member. 
 

I see this stretching and striving towards a goal radiate up into my head and stimulate my tongue-stick 
out my tongue - to darting gestures of arrows flying. I find myself verbally, conceptually, shooting arrows at 
this and that. I think: gossip and slander are fiery arrows shot around me left and right. The very tension of this 
fire when it darts up into my conscious life, in leaping left and right, can issue forth in precipitous 
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judgements. Then I can judge, project out, all the unseen-through attributes of my own feelings, tastes and 
attitudes onto this person or that object. In my fiery hunt for "the truth," the "whole truth" and nothing but "the 
truth," I am certain that sonic one or sonic tiling out there is to blame. For when I am "oil the hunt" anything 
(other than myself) may become game for my aim (game for my blame that is!) 

 
"The man who would be benevolent is like the archer. The archer adjusts himself and then he 
shoots. If he misses, he does riot murmur against those who surpass him He simply turns round and 
seeks the cause of his failure in himself." 
Mencius 

 
Just as the horse needs blinders to prevent it from looking around and distracting it from its goal, so do I 

need blinders for single-minded aspiration towards my goal of truth, or I will lose the race through looking 
around me. 
 

I come to see that in the horse race as in long distance running essentially I am on my own. It seems that 
I compete, but truly I compete only with myself. In this region I stand alone within my solitary, singlepointed 
aspiration. Unless I can understand the necessity of blinders to my striving, my looking about will continue to 
hamper my progress. My true aim is to bring my thought to focus with strong attention; then shoot for my goal, 
arriving there with complete straight-forwardness. 
 

Gossip and slander are uncontrolled, undisciplined fires of aspiration, prematurely shot abroad. 
 

The more 1 hold my attention on my goal, the greater the control of my tongue. With the control of my 
tongue 1 can experience the unfolding of that philosophic sense of taste, the "feeling for truth." 
 

As 1 continue to hold fast to this concentrated attention of aspiration an(d thought; learning to discipline, 
contain and control my tongue in approaching each judgement, 1 can feel the relation between tasting and my 
experience of the tension of stretching to find what is true. My feeling for truth is like ail inner tasting, an inner 
stretching. The bit of my mouth, my )lands oil the reigns, I shoot from my bow the arrow of speech towards the 
target of truth. 
 

'This man seldom speaks; when he does, he is sure to hit the point.', 
Confucius 

 
in the too little of Sagittarius I lack force, intensity and strength to draw myself together in 

single-minded concentration oil a goal. In this condition I violate my relation to the tension of truth through 
vague philosophizing and platitudinizing. I often make generalized statements "benevolently" or say the right 
thing at the wrong time. The lack of energy in this region can give rise to that inner mood which suggests a 
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kind of subjectivity of judgement. It argues, without a strong will for logical thinking, that truth is relative all is 
merely a matter of tastes or opinions. Lacking the energy to pursue a "line of thought" to its straightforward, 
logical conclusions, this laxness within me would build a philosophy based on its own inherent weakness, rather 
than recognize the subjective element ill its own position; its lack of strength to attain its goal.  
 

This same weakness can be reflected in the related region of my mouth and my tongue's sense for taste. 
My inability to make subtle distinctions and my inclination to taste indiscriminately many different 
philosophies, foods or works of art without ally clear sense for qualitative differences reflects this weakness. 
There is little feeling for what is done ill "good taste" or "bad taste." 
 

One of the riddles of this region is that each man's path ill relation to it has a potentially solitary 
character, yet what each ill turn call discover ill it has a universal character - that is logic or the results of 
disciplined spiritual investigation through conscious vision. 
 

Ill this regions's mood of aspiration towards a goal I am reminded of Buddha's injunction to "right 
endeavor." If I lick the strength to will my way to true judgements and also lack the wisdom and humility to 
recognize and acknowledge my weakness, holding my position on the subjectivity of human endeavor and 
opinion, I harm not only myself but others through my arbitrary pronouncements which miss the mark. I stand 
satisfied with counting hands ill determining what is true and content myself with those conventional opinions 
that confirm my own. 
 

Although there may be "truth" in the words Polonious speaks to his son, Laertes: 
 

'To thine own self be true and it follows as the day, the night, thou canst not be false to ally mail." 
 

one may feel that it is generalized truth, characteristically spoken by the moralist who lacks a clearly 
defined, individual relation to what he is uttering. 
 

These are some of the qualities of the archer who lacks tension ill his bow. 
 

Let us look at (he results of the archer whose bow is too strongly strung. I find myself having found the 
"truth" and with scorching fire and prophetic directness telling all what it is: this is the "truth" and any question 
about it finds a ready answer connected to a comprehensive world system which has its own self-contained 
existence and self-supporting logic. This system of logic is intimately bound with those fundamental principles 
which I have chosen to be the aim and goat of my particular striving. When I am in this mood and I enter into 
conversation with another of a similar mood, although different philosophy, it feels as if we are two race horses 
aiming for a goal. We are each running our own race, pursuing our own lines of thought with single-minded 
energy, 
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leading towards our respective targets. Though we are running side by side we do not actually meet each other. 
 

What is the virtuous balance between these two extremes. 
 

Between the over taut bow that is hasty to form judgements and the bow that lacks tautness and lacks 
energy for judgement is the strung bow which is equal to the strength of the archer. Neither overshooting the 
mark through his unfocused strength nor failing short of the mark through his lack of strength, he endures the 
stretch of focused attention, and directs his mastered thought and speech ill the service of truth. 
 

Through mastery of the spirited horse of his will, through strengthening the pale horse of his will he has 
gained a serenity in his thought and speech. His devotion to truth,   
 

"When you hear words that are distasteful to your mind, you must inquire whether they be not right. 
When you hear words that accord with your own views, you must inquire whether they be not 
contrary to what is right.'' 
Shu Ching 

 
protects him from precipitous judgements and avuncular moralizing. Neither lacking truth for his unbridled 
energy, nor lacking energy for his put-suit of truth the wise mail strides single-mindedly between these two 
extremes. 
 

His serene feeling for truth, his philosophic tasting, is the fruit of the balance between vague moralising, 
subjectivity of personal opinion ,and personal taste, an(] the excessively energetic, untamed fire of insular 
philosophic views, precipitous -and prematurely direct opinions which reflect more his subjective aspiration and 
bias, rather than truth itself. 
 

Let us end this contemplation with this beautiful characterization by Schelling of some of the struggles 
implicit in this region of experience: 
 

"First and above ill, ail explanation must do justice to the thing that is to be explained, must riot 
devalue it, interpret it away, belittle it or garble it, in order to make it easier to understand. The 
question is not 'At what view' of the phenomena must we arrive in order to explain it in -accordance 
with one or another philosophy?' but precisely the reverse, 'What philosophy is requisite if we are to 
live up to the subject, be on a level with it?' The question is riot how the phenomena must be turned, 
twisted, narrowed, crippled so as to be explicable, at all costs, upon principles we have once and for 
all resolved not to go beyond. The question is 'To what point must we enlarge our thought so that it 
shall be in proportion with the phenomenon.' ...The path that leadeth on is lighted by one fire, the 
light of daring, burning in the heart..'' 
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SAGITTARIUS 
 

"In order to discover truth, we must be truthful ourselves, and must welcome those who point out 
our errors as heartily as those who approve and confirm our discoveries..." 
Max Muller 
 
"And wily beholdest thou the mote that is in thy brother's eye, but considerest not the beam that is in 
thine own eye?" 
Matthew 7:3 
 
"Very easy it is to discover flaws in others, but very difficult to see one's own. One winnows the 
shortcomings of others like chaff, but one covers his own as a dishonest gambler covers a losing 
throw." 
Dhammapada 252 
 
"The Master said: In vain have I looked for a single man capable of seeing his own faults and 
bringing the charge home against himself." 
Analects 5.26 
 
"He-that hath knowledge spareth his words." 
Proverb 17:27 
 
"Right speech is to abstain from hes and slander, from reviling, and from tattle." 
Buddha 
 
"Abusing others, speaking untruth, detracting from the merits of all men and talking idly, shall be 
the four winds of evil verbal action." 
Laws of Manu 
 
"Is there in the world any man so restrained by modesty that he avoids censure as a well-trained 
horse avoids the whip?" 
Dhammapada X:15 
 
"The mendicant who controls his tongue, who speaks wisely, not uplifted (puffed up) who 
illuminates the meaning and the law, his utterance is sweet." 
Dhammapada XXV:4 
 
"One word of truth outweighs the whole world." 
Russian Proverb 
 
"Calumny would soon starve and die of itself if nobody took it in and gave it lodging." 
Leighton 
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VIRTUE: COURAGE BECOMES REDEMPTIVE POWER 
 

"Conscience in the soul is the root of all true courage. If a man would be brave, let him learn to 
obey his conscience." 
James F. Clarke 

 
VICE: (Excess) ENVY, GREED, AMBITION 
 

"Unfortunately, people who hive authority are likely to exercise it even when their wisdom does not 
justify it." 
Anonymous 

 
VICE: (Lack) TIMIDITY 
 

"To see what is right and not to do it is want of courage." 
Confucius 

 
SENSE: SENSE OF SIGHT 
 

"Let them alone: they are blind leaders of the blind. And if the blind lead the blind, both shall fall 
into the ditch." 
Matthew 15:14 

 
FORMATIVE REGIONS: Eyes, knees, elbows, skeletal structure, column of uprightness up and down 
backbone. 
 

"A sound heart is the life of the flesh: but envy the rottenness of the bones." 
Proverbs 14:30 
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CENTER OF THE FORM: Crown, top of head (7) 
 

"The Master said: If the ruler himself is upright, all will go well even though he does not give 
orders. But if he himself is not upright, even though he gives orders, they will not be obeyed." 
Analects Confucius 

 
WORLD VIEW: SPIRITISM 
 

"She felt incapable of teaching them dogma which they no longer believed." 
Marie Curie 
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CAPRICORN 
 

.Entering this region of experience I find myself strongly aware of my bony structure: my backbone, 
knees and elbows. I move up and down my spinal column and into my eyes. Through my sense of sight I radiate 
out into the world along two parallel lines. Like the sphinx or the pharaoh, I sit oil my chair, my throne, ]lands 
on my knees. My eyes are not focused oil the sense world but are looking through the sense world beyond it. 
 

Next I see myself in Rome, before Michelangelo's Moses. The Tablets of the Law rest upon my knees, 
and the Father's will radiates through my eyes. The uprightness of my spinal column becomes all inner 
uprightness. The inner uprightness is the foundation for my moral life as the outer uprightness is the foundation, 
through the skeletal structure, for my bodily life. I see Moses bringing the Tablets of the Law engraved oil stone 
(town from Mount Sinai. The stone is the substance of my bones; my knees.  my elbows. Mount Sinai is the 
crown at the top of my head. The law is the will of the Father for my uprightness. 
 

Next I am a penitent in the desert. The ascetic. Reducing all of life to its "bare bones." It is midwinter. It 
is always midwinter in the desert. What utter stillness and loneliness I need to live in that severe and stark 
wakefulness my conscience demands. My face is hollowed, gaunt and angular like that of the mountain goat. 
The stillness about the grave. Sabbath peace. Only ill the region of deepest stillness, of deepest inner peace, 
where life has withdrawn, call I meet the Father. "Blessed are the peacemakers, for they shall be called the 
children of God." 
 

Prayer and deep contemplation live in the desert of Capricorn. Who has the courage to seek the Father in 
prayer? They say a man can't look upon the face of God and live. Is this because one cannot find the face of 
God in life, but only ill the region of death? Who has the courage to meet the Father, to seek the Father in 
prayer? To ascend the mountain of Sinai, the solitary wilderness ill his own inmost being, receive the Tablets of 
his own law and repeatedly bend his knee to the will of this Law, the law of his conscience? Awe, fear and 
earnestness live here. For ill the crystalline clarity of midwinter, in the stone Tablets, in the skeletal form, we 
meet the law of the Father: where life has receded and we "see even as we are seen." These shaping, hardening 
mineralized portions of life give us structure and definiteness. But in this relation to the Tablets of the Law, the 
Tablets of Stone; we meet the danger of over-fixity, immobilization, excessive contrition, contraction of the 
soul. 
 

I now see myself in medical school. My anatomy textbooks, my physiology textbooks, medical tradition 
are the laws, the conceptions, the skeleton around which, upon which, I will carry on my practice. 
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Next I am a monk in a religious order. The teachings presented in the various "holy books," inspired by 
the "Masters of the Law" guide and define my practice. 
 

'File law. How severe, angular and stark. The scientist reduces life to the bones of formulae. The 
religious mail reduces life to the bones of parable. Stones and bread. The law is that seed of countless lives 
passed on through the ages of time. The library. The spines of the books. The parallel lines of the aisles. The 
silence about the grave. It is always midwinter in the library, in the desert, in the regions of the law. Here there 
is deep stillness and in the deep stillness the life of the previous year is spiritualized. The seeds are saved and 
the Janus faced gaze, looking back, now looks forwards. 
 

One enters the law to contemplate the Father or the Father's work. One renounces life to prepare to serve 
the Father in life. I enter the library, the desert, the stillness of the Father, to prepare to serve the Father in the 
activity of life. Only when I am as still and concentrated as the seed can I commune with the Father. The seed is 
prayer made visible. Meditation and prayer are moods of the Father. The seed. The distilled essence of lives. I 
look into the seeds in my memory of the life of men, in a deepened mood of meditation and prayer. I seek the 
mood of the Fattier in the seed-pictures of lives. 
 

I turn my vision to the life of Gandhi. He is in England studying law. He travels to France. he speaks 
within me: "Renunciation is the highest religion." I reply: "Renunciation is the religion of the Father." he lives 
in the question and mood of prayer and austerities. He visits Churches and wonders about the "worship of 
stone." Stone is the will of the Fattier made visible. A Church is the house of the Fattier. On my knees, bent oil 
the stone floor of a Church, praying to the Fattier. Through bending my knee I overcome my self-will in relation 
to the Fattier. Through "knee-jerking" I abdicate my self -responsibility before the judgement of the Father. 
 

I see him again, he is a teacher who "disciplines" one of his students with a "ruler." he avoids 
"overloading his students with books, rather he shares with them what he has digested from books." A teacher. I 
remember the words of Henry Adams. "A mother gives life; a murderer takes life, but a teacher effects eternity. 
he can never tell where his influence stops." 
 

We are always "disciplined with a ruler." With the rule and measure of our lives. "We are measured with 
the measure with which we measure." Is not my task as a true teacher to discipline with those rules with which I 
have ruled myself? Is not the rule and discipline of any life the hand of the Fattier working within it? Only if I 
have to some measure ruled myself, through the renunciation which is discipline, call I without envy, represent 
the disciplining structure, the structure of disciplines, the rule of the Fattier. 
 
 
 



159 
 

Next I turn my gaze, I look back in my memory, to the life of Cart Jung. I look to find when he stood in 
the region of the Fattier? 
 

He is a child and he meets "God as a powerful old man who inspires him to prayer." The old mail is the 
line of tradition, the portion of the soul which never forgets: which remembers, and in remembering is 
responsible. Only old men can inspire one to prayer, because it is that which is aging within us, the old man of 
our bones, Fattier Time, that is still enough to awaken us to praying. 
 

He becomes a "serious" child. Before death few men are not serious, he sees God on a throne in a 
cathedral and stands in fear for his soul before God as a judge. Before the contractive forces of death, within the 
contractive forces of death, the soul stands contrite, diminished, in awe. 
 

Next I see him studying the history of Dogma and the Church Fathers. he also studies anatomy and 
evolutionary theory. 
 

The History of Dogma and the Church Fathers speak of his interest ill the law, the body of tradition in 
the religious life. Anatomy and evolutionary theory speak of his interest in the law, in the scientific life. 
 

Next I see him dreaming of a "lane with long rows of tombs, and a Church with burial vaults." The 
Fattier dies into stone and is resurrected in the mood of prayer filling his houses of stone. The long rows of 
tombs are bookshelves, and the burial vaults books. Tomes and tombs. A man's life is spiritualized into 
knowledge. The knowledge, gained through experience, is the distilled essence of that life. He remembers his 
life through writing it down in a book. I resurrect the memory of that life through studying that book in a mood 
of prayer. 
 

I turn my vision again to another life, to see what I can find of the mood of Capricorn, the mood of the 
Fattier, within it. This is the life of Emerson. 
 

First I see him in that mood of 'Idealizing poverty and exalting the spirit over the body." The "bare 
bones" mood of ascetic austerity. 
 

He discovers the life of prayer and becomes a pastor of an "ancient and respectable Church." This is 
redundant. All Churches are ancient and respectable. For Churches are houses of the Father; houses of prayer. 
 

He sees the "hand of God in his destiny;." is overcome by a mood of doubt and sorrow, wonders about 
the "government of God" and the relation of Christian faith to "duty." 
 

Ill the mood of prayer, in the stillness about the grave, in the Sabbath peace, one finds the doubt which 
works as light in the impulse life, and wills to awaken the soul to self -conscientiousness. Right conception. The 
"government of God" is embodied in the skeletal structure: its plan in the seed: in the awe of the soul and the 
waking and praying of the Spirit. Duty is responsibility unconsciously accepted. 
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Duty is our response to the Father's will for us instinctively felt and fulfilled. 
 

I next see Marie Curie working in a shed with a blackboard, "a shed not fit for a mortuary." She speaks 
in my memory: "Peace and meditation is the right atmosphere for a laboratory." 
 

I see Thoreau befriending someone interested in the Church. He is reading the Origin of Species and a 
book on "Deserts of North America." 
 

Finally I see Albert Schweitzer being prepared for confirmation; getting "a good foundation ill the 
principles of Faith." Now I see him studying the History and Policy of the Church, reading Aristotle's Politics 
and lamenting the fact that his hospital is being overrun by rules and regulations. 
 

I pause for a moment and try to call back to mind some of these images. Gandhi's praying as a young 
adult. Jung feeling inclined to pray as a child. Emerson in his late twenties praying, the pastor of an ancient and 
respectable Church. Marie Curie trying to isolate radium, within the mood of peace and meditation in a shed not 
fit for a mortuary. 
 

Prayer: the mood of the Father. 
Churches: the home of the Father. 
Deserts and mountains: the will of the Father visible in the creation. 
Libraries: the memories of the Father. 
Mortuaries: the returning to the Father. 
Duty. Discipline. Doubt. 
Duty: our responsibility to the Father. 
Discipline: our preparation to stand as representatives of the Father. 
Doubt: the corrective chastening, awakening voice of the Father within us. 
Further pictures arise within me, a kind of synthesis of many I have thus far seen. 

 
I see myself or another: ascetic looking, ill inward contraction, contrition of soul, resting the book of the 

law upon my bent knees, or placing my ]lands together in a gesture of prayer, my arms bent at the elbow, my 
back stooped and rounded, listening to the priest at the altar, in the Church, speaking solemnly about the 
judgement of God and the destiny of my soul. 
 

I look again and see myself sitting at my desk, bent over my paper, writing with my pencil in my 
notebook with my ruler while listening to my professor who is writing on the slate, blackboard formulas 
concerned with the experiment which is presently taking place in this ivy covered hall of higher learning. I think 
of Durer's Melancholia. 
 

I remember the feeling of bending my stiff knee; think of why some people are called squares avid 
understand why a lifeless body is called a stiff. A square is someone who is scared stiff. 
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Contraction, contrition, concentration, contemplation. My sou] united with my bones. My, bones with 

minerals. Minerals with deserts. Deserts with solitude. Solitude with stillness. Stillness with death. My soul 
united with death. 
 

My soul united with death. 
 

My soul united with courage; that courage becoming redemptive power. What does this mean? 
 

In contemplation I look back. Janus-faced, I look back to what has passed. I stand in what is present. I 
look towards what shall come. In prayer I look back. I look back to what I've done, I look back towards whence 
I've come. How did the past lead to the present? How will the present form the future? 
 

Ill study I look back. Creation or evolution? 
 

In the laboratory or im gazing out with my vision upon nature, I look back. For what I behold is what is 
already done. Flow has what is, come to be? Flow is what will be built on what is? 
 

In the house of prayer, in the desert of contemplation, in the peace of the laboratory, I look back. And in 
looking back I begin to see through my Janus eye that what is happening to the now, is the fruit of the seed I 
now sow. What comes to meet me in the present was sown in the past. What will come to meet me in the future 
will be sown in the present. The present, between past and future is this moment of courage. I stand responsible 
before the Father for what I do, and through the light of my remembering, in the depths of my soul, I see my 
duty. My duty is fruit of the deeds I have done. My duty will be fruit of the deeds I now do. This is the secret of 
the New Year. The secret of the Day of Atonement. God opens the book for the year gone by and bids me view, 
what I have done, what I must do. Flow deeply the Father lives in remembering. Forgetting is action without 
conscience. I was present though absent. The memory of the History of the Church; the memory of Man's 
evolution; the memory of men inscribed in books; the memory of men engraved oil mortuary tombs. If I forget, 
if I sleep in my memory, in my act, I act without conscience. Forgetting the Father. Though the Father does not 
forget. 
 

I have spoken a harsh word to my brother. Life separates us. We are reunited. The harsh word lives 
between us. It is engraved in the book of the memory of the Father. The harsh word has brought us together 
again. If I have courage I recognize the meaning of the meeting in the memory of the harsh word, and I make it 
good through my present kindness. My courageous, presence of memory, my remembering my responsibility 
for the meeting, gives me the power to redeem, to free my brother from the harm my harsh word has wrought. If 
I have courage I recognize the Father's will in the meeting, and bend my will to that will, and make good my 
error front before. If I am greedy or ambitious, I refuse to bend my will to the will of the meeting, for I would 
bend the will of the meeting to my own put-poses. I lack courage to recognize my 
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responsibility, add insult to injury, and fulfill the words of the aphorism: if one does not learn from history, 
history is destined to repeat itself. 
 

If I am too timid in the meeting I fail to recognize its significance, treat it as an "accident" and lack 
strength to restore or reform that which I have previously destroyed or deformed. 
 

Ambition is courage blinded by self-will. Timidity is courage blinded by consciousness. "Thus 
conscience doth make cowards of us all." Ambition is redemptive power not transparent to the will of the 
Father. Timidity is redemptive power lacking strength to serve the will of the Father. Ambition and greed would 
shape destiny. Timidity would be shaped by destiny. Ambition is egotistic. Timidity fatalistic. 
 

"Conscience in the soul is the root of all true courage. If a man would be brave, let him learn to 
obey his conscience." 

 
What then is envy? Envy is the desire for responsibility, without having had the necessary discipline to 

warrant that responsibility. Envy is a spiritual wanting "something for nothing." Envy, courage and timidity are 
bound to my vision. Courage expresses my condition when I am willing in wakefulness to remember enough of 
the world to see what needs to be done in a part of it. Study is remembering. Courage recognizes with its 
concentrated gaze the hand of the Father in its destiny. Sufficient study should give us the background to see. 
Unless our responsibility is based on a true conscientious seeing of what must be done we will be blind leaders 
of the blind. 
 

When I succumb to dogma, I rest on the achievements of others. Dogma is sclerosis of the spirit.  The 
man who rests on dogma lacks courage to individualize his relation to a body of teaching or tradition. For it is 
not only in the meeting with the other human being that I recognize my responsibility but also in the meeting 
with the history of thought. In dogma the envious man puts forwards content which is not his own and abdicates 
his personal responsibility in so doing. The mall who rests or stands on the authority of tradition expresses a 
kind of weakness in the life of the soul preventing him from coming to terms with God, his own thought and 
destiny out of the forces of his individual conscience. This leads to an inherent timidity in human relations. A 
stiff reacting to thought in a habitual way; or a timid response to other souls, overshadowed by the structure and 
form of authority reveal this weakness. Here the forces of contrition bend the soul too far in a permanent gesture 
of prayer, and tend to undermine that healthy uprightness which can only be found when a mail's conscience is 
his own. This is expressed in the so-called party line, it is a kind of inner paralysis. I remember the words of 
Henry David Thoreau: 
 

"Will mankind never learn that policy is not morality - that it never secures any moral right, but 
considers what is expedient?  
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chooses the available candidate - who is invariably the Devil and what right have his constituents to 
be surprised, because the devil does not behave like an angel of light? What is wanted are men, not 
of policy, but of probity - who recognize a higher law than the Constitution, or the decision of the 
majority. The fate of the country does not depend on how you vote in the polls - the worst man is as 
strong as the best at that game: it does not depend on what kind of paper you drop into the ballot 
box once a year, but oil what kind of man you drop from your chamber into the street every 
morning." 

 
Between the self-willedness of bending thought, tradition or others in our meeting with them; the 

stiffness of dogma, whether scientific or religious, the inflexibility of its accompanying self-righteousness, and 
the spineless lack of inner shape and principle which would allow me to become subservient to another's will or 
thought, lies that attentive and steady gaze which tries to fathom the responsible gesture that any life situation 
may be demanding of me. 
 

One of the tragedies of envy is that behind it is not simply the superficial casting of one's greedy eye 
(evil eye) about at the external trappings of some position in the world, without recognizing in that lies behind 
assuming responsibility for it, but a kind of distorted expression of the healthy instinct to carry that 
responsibility which would have enabled one to make "good one's destiny." Envy I see as also being confused 
within oneself with the healthy quality of emulation. The devotee who emulates his teacher; the young 
physician who emulates the masters of his profession; the apprentice in any walk of life who has the good 
fortune to look towards older or more experienced practitioners of their particular vocation is blessed to the 
measure that he is inspired, by their wisdom and example. I fall into danger when my reverence and respect 
attaches itself too much to the outer aspect of the mall's standing, his power or position. Then emulation loses 
its soil], its clear sight and disciplined will, and seeks the sense perception, the appearance, rather than the inner 
attainment of the spiritual substance which has rightly placed the man in that position of responsibility where he 
stands as representative and guardian of the will of the Father for those life concerns and individuals which it is 
his rightful task to carry. 
 

The relation of envy to the sense of sight is further underlined by the expression: "Set one's sights oil 
something." To choose the path of one's discipline and to strive to prepare oneself for its fulfillment is a 
courageous act. To be casting one's eye about at other men's tasks is a further expression of envy. As the 
Bhagavad-Gita says: "Better is one's own law though imperfectly carried out than the law of another carried out 
perfectly." 
 

If we look back to the picture of the penitent in prayer, or the student over his books, we see that 
concentration and controlling one's sight, setting one's sights on something, is a necessary discipline for 
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anyone preparing to represent the Father. The man overloaded with information, or sense impressions, the 
greedy man, lacks that peaceful concentration and strength of focused memory to come to a clear, courageous 
experience of responsibility for his own destiny. For most men today this acts as a deeply instinctive, 
unconscious will driving them. Through inner courage and peace of soul, a will to make good one's past and 
take responsibility for one's future, one's sight is steadied. Superficial and greedy casting about with one's sight 
is overcome and a clearer apprehension of the significance of one's life unfolds. 
 

It is not arbitrary, I think, that so often those individuals who have succumbed to envy are spoken of as 
blind. Knowledge helps us see. And only true knowledge of the background of what passes our field of vision 
and our responsibility in relation to it, will render us fit to lead others without us both falling into the ditch. The 
balance here is well spoken of in the following words of Confucius: 
 

"When you know a thing, to hold that you know it, and when you do not know a thing, to 
-acknowledge that you do not know it that is knowledge." 

 
From pictures and experiences of this region, angular, clearly defined shapes emerged The Tablets of the 

Law. The human skeleton. Midwinter. The laboratory, church and mortuary. Praying and deep contemplation. 
The uprightness of the body; the moral backbone. The knees and elbows, skullcap and eyes. Too much and too 
little. The stiffness of the spirit: dogmatism. The stiffness of the soul: fear. The stiffness of the body: sclerosis. 
The slackness of spirit: party line. The slackness of the soul: spinelessness, knee jerk. The slackness of the 
body: shapelessness. 
 

This region of boundaries and limits. The skeleton as boundary and limit of the body. Death as boundary 
and limit of life. Rules as boundaries and limits of discipline. Dogma as boundary and limits of tradition. 
Sciences as boundary and limit of knowledge. Events as boundaries and limits of destiny. Saturn as boundary 
and limit of our solar system. 
 

Fatalism and predetermination are one-sided experiences of boundaries and limits. Timidity leads the 
eye of the fatalist to understand how the present rests on the past. Only courage in the present will help the timid 
spirit of fatalism break the circle of history repeating itself 'through its failure to actively understand its 
responsibility for the event. When the limit of the body, the dead end of the bones tends towards sclerosis the 
spirit of the past upsets the balance and stiffness prevails. When the limit of the tradition, the dead end of dogma 
(original sin) tends towards the killing letter the 'spirit of the past upsets the balance and fatalism prevails. When 
the limit of the soul, the dead end 
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of fear tends towards fascination with all that binds one, the spirit of the past upsets the balance and resignation 
prevails. 
 

Stiffness in the body; fatalism in the spirit; resignation in the soul. 
 

Fatalism in the spirit, resignation in the life of the soul, stiffness in the body, lacks the energy to see 
behind the events of the past leading to the present: to the underlying will currents which lie behind them. 
Without this understanding the soul remains a victim and a slave of events. 
 

Between the too much of dogmatic rigidity, and the too little of a spineless, timorous acceptance of fate, 
lies the balance. Here the selflessness of the cognizing human spirit, without preconceptions and limitations of 
arbitrary "boundaries of knowledge" strives with disciplined yet energetic courage in the present, willing to 
fathom, whether in the natural world or the inner life, the "laws" of the continuity of nature, history and human 
destiny. 
 

In the act of seeing, the praying of the senses, the still concentrated gaze, must strive to add the 
completion of cognition. Whether in the outwards seeing which is the mood of the scientist looking through his 
microscope in the laboratory, or in the inwards seeing and remembering, the mood of prayer in the soul, 
cognition strives to strike the balance between awareness and judgement. 
 

To err on the side of awareness, the perception without the conception, leads to the passive and fatalistic 
too little in this region. One "stares" at the world of nature, or one bends under the weight of that destiny which 
one bears without understanding. The riddles of nature or of my human destiny long for that religion which is 
fruit of the resurrecting power of my "re cognizing and re membering" spirit. Without it the environment of the 
laws of nature and the laws of my life remain in the darkness of instinct and unclarified moods of guilt and duty. 
The evil eye of envy and greed are consequence and cause here. The timorous gazing at nature, the passive 
acceptance of fate, weakens the force of courage within me, making my gaze less steady and strong. Losing 
steadiness and strength the mood of resignation rules, and I lack control to concentrate my eye, fortify my soul 
and discipline my spirit. When envy and greed rule in me, my casting about with my "eye" thins out my will 
until the greed of my soul and sense becomes addicted to flitting about from impression to impression, 
information to information. 
 

To err oil the side of judgement, the conception without the fresh "eye" for perception, leads to the 
"square" and "stiff' too much of this region. The straight-jacketed preconceptions; the ambitious will to see what 
is useful for one to see; to fit the other into a box or a pigeon-hole; to use the other for one's own ends. The 
narrow and willfull constraint of dead adherence to the Ietter of the law, the rigidity of soul that has the answers 
without hearing the question; the principles that have, for all eternity, been determined; the inevitable giving 
stones for bread: principles as stones or the dead weight of the cross of crucifixion. 
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The boundaries are fixed, the limits of striving that neither enters in itself, nor allows those who will to 
enter, to enter in themselves. 
 

Between these two extremes lies courage. Courage becoming redemptive power. 
 

Courage is for the soul, what that mood of peacemaking which has recognized the hand of the Father in 
the laws of nature and human destiny, is to the spirit, and the words of the prophet: "Without vision the people 
perish" is for the body. Courage, peacemaking and vision find their foundation in the force of resurrection in the 
human being, which having overcome timidity, greed and inner and outer blindness, stands upright amidst those 
temptations which will to petrify the soul, mineralize the spirit, and paralyse the body. Only that soul who has 
had the renunciation and discipline to ever and again seek the voice of individualized conscience, wakefulness 
and judgement within himself, can stand before and within the sphere of the Father. Without envy, timidity, 
greed or ambition, but with courage, a will for peace-making and vision, He recognizes the relation of the past 
to the present, the present to the future, and knows that if he maintains the courage to remain awake the 
responsibility for his own destiny and that of humanity will become more and more clear before his inner and 
outer gaze. Only through a transparently clear understanding of the working of the Father ill outer and inner 
history, can He stand fully upright and conscientious within the region of Capricorn. 
 

Let us end this consideration with the great prayer: 
 

"Our Father who art in heaven.  
Hallowed be thy name. 
Thy kingdom come.  
Thy will be done on earth, as it is in heaven.  
Give us this day our daily bread.  
And forgive us our debts, as we forgive our debtors.  
And lead us not into temptation, but deliver us from evil:  
for thine is the kingdom, and the power, and the glory, for ever. 
 
Amen." 
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CAPRICORN 
 

"Restraint in the eye is good: good is restraint in the ear: in the nose restraint is good: good is 
restraint in the tongue. In the body restraint is good, good is restraint ill speech: in thought restraint 
is good, good is restraint in all things. A mendicant who is restrained in all things is freed from all 
sorrow." 
Dhammapada XXV: 1-2 
 
"True valor, friends, oil virtue founded strong, Meets all events alike." 
Mallet 
 
"The superior man learns in order to attain to the utmost of his principles." 
Confucius 
 
"Any system call appear plausible as long as those elements which have no place in it are ignored." 
J.G. Bennett 
 
"Blessed are the peacemakers, for they shall be called the children of God. 
Matthew 5:9 
 
"Let no one neglect his own task for the sake of another's, however great: let him, after he has 
discerned his own task, devote himself to his task'' 
Dhammapada 166 
 
"The gentleman does not mind being in office: all he minds about is whether he has qualities that 
entitle him to office. He does not mind failing to get recognition: he is too busy doing the things that 
entitle him to recognition." 
Analects 4:14 
 
"All knowledge pursued merely for the enrichment of personal ]earning and the accumulation of 
personal treasure leads you away from the path: but all knowledge pursued for growth to ripeness 
within the process of human ennoblement and cosmic development brings you a step forward." 
Rudolf Steiner 
 
"What liberates is the knowledge of who we were: what we became: where we were: whereinto we 
have been thrown: whereto we speed; wherefrom we are redeemed: what birth is, and what rebirth." 
Gnostic Saying 
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VIRTUE: SILENCE, DISCRETION BECOMES MEDITATIVE POWER 
 

"The spiritual life is nothing else but the working of the spirit of God within us, and therefore out. 
own silence must he in great part of our preparation for it, and much speaking or delight in it will be 
often no small hindrance of that good which we can only have from hearing what the Spirit and 
voice of God speakers within us.'' 
William Law 

 
VICE: (Excess) LASCIVIOUSNESS, INDISCRETION, IMMODESTY 
 

"He who speaks without modesty, will find it hard to make his words good." 
Anonymous 

 
VICE: (Lick) INDISCRIMINATENESS, SPACED-OUT 
 

''For the most part we are much too busy living and thinking to have leisure to be silent and see." 
Sri Aurobindo 

 
SENSE: SENSE OF WARMTH 
 

"Modesty is that feeling by which honorable shame acquires a valuable and lasting authority." 
Cicero 

 
FORMATIVE REGIONS: Calves, forearms 

 
"I hate those who make secrets known and think that they are straightforward." 
Confucius 
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CENTEROF THE FORM: Harmonization of a all the centers? 
 

It has been said with some meaning, that if men would but rest in silence, they might always hear 
the music of the spheres." 
Arthur Helps 

 
WORLD VIEW: PNEUMATISM 
 

"The great voice of God can be heard only in the silence." 
Sacred Words of the Master 
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AQUARIUS 
 

As I turn my attention inwards to the region of the Waterman, Aquarius, to try to clarify, and illumine 
some of the qualities of experience I find there I feel myself lifted out into the air. Ill a sense for the first time I 
find myself free of the boundaries which have thus far confined me. It is as if I have moved beyond the limit 
and boundary of Saturn in our solar system -and breathe a freer air. It is riot that I am completely free of gravity. 
Perhaps 'it is true to say that 1 am freer within gravity. Yet also there is a kind of feeling of' floating. Perhaps it 
is ill this region that 1 or others live when it is said of us that we are of "spaced-out", "far-out", "out there." 
 

l feel as if I am moving through a transparent cloud of living streaming currents of light and life. 
Transparent because it has the character of fight, of the clarity and freedom of the element of air. A cloud 
because at times it is denser thin light or -air, and has the quality of streams of life with a more watery feeling. 
Yet as I further move within its living breathing I experience that it can also have a character of containment, 
though this demands a certain activity oil my, part. It is not a feeling of earth, but more the feeling of 
concentrated force which comes about through condensing oil or water in a container. Looking again I 
remember my repeated experience that while living in this region I am very sensitive to changes in temperature, 
to fluctuations of warmth or cold in the air. I also see the many times this region has brought the red blush of 
shame so expressive of my feeling of discretion or indiscretion, to my face. These experiences often flow 
around the life surrounding my forearms and calves. I wonder whether this is wily if my calves are kept warm it 
has such a strong effect oil my feeling of warmth and cold? 
 

I have often wondered wily Aquarius which is thought to be related to the element of air, and which my 
experience tells me seems true, is named the Waterman or Watercarrier. Also why it is considered to be related 
to the region of the "fixed cross," binding a region which can feel so free and unbound in character. Finally wily 
it has a relation to feeling warmth or cold and the question of the blush of shame. Somehow my experience tells 
me that this is because ill the region of Aquarius there is a kind of harmonizing of all the elements, and all the 
definite boundaries and distinctions which are more characteristic of the other regions of the heavens are riot 
present in the same way in this region. I think further of the other expression of Aquarius, that is the ether man, 
and hear within the words of Christ's "Second Coming oil the clouds." The clouds living between the airy and 
watery elements lead me to a clear sense of the airy sign, Aquarius, the water carrier. 
 

This Aquarian experience of harmonizing or balancing different elements of myself expresses itself ill 
another way as well. In the other regions if I move around my form, inwardly as well as outwardly, I can 
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experience, ill a sense, that when I live in my thinking I am in the region of my ]lead; when I five ill my feeling 
I am in the region of my heart; and when I live in my will I am ill the region below my heart. When I live within 
the Aquarius region of experience it is also difficult for me to discriminate between my thought, feeling and 
will. Rather I find that my thought has a strong mood of feeling and will and my feeling also a strong mood of 
thought and will, and my will a strong mood of feeling and thought. These three qualities of my inner life seem 
interwoven and harmonized when I live in the Waterman region. Whereas in the other regions I experience 
more distinctly a particular environment leading me into particular parts of my body: whether the living centers 
at the heart, throat, lungs, etc., in the Waterman region I experience circulating around my whole form a living 
creative interweaving of different though harmoniously related, streams which in feeling have the character of a 
symphony. One seems to live ill lines of light or waters of life in this region. 
 

When I live in these various impressions I can see that for me to rightfully participate in the "pneuma" of 
the spirit I must bring myself into a state of self -collectedness. Through this gesture of inward silence I can 
contain the watery-airy mobility of the living spirit ill this region and fortify my inner meditative power ill so 
doing. It becomes more and more clear to the that unless I concentrate within myself the spiritual waters of life 
of Aquarius, I squander the oil in my lamp, and progressively lose strength to exercise ally true spiritual 
discretion. Then I lack a vivid and differentiated experience of the living spit-it which could speak within the as 
the voice of silence. The words of William Law seem a true expression of this mood: 
 

"The spiritual life is nothing else but the working of the Spirit of God within us, and therefore our 
own silence must be ill great part of our preparation for it, and much speaking or delight in it will be 
often no small hindrance of that good which we can only have front hearing what (the Spirit and 
voice of God speaketh within us." 

 
I discover that as I live within these living, enlightening streams of the "pneuma" or "spiritual air waves" 

my powers of judgement are heightened and my basis for true discretion formed. It seems my task to give 
"bounds" to the potential boundlessness and lawlessness of this region by inwardly creating, through my inner 
silence and self -recollectedness, a container for the expansive pneuma. Through the inner mobility of the 
airy-watery etherman being bounded by this self-created container a fire or warmth force seems to be called 
forth which lends power to my meditative ability to open myself to the spirit at will. 
 

When I live in this activity the unfolding of all ability to live in spiritual rapport with other human 
beings - sometimes called mental telepathy - is developed and clarified. Through the mood of silence and 
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discretion of this region I call be solitary or unsocial. Yet on the other hand I find I call be strongly inspired to 
social impulses. As I live ill the pneuma, through my silence and meditative self - recollectedness, I call see that 
the social impulse of Aquarius is "spiritually social" ill the sense that a community of souls devoted to certain 
meditative practices can develop inner spiritual links with one another. Through the development of my inner 
silence and meditative power I can grow into the experience of being spiritually united not only with other 
human souls, separated by space, but also with the many varied spit-its streaming within the universal pneuma 
as well. When I fail to exercise the self-control necessary to allow my impressions to reverberate inwardly in 
silence, I find myself leaking out, uncontained. I begin to indiscriminately reveal things which should be kept 
concealed. 
 

This indiscretion or surrender to the senses can be understood through the picture and experience of the 
dynamic tension living between the airy and watery element ill cloud formation. This tension moves in the 
direction of expression when the cloud condenses into the watery state and appears in the atmosphere as rain. 
With the rain, the dynamic selfcontainedness and power gained through keeping something in a more rarefied 
potential form is lost through the outward expression of this potential of the cloud. This seems to be a helpful 
picture in respect of the experience of that dynamic tension of self -recollectedness or selfcontainedness which 
is lost when the soul is given over too much in this region to outer expression and disclosures. Oil the other 
hand, I find in this region that I can altogether lack ballast of the watery element striving towards expression, 
then the cloud-like, unbounded, light sphere is too inclined to disperse ill "thin air." Between the condensation 
and density of a rain-saturated mood striving towards outer expression, and the expansion and thinness of ill 
airy mood striving towards dispersion, lies the Aquarian balance of tension. Between the indistinctness of the 
rarefied pneuma and the definition of the drops of rain, lies the balance where true discretion finds the space for 
its exercise between substantiality and insubstantiality, gravity and levity, impermeability and permeability. 
 

Two sayings from the Sages indicate flow this tension is reflected ill the life of the human soul. Lao Tzu 
says: 
 

"He who knows does not speak: He who speaks does not know." 
 
Knowledge without speech is air without water. Speech without knowledge is water without air. A further 
maxim underlines more of this inherent tension: 

 
"Talk is abuse, but silence is deceit. Beyond talk and silence is a steep path."  
Zen Saying 
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Talk is water, silence is air. Between water and air is a dynamic creative tension. 
 
Knowledge and silence are the fight streams of airy Aquarius. Speech and outer disclosures are the 
life streams of the Water Man. Through the exercise of containing the dynamic tension between 
these two elements in this region, meditative power develops. 
 
"For whereas speaking distracts, silence and work collect the thoughts and strengthen the spirit." 

 
St. John of the Cross 

 
Let me now try to consider some further dangers which I have found in myself and in the world while 

participating in this region of experience. 
 

We have already considered the danger of a kind of extravagance of the soul, which having gained some 
experience of the universal life streams lacks boundedness and self-centering discipline to be a wise farmer and 
water-bearer, husbanding the rejuvenating and enlightening living forces with discretion. The lack of sense and 
responsibility for one's freedom "which was bought with a price" is one of the more painful gestures I have 
beheld in myself in this region. Yet how understandable I find it that my soul, having found the richness of the 
meditative life, breathing the free air of the spirit, initially lacks the moral feeling for the responsibility placed 
upon it through access to the comforting light of the spirit. The temptation here seems that of the foolish virgins 
squandering the oil in their lamps and failing to have enough when the bridegroom comes; the bridegroom who 
conies on the clouds. 
 
This brings me to another consideration - one of deep significance for the present time in relation to the 
struggle for virtue in this region. This is is the question of some of those offspring of what has been called 
"fallen light," the fallen pneuma of the air waves: radio and television. I no longer think it is sheer 
"coincidence" that the language of the meditative life and the world of radio and television have such similar 
characteristics. Whether one is "tuning in" or "tuning out," "fine-tuned," changing the "channel" or "channeling 
from the spirit," "picking up different vibrations," etc: I think the parallels are obvious. When I turn on my 
television or radio receiver and pick up what someone else is transmitting or broadcasting I receive impressions 
both visually and aurally.When I have developed, through the exercise of silence and discretion my meditative. 
power I can also receive impressions both visually and aurally. These are being transmitted through the "air 
waves" of the living pneuma by various spiritual beings who work creatively in fashioning my life and those of' 
others. I can develop spiritual seeing and spiritual hearing. I can see the seals and hear the trumpets, revealed to 



 




