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REVELATIONS FROM THE INSIDE

Reclaiming the Essential Connection, its Beauty and its Joy

he world is full of doors cover-
ing treasures of beauty, of wis-
dom and of grace, but the keys
are hidden inside me; I am full
of doors covering depth and
heights of myself and of humanity, treas-
ures of love, of truth and of goodness; and
the keys to these doors, the magic word to
open them is in the next interaction with
the world: the next person I meet, the next
tree I stand in front of, the next piece of
music to pierce my heart.
An essential coninection exists between
. my essence, the world’s essence, and my
awareness; and an ancient séparation exists
alongside it, covering it periodically, as my
spirit stumbers under the dust of triviality:

I have been filled with dust

Which covers a r04ds

Which lead unto the story of nry soul
My name

Me

Thou in me ...

Rudolf Steiner, one of humanity’s greatest
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teachers in this century, named this essen-
tial connection Anthroposophia, “wisdom
of the human being.” He spoke of
Anthroposophia as a real spiritual entity
which is seeking entry into our hearts and
our culture in order to renew both. His
definition of her activity is, “A path of
knowing, leading the spiritual in the hu-
man being to the spiritual in the world.”
Not a body of knowledge, but a path of
knowing. She is not in the books; she is the
spirit of the meeting.

A few nights ago I went to hear St
Matthew’s Passion by Bach - one of the
greatest works-of music ever to be com-
posed. I did not feel up to it. I was trou-
bled, not at ease with myself, frustrated
with all that I have not managed to do,
mindful of all my limitations, covered by
my own dust. But the tickets were bought,
and I'went along.

Then, halfway through this three-hour
concert, the sheer beauty of the music
pierced me. I had nowhere to hide. It
chased my heart through all the layers of
its hiding, removed the dust, rediscovered

me to myself, remembered me to my inner
life, reminded me of my spiritual home. In
spite of n1y melancholy, my love took over,
as every cell of my being resounded with
this uncompromising beauty.

Beauty resounds in beauty, dust with
dust. That night I went for a walk in the
bush. Every tree and its shadow was a
friend; the space between the trees, my
home. I'was one with it all as I was not fora

long time. That night I slept in peace.
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The [;vening breeze among pure summer
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Sometimes I have to carve the connection
in the hard rocks of my stubborn being;
sometimes it breaks upon me from out-
side, like this Bach’s music did.

It is so easy to lose the essential con-
nection. Sometimes we need a hand to re-
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discover &.

A young woman sits in my counselling
room, covered with her own darkness. She
came to ask for help although at this point
she barely believes help is possible. She
does not see in herself a morsel of hope, a
glimmer of light, a residue of strength. She
expresses her self-hatred, guilt, shame,
loathing. There is nothing in her life, past
or present, that can hold her in a good
stcad,susmlmgherbellefmhe!self.ﬂn
is bitter about her upbringing, cynical
about her inner life, finding her own com-

pany unbearable, from which she would
raﬂlerﬂeemanypomi)lcdnedmnofdl-
version, addiction, avoidance.

‘Where do you start?

She is facing her own darkness
squarely, ruthlessly, her whole being is
overwhelmed by it as she tefls me her story.

But all the while, as she is looking at
her darkness, I am looking at her. The

1 behold differs sharply from
her: while she beholds her own darkness, I
behold her awareness beholding it. She
does not see herself ing her discon-
tent, and she identifies herself with it. I
trays her inner being, I see the depth of her
in her eyes, hear it in her voice, perceive
the longing for love undemeath her self-
hatred; her potential for deep connection
behind her anguished loneliness. She
makes herself very visible to me shar-
ing her self-blindness. But how shall I help
her to see her beauty and her worth for
herself?

I ask her to sense in her body the deep-
est pain she can feel in her being right now,
and to express it in a gesture, as though to
communicate it to one who speaks no
English at all. She does it without diffi-
culty, ber body becoming a bundle of an-

pain.

Then I ask her to let go; to stand up,
shaking the experience off; to sit on an-
other chair, with some distance from the
one she was on before; and to reconstruct
in ber visual memory the gesture that she
was in a minute ago. She can do this. I ask
her for how many years has she bome that
pain in her. She always had it, since before
she remembers herself. It was always there.

1 asked her how come she survived that
long, how come she has endured it all, pre-
serving her sanity, her basic health, her ba-
sic ability to function. She could not an-
swer that. She was astonished by the chal-
lenge of the question. She never thought
about her. We agreed she is a survivor —
like one of those boat people who sur-
vived a few months in the South China
Sea in sub-human conditions, or a prisoner
of war. We started to imagine together
whatstrengthitmustmkemanvivewhat
she has. A sense of admiration was grow-
ing in both of us together, as we were sit-
ting there watching the empty chair on

which the echo of her anguished gesture
still resounded in front of us. An admira-
tion of the stubborn, powerful, purc being
of her which has sustained all that she suf-
fered.

And then we could see her beauty
shining from the region of her heart, un-
derncath her agony, behind the walls of
her defences. She went back to sit on the
first chair, this time connecting to that in-
per fight in her heart.

We composed together the statement
of her survival. It went like this:

I'managed to survive.
1 did whatever it took to cope.

This session became a turning-point in her
Eife. From there on she could bear her own
company, because she found within her
own being an essence she could respect
and honour. On that she could build, from
there to grow. From that point of view the
world started to look like so many poten-
tial meaningful meetings. She picked up
the threads of her destiny.

But she had to ask for it, she had to
claim it, she had to confront her separation
with full consciousness first, in order to
find a connection; and, fair enough, she
needed some encouragement. I call that
encouragement “Counselling”. It has
other names, equally good ones.
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Me
Thou in me.

The essential connection is there. It must
be discovered each day anew if that day is
to be blessed. This poem, given here in
three parts, [ wrote in London more then a
decade ago, before I became a counsellor,
in the time of the greatest distress of my
life,mooveti)gﬁunﬂxdwthbbwofd)e

from my wife. I confronted my
dark separation and I expressed the an-
gmshedscrcamofthepamofn,mamly

through poetry, claiming my right to be
one with my life. I found the connection in

the heart of separation. I called the poem:

Yehuda Tagar

Soul’s Story.

This on-going expression saved my life.
What I leamed about myself, about inner
strength, about the potential of artistic ex-
pression for healing, transformation and
growth, became the foundation for my
pmentworkasacoumellorandExpr&s—
sion-Therapist, and my Philophonetics-
Counselling work, which is an extension of

my poetry. I had to counsel myself before I
omldbehelpﬁllinaxmd!ingoﬂmﬁ. Itis,
for me, a sacred path of initiation.

Iwish to end with a verse dedicated by
Rudolf Steiner to the future work of po-
etry and drama as paths of spiritual re-
newal for humanity, a path on which my
work, Philophonetics-Counselling is
based.

It sums up for me the tragedy and the
hope of the separation and of the renewed
connection.

The star to
1t is world smspnke zwymsilwtmw

Yehuda Tagar is a Counsellor, Expression
Therapist, Philophonetics-Counselling
Practitioner and Trainer Director of the
Persephone College of Philophonetics, a
school of Sound and Movement Therapy
— Counselling and Performance based on
Rudolf Steiner’s Anthroposophy. For fur-
ther details, write or phone:
) 22 Kardinia Crescent
; Vic. 3134
Telephone (03) 879 9370
Fax (03) 879 9134

For free information see the Marketplace
coupon on page 46.
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