
Spring Issue – 2021

Dearest Community,
Yet again our newsletter brings us unexpected riches 
offered through the work and interests of our community. 
Particularly uplifting to read are the contributions from the 
young eurythmy performers and therapeutic eurythmy 
students who share their experience of striving within and 
bringing to fruition this Anthroposophical Art and Healing 
through Community.

Touching, too, are the profound sharings by both Yvette 
Oxlee and Michael Chase as they recover from illness; then 
to read of our friend, Jackie Frylinck, and her unique, ener-
getic and open-hearted life.

Within this Newsletter I have recognised a thread that 
reaches towards the Holy Spirit, the Sophia, notably 
through Cyril Coetzee’s ‘Imaginative Picture’ and the 
eurythmy performance “To turn towards the Light – in 
search of Sophia” but also in Allan Kaplan’s brave and hon-
est writing ‘Engaging Darkness’ where he points to the 
Challenge and Wisdom of Mani.

This theme is timeous as Rudolf Steiner indicated that “in 
our time of extremely serious trials…… we must work 
with utmost consciousness that Humanity does not com-
pletely lose  the Holy Spirit, which should lead  the future 
evolution of Humankind.” 1 

So, let us step together towards Michaelmas with a ‘new 
yes’ for Spring.  Let it be a vibrant call, out of the urgency 
of our times, to awaken to spiritual activity, to kindle within 
ourselves the consciousness of each other’s humanity. 

In this spirit, we can look forward to meeting together, 
at the end of September, for both the School of Spiritual 
Science day retreat and a Members’ Day. May we strive to 
combine our love and care for the Life of Anthroposophy, 
for each other, and the world. 

Warmly 

Caroline Hurner

Rose Cross 

1    For full quote see verse on page 7
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Jacquie Frylinck 
Extracts from her Funeral 

Address by Richard Goodall
12 July 2021

Most of us will remember Jacquie as a woman who was gifted with 
great artistic flair and a deep hunger and striving for spiritual under-
standing of humanity and the world around her. She had spent 
many decades investing a great deal of energy into both of these 
aspects of herself. 

Jacquie grew up in Bulawayo in the “old Rhodesia”. She was one of 
three sisters. She was a lively and gifted child in many ways but also 
very dyslexic. As dyslexia was barely understood at that time, she was 
considered to be lazy and stupid at the convent school she attended – 
when in fact the very opposite was true. This made her school career 
something of an ordeal. While at school her parents moved from 
Bulawayo to Salisbury where she attended another convent where she 
was equally misunderstood and from which she managed to get her-
self expelled for swimming in the nearby rock pools with boys.

She grew up to be a strikingly beautiful young woman who soon 
became a model and was employed by businessman, Dave Zipper, 
to run his upmarket fashion shops in Salisbury. This she did very suc-
cessfully for a number of years.

Her first marriage took her to live in Fort Harcourt in Nigeria on the 
Niger delta. There she gave birth to her first son Rett. However this 
first marriage was not to last and so she returned to Salisbury.

It was here in her late twenties that she first heard the word 
Anthroposophy and she knew instinctively, without knowing any-
thing about it, that this was her path. She joined the small group of 
Anthroposophists led by the formidable personalities of Joan King 
and Kathleen Anthony and began to devour the writings of Rudolf 
Steiner. Later this group which had been in existence since the 40’s 
was visited by leading Anthroposophical personalities from Europe 
including Dr. Zeylmans.

In Salisbury she met and eventually married Victor Frylinck. Together 
they built a beautiful home on the outskirts of Salisbury called ‘Luna’. 
She planned and designed it all and it became a magazine feature. 
She built another beautiful house, Blue Haze, nestled among the 
indigenous Msasa trees, which was her final Zimbabwean home. 

Jacquie had a great sense of space and an eye for form, pattern and 
colour and also the fall and quality of light.

She kept horses and was a very keen and accomplished horse-
woman, adept in dressage – which is why she always referred to 
Eurythmy as human dressage!

She loved the landscapes of her birth, particularly the trees. The 
new spring leaves of these Highveld trees emerge with northern 
hemisphere autumn colours of reds and yellows, giving the entire 
landscape a shimmering glow of reddish hues. This she longed 
to paint and so took painting lessons with Ann Lindsell-Stewart, a 
well-known oil painter in Salisbury. There was quite a community 

of accomplished artists in the city and so she benefitted from the 
influence of the cream of the artistic group there. Soon she too was 
painting the most beautiful landscapes and animals.

Here she had her second child Dion who grew up fluent in Shona. 
Jacquie herself was hopeless at languages even though she worked 
with many Shona people under her charge. As she had suffered as 
a dyslexic child herself, she had great sympathy for people and was 
very kind and considerate. The doors of her spacious home were 
always open for visitors and for Anthroposophical gatherings. 

Through her Anthroposophical work she got to know about Waldorf 
education and she and Vicky decided that Dion should go to a 
Waldorf school. They gave up this wonderful life and their home 
and moved to Cape Town to be near a Waldorf school for Dion. Here 
they became great supporters of the Constantia School, the Christian 
Community and the Society. Together they started up a paint busi-
ness called Pyramid Paints. 

In 1994 Vicky died here in Cape Town. This was a huge blow for 
Jacquie and she seemed to lose a lot of her drive and energy for life 
with his passing. She also couldn’t bring herself to paint any more. 
She moved back to Harare for a few years but with all the difficulties 
inZimbabwe she decided to sell up and move down to Cape Town 
for good. She settled in Scarborough where she could appreciate 
the light on the sea and walk freely every day. Every time she drove 
over the OuKaapseWeg pass she would be inspired to speak the 
Foundation Stone Meditation which she had memorized and lived 
with for years.

She was a deeply spiritual person but was not really able to express 
it in words. However, she lived out of it which was why she was so 
open to people. When she moved into Timour Hall Cottages she 
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would comb the neighborhood and walk into almost anybody’s gar-
den and introduce herself and in no time at all she was in their home 
drinking tea with them. She became out PR person by default. 

Jacquie kept copious diaries and every evening she recorded the 
events of her day. This was probably a part of her Rϋchshau which 
she tried to practice. She became a very active part of the commu-
nity always keeping an eye on the building and joining in reading 
groups, gospel study, doll making, fair preparation (as long as no 
cooking was involved). Jacquie barely knew how to boil an egg! She 
was very generous and had a wicked sense of humour. She repeat-
edly told me that if she ever became too much of a nuisance I should 
take her to the vet and ask him to put her down. She was the god-
mother of Ruelle Bruwer and at his 21st birthday celebration she said 
that when he was little she thought that he would become a sewer 
rat “but just look at what a beautiful young man he has become.”

The last years of her life were spent at Doordrift Lodge just up the 
road where she was regularly visited by members of the community 
and attended services here as long as that was possible. Lockdowns 
which began last year had a huge impact on her life as she was not 
allowed out any more and visiting became very difficult. In true 
Jacquie style she managed to befriend many of the people around 
her and so was able to withdraw into an isolated but largely happy 
space.

We wish her well on her way into the world of spirit and would do 
well to keep her in our thoughts and prayers so that she can inspire 
us with artistic ways of dealing with the current state of the 
world and we can bring beauty into her world through our 
thoughts.

Go well Jacquie.

In Memory of Jacqui
In memory and gratitude for – our shared appreciation of those most 
mysterious musasa trees of the land we chose to be born in; those 
trees of delicate, spreading, dappled bark and canopies, those trees 
whose new spring leaves of August, exploded in a barrage of north-
ern autumn colours, of burnished copper, bronze and red, setting 
granite kopies afire in the midday shimmer of a hot and dusty late 
winter day; those trees whose colours always challenged you to cap-
ture their exact hue on your canvas.

In memory and gratitude for your sense of space, and place; for your 
grace and talent in creating simple homes that welcomed so many 
and let us breathe, that allowed the sharing of ideas and experiences.

In memory and gratitude for the artist you were, and the advice, 
intention you relayed to me – Draw something every day. How else 
will you grow your skill?

In memory and gratitude for your lightning sharp incisive spiritual 
understandings.

In memory and gratitude for a key experience you had seeing 
Steiner’s plays performed at The Goetheanum. You noted how the 
figure of Ahriman, as soon as he was seen, recognized, immediately 
found it necessary to leave centre stage and pretend to be busy with 
something else. The spotlight caught him out.

That image has helped me take action on more than one occasion.

In memory and gratitude for the shaded yellow crayon passages in 
the multitude of Steiner’s books you purchased, read and lent. Your 
recognition of their substance and the patterns of their relevance live 
in every page you so feelingly acknowledged.

In memory of the profound comfort you derived and passed on 
– from The Foundation Stone Meditation that you memorized and  
I think, spoke aloud countless times.

Yvette Worrall
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Left to right: Lyda Bräunlich, Mrs Olsen (secretary), 
Margaret Wegerif, Mrs. Burger (Afrikaans), Sigrid, 
Elizabeth Berrington-Picket (at the time), Maike van der 
Wal (accompanist for Eurythmy)

Second row: Hugh Fynes-Clinton, Max Stibbe, Betty 
Tulner, Nicolette Louw, Mr Kotze (Afrikaans), Hans-Peter 
van Maanen.

Third Row: Mr Bickley (Husband of Gertrude), Rupert 
Bräunlich, David Suffolk, Leo Nitzsche, Eddie Dawes.

Tributes to Sigrid from 

representatives of the 

Eurythmy Community in  

Cape Town
A Great   Halleluiah for you Dearest Sigrid – for your dedication to 
Eurythmia, for all the students who passed through you and now 
pass eurythmy on to others, for your strength in pioneering the work 
here in Cape Town, for your humour and wisdom and so much more. 
We salute your passing and send our Love as you stream towards  
the Light.

I have known Sigrid since I was about 4 years old and accompa-
nied my mother to her adult classes. I would be allowed to join in 
from time to time and soon Sigrid became a close friend of the 
family. Then of course she was my eurythmy teacher throughout  
school and, in time, I then trained under her at the Claremont  
School!

My heart is full of gratitude

Michelle Kaplan

I hold you in my heart with so much love, dear Sigrid, as you travel 
Homeward. May you travel with strength and light, for there is so 
much of this within your Being. May you feel held in Love and may 
you hear the divine music resounding within and all around you.

I will always remember your strong, upright presence and the joyful, 
playful, humorous twinkle in your eye. I always felt you were a myste-
rious being and held and embodied great wisdom within you. Thank 
you for sharing this with us, and the Love, which you held for each 
of your students in your bringing to us this vital, healing force to our 
world that is Eurythmy.

Emma Thompson

Sigrid Quednau
We have only just learnt 

of your passing over the 

Threshold, Sigrid, this early 

evening of 25 August at 

Constantiaberg Hospital.
We were told that in your last days, after an extended period of 
illness, you had seemed to have rallied and become quite lucid, 
informing your nurses that you were now ready to “go home 
– the upstairs home”.

Sigrid, I am sure your true home, the Spiritual World, is ready to wel-
come you with open arms. You have lived a life so full and pene-
trated, a life completely dedicated to Eurythmy and Anthroposophy.

In honour of your great spirit, Sigrid,   I now share a verse:  The 
Mystery of Ephesus,  especially beloved by Eurythmists and given by  
Rudolf Steiner during Easter in 1924.

 

Offspring of all the Worlds!  
Thou in a form of light,

Firm framed by the Sun, with Luna’s might,

Endowed with sounding Mars’  
life-stirring hymns,

And swift-winged Mercury’s  
motion in thy limbs,

Illum’d with royal Jupiter’s all-wiseness,

And grace bestowing Venus’ is loveliness ---

That Saturn’s ancient-world-memoried devoutness

Unto the world of Space and Time thee hallow!
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To turn towards 
the light...
A eurythmy project in honour 

of the being Sophia
When lockdown arrived on our shores early in 2020 and compelled 
us to close our doors to the immediate outer world, Time opened 
its door and became pure potential and possibility. In gratitude I 
welcomed this unexpected opportunity and immersed myself in 
a eurythmy project that I have been carrying for years, i.e., to find 
verses and poems that speak about and through the being Sophia 
and to prepare to perform it.

What was perceived at first to be a solo performance, with one 
speaker and one musician, gradually transformed and became, nine 
months later, a group of six eurythmists, three musicians and two 
speakers, with a program that required many months of preparation. 
How fortuitous that it worked out (in many ways unexpected and 
unplanned) that we found each other, found the pieces of the puz-
zle that were not yet there, found just enough time in our co-creat-
ing, and found a venue that was available and suitable even with the 
restrictions imposed at the time.

What was especially precious on this journey was the experience of 
meeting what felt to be a trusted friend in the being Sophia, and the 
experience of getting to know her in her ways and working as we 
tried to find ever deeper layers - within ourselves, in the words and 
music, and in the process of creation. I became increasingly aware of 
her subtlety and her quiet generosity when one opens to her, and 
also how she remains hidden if the heart becomes filled with anxiety, 
doubt and fear, or with, as one author puts it, “the tyranny of my ego-
ism”. She needs us as much as we need her, and eurythmy, I sense, 
provides a particularly touching meeting place.

The following words of Rudolf Steiner, spoken in February 1910, 
became a beacon in this attempt to do justice to such a vast and 
all-encompassing theme, and also in trying to work in a way that 
would honour this being:

“Devotion to Divine wisdom in all that happens; calling up again and 
again within us the thought, feeling and inner impulse that whatever will 
come must come and that it will do good in some way: calling up this 
mood of soul and letting it live in our words, feelings and ideas – that is 
[…] the mood of devotional prayer.”

The decision to work collaboratively and to co-create gave us much 
to engage and to wrestle with. It was at times a clear challenge. In 
some cases some of us had the opportunity to choreograph the 
eurythmy forms from scratch, and in other instances one or two of us 
would create the beginnings of a form, or choose gestures, and then 
we collaborated to bring it to completion.
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As regards to the eurythmy rehearsal space, I have a new apprecia-
tion for the immense opportunity we have in working together in 
eurythmy to sow seeds for present and future community-building. 
In the activity of practicing eurythmy every aspect of our beings are 
illumined and made visible - our strengths and our shortcomings. To 
have to struggle to find the way beyond opinions, likes and dislikes 
and the limitations we all carry, can potentially become a crucible 
for meeting in ways that facilitate inner growth and which invite the 
spirits that have an interest in our human endeavours. It is a path of 
initiation that asks for openness and perseverance and a dedication 
to the unfolding of the process – no easy tasks!

With gratitude to all who participated in both big and small ways to 
fulfil this journey. A journey that enacted in a small and humble way 
what humanity is grappling with on a big scale.

Cobie Roelvert

May our feeling penetrate

into the centre of our heart,

and seek, in love, to unite itself

with the human beings seeking the same goal,

with the spirit beings who — bearing grace,

strengthening us from realms of light

and illuminating our love —

are gazing down upon

our earnest, heartfelt striving. 

Rudolf Steiner, 1923

It is with gratitude that I think upon our Sophia project. I am grateful 
to Cobie for inviting me and initiating and guiding this process. It 
was a highlight for me to work with these wonderful women, each 
amazing in their own way.

It was also just great to get to move artistically with adults again and 
to feel my ‘backspace’ (eurythmy wings) re-awakening after being 
asleep for some time.

The middle part of an artistic process is often challenging, and this 
one was no exception. Having a full teaching morning and then our 
rehearsals in the afternoons, it was sometimes very hard to make 
the switch from very busy school life to the quiet, more reflective, 
listening, cocreating space in our practices.

I most enjoyed it when the pieces started coming together and 
once the sounds were added, which lifted everything. Also, the 
addition of the music pieces to the project, although initially over-
whelming to me, became a further grace in the process… How 
music then carries too. And such beautiful pieces to work with and 
talented musicians that we were blessed to have.

The idea of Sophia as a being was really a new exploration for me 
personally, and the process has made me aware of an opening to 
or possibility of a powerful feminine presence surrounding and sup-
porting us all.

I am grateful to all those who supported us in the process, thank you 
to our wonderful speakers, and to those who could be there to wit-
ness and receive the fruits of our work.

Jody Terblanche

At the beginning of last year, Cobie asked me if I would like to par-
ticipate in a project on the theme of Sophia. I had on various occa-
sions heard and read about the background and meaning of this 
spiritual being, so I was intrigued by the idea to work on this theme 
eurythmically.

Due to various circumstances it took quite a while before the group 
was able to meet. By that time my whole life circumstances had 
changed and I had to find new perspectives to come to a much 
deeper understanding of destiny and Karma.

In preparation of the artistic work, Cobie shared some of the sources 
she was working with and led us through some processes to give us 
a common ground of departure. This continued, alongside the prac-
tices throughout the first term of this year and gave meaning and 
colour to our tentative artistic attempts to do Sophia’s being justice.

An understanding emerged that Sophia is not this OR that, but rather

strength AND weakness, war AND peace, glamour AND poverty, thus 
living in all our soul experiences as that which lies behind all external 
appearances as the unifying Soul of the World. The call to be heard 
sounds loud and clear through all who are looking to bridge the    
divide of differences, of opposites, and to recognize and cherish our 
common origin and goal in love.

Although the journey was not always easy I am deeply grateful to 
have been privileged to travel it together with the wonderful and 
compassionate individuals of this working group. A special thank you 
goes to Cobie for initiating and holding this special process.

Christiane Janowski

“Anthroposophia is in herself an invisible human being who goes 
amongst visible human beings and towards whom we have the greatest 
conceivable responsibility.”

In our everyday life we are caught up in rushing from one place to 
another, unaware of what is happening around, or between, us. But 
with every lingering moment of appreciation or wonder, be it a sun-
rise over the mountains, the beauty of the different colours of the 
sea, or the delicacy of a flower, there – suddenly – the presence of 
this “invisible being” can be felt.

“Every mortal shall lift my veil.” She, the Soul of the World, makes us aware 
of being able to “see through” when we as human beings know ourselves: 
“Know thou thyself!”

Sophia, who leads human beings to true self-knowledge, accompa-
nied us through an incredible journey. With the gifts of the eurythmy, 
the Sophia being, which in her vastness is felt at first more outwardly, 
became an enriching inner experience. I am deeply grateful that 
I could be part of this journey and to learn how much the artistic 
eurythmy serves us in our inner growth, for myself and for the whole 
group.

A big thank you to Cobie for this wonderful offering into the world of 
the Sophia.

Tonya Sutter
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An Honouring 
of the Kairos 
Eurythmy  
School
Estelle Bryer
While watching the 2hr. long end of term Eurythmy performance of 
the multiracial, multicultural students of the Kairos Eurythmy School, 
the dedication and the excellent quality of their Eurythmy again makes 
one aware of the spiritual importance of what they and their teachers 
are doing, especially during these times of fear and conflict.  Every ges-
ture that Eurythmists make has cosmic significance and it is heartening 
to know that their teachers are well aware of this.  One could see this in 
the quality of their togetherness and the items performed.

The Kairos school in particular is also of consequence because it is in 
Cape Town. Cape Town, for those who are not aware of it, is known 
to be at the foot of the World Etheric Cross, having Dornach as the 
Etheric Heart. (as explained in the autobiography of Dr Zeylmans van 
Emmichoven *  `̀ two evenings before his death he spoke about the 
new Isis whom he described at the foot of the Cosmic Cross, in the 
light of the new, future, ‘John’ Christianity. He saw this as this country’s 
special task.”

This is also shown geographically in the Table Mountain range, 
which has the flat table top ‘altar’ (sometimes covered with a cloud 
tablecloth), with Devil’s Peak on the one side and Lions Head on the 
other and an attached mountain range leading behind called the 12 
Apostles. It also has 2 different oceans on either side, having warm 
water in one and cold water in the other.

To quote from his Biography - “Dr Zeylmans, one of the great 
Anthroposophical Cosmic Teachers, ‘chose’ to die here in 1961 and 
have his ashes scattered on the face of Table Mountain”.

The two main teachers of the Kairos school are also connected 
strongly with Dornach, as were the first 3 Cape Town Eurythmy grad-
uates who, in 1975 by good ‘angelic planning’ found themselves in 
Dornach standing alone, for a long time, around the death-bed of  Mari 
Savitch, one of the greatest eurythmists of all time.   Why? What was/
is the Eurythmy connection between Cape Town and Dornach? There 
have also been other ‘coincidences’ since then.

Long may the Kairos Eurythmy School thrive, especially in the difficult 
world times we live in.  We need every etheric movement they make to 
help cleanse the etheric of the earth for the Etheric Christ to manifest.

We are in a time of 

extremely serious trials

We are in a time of extremely serious trials.

We must be ever more conscious of this. 

Now everything good and everything evil

is coming to the light of day,

often in a most devastating way.

 

Whoever is able to meditate

can powerfully affect 

what is happening.

Only very few have the possibility of understanding

what is going on, let alone the strength to fulfill 

the task given to us.

 

It is all the more important that the few 

who have a true understanding 

now apply all their strength –

in utmost conscientiousness and 

with the highest possible concentration -

yes, with all the power 

that they can call forth 

from the depths of their souls - 

to offer themselves and work towards this: 

that Humanity does not completely lose 

the Holy Spirit, which should lead 

the future evolution of Humankind.

 

Never have we had to face the abyss 

so directly 

as in the present. 

 

Thought to be attributed to Rudolf Steiner  
written in 1924 for a person he knew
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My most beautiful artistic 

Eurythmy experience for  

many years
On Saturday afternoon, 29 May, I was booked in for this Eurythmy 
Performance at the Christian Community in Cape Town: “To turn 
towards the Light”.

The beginning expressed visually before our eyes, how we all tend 
to go about our daily chores, moving past each other, hurrying, sin-
gle-minded, goal-orientated, forgetting about others around us: 
the eurythmists in their full garments of colourful dresses and veils, 
in their fine Eurythmy shoes raced from one side to the other on 
the beautifully arranged stage with its dark blue curtains as a back-
ground… Are we not all in this situation, wearing the garments of 
our higher being, but just physically darting about?

And then came music – the “Ave Maria” by Franz Schubert – played 
by a violin and an electric piano, which brought us to a halt! One 
started breathing differently and came to peace with oneself.

From then on an “orchestrated” composition began to unfold, lead-
ing us to the Sun as an image for our radiant heart forces, overcom-
ing individually fear and terror that has been attempted to fill us in 
these times of the government regulations around a so-called pan-
demic, that is untruthful, man-made, purposefully driven prop-
aganda: the eurythmists had all added a red veil in the front of 
themselves, enhancing the message into an urgent wake-up call!

We find ourselves falling between the polarities of ignorance and 
knowledge, of shame and boldness, of fear and strength…

How can we find our way, the middle way, the Christ way?

We were listening to the Proverbs to heed the words of our forefa-
thers and to seek the “Sophia”. Sophia is calling out at every gate to 
learn prudence, to pay attention, to hear her speak of noble things, to 
hear her speak the truth, that resounds deep within us.

A mournful dirge led us into our depth…

And a hymn to the Sun as the bringer of life and warmth in the uni-
verse, and to our heart as the microcosmic mirror of it encourages us 
to go forward with this path.

Reiterating this path by following what comes towards us out of 
the future and to seek the ones who are co-travellers, co-workers, 
co-seekers in our social environment.

Two images out of the Revelation, chapter 12, will be on our 
side: 

• The woman, clothed with the sun, the moon under her feet 
and her head surrounded with the crown of the twelve stars, who 
is trying to give birth and cries out in labour –

• The great fiery-red dragon with seven heads and ten horns, 
with seven diadems on his heads casting down to the earth a 
third of all the stars in heaven with his mighty tail -.

The world and I are but one – in all its revelations, as expressed in a 
soul calendar verse, uplifts and widens our soul again.

And the Wisdom of God, carried by Isis-Sophia, can resurrect within 
us through the Christ forces working in us, when we dwell in them 
and make room for them in our soul.

Like on the Easter morning, when Mary Magdalene walked towards 
the grave of Jesus, we can find the living Christ come near to us, and 
we experience the Easter Sun in our heart…

“To turn towards the light

In times of darkest need,

To send our inner gaze towards

The dawning Sun of Spirit;

Here let this be our human will

And remain so evermore.”

With a deep gratitude for this meaningful, purposeful Eurythmy 
performance, beautiful composition of the programme, one-ness 
of all the performers involved and the deep peace that shone out 
throughout it!

Christiane Wigand
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Engaging 
Darkness

-

The Challenge of Mani  

– Al Kaplan

“The whole world, the whole vast universe,  
  is the submissive slavery of inanimate matter.  
  Life alone is the miracle of freedom.”
  Vasily Grossman

I choose some words from Vasily Grossman to start me on this nar-
rative1. Grossman, a journalist in the Red Army during World War II, 
wrote the monumental novel, Life and Fate, regarded as a modern 
War and Peace, centred on the Battle of Stalingrad, focusing on the 
titanic battle between fascism and communism. At its heart, this 
book dedicates the sanctity of the indivi duality of the human being, 
it is the battle-cry of a man of peace. He never saw it published in 
his lifetime. For anyone interested in what it means to be human, this 
artistry seems to me essential reading.

We are again mired in the darkness of war. There are those who feel 
that anything is justified in the war against a virus. There are those 
who feel that such justifications constitute the real danger – a war 
against the integrity and striving of the individual human I. I strug-
gle to understand. This is not the darkness of an external battle-field 
– but Grossman’s genius lay in seeking out the inner human terrain 
out of which the external battle-fields form. My own sensibility feels 
adrift; I seek to understand.

All around me, wherever they find themselves in the world, so many 
friends and colleagues and family are drifting away, as though dis-
appearing over some unimagined boundary. I have always thought, 
when I gave it any thought at all, that my closest ties formed a kind 
of nexus of those striving spiritually, those striving for social justice, 
for ecological integrity, for a meeting of science and art, earth and 
cosmos, individual and community – the recognition, at best, of 
the meeting between responsibility and freedom. Every day now, it 
seems as though there are fewer and fewer of these to reach out to.

More than a year ago already, it felt clear where this was heading, this 
war against a virus – it was heading towards the curtailment of the 
human spirit, of the light that shines from the human eye, from the 

1 Vasily Grossman, Life and Fate, translated by Robert Chandler

human I. More and more people, every day, seem sucked, as it were, 
into the darkness. There seems so little recognition of the whole, of 
the inner terrain through which the battle forms.

Throughout the world now, we are faced with increasing levels of 
censorship, of surveillance, on all levels and on every front; the phe-
nomenon of censorship has ratcheted up to levels unprecedented 
outside of totalitarian societies – this is clear for anyone who cares 
to pay attention to their world – yet it is increasingly unnoticed. The 
creation of a regimented apartheid between vaccinated and unvac-
cinated is becoming realized with a frightening impunity. Levels of 
fear are being manipulated, and the manipulated, being filled with 
fear, accept the manipulation. Science itself is bent and distorted, 
and legitimate enquiry and alternative views othered at every turn. 
Figures and statistics are not to be trusted; they are resources com-
mandeered for battle. The ubiquitous test for this virus, conducted 
on healthy people, is indubitably ineffective and invalid. Words 
are bastardised and manipulated with the kind of immunity that is 

supposedly being sought for the population itself – the very word 
‘vaccine’ being a significant case in point. We are transforming our-
selves into genetically modified organisms, and genetic modification 
itself, as regards living organisms beyond the human, is becoming 
normalized, and rampant. All this is celebrated. The extent to which 
the poor are becoming poorer, and the rich richer, as a direct result of 
the measures promulgated in the war against this virus, are causing 
more hardship and death than the virus supposedly being fought – 
all this is known, all this is swallowed. The rollout of injectables is a 
business model that has little to do with well-being. and everything 
to do with profit and power. People are being coerced, increasingly 
forced, into them – people are freely choosing them - despite their 
experimental status. All this is ignored, its relevance denied. 

Very few are paying attention anymore, and very many are simply 
accepting what they are being told. Our lack of attention is the very 
darkness that prevails. The darkness, increasingly, lies within, even 
more than it encircles us from without.

It is the darkness that prevents us from seeing; it is the lack of seeing 
that spreads the darkness.

* * * * * * *

The Greek god Proteus was a shape-shifter, he could change into 
any form he chose, at will. He could also anticipate and foretell the 
future. Goethe invoked him in a particularly powerful manner: “We 
must learn many different movements so that we grow deft enough 
to follow the archetype in all its versatility, so that this Proteus never 
slips from our grasp”. His point being that life embodies itself in 
form, but it is not synonymous with that form, it is that out of which 
the form arises, and if we are to be capable of observing life, capa-
ble of observing that which is actually in the process of forming, then 
we have to become fluid enough in our thinking that we are open 
enough in our observations that we may put these qualities together 
in the calibre of our paying attention.

Many years ago my partner Sue and I adopted Proteus as a kind of 
patron saint, because we were taking Goethe’s practice of a ‘delicate 
empiricism’ and adapting it from its focus on the natural world to a 
focus on the social world, calling this a ‘delicate activism’.  Goethe’s 
phrase appears in the following sentence: ‘There is a delicate empir-
icism which makes itself utterly identical with the object.’ This is the 
foundation for all of his work, and I would argue, for any work that 
foregrounds observation. We have to be empirical, but we also have 
to work with our thinking and our imagination, and the relationship 
between the two is very delicate – the one shouldn’t outweigh the 
other; they belong to each other. Moreover, becoming identical with 
the object means we become one with, we enter into. 

We call our social practice a ‘delicate activism’ in the understand-
ing that observation itself plays a healing role in the world – direct 
perception delicately interlaced with a grounded imagination yields 
a perceptive intelligence, a disciplined intuition – this is the healing 
modality. We become one with the object, as it is forming, or dissi-
pating; this is the phenomenological key - the society around us that 

we are working and living in is not separate from us, neither we from 
it. We are implicate, and nothing changes unless we change. And if 
we change, everything changes. Which, of course, demands rigor-
ous and robust levels of self-observation. Self-reflection lies inside the 
very nub of social change. A delicate activism practises social free-
dom through arduous observation.

Such practice is viciously gutted, though, when direct observation 
itself is tabooed inside a darkness that asphyxiates attention. It is as 
though the practice itself were outlawed from within, as though the 
‘virus’ had lodged itself in the soul, as the scourge of spirit. It feels as 
though Proteus himself, the son of the sea god Poseidon, lies dying 
on some abandoned shore.

*  * * * * * *

Mani, the Initiate, was born around 216 AD, in Chaldea, Babylonia. 
Carrier of an immense wisdom, he lived with a deeply spiritual 
and uncompromising intensity, forming the high teachings of the 
Buddha, Zarathustra and Christ into a new communion of kindness. 
His word suffused a widespread community responding to his very 
particular calling – to realise the conscious experience of spirit, fore-
grounding not faith but the conscious and direct encountering of 
spirit. He gave his life to the practice of this intelligence; he lost his life 
in martyrdom to the refusal to compromise such practice.  For him, 
the core of such knowing lived in the human I, the spiritual as life.

Rudolf Steiner describes the Manichean stream as being based on 
a central legend, and he tells the story of the legend in a lecture 2. 
The legend tells us that once upon a time, the spirits of darkness 
tried to invade the Kingdom of Light, to take it over, but they failed; 
they were defeated by the Kingdom of Light. As a consequence, it 
was necessary that they be punished - the spirits of light from the 
Kingdom of Light had to punish them. But how does the Kingdom 
of Light punish when the kingdom is, intrinsically, by its very nature, 
good? How do you use goodness to inflict punishment? There is a 
deep enigma here, an unfathomable conundrum. In response to this 
conundrum, this is what the spirits of light did - they took a little of 
their light out of their kingdom and they mixed it with the darkness; 
they took a little bit of their light and put it into the darkness. And the 
legend describes how a ferment arose, and everything became cha-
otic, and everything shook into a kind of vertiginous whirling. And 
when the chaos and the whirling subsided, a new thing was inside 
the Kingdom of Darkness, and that new thing was death – the begin-
ning of death, through the mixing of the light into the darkness. And 
so now the darkness - which can also be seen as matter, or materi-
alism - is continually consuming itself; it always dies, it decays and it 
dies. Not through being resisted, but through being entered into by 
the light. Being entered into is not to be resisted but to be infused – 
for the light cannot resist, or deny, or force, or punish; its action is one 
of infusion. 

Steiner notes at this point, in his telling of the legend: ‘The profound 
thought that lies in this is that the Kingdom of Darkness has to be 

2  Rudolf Steiner, The Temple Legend, Rudolf Steiner Archives,   
 Lecture GA093 

The light pours into the flower and the light shine out of 
the flower – it is working both ways ‘-  a drawing by Kathy 
who coordinates a network of small community Waldorf 
schools  in Chile.
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overcome by the Kingdom of Light, not by punishment but by mild-
ness.’  Not by punishment but by mildness. Not by resisting evil but by 
uniting with it, that it may be redeemed. Because a part of the light 
enters evil, the evil itself is overcome. 

The challenge that Mani presents us is profound, for it seems to 
contradict everything that an activist professes as deepest intent 
– in our efforts to effect change, to improve social life, to live eco-
logically, surely we are asked to respond to the encroaching  
 
darkness by acting strongly against it, by rising up against it, by deny-
ing its predations, by exposing its oppressions, by separating our-
selves from its increasing hegemonies. Yet Mani is saying, I think, that 
these actions, these predispositions of the activist, risk also entrench-
ing the darkness itself. We become the very thing that we resist, 
we become attached, its methods become our methods, and very 
quickly we are led, seduced, into a path of unconscious collusion, 
descent into an unconsciousness that really lies at the heart of what 
we suppose we are struggling against. 

The wisdom of Mani seems to perceive all this from the outset, 
almost to predict it, and to warn against it. His wisdom seems to pen-
etrate the veils of our own desires and temptations, and challenges 
us to a far more disciplined and provocative sensibility and activity. 
The challenge of love, perhaps. Not to resist, not to deny, not to rail 
against, not to fight – but to infuse, to imbue, to leaven. How can we 
begin to think about this – because Mani’s spirituality was never sen-
timental, his way was through rational intelligence, through knowl-
edge, through the practice of knowing and of encounter.

 * * * * * * * 

The darkness that encroaches, at this moment in world affairs, is so 
global, so all-encompassing, so inexplicable in its ability to lay waste 
to the innate intelligence of the vast majority of thinking human 
beings, that it must, by virtue of all this, go beyond the simplistic 
machinations of a few powerful people and corporations and sec-
tors of society – its as though we have been blinded by a darkness 
that rises up from within, or that comes to us from intentions that live 
in the cosmos itself. It is not a darkness that will be simply banished 
through simple exposure and even uprising – it has entered too invis-
ibly, too universally, too granularly; it is too ingrained now, to be sim-
ply banished. Mani’s challenge heralds a different possibility.

Steiner’s Temple Legend lecture contains an indication. “How do we 
imagine the interworking of good and evil?”  How do we understand 
that moment when light mingles with darkness, when you take a lit-
tle bit of light and put it into the darkness (by way of responding to 
the depredations of the darkness)? “We have to understand it as the 
harmonization of life with form”, Steiner writes, and asks, ”How does 
life change over into form?”  As I allow myself to enter this stream of 
thinking, I feel as though in the midst of a meeting between Goethe 
and Steiner, anthroposophy and a delicate activism; Mani patiently 
and kindly trying to help me understand the unthinkable. Through 
coming up against resistance, life articulates itself, differentiates itself, 

makes itself intelligent, works towards consciousness. Life animates 
substance, passing through form, expressing itself as particular idea. 
So does life pass through matter, the material is always changing its 
form as life passes through it, and their interaction allows idea, spe-
cific ideas, to manifest. Life moves from form to form, creating it, let-
ting go, moving on – and form decays, dissipates, moves into death, 
out of which new life, new form, arises. Life itself is formless; there 
would be no form if life were not restricted, if life were not limited by 
substance. 

Light reveals itself, understands itself, meets itself, through the limita-
tions of darkness. Darkness is matter, boundary, measure, form, limit, 
gravity – its quality is that of weight, it bears down, presses, imposes 
and impacts. Inert, it induces passivity. Light is active, alive, buoy-
ant, expansive, intensive (in the sense of being inwardly charged), 
dynamic, intentional (even when receptive). It does not impose or 
impact, it draws out, it encourages, it lifts, it makes visible, it reveals. It 
encourages, it stimulates, it embraces – it wraps itself around obsta-
cles and allows them to shine.

 * * * * * * *  

Mani’s legend tells us that the light acts as a leaven when infused into 
darkness, it causes a ferment to take place, thus the whirling dance of 
chaos, and thus death enters in, and so the darkness, through being 
infused with light, continually consumes itself, and cannot overcome. 
In Steiner’s words it “carries within itself the germ of its own destruc-
tion”. Mani tells us further that it is just for this reason that human-
kind was born – sent down by the Kingdom of Light to mix with the 
Kingdom of Darkness and thus, through our own being, to enable 
darkness to be infused with light. 

Such light lives in the human I, that place in the human being which 
is not form – of course the human being is also formed, substantial 
- but entirely the intensive charge of continuous becoming, of light 
reaching, through the meeting with darkness, towards conscious-
ness. According to Mani, evil and good come from the same source, 
evil being misplaced, mistimed good. What appears evil is really 
good at the wrong time, in the wrong place. Good becomes danger-
ous when it strives to preserve itself, when its strives to preserve a 
particular form – it then passes over into evil. We need, more than 
anything else, if we are to maintain the calibre of a light in the dark-
ness, to remain free, flexible, open, vulnerable, fluid, ‘deft enough to 
follow life in all its flexibility’ (to paraphrase Goethe). Our activism, at 
this time of overwhelming darkness, blindness, is not to rail against 
but to infuse this darkness with a gaze that sees, that understands, 
that lightens, that leavens. In Steiner’s words, with the ‘sense for truth’. 

In the face of what we meet now, this is a challenge that each of us 
has to approach, enact, in our own way. It must be a delicate activ-
ism, yet it cannot for a moment afford not to be an activism. For to 
forego ardent activism is to forgo the levity of the light itself, and to 
succumb to darkness. And we are all, at this moment, on the edge of 
such collapse.

Somehow, we have to approach this darkness that weighs so 
heavily, with the light of our humanity, not with our self-right-
eous wrath, not with our anger and our bile, not with our cer-
tainties and our convictions – but with our questions, with our 
observations, with the penetration of a gaze that never wavers, 
with a commitment to seeing through the darkness rather than 
allowing ourselves either to despair or to dismiss (erosions 
induced by fear). Our light embraces the darkness, and it must 
be larger than the darkness to do so. We can reduce ourselves 
to a bitter wrangling, or, contrarily upright, we can hold beauty 
in the midst of increasing ugliness, a sense for truth in the face 
of lies, our mobility, our sense-for-life’s-becoming, in the face of 
the inertia induced by external technologies, conveniences, and 
‘solutions’.

To infuse the approaching darkness with light is to recognize 
that it is ours, our very own, to overcome.

 * * * * * * * 

Vasily Grossman, in his Life and Fate, sounding almost like a mod-
ern Mani initiate, writes about notions of goodness, moralities of 
the good, that turn themselves, so easily, into imposed traditions 
and institutionalized insistences and habits and rules, and says 
that good of this kind is a mere husk ‘from which the sacred ker-
nel has been lost’, and asks: ‘Who can reclaim the sacred kernel?’  
And answers: ‘Yes, as well as this terrible Good with a capital G, 
there is everyday human kindness’. And adds: ‘My faith has been 
tempered in Hell. My faith has emerged from the flames of the 
crematoria, from the concrete of the gas chamber. I have seen 
that it is not man (sic) who is impotent in the struggle against 
evil, but the power of evil that is impotent in the struggle against 
man. The powerlessness of kindness, of senseless kindness, is 
the secret of its immortality. It can never be conquered … Evil 
is impotent before it … Human history is not the battle of good 
struggling to overcome evil. It is a battle fought by a great evil 
struggling to crush a small kernel of human kindness’.

‘Life and freedom’, he writes, ‘are one’.

In this current monumental struggle against darkness, let us not 
lose our individual freedom; life itself is its dependent. 

Al Kaplan
July 2019

A Goethean Sensibility 

for Darkened Times

Caroline Hurner
 
I recently attended this four-day course out at Towerland 
Wilderness, inland of Albertina, led by Sue Davidoff and Allan 
Kaplan.  We were nineteen participants of all ages sharing a sacred 
time  – and I don’t say that lightly. We experienced the pristine 
wilds of fynbos, a river sourced from natural springs, we stretched 
our sensing, our listening and our hearts and came to deep places 
with  and through one another, which enabled each of us to rise 
up stronger - carriers of the Self - and more able to respond to life 
with love.

One of our participants   Rhiannon Reid, a young woman, wrote 
the following poem, which touched me, so I asked her if I may 
share it with you. It was written out of the question: How do you 
experience these times? Know also that Rhiannon says that, since 
the course, she has found ways of creating her own “fire break” 
by such tasks as baking bread, lighting candles at meals and taking 
time to be present.

 

We need a Fire Break

 We need a firebreak
We need to live into the space 
         that protects and buffers that which we hold dear
 
We need a firebreak
We need to tend to the space 
         that protects our humanity
 
We need a firebreak
We need a space that allows the inferno to rage on 
         and destroy that which needs to be burnt to ashes
 
We need a fire
         We need a break
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An Imaginative Picture of Mani 
between Rudolf Steiner and 

Christian Rosenkruitz
By Cyril Coetzee since his lectures on Mani in June

Mani and the Holy Grail
Early in June Cyril Coetzee gave two monumental yet intimate 
talks on Mani and the Holy Grail. He spoke of how the Manichaean 
stream bears a Whitsun impulse and also carries the seed of the 
sixth post Atlantean epoch. In detail he spoke of Mani’s karma and 
incarnations. 

Both these talk were recorded and can be reached through the fol-
lowing links https://youtu.be/Gx0-37YsHEk  and https://youtu.
be/z4ZYWngC-jE 

ALSO AVAILABLE AS RECORDINGS ARE CYRIL’S THREE LEC-
TURES LAST YEAR WHERE HE INTRODUCED THE SUBJECT OF 
REINCARNATION AND KARMA.

Lecture 1 - Introduction to the theme of Karma and Reincarnation 
10 October 2020 https://youtu.be/JkBAh3wRvaA

Lecture 2, (first half) Case Study of the Individuality of Arnold 
Böcklin, 17 October 2020 https://youtu.be/NgkpUmpwiNs 
Lecture 2, (second half)  https://youtu.be/AmlWD1Ee-t4 
Lecture 3 – A deepened look at  Arnold Böcklin and his 
Karmic Stream  in relation to Steiner’s indications,  24 October 
2020 https://youtu.be/7kuZk6ERX-4 

Jachin (red pillar) and Boaz (blue pillar) are the two principle pillars 
of the Temple of wisdom/Sophia. Rudolf Steiner once gave a med-
itation of the esoteric relationship between himself and Christian 
Rosenkreutz as follows: imagine an altar in the spiritual world with 
Steiner standing on the right side of it wearing a red stole and 
Rosencreutz standing on the left wearing a blue stole. That is all  
he said. 

Now we may ask: where does Mani stand if we were to expand on 
this picture, in relation to Steiner and Rosenkreutz? There is perhaps a 
clue to answer this if we turn to the ‘three beasts’.  The dirty red beast 
is our fallen and debased thinking. We may contrast this in our minds 
with the pure lustrous red of Steiner’s stole. The dull blunt blue beast 
is our fallen and corrupted will. Contrast this with Rosenkreutz’s lus-
trous blue stole. 

Now let us turn to the third beast: the corrupted life of feeling, the 
dirty yellow beast. I suggest that the lofty unfallen   counterpart of 
this corrupted feeling , the true and pure life of feeling, bears a rela-
tionship to Mani. I suggest that Mani stands at the centre in front 
of the altar between Steiner and Rosenkreutz , facing the spiritual 
altar. Opposite him (but above) we must imagine the heavenly 
Sophia/Wisdom and, in turn,  just above her head, we  must see the 
descending white dove of the Holy Spirit. Mani is in perpetual verti-
cal communion with his higher Self , Sophia and the Holy Spirit,  and 
simultaneously holds the (horizontal) balance between Steiner and 
Rosenkreutz. This vertical axis that Mani holds between above and 
below thus also connects him in a special way via soul/feeling to 
the Higher Self which must be developed  as the ego transforms the 
lower feeling life into Spirit Self. 

Steiner said that the two principle colours of the spectrum are Red 
and Blue and that all the other colours may be seen as modifications 
of these two. This becomes clear if we see red as the colour domi-
nating the light half of the colour circle and blue as dominating the 
dark half of the circle. Mani really does stand between Light and Dark, 
ameliorating the fallen polarities of Lucifer( red) and Ahriman ( blue). 
He has a special role to play in the overcoming of Evil.

What colour should Mani ‘s stole be ? I believe it should be imagined 
as pure white, perhaps slightly tinged with radiant yellow at the outer 
edges. The dirty yellow of the beast of feeling is really a darkening 

of the light of higher feeling (and of the ego). Light darkens to yel-
low. White is the soul’s image of the spirit. The pupils of Mani always 
wore robes of radiant white.   The special relationship of Mani to the 
art of painting is born of this realm of ‘play’ between light and dark, 
between red and blue. Traditionally (and we see this in Raphael) the 
‘Palla’ , the garments of Sophia/Mary mix red and blue together, mix 
the oxygenated   and carbonated blood in soul breathing, entailing 
the descending and ascending currents involved in the etherisation 
of the blood, brought about by the mystery of Golgotha. 

Steiner said that, more than in any other art form, the art of paint-
ing is a battle with both Lucifer and Ahriman. The arts above paint-
ing : poetry, music  etc. grapple more with Lucifer while those below: 
sculpture and architecture grapple more with Ahriman. This is why 
Mani is also a painter. It is especially why he is the ‘apostle of light’. 
Mani has a special relationship to bright white-yellow , to the True 
Ego, to the descending Paraclete. His special relationship to Sophia 
is apparent in the theme of 7- foldness that runs through his incar-
nations. The temple of Sophia has seven pillars. Mani wrote 7 books. 
Parzifal finds the new path of the grail to renew the seven chakras. 
The Sophia of Chartres is reached via the seven liberal arts each of 
which is one of seven virgins.

Mani’s relationship to healing is also entailed in this picture of medi-
ation and the balancing of opposites: health is nothing other than 
balance.

Mani brings together the spiritual streams of east and west: he does 
so by finding the middle point. As the founder of Manichaeism he 
spread his teaching from Gibraltar in the west to Mongolia in the 
East. As Parzifal he linked the Western Arthur stream to the Eastern 
Grail stream.

Arild Rosencrantz’ rendition of Rudolf Steiner’s Fourth Seal

Rudolf Steiner’s Fourth Seal

“For the light of the primal 

human being that the Dragon 

had swallowed caused it to 

feel pleasure in light. 

‘May light be kindled by light’ 

rejoiced the human being, and 

the abyss rose ever higher  

and higher, radiating light like 

the Sun. 

Thus were the spirits of 

darkness redeemed, so that 

gentleness proved stronger 

than hatred. In humankind 

gentleness redeemed the 

Dragon from hell”.           

From the Manichaeism Apocolypse

https://youtu.be/Gx0-37YsHEk
https://youtu.be/z4ZYWngC-jE
https://youtu.be/z4ZYWngC-jE
https://youtu.be/JkBAh3wRvaA
https://youtu.be/NgkpUmpwiNs
https://youtu.be/NgkpUmpwiNs
https://youtu.be/AmlWD1Ee-t4
https://youtu.be/7kuZk6ERX-4
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The Crossing of 
the Threshold in 
our Time
Three Study Sessions with 

Michael Grimley
The study sessions will take place from 5.30 pm till 6.30 pm on 
Tuesday till Thursday 14, 15 and 16 September, at Sophia House.

The study material will be Rudolf Steiner’s closing address of the 
Christmas Foundation Stone Meeting which he presented on the 
evening of 1 January, 1924. Entitled ‘The Right Entry into the Spiritual 
World’. Together with some extracts from a lecture by Rudolf 
Steiner’s entitled ‘The Problems of Our Time’, given in Berlin, 1919.

Normally, there is no charge for these events. However, in this  
case  we invite participants to contribute a donations to assist with 
travel   costs.

A few words to introduce this study material:

CROSSING THE THRESHOLD IN OUR TIME 

What Rudolf Steiner’s prophetic insight characterised a hundred 
years ago was a great sleep, a sleep of the soul; the sleep of human-
kind unconsciously crossing the threshold from the world of the 
physically sense-perceptible to that of the spirit.

An inevitable condition that occurs in such a crossing is the frac-
turing of the life of soul. An individual’s life of thinking, feeling and 
willing are deeply interconnected with one another in relation to 
the three systems of the physical body - the nerve-sense, vascular, 
and metabolic-limb systems. Both soul and bodily health require a 
constant harmonious balancing of these relationships. But with the 
crossing of the threshold soul and spirit loosen from the body; with 
thinking, feeling and willing increasingly dismembered. However, 
with a conscious, systematic preparation for the crossing from 
the world of the sense-perceptible, these capacities of soul can be 
reformed in a wholesome manner independent of bodily support. 
But without such preparation a chaotic, if not pathological, condition 
often arises within the inner life of the individual. And with the whole 
of humankind unconsciously participating in this disintegration of 
the inner life, the future social consequences worldwide can only be 
described as apocalyptic. 

A hundred years have now passed with signs of this chaotic condi-
tion in world affairs increasing exponentially. In the meantime, what 
humankind continues undergoing in a state of sleep, the striving 
anthroposophist is compelled to face fully awake. The shame and 
vulnerability that arises with the discomforting awareness of our own 
one-sided shortcomings are the beginnings of an awakening at the 
edge of our self-knowledge. We begin to realise how much we need 
to develop out of our own inner selves resources for insight, moral 
strength and courage that can empower us to reach out beyond the 
‘all too human’. These are resources that can awaken an increasing 
dire need to connect with the higher realms of the spirit in order to 
develop ourselves into an integrated wholeness of being in service 
to the world.

 * * * * * * *  

 
ACCESS TO LECTURE FROM THE RUDOLF STEINER ARCHIVE

http://www.aswc.org.za/images/Study%20material%20
with%20Michael%20Grimley%20-CROSSING%20
THE%20THRESHOLD%20IN%20OUR%20TIME.pdf

Guy Wertheim Aymes
Guy Wertheim Aymes has just turned 94  (16th August). We hon-
our you Guy – you are one of the greatest Anthroposophical 
Pioneers in South Africa.  Without you: Would we have had 
Weleda in SA? Would Zeylmans have come out? Would we have 
had Dr Hogerzeil, Dr Wildrvanck and Jacob van Dyk and finally 
Dr Zech,  as medical people in South Africa? I think too of all the 
individuals and initiatives you have supported. 

Photo, Guy recently with some of his family in Plett.
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Moments of Absolute Clarity – 

while recovering from Covid
Yvette Oxlee and Michael Chase, both known within our commu-
nity, here grace us with their intimate experiences while recovering 
from having been very ill with the Covid Virus. 

Yvette’s words as she awoke on the morning of 24 July as recorded 
by her husband Roger 

 “Still your thoughts and listen. I felt the grace of illness, the immensity 
of the gift that we have been given. 

I came to peace…then I saw the pristine beauty of Mother Earth.  I 
realised that truth is like a little ray of sun that one knows clearly. 
When I speak, I am using words that carry this ray-or not. I need to 
be vigilant, to ensure that the words which I use carry this ray of truth. 

Thank you. 

Not I but the Christ in me”

Additional note from Yvette: 

“I do not wish to claim ownership of the words which came to me in 
that moment.  The words which came flowed through me, sourced 
and stored from many precious books which I have read over many 
years.. providing pathways to imagination,  inspiration and intuition.”

Roger Oxlee adds:

“my own experience enabled me to recognise that a moment of such 
clarity can come, when one has been to a dark place – and possibly 
felt to have been near the bottom of an abyss.”

Michael Chase in response to 

Covid-19, April 2020, UK
Around seven o’clock, one frosty morning I went for a walk at 
Hairsfield beacon. The sun had risen yet the shadows were cold. 
Enlivening sunny patches melted the white frost. I had been con-
valescing for a week with what I believe was the virus, corona. 
Coughing, struggling with breath, immense fatigue, this was my first 
walk in days. I could feel the life between the trees as if the giant 
beeches were all touching and holding hands in a deep silence 
that was full of mystery. The trees seemed to become extra quiet as 
I came by, yet, as I joined them in the silence, they became accus-
tomed to me and continued their silent conversation. 

Like a child jumping on a trampoline slows to a stop before drop-
ping back down to earth, so the weightless stillness poised between 
what was and what is to become had paused me, stopped my rat 
racing heart tearing through life, instead I stood suspended between 
everything, well and ill, work and rest, night and day. 

Over this sacred and profound insight a shadow fell on the hill, it 
become colder, the birds seemed to stop, the due sparkling in the 
grass went dull. Looking up I saw the shadow coming from the jet 
stream, a vapour trail reminding me of the shadow of our time. I felt 
sad; a deep sob began to erupt from within my being. Not wanting 
to give into it, yet not to block it either, I looked up and contemplated 
this human shadow, the contribution of our time to the shadow on 
the earth.

I so love travelling to distant lands, flight is something I am eternally 
grateful for. I then, have created this shadow in the life of the sun, the 
life force that sustains all living beings upon the earth. Our time is a 
shadow, the shadow of Kaliyuga, yet, the shadow that kills life, gives 
opportunity.

I become aware of how my greed, the greed that people have for 
more, for better, for escape, have created a shadow that gives more 
gravity, which makes me breathless. The shadow seems to be 
crowned by the corona. It felt like I had created corona in order to 
stop the world for a moment in order to make the shadow more vis-
ible.  Having stood for a while in though, I came back to the warmth 
of the sun that had passed the jet stream, the vapour trail I had cre-
ated, and the grass lit up, the birds began to sing and the warmth 
streamed back into my body. I softened and felt the smile of the liv-
ing stream back onto my face

I began walking again, making sure I did not walk to fast for if I did 
I would feel nausea. This nausea regulating the speed of my walk-
ing, brought me to a feeling of reverence, in touch with a pace that 
revealed a multitude of perceptions I normally missed. A bird sing-
ing, pushing its longing up through its skeleton and out into the air 
seemed to call from the spiritual etheric world into the physical. The 
responses from other birds in adjacent trees, then further down the 
valley, then almost imperceptibly in the distance revealed an etheric 
type membrane connecting all living creatures to each other. As 
if the world of the ether was speaking to me. The stiller I stood, the 
more I could hear the delicate imperceptible voice of another world 
living and vibrating around me. It was like finding a hidden valley that 
had revealed itself from out of the mist. Life in the time of corona 
seemed to open vistas of a world beyond the clatter of things.

….I know that I cannot escape the destiny of our time, other than to 
live more deeply into what a true contemporary might be. How to 
be a true contemporary, to be both in the world and not determined 
by it, to be both for the time and not conditioned by it, to be both 
of the earth and also of the spirit. Hanging suspended by corona 
between the past and the future, the inner and outer, the earth and 
the spirit a speech came to me from Christopher Fry’s play A Sleep of 
Prisoners.

Meadows: 
The human heart can go the lengths of god. 

Dark and cold we may be, but this 

Is no winter now. The frozen misery 

Of centauries cracks breaks begins to move;

The thunder is the thunder of the flows,

The thaw, the flood, the upstart spring.

Thank god our time is now, when wrong 

Comes up to face us everywhere, 

Never to leave us, until we take 

The longest stride of soul man ever took. 

Affairs are not soul size.

The enterprise 

Is exploration unto God. 

Where are you making for? It takes

So many thousands years to wake,

But will you wake for pities sake?

http://www.aswc.org.za/images/Study%20material%20with%20Michael%20Grimley%20-CROSSING%20THE%20THRESHOLD%20IN%20OUR%20TIME.pdf
http://www.aswc.org.za/images/Study%20material%20with%20Michael%20Grimley%20-CROSSING%20THE%20THRESHOLD%20IN%20OUR%20TIME.pdf
http://www.aswc.org.za/images/Study%20material%20with%20Michael%20Grimley%20-CROSSING%20THE%20THRESHOLD%20IN%20OUR%20TIME.pdf
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Fourth Module of the 
Southern Cross Eurythmy 
Therapy Training (SCETT)

This three week module took place in July at the Manor House at 
Buitenverwachting, Constantia. What a support and pleasure it was 
to have had such a beautiful and peaceful setting, we owe Christine 
inexpressible gratitude for offering us her home and all those who 
cared for us on the property.

The 7 students were all able  to be there in person : Adele Beanoir 
(Michael Oak); Alice Mnguni (Roseway School, KZN); Aniela von 
Maltitz (who has a school for challenged children in Muizenberg); 
Emma Stotko (Zenzeleni School); Laura Engelke (Michael Oak); Noriko 
Kawabata (from Japan) and Ponego Mosige (from Botswana and at 
present teaching at Michael Mount).

These students have now reached the gratifying stage of beginning 
their practical work with patients.

This training would not be possible without the valued support of 
our sponsors Basil Gibault Memorial Trust, Mahle Stiftung, Damus 
Donata and Guy Wertheim Aymes’s Intention Trust.

This 4th module was blessed with Medical lectures by Dr. Raoul 
Goldberg, Dr. Pieter Wildervanck and Judith Tabberner and special 
thanks go to ‘our public’ that attended the lectures and a special 
thanks to Artemis Michaletos who always gives more than expected.

The Eurythmy Therapy workshops were carried by  myself together 
with our guest Eurythmy Therapist Christiane Wigand who brought 

valuable insights into the work of therapy. Christiane Janowski car-
ries the study and holds a special caring and nurturing role in the 
training.

In the first year our attention was on the Metabolic processes, this 
year we  studied the Rhythmical System and next year we will focus 
on the Nerve Sense System - Psychiatry and Neurology.

Julia O’Leary, Course Leader
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HERE FOLLOW IMPRESSIONS FROM FOUR STUDENTS:

I felt rich and full at the end of this last module, a very intensive three 
weeks that gave us, the students, the opportunity to dive deeply into 
the questions of   inflammatory and sclerotic diseases of our time. A 
sensitivity and receptivity for the specificity of sound sequences was 
cultivated in the therapy sessions and augmented by the lectures on 
function and form of organs healthy and diseased.

I left the module with a sense of wonder and wholeness as to the 
profound power of the Word in action.

I wish to extend a deep gratitude to all, known and unknown, who 
make this course possible, Thank you. 

Aniela von Maltitz, Cape Town

I was deeply impressed by the cancer sequences which modified 
for each cancer.

Especially for breast cancer, it was completely different from what I 
imagined.

A gentle breeze passed through my chest, bringing tranquility and 
warmth.

Warmth, that is what heals the cancer.

As I experienced the warmth brought with love by eurythmy ther-
apy, I was almost in tears.

Noriko, Japan

Driving through the cold and dark each day to join the training. The 
rain was flooding, and the wind breaking things down. Then I arrive 
in a place of peace and sweet air - joining the warm circle. The next 
layer of eurythmy exercises weave into my body and soul. I can pic-
ture how they would work in the patients standing before me. 

At some point in the three weeks, a memory of river rafting on the 
Zambesi surfaced for me and it still has not left. I was knocked out 
of the inflatable into a maelstrom of whitewater. There was chaos 
everywhere. And yet I felt complete inner peace. It was out of my 
hands. The roaring water carried me to a place of ‘swirling calm’ and 
I climbed back into the waiting boat. It feels like that - chaos vibrates 
everywhere and the eurythmy carries me into the day with that little 
spark of inner peace and fragrant air.

Laura Engelke, Cape Town 

We participants, I feel, all express forces of enthusiasm, ever flow-
ing interest, and an eagerness to learn in a remarkable way and this 
manifests because of the high quality of substance of which SCETT is 
made. I felt, last year, that I doubted if I would be able to continue, for 
this training demands so much, yet this year there is a change in me: 
I know exactly what I want - to take Eurythmy Therapy to another 
level. I have tested myself by working with people who have never 
heard of Eurythmy or came across It. This was a proof that I can do it 
and most importantly that I AM READY to help in healing the world 
with Eurythmy Forces of Healing.

To me SCETT is the mother and we are babies feeding from their 
mothers breastmilk and by so doing we grow because we are being 
fed and nurtured with all the essentials.

Ponego Mosige, Botswana

Blackboard drawing of the Liver by Judith Tabberner
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At the turning point of time

The Spirit Light of the World

Entered the Stream of Earthly Being.

Darkness of Night had held its sway.

Day-radiant Light streamed into human souls.

Light that gives warmth

To simple Shephers’ Hearts.

Light that enlighten

The wise Heads of Kings.

O Light Divine.

O Sun of Christ,

Warm Thou our hearts,

Enlighten Thou our heads,

That Good may become

What from our hearts we  would found

And from our heads direct

With single purpose.

In memory of the profound comfort that Jacquie Frylinck 

derived and passed on from the Foundation Stone Meditation that she memorized 

and I think, spoke aloud countless times

Yvette Worrall


