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Hermann Hesse



On January 22, 1961, I had lunch with Hermann
Hesse at his house in Montagnola, in the Italian section
of Switzerland. Snowflakes were fluttering by the window,
but in the distance, the sky was bright and clear. As I
turned away from the view, I caught the clear blue eyes
of Hesse sitting at the far end of the table.

‘What luck,’ I said, ‘to find myself lunching with you
today.’

‘Nothing ever happens by chance,’ he answered. ‘Here

only the right guests meet. This is the Hermetic Circle. . . .



Demuan

I FirsT DISCOVERED the works of Hermann Hesse in about 1945.
At that time, he was almost unknown in Chile, appreciated
only in the coteries and discussed almost furtively. Indeed,
before 1946, Hesse had hardly any reputation at all outside of
Germany. In that year, however, he was given the Nobel Prize
for literature, and subsequently his works have been translated
into many languages. Even so, his books are received enthusi-
astically in only a few countries. The Anglo-Saxon world, for
example, considers him to be heavy and dull, and for this
reason, his complete works have never been published in
English. Once when I was in London, I had to look for days to
find some of his best-known works in order to give them to a
friend of mine who was literate but who had never heard of
Hesse. In the Spanish-speaking world, the situation is quite
different, however, and Hesse has been so widely and repeatedly
read that the young pcople of Spain and South America
virtually consider him as a prophet.

Once, a Mexican painter gave me a colour slide of a painting
of his depicting the Magister Musicae and Josef Knecht in
Hesse’s Magister Ludi. The old teacher is shown at the piano,
and young Knecht accompanies him on the violin in the first
sonata they played together. The Mexican had been so excited
by the book that he had not only made the painting, but had
sent it to Hesse as a gift.

This enthusiasm of the Mexican painter is quite easy for me
to understand. Even today, I would go half-way round the
world to find a book if I thought it essential to my needs, and I
have a feeling of absolute veneration for those few authors who
have given me something special. For this reason I can never
understand the tepid youth of today who wait for books to be
given to them and who neither search nor admire. I would go
without eating in order to get a book, and I have never liked
borrowing books, because I have always wanted them to be abso-
lutely mine so that I could live with them for hours on end.
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Hermann Hesse

As with men, it has always seemed to me that books have
their own peculiar destinies. They go towards the people who
are waiting for them and reach them at the right moment.
They are made of living material and continue to cast light
through the darkness long after the death of their authors.

The first of Hesse’s books which I read was Demian. It made
an extraordinary impression on me and gave me a strength
which I had never found before. The edition I read was a
Spanish translation, and it probably contained many errors;
nevertheless the magic and the energy remained. While still
young, and living in the Pension Verenahof in Baden, Hesse
had concentrated such force into it that it was still alive and
vital many years later.

The hero Demian was destined to influence many lives, and
undoubtedly hundreds have tried to emulate his strength and
serenity. After reading it, I myself used to wander through the
streets of my city feeling myself a new man, the bearer of a
message and a sign. Thus Hesse has always been more than a
literary man or a poet, not only for me but for whole genera-
tions of men. His magical books delve into regions that are
usually reserved for religion, and these are the ones that are
important for me—Demian, The Journey to the East, the fantastic
Autobiography, Siddhartha, Magister Ludi, Steppenwolf and Death
and the Lover.

Demian is not actually a physical being, since he is never
separated from Sinclair, the character who narrates the book.
In fact, Demian is Sinclair himself, his deepest self, a kind of
archetypal hero who exists in the depths of all of us. In a word,
Demian is the essential Self which remains unchanging and
untouched, and through him the book attempts to give
instruction concerning the magical essence of existence.
Demian provides the young boy Sinclair with a redeeming
awareness of the millennial being which exists within himso that
he can overcome chaos and danger, especially during the
years of adolescence. In our own lives, many of us have en-
countered people like Demian, those young men who are sure
of themselves and who consequently earn our respect and
admiration. But in fact Demian resides within all of us. At the
end of the book, Demian approaches Sinclair, who is lying on a
bed at a ficld hospital, and as he kisses him, he says, ‘Listen,
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Abraxas

little one, if you ever need me again, do not expect me to come
back so openly on a horse or in a train. Look for me within
yourself.” Hesse wrote this at a time of great personal anguish,
when he was about to abandon his country because of the war
that had enveloped all of Europe. He had been forced to find
Demian within himself.

This message is not literally specified within the book;
rather it is hinted at magically. Moreover, this symbolic truth
can only be understood intuitively, but when it appears, it
enlightens the whole being, and that is why many years ago I
was able to walk through the streets of my city, feeling that
something new had come into my life.

Abraxas

ALTHOUGH LIFE IS AN AFFAIR of light and shadows, we never
accept it as such. We are always reaching towards the light
and the high peaks. From childhood, through early religious
and academic training, we are given values which correspond
only to an ideal world. The shadowy side of real life is ignored,
and Western Christianity provides us with nothing which can
be used to interpret it. Thus the young men of the West are
unable to deal with the mixture of light and shadow of which
life really consists; they have no way of linking the facts of
existence to their preconceived notions of absolutes. The links
connecting life with universal symbols are therefore broken,
and disintegration sets in.

In the Orient, and especially in India, the situation is very
different. There, an ancient civilization based on nature
accepts a cosmos of multi-faceted gods; and thus the Easterner
can realize the simultaneous existence of light and shadow and
of good and evil. Absolutes do not exist, and if God is thus
disarmed, so is the devil. But the price of such an understanding
is a direct tribute to nature itself. Consequently, the Hindu
finds himself less individualized than the Westerner; he is
little more than a part of nature, one element in the collective
soul.

The question which the Western Christian now has to face
is whether, without losing his individuality, he can accept the
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coexistence of light and shadow and ot God and the devil. To
do so, he will have to discover the God who was Christian
before the personalized Christ and who can continue in a
viable form after him. Such a deity would be the Christ of
Atlantis, who once existed publicly, and who still continues to
exist—even though submerged under the deep waters of our
present civilization. Such a god would also be Abraxas, who is
God and the devil at the same time.

The first time I heard of Abraxas by name was in Demian,
but I had really known about him from my childhood days. I
had sensed his existence in the heart of the Cordillera of the
Andes and in the unfathomable depths of the Pacific Ocean
which beats against our coasts. This ignis fatuus, the flames of
heaven and hell which exist in him, flickered even in the foam
of these waves.

Abraxas is a Gnostic god who existed long before Christ. He
may be equated too with the Christ of Atlantis, and is known
by other names by the aborigines of the Americas, amongst
them the Indians who inhabited my country.

Hermann Hesse speaks of him in this way:

Contemplate the fire, contemplate the clouds, and when omens
appear and voices begin to sound in your soul, abandon
yourself to them without wondering beforehand whether it
seems convenient or good to do so. If you hesitate, you will
spoil your own being, you will become little more than the
bourgeois fagade which encloses you, and you will become a
fossil. Our god is named Abraxas, and he is both god and the
devil at the same time. You will find in him both the world of
light and of shadows. Abraxas is not opposed to any of your
thoughts or to any of your dreams, but he will abandon you if
you become normal and unapproachable. He will abandon you
and look for another pot in which to cook his thoughts.

The modern Christian and the Western world as a whole has
now reached a point of crisis, and the choices open seem less
than attractive. We neither want one of those apocolyptic
catastrophes which have so disfigured our past history, nor do
we want the de-humanizing path of the Orient which would
result in an irremediable lowering of our standards. Perhaps
then the only possibility that remains is Abraxas, that is to say,
a projection of our souls both outwards and inwards, both to

6




- -,

1. The author with Hermann Hesse in Montagnola.
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Narcissus, Goldmund and Siddhartha

the light and to the deep shadows of our biographical roots, in
hopes of finding in the combination of the two the pure
archetype. This pure archetype would be the authentic irnage
of the god which is within ourselves and which has been sunk
for so long, like Atlantis, under the waters of our consciousness.
Thus Abraxas would also come to mean Total Man.

Narcissus, Goldmund and
Siddhartha

For THOSE FAMILIAR with Hesse’s works, the names of Narcissus,
Goldmund and Siddhartha are well known. They are also
figures who have much in common, since Hesse’s books contain
a leitmotiv which is always the same. Thus, as Sinclair and
Demian are the same person, so Narcissus and Goldmund
represent two essential tendencies in man—contemplation and
action. Similarly, Siddhartha and Govinda represent the
opposed characteristics of devotion and rebellion. These are
qualities contained in all of us individually; we love ourselves
but we are also charitable towards others; we are torn between
introspection and extroversion. Magister Ludi contains the
themes of love, pity and understanding, and develops them
into the fugues and arabesques which are so dear to the
musical soul of the Germans. The concepts with which Hesse
deals are influenced by Hinduism, Chinese Taoism, Zen
Buddhism, and even mathematics, but they are worked to-
gether into a form as pure as a Bach fugue or a painting by
Leonardo.

When I first met Hermann Hesse, I found him more like
Narcissus than Goldmund. He had stopped wandering and
was living a life of introspection in his isolated retreat at
Montagnola. Nevertheless, both Narcissus and Goldmund con-
tinued to exist within him together until the end of his life.
For myself, at that time I was more like Goldmund than
Narcissus, although I too was torn between those two ways of
being. And like Siddhartha, I was to meet this wise being many
times, visiting him in various guises. For that first interview I
was carrying an alpine knapsack and had a book under my
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arm, I was young, and it was the first time that I had ever left
my own country.

When I first arrived in Switzerland, in June of 1951, I found
that very few people knew where Hesse was staying, and it was
only in Berne, after many inquiries, that I discovered his
general whereabouts. I took the train to Lugano, where I made
further inquiries, and was told that Hesse was living in Castag-
nola. I took a bus there only tofind that Hesse’s home was
really in Montagnola. Another bus took me to that mountain
town with its view of the snow-covered Alps and Lake Lugano.
The bus climbed up through the narrow streets until at last it
reached its destination. A young woman got off the bus with
me, and I asked her if she knew where Hesse lived. She told me
that slie was his servant and asked me to follow her.

It was dusk by the time we reached the entrance to the
garden. Over the gate there was a sign which read in German
‘Bittc Keine Besuche’—No Visitors Permitted. 1 passed
through after the servant girl and walked along a path bordered
by tall trees. At the front door, there was yet another inscription

in German which I later learned was a translation from old
Chinese:

WORDS OF MENG-TSE

When a man has reached old age

And has fulfilled his mission,

He has a right to confront

The idea of death in peace.

He has no need of other men;

He knows them and knows enough about them.
What he needs is peace.

It isn’t good to visit this man or to talk to him,
To make him suffer banalities.

One must give a wide berth

To the door of his house,

As if no one lived there.

At the time, it was too dark to read this inscription and so,
when the girl opened the door and asked me to enter, I did so.
She offered mc a chair beside a small table in the dark passage-
way and asked me for my visiting card. I didn’t have one, so
I gave her my book, Neither by Sea nor Land. 1 had brought it
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Narcissus, Goldmund and Siddhartha

specially for Hesse and had inscribed it for him in Spanish.

The girl went off down the passageway, and as I waited in
that cloistered atmosphere, I had the fecling that I was en-
veloped in an aura of sandalwood. Then a side door opened and
a slim figure dressed in white came out into the shadows. It
was Hesse. I stood up, but I was unable to see him clearly until
after we had left the passageway and entered a room with
large windows. His eyes were very bright, and although his face
was thin, he smiled openly. Dressed all in white, he looked like
an ascetic or a penitent. I then realized that he was the source
of the sandalwood perfume.

‘I am sorry, but you have arrived at an awkward moment,’
he said. “We were supposed to have gone on vacation yesterday,
but my wife was stung by a bee, and we have had to postpone
our trip. Everything is topsy-turvy here, but let’s go into my
study.’

We crossed the living-room which had bookshelves reaching
to the ceiling and entered another smaller room. In the centre
was a desk, and here too the walls were lined with bookshelves
and paintings. Hesse sat down with his back to the window, and
I could see the sun setting over the mountains and lake in the
distance. The desk had been cleared of papers, and I sat down
next to it facing him. Hesse continued to smile but did not say
a word. He seemed to be waiting for an atmosphere of peace
to take possession of the room.

I felt the importance of the moment, and now, as I recount
it, I realize that those were intense years in my life and that my
whole being was then capable of trembling at a meeting; it
was a time, indeed, when meetings still existed. There I was
before the object of my veneration. I had crossed the seas to
meet him, and the welcome that he gave me was in complete
accord with the feelings with which I had begun my pilgrimage.
It seemed to me that Hermann Hesse had no particular age.
At that time, he had just turned seventy-three; but his smile
was the smile of a young man, and his body seemed so spiritually
disciplined that it was like a blade of fine steel sheathed in
white linen.

‘T have come a long way,’ I began, ‘but of course you are
very well known in my country. . ..’

‘It is strange that my books are read so much in the Spanish-
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speaking countries,” he answered. ‘I often receive letters from
Latin America. I vwish you would tell me what you think of
the new translations, especially the one of Magister Ludi.’

I told him what I thought and said that the translation
of Death and the Lover preserved both the spirit and the sense of
the original. We then began to speak of more general matters.

‘Narcissus and Goldmund represent two contrary tenden-
cies of the soul.” he said. ‘These are contemplation and action.
One day, however, they must begin to fuse. . . .’

‘I know what you mean,” I broke in, ‘because I too live
within that tension and am caught between the two extremes.
I dream of the peace of contemplation, but the necessity of
living always pushes me into action. . . .2

“You shiould lct vourself be carried away, like the clouds
in the skv. You shouldn’t resist. God exists in your destiny
just as much as he does in these mountains and in that lake.
It is verv difficult to understand this, because man is moving
further and further away from nature, and also from him-
self. .. 0

‘Do you think the wisdom of Asia can be helpful ?’ I asked.

‘I have been more inspired by the wisdom of China than
by the Upanishads or the Vedanta,” he answered. ‘The I
Ching can transform a life. . ..

Outside the late afternoon sky began to pale, and a tenuous
blue light tinted the windows and played over Hesse’s slight
form.

“Tell me,” I asked, ‘have you been able to find peace here
in the mountains?’

Hesse remained silent for a time, although his soft smile never
disappcared. We seemed to hear the gentle murmur of the
afternoon light and the silence of things until at length he spoke:

‘When you are close to nature you can listen to the voice of
God.’

We remained seated there until at length I realized that
it was time to leave. Hesse gave me a small watercolour which
he had painted himself, and he wrote on the back, ‘Ricordo
di Montagnola’. He loved painting and was a good water-
colourist. He accompanied me to the door and shook my
hand like an old friend saying, ‘If you come back another
time, you may no longer find me here.’
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Cities and Years

That was how my first interview went. Those who are
still young enough to ask questions like those I asked Hesse
that afternoon, or like those that Siddhartha asked Buddha,
will understand my impression.

On my return through the narrow streets of Montagnola
I could not find a bus, but a young man took me to Lugano
on his motor-cycle. That same night I found myselfin Florence,
that city so imbued with Renaissance magic. But those were
the post-war years, and impoverished Italy was still seeking
refuge in the dollar and in the alcohol of the occupation
troops.

Cities and Years

MANY YEARs were to pass before I next met Hermann Hesse;
nevertheless, in all that time we did not stop corresponding.
For the most part, his messages were allusive and subtle. I can
only marvel at the strangeness of our relationship. Although
we were separated by years, continents, and cultural back-
grounds, we were slowly to form such a true friendship that
it seemed a thing of destiny. The world-famous writer, the
Teacher and Magician, had stretched out his hand to a young
and unknown writer who had come from a small country
almost lost in the farthest corner of the world; and he made
him his friend, even to the point of saying to him at the end
of his days, ‘I have no more friends of my own age left; I have
only friends who are younger than myself.’

After T left for India in 1953, I began to receive more
frequent communications from Hesse because, even though he
was saturated with ancient Hindu widsom, he was still fasci-
nated by the subject. I had not told him that I was going to
India as a diplomat since I wanted to remain in his eyes as a
pilgrim, the way I had first appeared to him with my staff and
knapsack in Switzerland.

My life and experiences in India are recounted in my book,
The Serpent of Paradise. 1 will only add here that not a year
passed without my sending him something, or receiving
something from that hermit who had said that he did not like
to extend himself. Sometimes there were photographs, at
other times paintings, poems or books. Once, on a newspaper
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ciipping of an article of his about Tibet he wrote the Spanish
words ‘Saludos’ next to his printed name. Ours certainly was
not a literary friendship; rather it was a magical meeting across
the barriers of time and space.

Montagnola is a small town high up over Lake Lugano and
is made up of clean, narrow streets lined by well-cared-for
houses, some of whose older houses have been reproduced by
Hesse in his Ticino watercolours. For many years he had an
apartment in an old house whose windows looked out over a
wooded garden and rolling hills. On the balcony of that house
he wrote Klingsor’s Last Summer, a story which burns with the
summer heat of that place.

I have often gone to sit on the stone steps in that garden
and to look at the balcony and the curious parapets of the
house. It had been built by one of the Swiss architects who
had been mercenaries in the army with which Napoleon
invaded Russia. After the long retreat, the mercenaries stayed
behind to rebuild Moscow. Afterwards they returned to
Switzerland as rich men and became moneyed proprietors.
I have seen this beautiful house during the hot, dry summer
days, and have also seen it covered with snow. I have watched
the dry autumnal leaves fall from the plane trees that guard
the front of the house, and I have also seen spring flowers
sprouting in the garden.

In his latter years, Hesse lived in another house set by itself
on a hill with a great orchard full of fruit and shade trees. It
had been especially built for him by a friend who gave it to
him until his death. It was in that house that our first inter-
view had taken place, and it was there that I was to go again
after so many years.

This time on the way to Montagnola, I passed through the
beautiful Italian-Swiss cities of Locarno and Ascona. It was
March 1, 1959, and nearly eight years had passed. I was now
representing my country as Ambassador to India. This was a
new incarnation, and Siddhartha was returning to meet his
friend wearing different clothes.

The car climbed slowly up through the narrow streets of
the town and finally stopped at the door of an inn. There I
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chatted with the owner, Mr. Ceccarelli, while his wife rang up
Hesse’s house to make an appointment for me. Hesse agreed to
see me that same afternoon.

I walked up to the house and passed through the familiar
gates and was soon seated in the large-windowed room. Once
again I was with Hesse. He was now eighty years old, but his
face was unchanged—although I imagined I saw traces of
sadness in his smile.

For myself, I felt I was no longer the pilgrim I had been on
the former visit. The hard climate of Asia and the busy years
that had passed had left their mark on me. Nevertheless, I
was deeply moved by this new encounter.

Mrs. Hesse came into the room, and I noticed that she was
considerably younger than her husband. She was reserved,
and her smile was somewhat withdrawn. Hesse began the
conversation by asking me about current affairs in India. He
then recalled his own visit to that country.

“The Indians are a great people; they seem to be made for
suffering.’ he said. ‘I was in India years ago—my trip was an
act of homage to my father and grandfather. My grandfather
knew India well, and he brought back with him a little statue
of Krishna which I have always loved. I also have a good
friend in India, Professor Kalidasa Nath, who lived in Calcutta.
I wonder if he is still alive. Perhaps you could find out for me
when you go back, and if he is still living, give him my regards.
He once visited me with Romain Rolland.’

I told him I would do so, and then said that I had brought
a few things for him. I handed him a few sticks of sandalwood
to burn and an old miniature from the Kangra Valley which
showed two women walking along a dark path under the
monsoon rains. One of the women was gently resting her hand
on the shoulder of the other.

‘Perhaps that is the princess Fatima,’ I said, ‘wWhom you
were looking for in your book The Fourney to the East.’

Hesse smiled and looked at the painting. He showed the
miniature to his wife and pointed out the hand of the young
gir]l resting on her friend’s shoulder. ‘That is a very sweet
hand,’ he murmured.

On the back of the painting, I had written: ‘For Hermann
Hesse, from the world of symbols.” I pointed this out to Hesse,
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and said, ‘I wrote that because you have lived your own symbols
and fable, and have developed and enlarged them in your
writing.’

Mrs. Hesse went out of the room and then came back with a
bottle of wine, which she placed on the table. Hesse rested
the miniature againstit and continued to look at it.

‘I’ve just come from Locarno,’ I said, ‘where I saw Professor
Jung. He too is fascinated by symbols, interpreting and analyz-
ing them. I’ve always thought it strange that the Indians
gave so little importance to his work.’

‘The reason for that,” answered Hesse, ‘is that India doesn’t
interpret symbols; it lives them. Thus it has taken twenty
years to have my own book, Siddhartha, published in India.
It has only just been translated into Hindi, Bengali and several
other Indian languages. And my book doesn’t even interpret
symbols. I have often thought of this Indian aloofness as a kind
of “mcntal egotism” ; nevertheless, there is a certain strength in
it. Especially in contrast with Japan, where everything strange
and forcign is immediately assimilated. This “mental egotism”
is probably a necessary defence mechanism.’

‘Yes,” I answered, ‘India revolves entirely within its own
millenial creation. The Hindu writers of today work entirely
within the traditions of their sacred literature. They are
immersed in the past, in the Collective Unconscious of their
race, and their writing is essentially a ritual. In this way, they
are not just writers, but priests with a sacred charge.’

‘And that is why Buddhism disappeared from India,” Hesse
replied. ‘It was too intellectual, and denied the world of
symbols. . . . But to go back to Jung, I think he is quite right
to interpret symbols. He is an immense mountain, an extra-
ordinary genius. . . . I first met him through a mutual friend
who was also interested in interpreting symbols, but I haven’t
seen him for years. When you next visit him, give him Steppen-
wolf’s regards. . . .’

Hesse laughed merrily, and I then spoke:

‘I asked Jung what he really thought the Self was, and he
said that Western man considers Christ to be the Self.’

Immediately Hesse became serious. He remained silent and
stared for a long time at the miniature painting which was
resting against the wine bottle. Finally hc looked at his wife
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Piktor’s Metamorphosis

and said, ‘We ought to find something for our friend from
Chile and India.’

Mrs. Hesse smiled and then she rose. ‘I’'ve already got
something,’ she said. She went over to one of the bookcases
that lined the walls, and taking a small step ladder, climbed up
to reach a book on an upper shelf. This she brought over to
her husband, and then remained standing behind him, gently
massaging the back of his head. I was then reminded that Mrs.
Ceccarelli had told me that Hesse suffered from arthritis, and
had warned me not to shake hands too firmly with him.

Hesse then handed me the book. It was a small volume
written in his own handwriting, in Gothic script, and illustrated
by his own watercolours. The book was called Piktor’s Meta-
morphosis, and it was enclosed in a case which looked like an
old Chinese box. Hesse then took the book and inscribed it
on the first page: ‘For our guest from Chile and India.’

We drank a glass of wine, and then Hesse led me into the
dining-room to show me an oil painting of his native city,
Calw. The painting showed a bridge arched across a river,
and I imagined that it was there, while looking down on the
waters below that Hesse first thought of Goldmund and
Siddhartha, and considered the meaning of that river which,
like the Ganges, swept everything before it to the sea.

Hesse then showed me a stone bust in another part of the
room. It was a statue of his own head, carved by a friend of
his who was a sculptress. He rested his hand on it, and I asked
him:

‘Is it important to know whether there is something beyond
life?

‘No, it is not important. . . . The act of dying is like falling
into Jung’s Collective Unconscious, and from there you return
to form, to pure form. ...

For a few moments Hesse remained silent, gently caressing
the stone head.

Piktor’s Metamorphosis

THAT NIGHT at Mr.Ceccarelli’s inn I read the small book which
Hesse had given me. This story, Piktor’s Metamorphosis, fol-
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lows: Piktor had entered Paradise and found himself standing
hefore a tree which represented both Man and Woman. He
gazed at it with wonder and then asked, ‘Are you the Tree of
Life?” The tree made no reply, but instead the Serpent
appeared, and so Piktor continued on his way. He examined
everything with care and was delighted with what he saw.

As he walked along, he saw another tree which represented
the Sun and the Moon. ‘Perhaps you are the Tree of Life?’ he
asked. The Sun seemed to laugh in affirmation, and the Moon
smiled. All about Piktor were clumps of wild flowers. They
seemed to have faces like people, and some laughed richly and
understandingly, while others swayed in a light-hearted
manner. Still others neither moved nor laughed; they were
sombre and sunk into themselves, as though drunk with their
own perfume. Some of the flowers sang to Piktor: one sang
him the wistful song of the lilacs, another a dark blue lullaby.
One flower had eyes like hard sapphire; another reminded him
of his first love; still another made him recall his mother’s
voice when he had wandered with her as a child in the gardens
at home. Most of the flowers were gaily laughing, and one
stuck out her tongue at him. It was a little pink tongue, and
Piktor leaned down to touch it. When he did, he met the wild
bitter taste of wine and honey, and he knew that it was the
kiss of a woman.

Alone amongst all these flowers, Piktor was overwhelmed
by a mixed feeling of nostalgia and fear. His heart was beating
rapidly as though anxious to respond to the rhythms of the
place. Piktor then saw a bird lying on the grass a little distance
away. The bird had feathers like a peacock reflecting all the
colours of the spectrum. Piktor was overwhelmed by the
beauty of the bird, and so he approached and asked, ‘Where
can one find happiness ?’

‘Happiness ?’ replied the bird, ‘Happiness is everywhere—
in the mountains and the valleys and in every flower.’

The bird then stretched its neck and shook its feathers
before settling back motionless. Suddenly Piktor realized
that the bird had been transformed into a flower. The feathers
had become leaves and the claws, roots. Piktor looked down in
astonishment, and then almost immediately, the flower began
to move its leaves. It had already grown tired of being a flower
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and began to float languidly up into the air. It had turned into
a butterfly, and was a blaze of pure, floating colour.

To Piktor’s increasing amazement, this happy bird-flower-
butterfly flew about him in circles. After a while it glided to
the earth like a snowflake and remained trembling by Piktor’s
feet. For a moment, its wings fluttered, and then suddenly it
was transformed into a crystal radiating a deep red light. It
glistened on the grass with fantastic brilliance.

As Piktor gazed down upon it, it seemed to be gradually
disappearing into the ground, as though it were being drawn
into the very centre of the earth. Just as it was about to vanish,
Piktor reached down and grasped it. He held it tightly in his
hand, because it seemed a talisman for every adventure in
the world.

At that moment the Serpent slid down from a nearby tree
and whispered into Piktor’s ear, “This jewel can turn you into
anything you want to be. But tell it your wish quickly, before
it disappears.” Afraid of losing the opportunity, Piktor
whispered the secret word to the stone, and suddenly he was
transformed into a tree. Piktor had always wanted to be a
tree, because he admired their strength and serenity. Soon he
felt his roots sink into the earth and his branches reach towards
the sky. New leaves and branches sprouted from his trunk, and
he was content. His thirsty roots absorbed the water from the
earth, and his branches were cooled by the languid air of the
forest. Insects lived in his bark, and a porcupine took shelter
at his feet.

In the forest of Paradise in which he stood, he observed the
continuing metamorphosis that took place round about him.
He watched flowers become precious stones, or turn themselves
into birds. He saw a neighbouring tree suddenly transform
itself into a brook. Another became a crocodile, yet a third
turned into a fish and swam off full of gaiety and happiness.
All of creation took part in this game of change; elephants
became rocks; giraffes, huge flowering trees.

In the midst of all this change, Piktor alone remained the
same. When he began to realize his condition, he lost his
happiness, and little by little he began to grow old, taking on
that tired, absent look that one can observe in many old trees.
Nor is this phenomenon confined to trees; horses and dogs and
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even human beings begin to disintegrate with time and to
lose their beauty because they have lost the gift of meta-
morphosis. They end their days in sadness and worry.

A long time afterwards, a little girl with blonde hair lost her
way while dancing through Paradise. She wore a blue dress
and sang gaily as she skipped along. Her presence was eagerly
noticed by other creatures in the forest; the bushes reached out
towards her with their branches, and many trees threw down
fruit for her. But the young girl ignored their attentions.
At length she came into the little clearing where Piktor stood
as a tree. When Piktor looked down at her, he was struck by a
deep feeling of nostalgia and an immense desire to seize
happiness before it was too late. He felt as though his whole
being were commanding him to concentrate on the meaning of
his existence and to force it to the surface of his consciousness.
He recalled his past life, his years as a man before he entered
Paradise. And he particularly remembered the time when he
had held the magic jewel in his hands, because at that moment,
with all changes possible, he had been most alive. He then
recalled the bird and the gay tree which had represented the
Sun and the Moon and as he did so he realized how fatal the
Serpent’s advice had been.

The girl sensed the restless movement of Piktor’s leaves and
branches, and when she looked up, she felt strangely dis-
quieted. She sat in the shade, and intuitively began to under-
stand that the tree was lonely and sad, while at the same time
realizing that there was something noble in its total isolation.
Leaning against the rough tree trunk, she sensed something
of the turmoil that was going on in Piktor’s being, and she too
started to tremble in an inexplicable passion. Soon she was
weeping, and as the tears fell on her dress, she wondered why it
was that suffering existed. In her own solitude, she felt herself
reaching out in compassion for the lonely tree.

Sensing her feelings, Piktor gathered all the forces of his life
and directed them towards the young girl. He realised now how
monstrous the Serpent’s deceptinon had been and how foolishly
he had acted. Now as a single tree, he was overwhelmed with
the vision of the tree that was man and woman together.

Just then, a green bird with red wings drew near and circled
round the tree. The girl watched its flight and saw something
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bright and luminous fall from its beak into the nearby grass.
She leaned over to pick it up and found that it was a precious
carbuncle. She had hardly held the stone for a moment when
the confused thoughts that had troubled her vanished, and she
was overcome by a single desire. In a moment of ecstasy, she
became one with the tree and was transformed into a new
branch which grew out towards the heavens.

Now everything was perfect, and the world was in order.
In that moment, Paradise had been found. Piktor was no longer
a solitary old tree, but was fulfilled and complete and bore a
new name which he called Piktoria. And thus he sang out,
loud and clear, the word ‘Piktoria!” And this phrase also signi-
fied ‘Victoria’ or Victory. At long last, he had been trans-
formed, and he realized the truth of eternal metamorphosis,
because he had been changed from a half to a whole.

From then on, he knew he would be able to transform him-
self as often as he liked. The force of continuing creation was
now released within him, and he knew he could renew him-
self as a star or a fish or a cloud or a bird. But he also realized
that whatever form he took would be a whole, and that in
each image he would be a pair; he had both the Sun and the
Moon within him, and he was at once Man and Woman.

That evening in Montagnola, when I finished reading the book
and glanced once again at the drawings it contained, I thought
of a phrase which Hesse himself had written only the year
before: ‘In their old age, some men have the gift of once again
experiencing the paradisiacal state of their childhood.” That,
I realized, was the key to the seemingly ingenuous tale of
Piktor. It was really a vision of Paradise regained. And then
too, there came back upon me with redoubled force Hermann
Hesse’s remark of the afternoon before when, with his hand on
the stone bust, he had said, ‘We will return to form, to pure
form. ...

Morning

THE NEXT MORNING I got up early and went out into the garden
to watch the sun rise over Lake Lugano. Afterwards I wandered
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slowly through the narrow streets of the town until once again
I found myself at Hesse’s house. By this time, the sun was full
up, but I was surprised to find Hesse in the garden standing
by the fence and wearing a broad-brimmed hat. He was
burning grass. He then noticed me and went to open the
gate.

We exchanged greetings, and I then showed him that I was
carrying Piktor’s Metamorphosis. He took the volume, and
together we looked at the drawings once again. I told him how
wonderful I thought they were, and he laughed gaily. ‘They
are crystals, birds, butterflies—everything for just a second,
as in Creation.’

‘And Piktor?’ I asked.

‘Piktor contains them all; he is all that and something else
besides. . . .

‘You mean that he is Siddhartha’s river,” I asked, ‘the
cternal river of forms, of Maya?’

‘And also Steppenwolf,” Hesse replied. ‘Some people can’t
understand that I could have written both Siddhartha and
Steppenwolf. But they complement each other; they are the two
poles of life between which we move. . . .’

Hesse paused and glanced again at the Metamorphosis. Then,
as if talking to himself, he said, ‘Yesterday when you visited
me, it was my son’s birthday. He was fifty years old. . . .’

I took my leave and walked downhill away from the house.
When I found an open clearing in the trees, I lay down in the
dry grass. I pushed my hands through it, as if looking for the
stone of metamorphosis, but I didn’t find it.

Later on, I returned by the same road and saw that Hesse
was still in his garden burning grass. Enveloped in smoke, he
looked like someone performing an ancient rite. Someone
then came down the garden path whom I soon recognized as
Hesse’s wife. She was carrying a basket over her shoulder, and
as she approached, she coquettishly smoothed back her grey
hair. I realized that this gesture was intended to please Hesse
and I was almost ashamed at having witnessed it. It was
touching to think that that mature woman wanted to look
beautiful for an eighty-year-old man, and it was an indication
of the profundity of their relationship. I decided to leave, but as
I walked away, I could still see them as they went along the
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garden paths. She went in front and he behind, picking weeds
to place in the basket. I imagined that that was how the wise
Chinese of antiquity must have lived. In reality, Hesse seemed
like an old Chinese philosopher or like the wise tree of his
story. When I passed by the house, he saw me again. He
turned and took off his wide-brimmed hat to wave good-bye.

Master Dju-dsch

Two YEARS LATER, I returned to Montagnola to bring Hesse
one of the first copies of The Visits of the Queen of Sheba, a book
which T had written in India. It was a Sunday, January 22,
1961, and the town was now covered with snow. As usual, I
first went to the old house where Hesse used to live, and I
noticed that the old plane trees were sheathed in white.

Later on, I walked slowly up the hill towards Hesse’s present
house. The walking was difficult, and when I heard the sound
of an automobile engine, I moved to the side of the road to let
it pass. As it drew near, the car stopped, however, and a hand
waved at me through the frosted windows. It was Hesse, and
his wife was driving. I got in and we continued along the
way.

‘We’ve just come from the city,” Hesse said; ‘I went to buy
this for you.” He then handed me a copy of Neue Jircher
Leitung. It contained a poem of his which had been published
in the Sunday Supplement.

‘T will use this poem to answer all the questions you may put
to me today,’ he said.

Almost immediately we reached the house, and soon we
were in the familiar living-room. Hesse and I sat down and I
noticed that he looked a little thinner than he had two years
before. I then took up the newspaper and read the poem.

THE RAISED FINGER

Master Djii-dschi was, so we are informed,
Of a quiet and gentle disposition, and so modest
That he renounced totally both word and doctrine,
For word is appearance, and he was scrupulously anxious
To shun every appearance.
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When students, monks and novices

Engaged in noble speech and in intellectual fireworks
Concerning the meaning of the world and the highest
Good, he kept silent watch,

On guard against every effusion.

And when they came to him with their questions,

The vain as well as the serious, concerning the meaning

Of the ancient scriptures, concerning the names of the Buddha,
Concerning illumination, concerning the beginning of the world
And its destruction, he remained silent,

Only pointing quietly upward with his finger.

And this finger’s mutely-eloquent pointing

Became always more fervent and more admonishing; it spoke,

It taught, praised, punished, pierced so peculiarly

Into the heart of the world and truth, that with time,

More than one disciple understood this gentle raising of the finger,
Trembled, and woke up.

When I finished the poem, I glanced over at Hesse and saw
him raise his finger. For a while, we sat quietly together,
watching the snowflakes slowly falling outside of the window.
Finally he broke the silence:

‘Words are really a mask,’ he said. ‘They rarely express the
true meaning; in fact they tend to hide it. If you can live in
fantasy, then you don’t need religion, since with fantasy you
can understand that after death, man is reincorporated in the
Universe. Once again I will say that it is not important to
know whether there is something beyond this life. What counts
is having done the right sort of work; if that is right, then
everything else will be all right. The Universe, or Nature, is
for me what God is for others. It is wrong to think that Nature
is the enemy of man, something to be conquered. Rather,
we should look upon Nature as a mother, and should peaceably
surrender ourselves to it. If we take that attitude, we will
simply feel that we are returning to the Universe as all other
things do, all animals and all plants. We are all just infinites-
imal parts of the Whole. It is absurd to rebel; we must deliver
ourselves up to the great current. ...

‘And what about the individual persona?’ I asked. ‘It always
resists and rebels. In the Orient, of course, individuality docsn’t
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3. Title page of Hesse’s Piktor’s Metamorphosis, inscribed to the author.
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exist as it does in Christian countries. Indeed, the persona
seems to be a product of Christianity, just the way love is,
since love is a by-product of the persona. Without personality,
there can be no love, or at least no love that is truly passionate.’

Since Hesse seemed to agree with my analysis, I continued:

‘In the same way, beauty, or at least the concept of indi-
vidualized beauty, is a product of the persona. This is as true
of the beauty of gesture, or of the beauty of a personal life as
it is of the beauty of streets or squares or cathedrals in the
cities of Europe. Nature of course is beautiful, but in a quite
different fashion. This is best seen when one considers the
temples and monuments of the Orient. They are beautiful
only in the way a waterfall or a forest can be beautiful—in a
wholly impersonal manner. I have known Swamis who were
completely indifferent to the beauty of Florence. The idea of
the persona has not yet reached the Orient, and the personal
isn’t understood, any more than love is, in the Western
Christian sense. That is not a criticism; it is simply a statement
of fact. Indeed, for the West, the idea of the persona may be the
source of our sickness, may be the véry curse of our exist-
ence. ...

I paused for a moment and thought about what Hesse had
said to me concerning his book, Siddhartha, and especially the
twenty years that had passed between its original publication
and its appearance in India. Even today, many orthodox
Hindus consider this book to be a false re-working of Oriental
truth from a Christian point of view. Siddhartha is the drama of
an individualized soul, and the conscious acts which Siddhartha
performs throughout the latter part of his life are the results of
the continuing presence of reason.

‘It is strange,” I said, ‘to see how the Hindus continue to
revolve round their Vedas and their Bhagavad Gita. They
never create anything new, and even the abstract painters of
modern India end up by reinterpreting the Ramayana.’

‘But surely that is a good thing,” said Hesse. ‘That is the
whole strength of Hinduism. It follows a single line; it is
interested in concentration and opposed to dispersion. Don’t
forget, one must beware of taking on too much. . . . Moreover,
you must remember that if the Hindus read little, it’s because
the English didn’t allow translations of European thought to
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each tiiem. I think at heart you are really trving to defend the
West, and that is probably because the West is losing today
and the Orient is rising once again.’

‘No,’ I said, ‘that’s not it at all. I don’t feel any more sym-
pathy for the West than I do for the East. I don’t belong to
either one, because as a South American I find myself caught
between the two.’

Hesse raised his finger like Master Djii-dschi, and said,
‘Don’t forget that words are masks. . . .’

Just then Mrs. Hesse came in and asked us to go into the
dining-room. It was full of light, and the picture of Calw,
Hesse’s birthplace, hung on the wall. Mrs. Elsy Bodmer, the
widow of the owner of the house who had been Hesse’s friend,
was the other guest invited. Hesse then told us that lunch
would be served in the Hindu fashion.

‘When I was a child in Calw,” he said, ‘we always had curry
on Sundays, and we would have children from the colonies
come to lunch with us. Both my grandfather and father knew
India intimately, and from thcm I learned to love the god
Krishna.’

We had red wine from Ticino, and Hesse and I drank a
toast together. The bright daylight played on the crystal of
the glasses, causing spectra of colour to fall on the tablecloth.
Hesse sat at the other end of the table and, with his glass still
in his hand, he looked as though he were meditating, and the
white light which reflected from the table seemed to increase
the blueness of his eyes.

‘How isit that I am here?’ I asked, uttering the words slowly
and heavily. ‘How is it that I have come from so far away,
and have had the luck to find myself here with you today?’

Hesse remained still, bathed in the winter light, and then
he spoke: ‘Nothing ever happens by chance,’ he said, ‘here only
the right guests meet. This is the Hermetic Circle. . . .’

I then realized that thosc words were by no means casual,
but that they had emerged from a purely symbolic realm.
Now at last I felt that Hesse was giving some meaning to my
wanderings and travels, talking to me as Siddhartha had once
spoken to Govinda. I remained silent, and as I looked at him,
[ had tlie feeling that the NMaster Djii-dschi was again repeating
fais gesture. . . .
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A Letter

WHEN 1 RETURNED to India, I wrote the following letter to
Hesse:

‘I want to thank you for that Sunday with you, and for the
privilege of belonging to the Hermetic Circle, which is like
being a member of the League in your Journey to the East. In
fact, I felt as though I really were a member of that timeless
League, and when I was in Kiisnacht, I told Dr. Jung what you
had said about the ‘“right guests”. . . . In any event, I am
trying to continue this journey across connecting bridges. The
other day, the I Ching revealed that that was my destiny. In my
case, the bridges connect South America, Europe and Asia.

‘When I returned here, I reread your poem about Master
Djii-dschi, and I believe that I understand its meaning. You
said that words were a mask, and that is true; but it is also
true that underneath the dialogue of words, there is another
dialogue, and it is this second one to which we must listen,
since it is the only one which really matters. It is the basis
for the celebration at Bremgarten.!

‘I gave Steppenwolf’s regards to Professor Jung. He smiled
and asked about you. We talked about many things, and I
learned that he also knows how to make the gesture of Master
Djii-dschi. . . .

The Last Meeting

HEsse’s Book The Journey to the East is the story of a celebration
which the author offers to his own being, as well as to the
characters he has created in his books and to the myths which
have affected him. This celebration, or festival, takes place
half-way through his life, in the course of a search, or journey
to the East, in which he finds himself a member of a League
of pilgrims. This search begins in and extends through moun-
tains and valleys; it is possible that these represent the Alps, but
it is more likely that they form the interior landscape of the

1 Reference to a spiritual meeting in Hesse’s book, The Journey to the East.
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suthor’s soul. The East is always the country of the soul and
the source of light. The pilgrims were all looking for impossible
things: one was trying to find the Serpent Kundalini; Hesse
was scarching for the Princess Fatima. Amongst the pilgrims,
there was one who was called Leo, the Server, who always
helped the others. The great symbolic celebration takes place
im Bremgarten in magnificent surroundings. Everyone is
there—Don Quixote, Holderlin, who was greatly admired by
Hesse, Hoffman and Henry of Ofterdingen. In addition, all of
Hesse’s characters are also present: Steppenwolf, Demian,
Paul the 1ausician, Klingsor the painter, Narcissus, Goldmund,
Siddhartha and Govinda, in all of whom Hesse had been
reincarnated during his lifetime.

But then something tragic happens. Leo, the Server, is lost,
or has abandoned them, and so the journey to the East is
interrupted. All the friends disperse, and the League is broken.
One wonders who this Leo is, who, by simply disappearing,
can produce such a catastrophe. It was not until much later
in his life that Hesse was able to find him. He would seem to
reappear in his work as Joseph Knecht, the great teacher in
Magister Ludi, a book which he dedicated to the pilgrims to the
East. Knecht means ‘server’ in German.

The Journey to the East ends with a strange symbol, the author’s
encounter with a figurine in the archives of the League. This
little statuette is finally revealed as being hermaphroditic or
androgynous, but before that revelation takes place, Hesse
has had to pass many tests, amongst them one concerning the
Alsatian dog, Necker, and another meeting with Leo, the
Server. Of all Hesse’s works, The Journey to the East is the most
hermetic. I have never tried to interpret it, but have simply
allowed myself to sink into its subtle beauty.

It was Saturday, May 6, 1961. I had not let much time pass
before visiting Hesse again, and I had brought with me a little
silver box from Kashmir, which was embossed with turquoises.
I had brought another one like it for Professor Jurg.

‘I have just come from Florence,’ I said; ‘I went there just
to see Leonardo’s painting of “The Annunciation” in the
Uffizi Gallery. I stayed there almost an hour looking at it.’
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‘Why were you so especially interested in that painting?’
he asked.

‘It’s difficult, but I will try to explain. In Leonardo there is a
something, a message that can only be perceived, not inter-
preted, just as in The Fourney to the East. The painting of “The
Annunciation” seems literally to vibrate. The angel’s wings
flutter in the air, and the fingers of his right hand as he makes
the sign really seem to be alive. Something seems to be trans-
mitted from those fingers to the young Virgin, but the really
searing message comes from the eyes. It’s as though this terrible
angel were actually delivering Christ to the Virgin with his look,
as though he were actually impregnating her with him. She is
frightened and childish, and receives the message with her
left hand while her right rests on the books of the Prophets.
That is why she says, “It was written,” but I dare say Leonardo
put that in only to please the Curia. The truth is that the
Virgin is so surprised that she accepts everything; in fact she
has been hypnotized, possessed by the angel, and she will
never be herself again. In the background of the painting
there is that dreamlike landscape so typical of Leonardo,
which seems to represent the Unconscious, from which every-
thing comes—mystery, destiny, Christ and the very angel that
appears in the painting.’

Hesse had listened attentively while I spoke, and after a
pause, he said, ‘Leonardo was a universal genius because his
painting was magical. Most people only understand what they
feel with their senses; they know nothing of what lies behind
them. Only magic can express that which is unreachable in
any other way. There is also another kind of art, which is
essentially evocative.’

‘Demian and The Journey to the East exist in that magical
realm, I suppose. . . . But who, by the way, is Leo?’

For a moment, Hesse glanced away and watched a cat enter
through the open window. He ran his hand over the back of
the cat, and then said: ‘Leo is someone who is able to converse
with animals, with the dog, Necker, for example. . . . A friend
of mine once had a dog which he had to give away. He took
the dog fifty kilometres away and left him there. But the dog
escaped and returned; he found the road. . . . That too is
magical. . ..
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*Who do you think most resembles Leonardo in music?’ 1
then asked. ‘Who is the magic musician ?’

‘Bach,” said Hesse without hesitation. ‘Especially in his
Mass and in the Passions according to St. Matthew and St.
John. These are the magical works, and I always used to go
into Zurich when these works were being performed there.’

Hesse then rose and walked slowly over to the bookcase.

‘Have you written anything since the Magister Ludi?’ I asked.

‘Evocations,’ he replied, as though he had not been listening.
“The poet has to evoke the past and to relive it, to seize the
ephemeral. That is an important part of his work.’

Hesse then showed me an Italian translation of one of his
works.

“The Italians have at last begun to translate me,” he said.
‘And to think that I live in the Italian part of Switzerland!
It’s quite different in Spain. You know that the publisher
Aguilar has already begun to publish my complete works. You
must look at them and tell me whether you think they are
accurate. You know, of course, that in Germany there is now a
great interest in Spanish and South American authors.” He
then showed me a German edition of a book by the Vene-
zuelan writer Romulo Gallegos.

Before I left him that afternoon, we talked about a number
of writers, and I asked him whether he had known Rilke.

‘I didn’t know him,’ he replied. ‘But speaking of translations,
I think that Rilke is better understood in translation than he
is in the original.’

‘And Keyserling, did you know him?’

“Yes, he was an extraordinary man; an immense and power-
ful being capable of roaring like a bull.” And Hesse then tried
to imitate Keyserling’s bellow.

‘And Gustav Meyrink, what was he like?’

‘I knew Meyrink well. He was seriously interested in magic
and he practiced it. When he was in great danger, he would
concentrate on his heart and maintain an inalterable calm.
At the same time, he had a sharp sense of humour. Once, right
in the middle of a seance, just when the visitor from the
beyond was supposed to appear, Meyrink lit a match so that
he could see him, and that of course was the end of the seance.
He was also fascinated by black magic.’
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Sunday, May 7, 1961

When I left that afternoon, Mrs. Hesse invited me for lunch
on the following day.

Sunday, May 7, 1961

I ARRIVED FAIRLY EARLY, and we resumed our conversation
of the afternoon before. I mentioned Arthur Koestler’s recent
book on India and Japan called The Lotus and the Robot. ‘He
attacks Suzuki very harshly in that book,’ I said.

“You can be sure that Suzuki won’t lose sleep over that,’
Hesse replied. ‘He doesn’t allow himself to be touched. . . .

As I heard Hesse’s words, I remembered a story that is told
about Jesus. He was going through the streets of Jerusalem on
his way to cure a sick woman when he suddenly stopped and
exclaimed, ‘Who has touched my cloak and taken away my
power to cure?’

I told Hesse that I had been with Koestler when he was in
India looking for material for his book. I had asked him for
dinner in my house in New Delhi, and afterwards we went to
see a Sufi mystic called Sister Raihana. She was able to discover
the past of people’s lives by reading the backs of their hands,
not their palms. I didn’t tell her who Koestler was, and so she
simply took his hand, concentrated for a moment and then
told him that in his previous incarnation, he had been an
Army chaplain.

Hesse then asked me whether I myself was writing anything
at the moment, and I said that for the past five years I had been
writing a book about my experiences in India, which was a
kind of search between two worlds.

‘What are you going to call it?’ he asked.

“The title finally came to me while I was looking at the
ruins of Angkor in Cambodia,” I said. ‘You know that the
causeway which leads up to the great temple of Angkor Wat
is bordered on either side by a balustrade carved in the shape
of stone serpents. When I looked at them, I thought of the
Serpent Kundalini which leads one along the path to libera-
tion; and I remembered that the serpent is curled at the base
of the spinal column and that it in turn represents the Tree of
Paradise. Since my book deals with the Serpent and the Tree,
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I have decided to call it The Serpent of Paradise. It is after all a
symbolic and subjective journey like your own to the East, and
I have always been particularly interested in Yoga and in
the science which deals with Kundalini.’

Hesse then said that he thought Kundalini really represented
knowledge. He added that he thought Yoga was essentially a
means whereby the animal could be raised to a higher plane,
not consciously but in an almost alchemical fashion.

I then asked him whether he had ever practiced Yoga.

‘Only the Yoga of breathing,’ he replied, ‘but that was some
time ago, and I used Chinese rather than Indian methods. In
the West, I think it is not only difficult but dangerous to
practice Y oga, because the atmosphere isn’t appropriate for
exercises vwhich require complete solitude. Here we are too
much impinged upon by the actualities of ordinary life. Real
Ycga can only be practiced in India.’

I was puzzled by what Hesse had said, for in Montagnola, he
had achieved almost complete isolation in the mountains. And
I myself had practiced concentration in the Andes, and even
in hotels and in busy city streets.

‘But isn’t the mind like a radio,” I asked, ‘which is able to
transmit and receive wherever it is, on mountain tops or in
crowded places? Surely there is a kind of collective mind
which receives the emanations from an individual mind
wherever it is located. At times I don’t even believe that
physical action or personal contact is necessary to achieve
results. You know that in Banaras, there is a handful of solitary
Brahmans who practice concentration, repeating magic
formulas and ancient mantrams in order to maintain peace in
the world. Perhaps they accomplish more than the United
Nations does. Yes, I think the mind is like a radio. . ..

‘Everything is much more complicated and subtle than
that,” Hesse replied. ‘The kind of attitude you speak of can
only exist in India, which is prepared and ready for it. In
Europe, it is perhaps possible in a few Catholic convents; I
don’t know, but I myself am on another track. ...’

‘In the Benedictine convents?’ I asked.

Hesse nodded his head affirmatively.

‘And what do you think will happen in the future,’ I asked,
‘with the new interest in spaceships, Sputniks, and inter-
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planetary journeys? Do you think man will continue to be
concerned with problems of the spirit?’

‘Ah? Hesse exclaimed, ‘in fifty years the earth will be a
graveyard of machines, and the soul of the spaceman will
simply be the cabin of his own rocket!’

Lunch was then served, and we went into the dining-room.
One of the guests was the daughter of Hugo Ball, Hesse’s first
biographer and the author of Byzantine Chrisiianity. Hesse had
also carried on a long and interesting correspondence with the
guest’s mother, and it had been published in a handsome
volume.

Once again I looked at the painting of the little city of
Calw with its old bridge, and I decided that one day I would
have to visit that German city about which Hesse had written
so beautifully.

Hesse seemed more and more to be returned to the emotions
of his early years, and once again I wondered how it was that
a chosen few were able, in their most advanced years, to
relive the feelings they had experienced near Paradise in their
infancy.

Hesse sat at the far end of the table, not far from his own
stone bust. His smile was like that of an ancient child who had
returned to Paradise, after a long struggle for his soul, a
struggle which he had won through his constant fidelity to
Nature. He raised a glass full of red wine from the Ticino and
said in Spanish, ‘Salud’.

That is my last image of Hermann Hesse.

Last Messages

AFTER THAT MEETING with Hesse, I went to Kiisnacht to see
Professor Jung. He was then very ill, and it proved to be my
last visit with him as well, since I received news of his death
when I returned to New Delhi. At that time I wrote Hermann
Hesse to tell him about my last meeting with Jung, and after
describing how he had then appeared, I added the following
paragraphs:

‘And now here I am once again thinking about Dr. Jung. I
wonder whether there is something in the Hermetic Circle
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which suggests that we had all known one another in other
iives? Why else have vou both been so congenial to me? If we
knew one another before, does it mean that we shall meet
again? And if so, when and where?

‘T sit here thinking about that great figure, Dr. Jung, and
about yourself. But mostly, I think about the relationship
which existed between him, you, and me. Each time I visited
you, I always went to see him as well. A short time ago, I
took your greetings to him.’

On July 29, 1961, the Swiss newspaper Neue liircher eitung
published a special supplement in honour of Dr. Jung. I
mvself sent an article entitled ‘My Last Meeting with Dr.
Jing which was later to be published in various Spanish
magazines and in an English translation in India. When I
received the spocial supplement after it was published, I was
astonished to find on the same page with my article, the letter
which I had written to Hermann Hesse.

A few days later, I received a letter from him:

‘With Jung I have also lost something irreplaceable. And
only recently, the oldest of my friends, the artist Guno Amiet
died at the age of ninety-four years. Now I have only friends
who are vounger than myself.

‘I must now confess something to you: I knew that the
Ziircher  Zeitung was preparing a page in memory of Jung.
I myself was unable to contribute anything because I was not
well. Nevertheless I took the liberty of sending your letter to me,
the one you wrote me after Jung’s death, to the newspaper, and
I will take the responsibility for it. I hope that you won’t
mind.’

Yours,
Hermann Hesse.
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AFTER LIVING IN INDIA for nearly ten years, I decided that the
time had come to leave. I had submerged myself in that
Dionysiac culture and world; and I had touched its essences
with both hands, dissolving myself in that strange atmosphere
in which time is a cosmic river, sweeping before it the debris
of actual life, including the persona itself, that delicate flower
of Christianity and the extroverted West.

Nevertheless, even though I had plumbed the depths of
Indian life, and had lived like a Hindu, I realized that I
really was not a part of Indian culture. At the same time, I
knew that I was not a Westerner either. Rather, I was caught
between two worlds. That is, of course, the continuing drama
of the South American, who is able to participate in both
universes, but only in a relative way, and who is therefore
forced to try to discover his own separate identity.

Soon word came that my government had appointed me as
its Ambassador to Yugoslavia. Chile has long maintained a
tradition which favours writers in the diplomatic corps; it is
its way of encouraging searchers and pilgrims. When I received
that news, I wrote to Hermann Hesse and said, ‘Now I shall
be nearer to you physically.’

Nearer? Even then Hesse was on the way to his end.

Before I settled in Belgrade, I went to Spain. There I looked
for the Aguilar edition of Hesse’s complete works so that I
could tell him about the translation. I was travelling with my
eldest son, and he was most anxious to meet Hesse. At that
time, however, we were in a hurry. and although we drove by
the Lago di Garda, in Italy, which is not far from Montagnola,
we were unable to stop. And then something happened which
prevented my son’s wish from being fulfilled.

I was standing at a newspaper kiosk in Belgrade, looking
for a newspaper written in a language which I could under-
stand. At last, I found an old copy of the London 7imes. And
there, together with a photograph, was the news of Hermann
Hesse’s death.

I went straight home from the kiosk, and all that day and the
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tollowing day I remained there, meditating and concentrating
my thoughts on my dead friend.

Not long afterwards, since my son had to leave Europe, I
went with him to Zirich, and together we made a last pil-
grimage to Montagnola to visit Hesse’s widow and to express
our sympathy to her.

Once again, and perhaps for the last time, I was in Montag-
nola. The Albergo Bellavista and Signor Ceccarelli were the
same as before. I showed my son the old house in the town, and
from there we went to where Hesse had lived until his death.
We waited in the parlour until Ninon Hesse appeared. She was
dressed in black, and her whole being seemed to be concen-
trated in her face. She was as beautiful as before but appeared
‘¢ be marked by destruction. The many years she had spent
in the study of art, music and nature, all in Hesse’s company,
had come to an end.

We sat down together and remained silent for a long time.
At length she spoke:

‘When you came here for the first time some years ago, I
had been stung by a bee and so was not with you when you
talked to Hesse. But afterwards he told me about you. “Today
somebody came whom I seem to know, and whom I think
to be my friend—a young man from Chile,” he said. Hesse
liked you, and a good relationship existed between you. . . .’

“‘You don’t know how much I regret not having come a week
earlier,” I said. ‘My son wanted so much to meet Hermann
Hesse. . ..

‘He died very suddenly, and that was for the best. He was
very ill. He had suffered from leukemia for six years, but did
not know that he had it. Nevertheless, sometimes when he felt
exalted before nature, standing in the twilight or in the moon-
light, he sensed that he was saying good-bye to life. He had a
presentiment that he was nearing the end. He had been
working for several days on a poem, and only finished it on
the night of his death. He left it for me on my bed, and I
found it there. Afterwards, when I went into his room at dawn,
he was dead. He had died in his sleep. His poem was about an
old trce, and he wondered whether he would be there to see
it again next year. . . .’

Ninon Hesse then gave me a copy of the poem.
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A few moments later, Mrs. Elsy Bodmer came into the room.
She had come over to keep Mrs. Hesse company during the
day. Without saying a word, she sat down beside her. Just
then, the cat passed through the window, and Mrs. Hesse
looked at it penetratingly.

‘It has been looking for Hermann all through the house,’ she
said. ‘It looks for him all day and all night. Somehow it seems
to feel, as I do, his presence. . . . But I must tell you about some-
thing quite beautiful which happened. By chance, or perhaps
not by chance, Hesse’s childhood friend, the clergyman
Voelter, happened to be spending his vacation in the Sels
Engadin when Hesse died. They used to argue at great length
about Luther, for whom Hermann had no great love. Voelter
came over to Montagnola for Hermann’s burial and delivered
a sermon over his grave. It was an impressive sight to watch
that tall, thin figure carrying out a ritual for which he seemed
predestined to perform because of his long friendship with
Hermann.’

Ninon Hesse then glanced towards the bookshelves and
pointed out a coloured drawing of a bird flying up towards
the heavens.

‘That drawing was sent to Hermann Hesse for his birthday,
only a few weeks before he died,’ she said. ‘He was happy with it
and spent a long time looking at it. He was really a bird himself.’

I then remembered Demian and the drawing of Sinclair’s
bird with the legend under it: “The egg is the World, and the
bird breaks the shell; afterwards it flies towards God, and God
is called Abraxas.’

That afternoon my son and I went to see the cemetery in
Montagnola where Hesse was buried. His name had not yet
been carved on the stone, and only a few yellow flowers covered
the earth. My son left me there for a long time, and I sat on
the grass across from the grave and thought of my friend, that
master poet, trying to recall his features, and to fix them in my
mind as they had been before he had been carried down that
immense river which vanishes completely in the sea and which
disperses everything beyond the recall of memory. And then I
remembered his words: ‘To die is to go into the Collective
Unconscious, to lose oneself in order to be transformed into
form, pure form.’
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1 then heard someone coming along the path and, looking
up, saw a young couple. They carried knapsacks and wore
shorts and hob-nailed boots. They were talking in German,
and when they reached me, they asked whether that was
Hesse’s grave. I told them that it was, and they stood there
together in an attitude of profound introspection, the girl with
her head on the young man’s shoulder. They remained there
for some time until at last, the young man opened his knapsack
and took out a little book bound in light blue. He then began
to read a poem by the dead writer. As though they were
praying, thosc young Germans read his own verses to Hesse.
I wondered whether he would hear them in some ray of as yet
uncreated light which existed apart from the waters that were
now carrving him away.

The Tree

THAT NIGHT my son and I read Hesse’s last poem:
THE RUSTLING OF A BROKEN BRANCH

The broken, splintered branch
hanging year after year,

dryly rattles its song in the wind;
without foliage, without bark,

it is barren and faded.

Tired of living too long,

tired of dying too long,

its song is hard and tenacious;

it sounds arrogant, hiding the fear.

One more summer.
Another long winter.

Goldmund’s Statue

AFr£R MY 303 s oEPARTURE, I stayed on alone in Ziirich for
2 number of duys. One of the people I wanted to see was Mrs.
Elsy Bodmer, ana I had to wait for her return from Montagnola
hefore calling on her.
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The Bodmer house is one of the oldest in Zirich, dating
from the end of the sixteenth century. To cross the threshold
of that house is to leave the modern world. Mrs. Bodmer
keeps the house as it always was; even the rooms in which her
children were born are maintained as they were when they
lived in them, with their furniture and their toys. The beams
in the main rooms are noble and ancient, and the walls are
covered with paintings by Botticelli and medieval wood
carvings.

I climbed up to the top floor where Elsy Bodmer received
me in an airy salon. Hesse had been there on many occasions
to see his friend, Hans Bodmer. After greeting me, Mrs.
Bodmer began to talk about Hesse. “There was an important
link between you and him,’ she said, ‘In his last years he had
no new friends, and saw no one. But with you it was different.
. . . It is odd, your coming from so far away and being so
much younger than him. . . .” She then fell silent as though
meditating.

‘Do you think Mrs. Hesse will remain in Montagnola?’ 1
said.

‘I imagine so. I asked my son whether he wanted to live in
the Montagnola house, but he wants to leave it to Mrs. Hesse.
It all depends on whether she can get used to the loneliness.’

‘Are there any plans for a Hesse museum, containing his
books and manuscripts?’

‘Yes, but they haven’t decided where. Some people think
it ought to be in Berne; others in Germany. It seems to me
that Berne is a little isolated, just as Lugano would be. What
do you think?’

‘I think that the time has now come for Hermann Hesse to
return from his exile to Germany.” As I spoke, I had the feeling
that Hesse was urging me on, and I remembered also the
young German couple who had stood next to his grave.

Elsy Bodmer then said, ‘I believe you are right. There is
also some indication that Hesse wanted that too. He was once
asked about it, and he mentioned the German city which
contains the Rilke museum.’

‘Yes,’ I said, ‘and after all Hermann Hesse was profoundly
German—the last in the romantic line of Holderlin. He was
also very German with his interest in the Orient, and especially
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India. He was just like Schopenhauer and Nietzsche in that
respect. Moreover, I think that the time has come for Germany
to repay its debt to Hesse. He has written so movingly about the
old cities and roads of Germany—Niirnberg and his own
little village of Calw.’ I then told Mrs. Bodmer the story of
the young German couple whom I had met at Montagnola.

‘I’ll tell Mrs. Hesse about that,” she said. ‘And I will also
tell her your opinion so that she can decide where the museum
should be built.! By the way, have you ever seen the Thomas
Mann museum here in Zirich? It’s very interesting.’

‘No,’ I said, ‘I didn’t know it was here. I thought Mann had
returned permanently to Germany.’

‘You know that Mann completely condemned Germany
during the last war, and the Germans never forgave him for
it. They let him know what they thought about him when he
revisited Germany after the war. Hesse also left Germany,
but he never condemned it the way Mann did.’

I then said that I thought Mann’s total condemnation of
Germany showed that he was German to the core. Germany is
very like Spain, I added, very absolutist; and that was why
Mann had been carried away, and had lost a sense of pro-
portion.

Mrs. Bodmer then offered me some old wine in a beautiful
crystal goblet. A few moments later I rose to leave, but Mrs.
Bodmer then said she wanted to show me some Renaissance
paintings and an icon which were in another room. As we
passed through the hall, I noticed a statue which immediately
fascinated me. It was a life-sized carving of a monk, and Mrs.
Bodmer told me that it was made in the twelfth century.

I stood before this extraordinary figure for some time. The
young monk was depicted with his head shaved and his feet
bare, wearing only a loose shawl. In his left hand he held
some small tablets, and his right hand made the sign of the
benediction. The hands and feet were very beautiful and the
whole figure seemed extraordinarily fragile and delicate. The
eyes seemed to look out from a remote epoch in time, from

1 The Hermann Hesse archives have been donated to the Swiss Govern-
ment who have agreed to lend them to the Hermann Hessec Museum which
will be set up in part of the Schiller National Museum in Marbach in
Germany.
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The Dream

the very dawn of Christianity if not indeed from an earlier,
less differentiated period.

Hesse’s hero, Goldmund, who was a vagabond along the
roads of medieval Europe, created only one work of art in
his life, and that was a wooden sculpture for the pulpit of a
church. I imagined that, like this statue, it was the product of
an entire life, and that it must have contained all the light and
shadow of a life.

The Dream

THAT NiGHT IN ZURIcH I had a dream. I saw a large white
building several storeys high which looked like a University.
It was full of students, most of them were studying the exact
or applied sciences, engineering or physics. They all seemed to
be using their knowledge to achieve tangible results; they were
applying it automatically without a thought to the significance
of what they were doing. They were untroubled by doubt and
had no concern for vital essences. This University of my dream
seemed to represent the world of the future. The men coming
out of the class-rooms were hard and metallic, expressing them-
selves only in the laws of mechanics, and were themselves
becoming products of those laws. The last exponents of a world
of flesh and blood had departed and, with their concern for a
living earth with gods and demons, were considered by this
new generation of anti-men as romantic idealists, the product
merely of a decayed bourgeois society. Thus my dream seemed
to suggest that the archetype of the future—or indeed of the
present since that future has already arrived—would be the
man of the atom and the machine, preparing himself for the
conquest of space in a University building made entirely of
concrete and surrounded by asphalt.

In such a world I would be a total alien, unable to find a
single niche for myself. But I then realized that people like
Hesse and Jung had faced similar difficulties. They had now
departed and were now untouched by the mechaniation of
the earth and they had achieved other worlds which they had
earned through realizing their own beings. I had little time
left, but I knew that I myself would now have to make a

39



Hermann Hesse

similar effort so that I would never again return to this earth,
but would step into another sphere. This I had to do if I was
to save myself from the leaden desert into which the world
was being transformed by machines. To escape from that
horrible prison, I had to move along the same solitary path
that had been followed by my older comrades, those wise men
of flesh and blood who were the keepers of my dreams.

The Bremgarten Festival

IT was A SunpAy, and I was alone in my house in Belgrade,
surrounded by my Oriental paintings and sculptures. I decided
that I would celebrate a ritual and listen to the magic music
that Hesse had loved, Bach’s Mass in B Minor. I lit a few
sandalwood sticks and placed the records on the gramophone.

The point of my ritual was to listen to the music with Hesse,
to lend him my senses, so that he could hear it, and make his
presence felt. I leaned back on the sofa and let the music play
over both of us. I did not concentrate on any of the notes in
particular, for I knew he was listening through me, and I
wanted him to listen as he had done when he was alive. As
the sounds filled the room, I knew that they were the musical
equivalents of Leonardo’s painting of the Annunciation and
of the Passion of St. John, for in that Mass, Bach was reliving
his whole life, offering his symbols and legends to something
which transcended him. It was a Mass with himself; it was a
sacrifice to his own life and soul, a continuing search for the
final marriage which is celebrated by an almost sacrilegious
offering. It was about death and resurrection, but in its in-
corporation of Bach’s own myths and rhythms, expressed
through the interplay of notes in counterpoint, the music
produced a symbolic Flower, which in turn was the product of
the sustained tension of a soul that had cried from the cradle
to the grave: ‘Father, why has thou forsaken me?’ That was
the magic, the creation of a Mystical Flower. Few had achieved
it. Bach had done so in his Mass, but the Mass was also a
festival of Bremgarten, which Bach had offered to himself,
repeating it throughout his entire creative life.

I continued to listen, missing nothing, and I knew that

40




Extracts from Two Letters

Hesse was there and that he was grateful for it. He was also
teaching me to listen as he had done. The Mass ended, and
was followed by the Passions of St. John and St. Matthew. The
whole day passed in the celebration of this ritual, and was my
own Festival of Bremgarten.

I then decided to prepare a luncheon in my solitary house in
Belgrade. It was to be in honour of the dear departed, and I
was repaying the hospitality of Montagnola. But I also invited
all my phantoms and legends. I led them into the dining-room
and seated them at the table, while the magic music contin-
ued to play. At the table we were grouped in the form of a
mandala.

At first, I had intended the party to be in honour of Hesse,
but little by little it turned into a Mass performed in my own
soul with the dreams of a lifetime. Then I served red wine from
Istria and from the Andes. I drank a toast to Hesse to ease his
road beyond the grave. I also promised that I would keep him
in my memory, and I drank a toast to each one of my phantoms
and for the great world of dreams.

We drank many toasts while the magical choristers con-
tinued to sing, and we felt enfolded in them, and in the very
essence of a Legend beyond time or space.

Extracts from Two Letters

Belgrade,
October 6, 1962
Dear Mrs. Hesse,

When I was in Ziirich I bought Bach’s B Minor Mass and
the Passions according to St. Matthew and St. John, and I
listened to them here in Belgrade. I had the extraordinary
feeling that Hermann Hesse was listening as well. I lent him
my ears so that he could enjoy the sound of these great works.

Dear Mrs. Hesse, you must do the same; lend him your
senses, and live happily for a long time so that he can continue
to live through you. This is a ritual which we must perform for
all our dear friends—for these who have already departed for
the other shores. . . .

Yours devotedly,
Miguel Serrano
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October 21, 1962
Dear Mr. Serrano,
... I am sure that Hermann Hesse would have been happy
to know that you had brought the Bach records, the B Minor
Mass and the two Passions, which he loved so much. Indeed,
he wrote about the Mass in his ‘Letter in May’ of 1962. . . .
Don’t forget Hermann Hesse—everything is so quickly
forgotten! It’s a comfort to me to know how much you loved
and still love him.
Your,
Ninon Hesse
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‘We ought to find a new religious attitude.’




The Antarctic

IN 1947 I took a trip to the Antarctic which I subsequently
described in a book called Invitation to the Ice Fields. One thing
I did not mention in that book, however, is that I took with me
a book entitled The Ego and the Unconscious by Carl Gustav
Jung. In a very real sense, that book interfered with the pur-
pose of my journey, for the more I read in it, the less I observed
the precise outlines of the icefields through which I was
travelling. Only at the end of the voyage did I begin to realize,
however dimly, that there was some relationship between that
book and the distant lands which I had visited.

That was the first time that I had seriously encountered
Jung’s work. I had studied Freud and Adler but had only a
superficial knowledge of Jung’s book, Psychological Types.
And then came this first real encounter. With his book in the
pocket of my parka, I had slowly passed down along the
length of Chile, enduring a constant rain as the ship passed
by Patagonia, Tierra del Fuego, beyond the range of Ultima
Esperanza, across the Beagle Strait and Drake’s Sea to the
great snow fields of the Antarctic. It was finally there, amongst
gigantic icebergs reverberating with thunder as huge slabs of
ice cracked off and fell into the sea, in an atmosphere of total
whiteness burning with cold, that I turned my attention to
Jung’s book. There, in almost total isolation from the rest of
the world, I began to look for something which would close
that other gap which separates the Ego from the Subconscious
in modern man.

It is hard for me now to look back on that time and place
and to discover what it was in Jung’s book that so interested me.
But I imagine that it was the idea of the Archetype which
there in the Antarctic seemed so real, and perhaps too the
passing reference to Jesus and the suggestion that he had been
caught in a world of brutal and autonomous forces not unlike
the barren ice fields. The book revealed to me a whole
frightening world, as terrifying as the white silence of the
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Antarctic. It also seemed to strike a note in my own being,
calling forth ideas that I had dimly conceived, but which I
had not formulated.

When I returned from the Antarctic, it was difficult for me
to decide which had been more important for me, the trip or
Jung’s book. Nevertheless, at that time, I didn’t read anything
more by him. I was too caught up with the trip itself, going
over it again internally, in an attempt to understand its
connection with my own being. At that same time, I also
became increasingly anxious to travel to India in hopes of
discovering there the roots of South American legends and
myths. I was fascinated by the science of Yoga, which I had
already begun to study in Chile.

In the course of my thinking during those years, I had begun
to realise how difficult it was to translate the ancient wisdom
of myths and legends into a rational language. I therefore
turned again to Jung, and reread The Ego and the Unconscious.
From there, I went on to his commentaries on Chinese and
Tibetan Yoga. I read his commentary on The Secret of the
Golden Flower, his introduction to Richard Wilhelm’s translation
of the I Ching, or Book of Changes; I also read his observations on
The Tibetan Book of the Great Liberation edited by Evans-Wentz
and his commentaries on The Tibetan Book of the Dead. I read
various of his alchemical works, such as his study of the
Rosarium Philosophorum, which is attributed to Petrus Toletanus,
and in addition studied his Psychology and Religion, Aion, and his
Symbols of Transformation. In much of this work, I noticed that
the Libido, which for Freud was synonomous with sex, for
Jung was something akin to the ‘Kundalini’ of Tantric Yoga.

The more I considered Jung’s work, the more I became
conscious of a parallel, say, between his Analytical Psychology
and a path of initiation; it was as though there were a second
language underlying the first of which it is quite possible Jung
was not even aware. Thus the psychoanalyst came to be a
Guru, or Master, while the patient became a Chela or Disciple.
If sickness is in reality a divided or incomplete condition, and
health is totality, then Jung’s treatment of the mentally ill
«as an attempt to bring forth illusory phantoms and shadows
( om the patient’s past in order to create a new sense of reality
or of the Self, and this process closely parallels the teachings
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of the Hindu Guru. Nevertheless, what Jung was really anxious
to do was to establish a dialogue between the individual and
the Universe, without destroying the idea of personality or the
Ego.

During the years in which I lived in India, I learned about
some extraordinary beings called Siddhas who had lived in
the distant past. These people were alchemists and magicians
and exercised enormous influence over India prior to the
Aryan invasion. They had tried to maintain a dialogue
between the Ego and the Self, but in place of the concept of
samadhi propounded by the Vedantists, they attempted an
even deeper state of trance, called kaivalya. This word means
‘isolated’ or ‘separated,” and implies independence from the
Universe, and even from God. The Siddhas tried to gain
immortality within their own bodies, and used the alchemical
combination of metals to do so.

My First Interview with Dr. Jung

IN DECEMBER OF 1957, I wrote to Dr. Jung, sending him an
article I had written for The Hindustan Times. This article was
entitled ‘The Crucifixion of the Ego’ and was inspired by a
sentence I had heard in a speech by the then Vice-President of
India, the philosopher Sarvapalli Radhakrishnan, who had
spoken earlier that year to the world Congress of Religions in
Delhi. Jung himself did not reply directly to my letter, but I
learned through his secretary, Aniela Jaffe, that he had read
the article. Because of overwork and ill health, he was not
able to reply personally.

That period in India was for me a very strange one. I let
the days pass by aimlessly, and I felt myself outside of time.
My impressions of <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>