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“Written with depth, humor, and wit, The Secret Fire of Alchemy is a masterpiece in the field of spiritual alchemy—a link in the shining Golden Chain of the sacred knowledge of spiritual completion and liberation. In the spirit of C. G. Jung, Turner simultaneously explores the time-honored Eastern tradition of self-realization and the Western quest for the lost keys of alchemy. His relentless search across continents and lifetimes opens doors closed for centuries; reveals little-known connections between Hindu, Buddhist, Taoist, and Western esoteric lineages; and bears witness to the wonder of a Pan-Eurasian mystical tradition.”

SANKARA BHAGAVADPADA, PH.D., VEDIC ASTROLOGER 
AND AUTHOR OF SELF-REALIZATION THROUGH SELF-KNOWING

“In this beautifully written book, Kevin Turner uncovers the alchemical Great Work hidden in the inner reaches of Kriya Yoga as well as in Tibetan and Taoist practices. Turner is like a Tibetan tertön who rediscovers and reveals hidden spiritual treasures, revelations known as terma in Tibetan. His encounters with great teachers in Asia are shared with sincerity and courage, allowing us to participate in his inner journey and deepen our own. A joyful, living book.”

GUIDO FERRARI, DIRECTOR OF 
TAO: THE WATERCOURSE WAY AT WU YI MOUNTAIN

“In this deeply esoteric and well-researched account, Turner recounts his personal odyssey of spiritual evolution, the connection between Eastern mysticism and Western alchemy, and the rediscovery of the inner Stone of the Philosophers. Turner’s dream initiation sequences are rare and among the best recorded in the alchemical tradition. Turner also has coined several new terms that I hope will find their way into broader discussions of human consciousness.”

SABINE LUCAS, PH.D., JUNGIAN ANALYST AND 
AUTHOR OF PAST LIFE DREAMWORK

“This book is a generous gift to the world of seekers, worthy of respect and gratitude; there is so much to contemplate here, not only about the path, but the strength of character it takes to walk it.”

JACK ELIAS, CHT, AUTHOR OF FINDING TRUE MAGIC

“According to Jung, the paradox is ‘one of our most precious spiritual possessions,’ for ‘only the paradox comes anywhere near to comprehending the fullness of life.’ Nowhere is the truth of this statement more evident than in the tradition of alchemy, whose links to Kriya Yoga, kundalini, and shamanism are explored by Kevin B. Turner in his new book. Drawing on the author’s personal experience over many years, as well as displaying a remarkable erudition of the literature in the field, this richly illustrated study is as fascinating as it is informative and is almost an initiatory experience in itself.”

PAUL BISHOP, PROFESSOR AT THE UNIVERSITY OF GLASGOW, UK, 
AND AUTHOR OF THE DIONYSIAN SELF

“The Secret Fire of Alchemy is a fascinating, engaging account of the author’s out-of-body experiences, full-blown kundalini activation, telepathic connections, shamanic experiences, and enlightened insights during his courageous pilgrimage across various continents and cultures. Kevin’s compelling book inspires us to expand our own understanding and experience of the vastness of human consciousness.”

NANCY H. MCMONEAGLE, FORMER PRESIDENT AND 
CEO OF THE MONROE INSTITUTE

“Kevin Turner, a curious, intuitive pilgrim of many intertwined paths, engagingly recounts significant encounters and observations along his path to ‘becoming.’ His inner and outer journeys reveal insights into the esoteric worlds of Eastern mysticism and Western alchemy, and his ouroboric cycle of spiritual successes and humbling defeats makes for an alchemical reading experience like no other.”

ROBERT HINSHAW, PH.D., JUNGIAN ANALYST AND 
FACULTY OF THE C. G. JUNG INSTITUTE, ZURICH
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I wish to express my heartfelt gratitude to all my teachers,
students, friends, and family who encouraged me 
over the past many years to gather this record 
for publication and assisted in the process.
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DORMIENS VIGILA
“While sleeping, be vigilant.”

From the portico’s architrave in Khunrath’s
Amphitheatrum Sapientiæ Æternæ, 1595.
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Introduction

[image: ]


E MILLIBUS VIX UNI




The testament of an alchemical novice herein was originally to be shared only within a focused circle of initiates. Pythagoras required initiates to remain silent for five years before they were allowed to enter his mystery school. The keys had to be earned. However, the time of secrecy is passing, and there is a greater need. The evolution of the soul is a human potential accessible to all of us. The goal of alchemy is the transformation of one’s ordinary leaden consciousness into the gold of cosmic consciousness. I may not be the wisest link in the Golden Chain, but may this personal account be offered in service to the All That Is. The quotations from alchemical tradition are accurate and invite measured thought and meditation.


Those for whom the knowledge of Alchemy is intended, will be able, in course of time and study, to understand even the most obscure of Alchemistic treatises . . . you will find the coveted knowledge.

PETRUS BONUS, THE NEW PEARL 
OF GREAT PRICE, 1338
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Cave of Fire


Work therefore with . . .

the secret, hidden and invisible fire.

ARTEPHIUS, TWELFTH-CENTURY ALCHEMIST, THE
SECRET BOOK OF ARTEPHIUS, PART 6




That I did not deserve to die could not save me. As I attempt to write down all that has happened, be forewarned—if you are comfortable with your current worldview, read no further. Death marks not an end but a beginning. I shake as I grip my pen, If this must be written in blood, so be it . . .

In my twenty-first year, by chance, by fate, by intention, I’m drawn into a continuity of awareness in deep sleep to a series of initiations for which I can only find correlations in alchemy. With each inhalation, the bellows bring cool air in, and on exhalation warm air moves out. I seek to extend the time of each of the four phases: inhalation, pause, exhalation, and pause again. In time, I pass directly into dreams without losing a continuity of consciousness. These aren’t common dreams but ones of unusual lucidity and power. The first initiation came in the form of repeating, progressive dreams:

I descend steps hewn from stone to a cave with inner chambers. I walk until I find a room where I see a freestanding stone pillar upon a raised platform. From the top of this stone pillar pours a blazing magma. I’m fascinated, held entranced and cannot turn away. Behind me, a male and a female seal me into the chamber. As the room fills with burning lava, I’m alarmed—surely, I’ll soon be burned to ashes! I awaken before the molten fires reach me . . .

[image: ]

Fig. 1.1. Portal of Eternal Wisdom, plate 3 from Heinrich Khunrath’s Amphitheatrum Sapientiae, 1601.

Courtesy of Science History Institute


VITRIOLVM: Visita Interiora Terrae Rectificando 
Invenie Occultum Lapidem Veram Medicinam

Visit the interior of the earth and by rectifying [purifying/refining], you will find the hidden stone which is the true medicine.

ALCHEMICAL AXIOM, FIRST NOTED IN BASILIO
VALENTINO’S AZOTH, 1613




Despite the increasing rigors of architectural studies at the university, I’m again and again drawn in my deep sleep to descend to the underground chamber, to my inner stone room of rumbling fiery magma emerging from the earth. Night after night, I’m entombed by the pair to face my impending death alone, yet always I awaken before the lava reaches me (only later did I research and discover the alchemical quotations and illustrations seen throughout this account).

Lightning . . . gave to the flames of the volcano a bloodlike appearance . . . Vesuvius [volcano] roars. . . . Wrapped in darkness, I seemed to descend into an abyss. I know not how long I remained in that situation.

THE MOST HOLY TRINOSOPHIA1

Weeks pass before a new stage unfolds. I’m yet again led by an unseen power to descend into the cave to the pillar of exuberating fire. I’m again sealed in by the pair, but this time I say an inner farewell to all I know in this life, and decisively gather my courage to stare down the primal magma: The only way out of this is through! I wade barefoot directly into the burning lava spreading over the stone cave floor.

Curiously, the molten fury offers no pain, and I feel only the rise of a dry heat within me. The room fills to the ceiling with the glowing lava. I calmly surrender as I’m incinerated into ashen embers. Slowly, this dark ash cools into stone, and I become heavy black stone—timeless, deeply at peace. This repeated over several nights until I awoke one morning with a fresh mind of clear light, full of curiosity.

A lake of fire presented itself to my sight. Sulphur and bitumen rolled in flaming waves. I trembled. A loud voice commanded me to pass through the flames. I obeyed, and the flames seemed to have lost their power. For a long time I walked within the conflagration.

THE MOST HOLY TRINOSOPHIA2
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Fig. 1.2. Detail from the Ripley Scroll, 1590. Note ascending white feathers and descending red drops into a sea of red below; a pair of angels stand behind the initiate.

From Princeton University Library Special Collections

A new plateau of remembrance is reached, and though the dream stages continued, I no longer found them frightening. I look forward to being sealed in, swallowed into my nightly fiery deaths and stony, cataleptic rest, as I feel more myself each time it occurs. I’m calcified and dissolved over and again until finally came the Separation of the White from the Black:

Humming within the immobile stone of the physical body, I feel and know myself to be like a thin skeleton of highly vibrating white light. I am the wavering filament of pure luminescence. The fixed is now volatile, and like an electric wisp I’m now as slippery and translucent as light through a window. Lifting away from the stone, I am free! I vibrate and float around the room as a filament of white lightning. An indescribable joy fills me; I am utterly myself. I soon find myself standing down on the street before my home, light shimmering everywhere off the wet surfaces after an evening rain shower. A gentle peace fills my soul, and I roam my neighborhood in delight.


Solvite Corpora et Coagulata Spiritus

Dissolve the body and coagulate the spirit.

THE OUROBORIC CYCLE, 
AN AXIOM OF MEDIEVAL ALCHEMY





We dissolve the living body with Apollo’s fire—

So that what was before a Stone may become a Spirit.

EPIGRAM CONCERNING THE PHILOSOPHERS’ STONE BY
ALEXANDER DE S. TO GULIEMUS BLANCUS, FROM 
A GOLDEN AND BLESSED CASKET OF NATURE’S MARVELS
BY BENEDICTUS FIGULUS, 1608
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Fig. 1.3. The “dark fire” of the black sun divides spirit and soul from the putrefied body.

Daniel Stoltzius von Stoltzenberg, Viridarium Chymicum, Frankfurt, 1624.

The midnight forays away from my home became more frequent. Nightly now, I allow my body to drop into the cement-like heaviness, soon reidentifying as the white filament of light. I will myself away from my tomb of stone, released from the heavy, dark ballast of the physical body. The joy of such freedom almost made returning to my fleshy body a burden, feeling encased in a primate form, but in time I learned to balance these two ways of being.

The symbol of chemistry is drawn by the creation of its adepts, who cleanse and save the divine soul bound in the elements, and who free the divine spirit from its mixture with the flesh.*

ZOSIMOS OF PANOPOLIS3



*Alternative translation by C. G. Jung: For those who rescue and purify the divine soul imprisoned in the elements, and especially for those who separate the divine spirit from the flesh in which it is entangled . . .
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Pineal Portal


In the Sounding of the Trumpet:

“Mercury contains all that the Sages seek . . .

It dissolves, softens, and extracts the soul from the body.”

EDWARD KELLY, STONE OF THE PHILOSOPHERS




That spring of 1982 a three-year process of profound inner initiations commenced in my deep sleep, leading me to eventually abandon my familiar land to roam over the world in search of the sacred key, the Stone all philosophers seek, “the quintessence of the Sages, the living mercury which has in itself the heavenly spirit, the most precious of all treasures” (Sophic Hydrolith, part 4, 1678).1

Weeks after these dream initiations began, the cave of fire was no longer required. Melting into ashen stone while still remaining awake, conscious of the silvery tendril of soul now released, I enjoyed a certain freedom in my local neighborhood for some weeks. Then one evening a new development occurred:

As my body lay in a heavy stonelike catalepsy, I again reindentify as a long silvery wisp of electricity. However, this time I, the silvery wisp, am drawn upward into a tiny point of liquid metal light at the center of my head. I hear a high-pitched siren growing into a thundering freight train or a heavy waterfall, then becoming many bells struck all around me—now emanating from the center of my head. Louder and louder it becomes until I can no longer bear it. Immersed in intense fear, the process ends.

Every few nights this repeats: my silvery, electric-light self is inexorably pulled upward through my spine, condensing into a point in the center of my head with the terrifying, piercing sound of metal bells, a high-pitched air-raid siren, or at other times the deeper and more terrifying sound—that of a great rumbling train with its deafening whistle blowing. Time and time again this came, but intense fear arrested the process, such that I would fall into an oblivion of unconsciousness.

Until one has become accustomed to it, the actual process of passing through the “Door” in the pineal gland produces an effect of extreme mental confusion and a terrible fear. Indeed, one feels that one is heading straight for death or insanity.

OLIVER FOX2

Nightly now, within my cooling body of stone, I’m withdrawn into my charged spine—an inner pillar of power, then drawn upward, approaching the terrifying rumble at the center of my brain. One evening I simply could not stem the flow into the center of my head. Again, I know the only escape is in and through, so I surrender to the inevitable and with all my courage I focus and fall into the roar as it reaches a ringing crescendo, collapsing into a silvery point at the center of my skull. Pop! As only a point of awareness, I'm pulled up and out the top of my head, away from my body. . . .
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Fig. 2.1. Trinosophia, page 10 of La Très Sainte Trinosophie, alchemical text attributed to the Comte de Saint-Germain, 1855.

MS 2400, Bibliotheque de Troyes, France

Led by the blazing star, the candidate throws himself into the midst of the waves. With his lamp upon the crown of his head (the spirit fire lifted into the pineal gland) he struggles for mastery over the currents of the etheric world.

MANLY P. HALL3

I struck a terrific blow upon the neck of the serpent. The sword rebounded and the blow re-echoed as if I had struck on a brass bell. No sooner had I obeyed the voice than the altar disappeared and the columns vanished in boundless space. The sound which I had heard when striking the altar repeated itself as if a thousand blows had been struck at the same time. A hand seized me by the hair and lifted me toward the vault which opened to let me through.

THE MOST HOLY TRINOSOPHIA4

The room is lit by a diffuse, shimmering light, as I move about the room now as only a point of awareness thrilled with glorious freedom! I pass out my window calmly observing the trees, houses, and streets of my neighborhood. I’m able to perceive a different quality of color in this state that is not apparent in the usual nighttime physical perception. Calm and quiet at this hour, I hover by trees and homes with a clarity I’d never known before.

I told nothing of my adventures to my family or friends. An inner voice advised me, “You needn’t speak of these things—everyone inwardly knows.”
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Fig. 2.2. Hermes suggests discretion.

Achilles Bocchius, Symbolicarum quaestionum. Bologna, 1555.

Despite the intensity of architectural studies, I day by day gently passed into a ceaseless altered state of consciousness, a continuum where everyone and every event felt connected. Time had little meaning; memories of yesterday and those of years ago were equally as clear. I recalled the first time I felt this way:

Andrew and I became immediate friends on that warm first day of primary school in September. The old limestone-and-brick school building was so close I could walk the few blocks there along the stone walls that held back the hilly grasses, common in southern Indiana. After a week or so, I learned our houses both backed an alley overgrown with tall green grasses and vine. Andrew invited me to visit his home one early evening, and I gladly accepted. We walked together down the long alley between our homes, jumping on stones and picking up sticks.

Entering the backdoor of his home, a wave of dreamy nostalgia poured over me. The smells of a familiar dish wafted from the kitchen, as his mother emerged in a simple European dress. His father sat in the living room, his feet upon a great stuffed elephant foot stump, reading a newspaper. He looked up and his eyes shone with a foreign, yet familiar intensity. He leaned forward to his son and said something like, Wie war die Schule heute, mein Sohn? Andrew replied to his father that his school day was fine, and quickly turned to explain to me that he and his family were from Germany. His father had come to lecture at the university. They greeted me cordially. His parents had strong accents, but Andrew had none.

“Gott is everywhere and everything, even in this cookie,” explained Andrew, as we chewed fresh-baked cookies in his backyard after dinner. I had no religious upbringing so this concept was not only new but mind-stretching. One of the finest gifts I ever received from my parents was the freedom to experience spiritual life in my own way. We attended no church, and I was not indoctrinated into any belief system. (That my first best friend should be a young German philosopher now seems wholly befitting.) This talk of God was new; I asked, “God is everything, and in everything, you say? So then, who is this God?” Andrew paused for a moment, perhaps to think of how to reply in English, “Gott created everything, and He created all of us—so He is us!”

My six-year-old world paused to imagine a knowing that was everywhere and everyone in the universe. I was speechless, reeling backward. I silently returned home where I turned deeply inward. For days I floated in a formless spaciousness, my first introduction to what Tibetans call the All-Pervading Awareness.
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Dominus Liminis
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Fig. 3.1. Detail of Dweller on the Threshold.

Painting by Reginald W. Machell (1854–1927).


Niemand ist mehr Sklave, 
als der sich für frei hält, ohne es zu sein.

None are more hopelessly enslaved than those who falsely believe they are free.

J. W. VON GOETHE, 
DIE WAHLVERWANDTSCHAFTEN




Despite my relative astral freedom and recovered sense of the All-Pervading Awareness, I was not entirely free and I found boundaries to my explorations. Thus, I was prepared for another initiation in the form of a repeating astral challenge:

Collapsing into my body of stone, I become the silvery filament of electric intensity. I lift out and away as usual, only this time I’m thunderstruck to encounter a great menace darkening my doorsill! I had avoided shadowy forms in my astral excursions before, so I turn away and attempt to exit the window. This time I’m invisibly held and firmly instructed by a higher knowing to leave only through my door. The enormous black peril stands at the threshold, neither entering nor departing. The sheer malevolence of this being sends a shivering chill to the center of my being, and I’m frozen in unspeakable terror. I return to my body.

The process repeated several evenings in a row. As soon as I lift away from my body, the dweller is there, his shifting form varying between a hooded figure of intensely dark malice, and a colossal shadowy beast in a silent, seething rage. I felt soul-sick just to be in its presence. I remain terrified to the center of my being, and all my attempts to exit my room fail time and again. Night after night, the Dweller bars my door, his sheer malevolence paralyzing me. I could not understand why this etheric beast did not devour me, but for some reason it did not or could not enter. Perhaps it’s not as powerful as it looks? In time it felt familiar, even a bit pathetic, as if he contained long forgotten episodes, pitiful mistakes, and failures of character. I even sensed a certain pain in it, and a sympathetic kinship developed. I played with light in my room while my menace stood at the door.

Memory haunts me from age to age, and passion leads me by the hand—evil have I done, and with sorrow have I made acquaintance from age to age, and from age to age evil shall I do, and sorrow shall I know till my redemption comes.

H. RIDER HAGGARD, SHE1

For weeks this continued. Whenever I sought to exit my door, he blocked it. I solaced myself by watching from my window astral lights dance in the streets below. The dark peril never budged, held at the threshold by some invisible force. Night after night he stood like a sentinel until I could bear it no longer! I demand to pass this door! I scream-beamed at him, but he stood firm, growing more powerful as he gathered up shadows of dark pasts I could not fathom. After further attempts, impossibly brief visions of other times and places danced before my inner gaze; negative emotions had been long ago concentrated into an abysmal pit of desolation. I know this shadow, and recognize its familiar darkness—a radiation of dark greed and hidden fears from an unknown past—perhaps my own?

Yet my Threshold is fashioned out of all the timidity that remains in thee, out of all the dread of the strength needed to take full responsibility for all thy thoughts and actions. As long as there remains in thee a trace of fear of becoming thyself the guide of thine own destiny, just so long will this Threshold lack what still remains to be built into it.

RUDOLF STEINER2

Finally, one astral evening I decided nothing would deny me freedom. I would make use of the power of the very fear that kept me in my room to push this menace back, or I would die! I ploughed into the black horror with all the Force of my Will. . . . He vanished, and I found myself floating down the stairwell. An ancient ballast fell away, light emerged, and I came to know a greater freedom than ever before.
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Temple


Initiation into the Mysteries was defined by the ancient philosophers as life’s supreme adventure and as the greatest good that can be conferred upon the human soul during its terrestrial sojourn.

MANLY P. HALL, NOTES & COMMENTARIES TO 
THE MOST HOLY TRINOSOPHIA




Local restrictions on astral travel now lifted, I am drawn in the deep of night to a mountain forest temple far over a wide sea. This sacred keep became a regular destination for weeks:

I’m seated upon a red carpet on the floor before a low, black table covered in golden ritual instruments. On either side are walls of golden lanterns lit from within. Oriental designs appear on some of the lanterns. The temple space is clearly in the Far East. Ahead of me, beyond the large low table, where there would normally be an altar of some kind, there is instead only a large window looking out to a forested scene. I am, or someone is, performing an elaborate ritual with fire, water, incense, bells, and chanting . . . I alternate between being the performer of the ritual and only observing the ritual. I’m enchanted by the peace, power, and serenity emanating from the temple.

The complexity of the ritual was offset by the simplicity of the remote mountain setting. Night after night I sit before this black table of ritual instruments before, not an altar, but the open window to a mountain wall. A small ceremonial fire burns before me, and I’m enveloped in a soft glow by walls of yellow paper lanterns. Awareness continues to drift between being the performer of the ritual and watching him from a distance as a roaming point of awareness. The peace and presence of the place is unlike any I’ve ever known.


A shadow in the round mirror in the tower of a millionaire,

Or a silhouette in the square mirror in the palace of the Emperor of Chin:

Who knows from where they have come?

KUKAI (KOBO DAISHI) “SINGING IMAGE OF A
SHADOW IN A MIRROR,” CIRCA 820




Each time I visit I sense the creation of an astral structure of remembrance, but I recall few details of how this is occurring, only that the halls and doors of childhood dreams are now brought into a totality of circles within squares, within yet greater circles, discovering more halls of golden lanterns on each return. After weeks of nightly journeys to this remote mountain fastness, a sense of completion is reached and I visit no more. That I would come to live longer in Asia than in the country of my birth did not occur to me at this time. It was simply fait accompli.

Through “hypnotic Visions or dream-Revelations” the soul can Undertake to “understand and explain the secrets of the whole created Universe . . . , to be united with good Spirits; to recount things past, contemplate Present Events, [and] presage those to come.”

HEINRICH KHUNRATH1

With these new inner structures now in place, the question from where we came before birth and where we are going after death that had never left me since childhood was reawakened. Days later I set my intention before sleep: I want to know the secrets of life and death. I passed through the cataleptic state quickly and leaned up and away from my body. A goddess-like spirit twirled in the room, her soul’s voice, like an angelic choir, lifted and passed into my mind on a thin silver wave, “Come, I will show you . . .” Astonished, I could only nod my astral head:

We pass out into the night and upward through the dark sky to what felt like the edge of Earth’s atmosphere, gracefully arriving in a formal garden (much like parks I would see in Central European cities years later). She stands aside, and another form guides me through this park. Colors unlike those on earth exude their glowing hues from an unknown inner source through the flowers and trees. We soon come before a man with a dark beard in an 1890s three-piece suit sitting on a park bench, looking around in stark amazement. He has a vaguely Mediterranean appearance and holds himself as though he were an authority, sitting rather stiffly. He is waiting for something, seemingly bewildered. I understand that he has finished his time on earth. I focus on him and perceive his radiating self-reflections, “Is this really what it’s like afterward?” He is curiously familiar to me, but I cannot place how I might know him. I feel vague, stirring emotions and a compulsion to talk with him, but the spirit beside me interrupts, “He won’t understand.” I have no idea what that means, but I take the hint and we move away. Awareness drifts for weeks or even months, far into vaguely remembered realms.

The sharp chatter of birds and painful glare of sunlight burst upon my awareness. Utterly disoriented, I at first had no idea where or when I was. Material reality soon made itself known, as I felt cold and wet under the covers. What the . . . ? Unable to carry my body to the bathroom in the middle of the night, my bladder had off-loaded its surplus.

It had been a long, far journey.
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Mirror of Souls


All that, whereof this world is an earthly mirror, and an earthly parable, is present in the Divine Kingdom in great perfection and in Spiritual Being.

JACOB BOEHME, THREEFOLD LIFE OF MAN, 1620




Architectural projects were due, and weeks of intense material focus were required in the autumn of 1982. Once my professors were supplied with their requirements, I returned inward, breathing deeply each evening before sleep, when came upon me an initiatory dream of power and significance:

Side by side, a venerable Teacher and I walk, deep in conversation, down a grand European hall of exquisite beauty. Mirrors within high-arched frames are on my left, while on my right are matching high-arched windows looking out to formal gardens. Overhead, a vaulted ceiling with delicate paintings and sculptured cornices stretched the entire length of the magnificent hall. I wondered inwardly where, or perhaps when this place could be? The elderly teacher’s inner voice carries across centuries, through varying times and places. So perfect is the merging of our consciousnesses that my questions are answered as I formulate them. He is more than just attuned to me; he seems to know me better than I know myself. I perceive his messages in profound astonishment.

The mysterious figure gives a telepathic discourse regarding time, change, and the evolution of human society, culture, and consciousness. Tracts of little-known knowledge regarding historical developments in Europe move as waves between us. Still young, I feel stretched, awestruck, and unable to encompass the scope of this alternate history of humankind unveiled in pure thought between us. Yet another aspect of myself, a mature, wiser self, understands and is replying to the teacher in kind—in thought, as though I already know portions of all this, a topic that has been in continuous discussion over great lengths of time. These two aspects of myself puzzle me. We three continue down the hall: my young Self in awe of this revelation, my mature Self taking it in as a matter of course, and the elderly Teacher. Memories rise from a deep and dormant slumber—one of this teacher’s long-term projects had focused its efforts in this very hall.

The elderly teacher now turns to face me for the first time, and I’m stunned—his head is only an oval of brilliant light! I become frightened, it’s too much for my spiritually immature perception. Panicking, I attempt to grasp at something familiar, anything young Kevin could remember and understand.

Knowing I have reached my capacity, he beams with great force into my mind: “You must remember!” I’m jolted as though a crack of lightning had shot through me. In a panic, I know and feel that I must know this man’s face; I must remember his face! I focus on the brilliant oval and perceive lightning-white light as wrinkled lines in his craggy, ancient face. There is a statesmanlike familiarity, yet I cannot identify him. The teacher magnetically tries to hold my attention longer, but as my focus falters and fades he shouts a code phrase into my disoriented consciousness. I bury my face in my hands, crushed at the memory of having forgotten his counsel so many times before. I fold inward, and awaken.
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Fig. 5.1. Detail of The Signing of Peace in the Hall of Mirrors,
painting by William Orpen.

The dream remains engraved in my memory. My quest had now expanded: in addition to the secrets of life and death, I must also remember and understand this visionary experience, the alternative history, and discover more about this mysterious figure—this mystagogue. When and who is this man? What was it I had forgotten? My intentions were now fused together by a new and singular flame: to penetrate this hidden knowledge.


[image: ]

Zwei Seelen


An intelligent man finds almost everything ridiculous, a wise man hardly anything.

GOETHE, MAXIMS AND REFLECTIONS, 1833




As I had no name to go by, I inwardly referred to the teacher with the face of light as the one who remembered me, and wondered if and when I might meet him again. Since that dream awakening, alternating light and shadows portending unanswerable questions kept me awake late at night. Of what remembrance did this teacher speak? I sensed a split in myself, and a soul loneliness spread over me.

I could remedy this only by having a written conversation between these two selves: How can I be both a naive youth, and yet also a worldly adult Self? Discovering an unused notebook with a green cover in my piles of notes, I felt compelled to keep a conversational journal that year. In this written journal I could ask questions of my elder Self, and he would reply in written word. Chills and streams of tingling power rose up my spine each time he gave an especially inspiring reply, jolting more memory. This often frightened me into a soul wakefulness so intense I could no longer bear it, and I would run from it. Days or weeks later, I would pick it up and again be thrilled into a half-madness by the automatic writing. I spoke to no one about the dream, my elder self, or the teacher with the head of light.

Emanuel Swedenborg, Edgar Cayce, Rudolf Steiner, Don Juan Matus, and James Van Praagh all subscribe to the binary soul doctrine. Besides the physical body, they all agree, human beings are also composed of two other very distinct nonphysical components. Cayce and Steiner use the very same terminology for these two parts, each referring to them simply as the soul and spirit. Meanwhile, Swedenborg calls them the “inward” and “outward” elements of the soul, Matus calls them the tonal and nagual, Daskalos calls them the psychical and noetical bodies, and Van Praagh calls them the astral and mental bodies.

PETER NOVAK1

Advanced Humanities I & II, the course descriptions read, and I registered immediately. We read the Upanishads, Kafka, the lives of great composers, and best of all, portions of Faust written by Goethe. The professor was an older, kindly, conscientious woman with long gray hair tied back, and would always give the needed overview of the next topic. One afternoon she introduced Goethe’s Doctor Faust as a “divided man.” I sat up in my seat with a jolt, and my green journal of divided selves immediately called to me from my hidden drawer a mile away. One line caught my attention: Zwei Seelen wohnen, ach! in meiner Brust.


Alas, two souls dwell within this breast.

And each is fain to leave its brother.

The one, fast clinging, to the world adheres

With clutching organs, in love’s sturdy lust;

The other strongly lifts itself from dust

To yonder high, ancestral spheres.

Oh, are there spirits hovering near . . .

GOETHE, FAUST




Yes, he is correct—we have two souls! How did he know this? Perhaps this Goethe is my mysterious teacher from the mirrored hall? I had first encountered Goethe’s work during my high school German studies, culminating in a summer exchange to Augsburg, West Germany, in 1979, a life-altering experience. I rushed to the university library during lunch break to find what books by Goethe they may have, and if there might be a portrait of him. I found a biography, a book of quotes, as well as a volume of selected works in translation—and his portrait. Sadly, no, Goethe has not my mystagogue’s face. I could only hope my teacher was still alive.

Rudolf Steiner taught that Goethe had undergone . . . initiation . . . within his soul during sleep, rather than as a physical plane ceremony.

ADRIAN ANDERSON2
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Forgotten Body


Always know and remember that you are more than your physical body.

ROBERT A. MONROE, FOUNDER 
OF THE MONROE INSTITUTE




The Christmas holidays returned me to my family home for a welcome break from university studies. It hadn’t yet snowed, and leaves were now piled and rotting in driveways all over our forested neighborhood. Exhausted from the long semester of external academic demands and internal exploration, I fell asleep one afternoon some days before Christmas Eve:

What am I doing up here? I calmly hover a dozen meters above a man and a boy raking autumn leaves from a long driveway. Oh, I’m away from my body! Months had passed since I was lucid in this state and I’d nearly lost familiarity with it. I immediately spin into wild, impossible aerial maneuvers high over the front yard with a joy that only gymnasts or stunt pilots can know. I pause in midair over the leaf-raking pair and wonder, Well, this is fun, but where did I leave my body? In this state, the ordinary linear-time mind is not quite engaged. What day is it? This I could not recall, but I did know: My body must be around here somewhere . . . I sweep around the house, scanning the side and back yards. Nothing. I enter the breakfast room, and skim across the ceiling into the family room—again nothing.

Passing along the ceiling of the kitchen, I come upon a sudden and chilling scene—a translucent humanoid creature stands at the sink manipulating instruments. The luminescent colors are both fantastic and grotesque, like an anatomical mannequin that has been splayed open, surrounded by strange auric light patterns that wove throughout the tissues. The creature peacefully continues its work, and seems to pose no threat. I feel this was one of those things to be left alone, to be later understood. I carry on in search of my physical frame. I pass into other rooms, still moving along the ceiling. Out through the dining room window, I rise outdoors up to the height of the second floor. Looking into a bedroom window from outside in mid-air, I see the room now from a point of awareness hovering in space, and I’m thunderstruck! There in my bed, lay a sleeping youth! How could anyone have the brazen insolence to enter our house and take a nap in a stranger’s bed—MY bed—in the middle of the afternoon! How DARE he! I draw closer and study the sleeping young man. Curiously, his sandy-blond hair and cheekbones are familiar. Then, like a magnet, I’m drawn into my body, encased once again in a simian sarcophagus of stone.

Gently, I move back into sync with the physical frame, stirring my blood for a moment. I take a deep breath and raise my meat marionette up by unseen soul strings. Wow. I slowly stand, getting used to gravity again, and look into the small, wood-framed mirror high on the wall. Why did I not recognize myself? Why did my face appear different from the outside? Then it dawns: I have never seen myself, live in real time, with my eyes closed—a view not possible in a mirror, as my eyes are then open. And my hair is parted to my right, not my left, as it appears to be when I see myself in a mirror!

My nose welcomed the scents of an early dinner rising from the kitchen below. Still a bit unsteady in my bodily frame, I made my way slowly down the stairs. I silently sat on the kitchen stool, watching my mother in her marionette at the sink, still posing no threat. Medical clairvoyants have claimed for centuries that they can perceive within the bodies of their clients. Undoubtedly this is the origin of acupuncture; perceiving the invisible lines of force in the human body was the work of the ancient Chinese shamans. I got a taste of this that afternoon, but today I was more interested in dinner than spiritual anatomy. I would learn in time to perceive astral forms and forces, even within my own body. Importantly, I also learned, or rather remembered, that even when away from the body one doesn’t truly become lost. We’re psychically bound to our body until we’re ready to relinquish it. I further pondered the greater question of identity, If I am both Kevin and Elder Self, and yet not my body, then who am I and what is happening here? Such questions remained with me, but my young body needed nourishment and this remained my holiday priority.

Days later I watched an old film on late-night television called Invisible Agent (1942), wherein a man uses his chemically induced invisibility to spy upon Nazi Germany. The low-budget film was unremarkable, but the intriguing concept affected me profoundly—the use of invisibility as a tool to sway battles or even win wars. I immediately thought of my astral adventures and wondered whether this might be viable. Striking also was that at the end of this film a Japanese agent attached to the embassy in Berlin kills a Gestapo officer, supposedly an ally, and then kills himself in front of a Buddhist altar. The dark episode suddenly felt very visceral, even personal, and it upset me greatly. A sensation washed through me that Germany and Japan were, or would be a part of my life, but I had no sense of why.

“Spiritual psychology,” said my mother the following day, when I asked about the topic for her Sunday afternoon meeting in our living room. A group of her alternative friends gathered, and she invited me to join, perhaps inwardly intuiting my astral explorations. I was still a rebellious youth and anything of interest to my parents couldn’t possibly be of any interest to me, so I defiantly kicked a soccer ball about outside instead. After the talk, everyone left and my mother said the speaker had trained at the Monroe Institute.* The spirits must have had a good laugh that day, as I missed my cue for the spiritual science I so desperately sought. I could not have known then that I would become an instructor there twenty years later. Inwardly I was an explorer of spirit worlds, but outwardly I was still an insolent young man, full of unstable hormones—and full of myself.

[image: ]

Fig. 7.1. The Soul of Man.

Comenius, Orbis Pictus, 1658, plate 17.



*The Monroe Institute specializes in out-of-body travel, afterlife exploration, psychokinesis, and remote viewing.
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Spiritual Science


Bene visit qui bene latuit.

One lives best by the hidden life.

FRANCIS BACON (1561–1626), 
THE ADVANCEMENT OF LEARNING, 21.2




As I approached my upcoming internship, the study of architecture drew less and less of my interest, while my astral adventures expanded. After the holidays I returned to university and scoured the libraries for information on parapsychology, knowing it might just be my only possible life interest. There I discovered an old book, Astral Projection, by Oliver Fox, and in it he mentions the Pineal Doorway at the center of the head. I use the same—I’ve found an ally in this world! This man’s accounts from the 1920s were the only ones I had yet found that precisely described my own experiences. Fox writes:

I concentrated on the attempt to leave my body, and the result was most interesting. I felt my incorporeal self rushing towards, and being condensed in, the pineal gland—at least, this was the sensation and at the same time the golden astral light blazed up and became brilliant; then my body pulled me back, and the astral light died down again, the sensation being precisely the reverse of the previous one, i.e., my incorporeal self rushed back [into the pineal], [expanding] away from the pineal gland . . . until it coincided with the physical body once more. I concentrated again and the same thing happened, but at the third attempt I succeeded in obtaining separation.1

Further on, Fox describes the terrifying sounds as one approaches the Pineal Doorway:

[The] incorporeal self, which was coincident with its physical prison, now rushes up his body and becomes condensed in that pineal point within his brain and batters against the door, while the pale golden light increases to a blaze of glory and a veritable inferno of strange sounds assails his ears. . . . It will appear to him that his fluidic self has again subsided within his physical body; but the terrifying sounds and apparitions are no more, and the room is evenly illuminated by the pale golden radiance. There is a blessed sense of calm after a storm, and fear gives place to triumphant exaltation; for the phase of terror, with its suggestions of coming death or madness, is over. He has passed through the Pineal Door.2

I found little but medical information about the pineal gland in the libraries, and even that was limited. However, Rene Descartes captured my attention. The seventeenth-century scientist, mathematician, and philosopher is most well-known for Cogito, ergo sum (I think, therefore I am) and Cartesian dualism—the separation of the mind and body, or perhaps the soul and the body. Though a scientist, he proposed that the pineal gland is the “seat of the soul.” He postulated the body and the spirit meet at the pineal gland and they both affect each other there. In my experiences, as well as in Fox’s, the pineal was an entry and exit point of the soul or spirit. Is there a difference
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