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Old growth trees are all but extinct. In America, President Bush spoke of the ancient Redwoods that were standing long before Christ walked the earth. A tree’s rings tell the tale of yearly local weather patterns. They can even register the flux of activity of distant sunspots 93 million miles away. The trees rings tell us we are part of a planetary community. The tree’s rings reveal the local elementals daily record keeping, on the skins of what Steiner referred to as vertical earth. Known colloquially as “barking up the wrong tree.”  The tree’s rings appear like a flat map of the Ptolemy picture of the cosmos that had carried the world long before Copernicus came onto the scene.

I realize I am borrowing my title from that greatest of writers, Tolkien, who brought to life again the ancient druidic sense of the Tree Spirit, the Ents, with his adventure series for Middle Earth called Lord of the Rings. But my aim is to attach a deeper meaning to the Lord of the Rings. Indeed my intuition centers around the statue of The Representative of Humanity, carved by Rudolf Steiner and the last surviving relic of a fire that took the first Goetheanum into the neighboring etheric region of our earth.. 

That fire, removed something from the Earth but transplanted it into the neighboring world of the etheric. The first Goetheanum is now the beacon Sun Temple for the Michael School as souls seek to incarnate on the earth; or as they are born again back into the spiritual world at death. It acts as a weigh station to gather forces for the coming incarnation and receive fruits brought from a life well wrought. It also is a place to journey to, or be invited to, when on the path of initiation here on earth.

The surviving fragment of that Temple, the bridge between the worlds was carved by the Master Initiate himself, with gifted practical help from Edith Maryon. The fragment that connects the worlds, between the Michael School that was received into the etheric and all the souls on their journey’s here on earth, is the wooden statue known as The Representative of Humanity. 

"When Rudolf Steiner was faced with the task of designing columns for the first Goetheanum, which was later burned down at the end of 1922, he recognized the spiritual necessity that there should be seven columns, and chose for each one a different kind of wood. Old traditions, (Celtic and Druidic lore) which associated each tree or groups of trees with a certain planet were re-awakened to a new life and significance by the eye of the seer and the hand of the artist."(ll)

SUN

Thus speaks the high-reaching

Light-flooded ash.

The Tree of the golden sun.

"O Man, be upright and mobile

Waste not yourself on the worthless

Be conscious of the pure mobility

of Man."

MOON
Thus speaks the silvery moon at

May time, through the flowering

Cherry Tree.

Whose blossoms in summer, 

to fruit ripen.

"O Man, like the plant, transfer

the lower to the higher

Purify the passions, grow mature

And harvest the fruit of life."

MARS
Thus speaks the knotty oak,

The servant of iron Mars,

"O Man, take root in the depths

and reach for the heights,

Be mighty and strong

Be warrior, knight and protector."

MERCURY
Thus speaks the mercurial planet

Through the living growth of

The Elm,

And through her winged seeds

"O Man, be stir yourself,

Be active, lively and quick."

JUPITER
Thus speaks the broad-leafed maple

The tree of Jupiter, to whom tin

is sacred.

"O Man, overcome the haste and hurry within you.

Seek hours of quiet

Which bring goodness and wisdom 

To birth."

VENUS




Thus speaks the coppery Venus

Through the virgin softness

of Birch,

Which is delicately rooted and

drinks in the light.

"O Man, work on your soul

In Tenderness,

Admire lovingly the beauty

of the world."

SATURN
Thus speaks leaden Saturn

Through the trees of

of shaded forests

The pines, the beeches and

cypresses,

"O man, feel the responsibility

for the need of your time

and of all mankind.

With inner devotion take hold

of the work that life puts

before you."

THE MYSTERY OF THE ELM

A great mystery surrounds the elm. In the later part of the nineteenth century, say around the time of the War in Heaven, somewhere around 1840 to 1879, destructive entities were drawn closer to humanity. We can understand that a new mystery imagination was descending at the time Goethe wrote his Green Snake and Beautiful Lily fairy tale. He caught sight of something that was later elaborated and brought into manifestation through the international efforts of cultural castaways in the building of the first Goetheanum. 

Wasn’t the essence of the Sun Temple and the School of Michael already in the planning stage when Goethe saw the fairy tale? Did the clue from Goethe reawaken in Steiner the intention that he had brought with him from the spiritual world? While the Platonists worked on the building of Chartres Cathedral in the 12th and 13th centuries was a Michael Sun Temple already in the planning stages? 

Jane Avrich, in the May 2000 issue of Harper’s magazine makes this amazing declaration, “…a demonstration of the human spirit the likes of which, I contend, occur but once in a millennium. I make so bold as to offer this opinion only after a rigorous study of history, a twenty-year-long examination of civilization from antiquity to this unsure time in which we live. In a phrase: the building of Chartres, like the building of the Parthenon in ancient Athens, represented the passing of one age and the birth of another.” 

What horizon of the human future did those who helped Steiner bring the Michael School imagination of the Goetheanum into existence on the earth see? Was The Representative of Humanity the answering call to a vision beyond the medieval worship of the dying Christ on the cross? In other words, did Aristotelian and Platonic souls wish to meet the coming etheric sacrifice of Christ with an etheric Temple built from the good will of humanity? Is the historian Jane Avrich right when she claims that, “the building of Chartres, like the building of the Parthenon in ancient Athens, represented the passing of one age and the birth of another.” Why would the Goetheanum be a different mystery center from others built in the past?

Soon after Goethe died a terrible blight started appearing in the elm tree. A blight that made a mockery of the golden hue of the elm’s wood. Elm bark beetles, innocent in themselves, were carriers of a disease that rapidly turned stately elms into shriveled skeletons. The essence of that etheric life which the Resurrected Christ IS; which vegetation and lymphatic tissue alike, radiate, was plagued with death’s Halloween mask. Yet this blighted elm was the wood Steiner chose to wear the vesture of the Sun Spirit. 

Bringing a mystery of the magnitude of the Michael School into the twentieth century was a deed of the highest intuition. It was not some wild idea from a lone social malcontent suffering from Freudian delusions. However, it would quickly be met with forces in the earth that would resist such a conscious deed. The War in Heaven shook some bats out of the cellar and coughed them back up to humanity. The Heavens did some house cleaning and humanity received some new weighty responsibilities that forced us to face the guardian of the world’s threshold. 

Oliver Wendell Holmes lived from 1809 to 1894.  Before the elm became a casualty in the Michael War, America had mighty and magnificent elms. Americans like Oliver Wendell Holmes related to trees in a manner that still held some ancient grasp of their spirituality. In his, “Autocrat of the Breakfast Table” he described his enamored relation to the sylvan divinities still felt anthropomorphically as something akin to tree spirits.

I must tell you about some of my tree-wives. I was at one period of my life much devoted to the young lady-population of Rhode Island, a small, but delightful State in the neighborhood of Pawtucket. The number of inhabitants being not very large, I had leisure, during my visits to the Providence Plantations, to inspect the face of the country in the intervals of more fascinating studies of physiognomy. I heard some talk of a great elm a short distance from the locality just mentioned. " Let us see the great elm,"--I said, and proceeded to find it,--knowing that it was on a certain farm in a place called Johnston, if I remember rightly. I shall never forget my ride and my introduction to the great Johnston elm. 

I always tremble for a celebrated tree when I approach it for the first time. Provincialism has no scale of excellence in man or vegetable; it never knows a first-rate article of either kind when it has it, and is constantly taking second and third rate ones for Nature's best. I have often fancied the tree was afraid of me, and that a sort of shiver came over it as over a betrothed maiden when she first stands before the unknown to whom she has been plighted. Before the measuring-tape the proudest tree of them all quails and shrinks into itself. All those stories of four or five men stretching their arms around it and not touching each other's fingers, of one's pacing the shadow at noon and making it so many hundred feet, die upon its leafy lips in the presence of the awful ribbon which has strangled so many false pretensions. 

As I rode along the pleasant way, watching eagerly for the object of my journey, the rounded tops of the elms rose from time to time at the road-side. Wherever one looked taller and fuller than the rest, I asked myself,--" Is this it? " But as I drew nearer, they grew smaller,--or it proved, perhaps, that two standing in a line had looked like one, and so deceived me. At last, all at once, when I was not thinking of it,--I declare to you it makes my flesh creep when I think of it now,--all at once I saw a great, green cloud swelling in the horizon, so vast, so symmetrical, of such Olympian majesty and imperial supremacy among the lesser forest-growths, that my heart stopped short, then jumped at my ribs as a hunter springs at a five-barred gate, and I felt all through me, without need of uttering the words,--"This is it!" 

Holmes statement reminds me of the quest we take on earth to find the Master teacher, a prophet, and how we distinguish the one from the many. How we discern those who bear the same wood as the true tree or those who carry in their hearts the same tone as the cosmic heart. I must honor the elm for two reasons. First, it was Virgil from ancient Rome, and certainly from the initiation lore of Homer and the ancient Bards, that we owe this description from the Aeneid. 

"In the middle of the court a huge shadowy ELM spreads its gnarled branches, around which, they say, a swarm of vain Dreams dwells, clinging under all the leaves.  In addition there are many monstrous shapes of various wild animals. Centaurs have their stalls at the doors, as do shapes like the two-formed Scylla.."

This prized Tree in the center courtyard of Hell carries some interesting mythic weight. The film series NIGHTMARE ON ELM STREET was based on the above words from the Aeneid. While it is true that elm trees used to line every American Street, of which many poems were written about the stately elm, it was also subject to a wipe out blight so severe, that it was on the way to total extinction.

Special: Giant tree may play a big role in combating Dutch elm disease 

	
The Detroit News

Elms once lined urban boulevards, like this one in 1957 Detroit, and were prized for the "cathedral" canopy they created.

	


By Jeremy Pearce / The Detroit News 

    A giant elm tree discovered on a northern Michigan pig farm is exciting scientists, who suspect it may be resistant to a disease that ravaged Metro Detroit's stately elms two decades ago. 
    Standing alone in a Wexford County field, the tree has shattered state records and is the largest known elm in Michigan. 
    Botanists believe it survived the deadly fungus called Dutch elm disease that felled 80 percent of the state's elms and could provide genetic stock for a heartier strain of trees. 
    Elms once lined urban boulevards in Detroit and many other American cities, and were prized for the shady "cathedral" canopy they created. 
    "It's an amazing find -- there's no question about that," said Dr. Elwood Ehrle, president of the Michigan Botanical Club, which keeps records of the state's largest trees. 
    "We think it could rank as the biggest elm in the entire country. We're comparing national records." 
    More than 12 stories tall and with a girth of 23 feet, the huge tree stands near a corn field on George Svec's pig farm in Buckley, 20 miles south of Traverse City. Svec, 56, says he's been aware of the tree for more than 40 years, but never realized it might be of extreme value to botanists studying elm disease. 
    "It's always been a big tree. Nobody around here really thought any more than that," Svec said. "We're kind of surprised at all the attention." 
    Two months ago, scientists from Dow Gardens in Midland took cuttings from the tree and coaxed roots from them. They hope to grow saplings and determine if the trees resist Dutch elm fungus. 
    "We aren't aware of any tree that is completely immune from Dutch elm disease," said Douglas Chapman, director of Dow Gardens, a 110-acre park and research center open to the public. 
    "This tree may have been isolated from the disease or it may have something special. That's something we want to find out." 
    Dutch elm disease is a fungus carried by beetles that burrow into elm bark. It was reported in Belgium at the turn of the century, but received its name from the Dutch scientists who initially studied it. 
    The fungus attacks trees' internal transport systems for food and moisture and rapidly kills them. Although scientists have been working on defenses against the blight since the 1930s, victories have been few. 
    Tony Reznicek, supervisory curator at the University of Michigan's Herbarium, said some experiments have involved injecting trees with fungicide. Another solution has been to spray trees in an attempt to destroy the beetles. 
    "Neither defense will finally and completely stop the disease," he said. 
    The result has been an almost despairing movement to cross-breed American elms with elms from Asia, which largely resist the disease. 
    "Even that's not really a solution," Reznicek said. "Asian elms are for the most part short and scruffy trees -- they don't have the elegance and beauty of American trees." 
    To date, no large-scale effort has succeeded in "cloning" new forests of trees from elms believed to be disease-resistant. If the Buckley elm turns out to have natural defenses that repel fungus, it could be a turning point in the battle against Dutch elm disease. 
    For Jared Milarch, a high school student who helped scientists collect cuttings from the champion elm, the prospect of failure was never in question. Milarch's father, a Copemish nursery owner, first told scientists about the tree. 
    It was the 18-year-old's job to climb the monster elm and snip new growth from the tree's crown for the botanists waiting below. 
    "It was like taking a ladder to a 12-story building and the building was moving," Milarch said. 
    "But the view at the top of the tree was incredible. I was standing on a natural skyscraper in the middle of nowhere." 
    
   The champions 
    Champion trees get their titles from a combination of measurements. Once a large tree is nominated, researchers calculate its height, girth and drip line -- the extreme spread of its branches. Since trees take so many different shapes, the three measurements serve to give a rough idea of a tree's mass. 
    Around Metro Detroit, the champion Eastern cottonwood, 18 feet around, can be found in the city. The state's biggest downy hawthorn and honey locust are on Grosse Ile. The new champion American elm is in Buckley in Wexford County. 
    
   For more information 
    To learn more about Michigan's largest trees (or if you think you have a champion tree in your own back yard), contact Elwood Ehrle of the Michigan Botanical Club at (616) 387-5614. 

Searching for the secret of the elm, the one true healing elm, still has some interesting and powerful mythic strengths in its roots. More important than a Nightmare on Elm Street or its ancient clairvoyant soul location or landmark on the ancient maps of the human soul, this Tree of Nightmares, in the center of Hell, has something else. Something else surrounding the mystery of the Elm showed up when new maps of the human soul were drawn in the twentieth century.

This brings me to the second reason why the elm is important. It was Steiner, who carved with his own hands, a grand twentieth century statue with giant mythic and oracular implications. It stands today, the true Elm, if we knew where to look. In a place hard to find, and with foundations half in the physical world and half in the spiritual world, stands the great elm, bridge to the physical and material worlds. 

Just as the Grail Castle, shrouded in mystery, half hidden in the physical world and guarded by angels in the astral world once stood long ago, a strange statue has been housed in a mausoleum like building. A mystery relic called The Representative of Humanity is anchored there. It is in a safe harbor in a concrete nuclear bunker. There, in Dodecahedron vessels of crystal, copper and stone are gathered the ashes of Valhalla like humans who have served the House of the Word. 

This greatest of Elm’s was the only thing saved from the fire that burnt the first Goetheanum to the ground. It stands now in the place of the old Tree of nightmares that once stood rooted in the deep central core of the soul's journey through the regions of after-life described by Dante, Virgil, Homer and all initiates of the true wood. Instead of the horribly twisted elm, which initiation science recognized as a spiritual landmark, an Initiate of the highest rank, placed at the center of his work the magnificent detoxification, and untwisting of the gnarled agony of humanities worst nightmares. 

It was an amazing thought inspiration and a most profound deed carved and erected to stand as a resolution to all that the Greek and Druid initiates had hoped for. It was a statue that humanity might cherish and meditate on as we journeyed into our stormy human future. It was a noble spirit form that was emancipated from all the nightmares left over or still percolating in the deep center of hell. 

The old elm represented an anchor that was tied to the roots of outdated, ancient Cronus karmic laws. Those laws demanded and implied that the Father eat his children and that Saturn remain the image of eternal damnation or heaven. The old law allowed humanity only one chance, only one lifetime to measure our success or failures. Rather than being locked into an ever perpetuating hell, Steiner's Elm statue restores us to the grand and magnificent, humanized Christ Being, our own inner image. Christ strides through the nightmare Halls of Hell, on Saturday after His tragic crucifixion, unlocking the guilt and chains that had clogged and crippled the karma of humanity. 

While in Hell, passing through the realm of Saturn, on Saturn's day, in the tomb, Christ strode into Hell, and walked right through the tortured tree rooted at its center. Aztec initiation had as its goal the consistent drive to place more torture, as offerings, at the base of this nightmare tree. The central tree in hell needed the blood and compost of tortured human karma to maintain itself as such a twisted representative of gnarled human existence. In this Kamaloca of madness and unresolved future human karma, the unresolved shades of the dead had tangled themselves in Saturn’s deadly wheel. Presently accepted religious dogmas of the church only serve to hinder the work of the Resurrected Christ and burden the human soul with a dysfunctional conscience.

As Christ strode into this central motif of hell, the tree itself melted away from its long held torment. It’s eons of withered torture and sclerotic crippling came to an end. The center of gravity of earth karma and the pitiful bondage of all human souls that had kept it rooted to the spot and draped with human confusion was over. Life, new forgiving life, suddenly surged through it’s withered veins and limbs. The Dutch elm virus migrated out of the tree and found its way eventually to the light of day. Are we mature enough to begin wrestling with the deeper concerns of the gods? Hadn’t Norse mythology also held Yggdrasill as the Tree of the I Am? Didn’t Odin hang on the tree for nine days?

As the Spiritual Sun rolled through the congested region of human karma, Ahriman was locked deep into the roots of earth and Lucifer, fueled by a super spiritual force of light flew upwards, expanded like helium
, and fizzled like dripping candle wax off to the side. This is a picture of the Saturn deed of Christ for the cosmos. This is a powerful picture dedicated to a more penetrating understanding of how Christ was able to stride through the karmic wreckage of the planetary worlds, and emerge as Lord of the Rings and rightful judge and heir to human karma, as, the Lord of Karma. 
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As a Representative of Humanity, Steiner’s statue reveals to us a humanity whose vision and strength of purpose carry earth forward with sure sight, firm foot, while wielding a sun strength from the heart, radiating out through the hands and all the while clearing a new path, like the word Novalis. The great statue reconfigures and exchanges the burden of human guilt depicted by the cross and the crucified Christ. Steiner’s statue depicts the hopes and strength of resurrection and resolve that allows each individual to step forward and navigate their own unique destiny.

Only an Apollonian Druid would take the time to hand carve and raise one of the deepest mysteries of mankind. And incredibly, of all things, alone, this should survive the flames of the first Goetheanum. It acts as an antidote to the fears of our own worst nightmares. If the withered are made whole and the lame walk, certainly the curse in nature could be lifted, once conscious insight and sun clarity illuminated the darkest regions of our subconscious. In other words, the fear of eternal damnation in hell, and being judged by a stern, unforgiving father, is mediated by a partnership and a mutual working relation with the Resurrected Christ.

In the middle, in the Elm, and at the heart of the new twentieth century mystery center stands, to this day, the vision of liberated hell and liberated humanity, freed from its primal nightmares. But that has not stopped us from trying to create new nightmares. It is an old habit that we seem unable to break with. How many ways can we twist the truth and the fairness offered by the Christ Sun so that our own wrinkled and dysfunctional field of energy, which had passed through this ancient tree in hell, should once more regain its old tortured look? 

Each year the elm tree of hell had the karmic toll of humanity written in it’s rings. Like a rubber band, the memory in things, in the foundations of the world, has great trouble overcoming sclerotic old age, which has overtaken us. It is easier to return to the old patterns of sin, like a camel fitting through the eye of a needle, then approach the new buoyancy of etheric elasticity and grace that has been bestowed on us.

A master builder, using his highly developed cognition followed the law of the Christ.  John 14:1-3 14:1 "Do not let your hearts be troubled. Trust in God; trust also in me. 2 In my Father's house are many mansions; if it were not so, I would have told you. I am going there to prepare a place for you. 3 And if I go and prepare a place for you, I will come back and take you to be with me that you also may be where I am.”  For nine long years a building was wrought in the dawning ages of the twentieth century. A place that would be lifted into the etheric worlds as neighboring home for the risen Etheric Christ, the earthly Lord of the Rings.

Even as the year 1933 approached, in the neighboring etheric plane Christ was re-crucified by human instincts again. Light, the light that lit every atom of matter that ever was, or would be, the same that was in the beginning with God; the Word; the Logos; the bread of life; the vine of the etheric and ego forces in the blood and the wine, was once again sentenced to death. But as he rose into the etheric realm and as the struggles for Light and the nuclear age dawned and the false leaven of light was stored in missile silos; long years before, foresighted initiates had sent their master builder on a dangerous mission. 

He was to make a sanctuary, a beacon that must be ready for occupation no later than 1933. In order to have the doors open and the welcome mat down, the efforts of mankind must follow the law, of that (Mt. 16:19): "Whatsoever thou shalt bind on earth, shall be bound also in heaven.”

Mankind would not be cursed again for sleeping through the greatest of cosmic events. Mankind would not leave the Christ hanging on the tree alone, facing His cosmic act of freedom with only scattered and terrified disciples. His Kingdom was not of this earth, therefore the Goetheanum and the many souls who were preparing for this event, made Him welcome, prepared for Him a place, and bid Him enter. A place where Michael’s wakening deeds might lift the lonely curse of darkness from the hearts of humanity. An offering deed was consummated where by the gods and the spirits of men might meet in communion and courageous harmony. A Sun Temple of the Spirit was burned into the etheric worlds, which had been wrought from the hearts and hands of mankind. It was delivered on schedule and over budget.

Now the ancient lore connected with the burning of the first Goetheanum harkens back to the loss of one of the most important mystery centers of antiquity. In the fire of the Goetheanum Steiner could see written in the flames the echo of the burning of Ephesus.

There Diana, in a representative statue, revealed the mysterious field of the Moon with her zodical necklace, her straight spine, erect and supporting with the milk of her thousand breasts the nourishment of every mammal. She was a revelation of the secret mystery of mammals, a humanized milk bearing nurturer. Untold mysteries of biology and math could be contemplated in her presence. The silver light of the moon would at times bring an animated look of compassion to her face. A face that was not only Greek but also felt and looked like the Raphael Madonna. 

Inwardly advancing through time the central mystery of earth evolution was enacted. A 30-year-old human had invited and participated with the birth of the Sun Spirit out of the core of his I Am. A three-year incubation period from 30 to 33 allowed the Sun Spirit to work with the initial etheric forces of his [adopted] Mother, enabling Him to change water into wine. The Sun Spirit continued to gain the forces needed to penetrate beyond death itself into the deeply fallen genetic structure of the human form. Finally at the Crucifixion he asked the disciple named John/Lazarus, to adhere to His Mother.  After the Resurrection, Ascension and Pentecost John brought Mary to the site where Ephesus once stood.

The lunar mystery sanctuary for understanding heredity and Diana’s biological mysteries was burnt to the ground by Herostratus about 356 B.C.. The Ephesus mystery center was one of the seven wonders of the ancient world. Alexander the Great was born the night Ephesus burned. Alexander the Greats’ star rose, and cosmopolitan city-states merging races and cultures under Michael’s sun spirituality, radiated through the Lunar mysteries of Diana. The personal destiny of twenty-eight year old Aristotle and his connection to both Michael and Alexander the Great, culminated in the new mysteries of the Michael School, the Sun Mysteries of the Christ and the burning of the first Goetheanum in 1922.

Humanity must learn to forge their karmic affinities out of a new sense of spiritual family planning. We must learn to discern the inner light that souls carry. A new race forming affinity connected to Grail schooling will eventually reshape our most intimate relationships. For John/Lazarus the command from Golgotha that Jesus’ mother was now John/Lazarus mother brought a new picture of karmic responsibility. This moment is certainly one of the pivotal moments in understanding the complex of ideas under the heading of Anthroposophy.

But as you recall there was a Tree, a tree where hung the Sun Spirit, dripping his blood on the hill of Golgotha. There was a darkness at 3p.m. and an earthquake. But there was a tree and there is a tale connected to that tree. It is an odd and wonderful tale, of how the Tree shared in the fate of the world. This tale is seldom told but it deserves a place in this essay.

ROUGH LEGEND OF THE DOGWOOD

A mighty tree, strong in spirit, grew in the hills of Jerusalem and as it towered it knew, sure as the stars, shone livingly on it, and its roots danced in the cosmic dance with the spinning earth, that itself, a tree, was destined for some great purpose. The stars whispered to it’s full leaves and the wind carried delicate hopes like a fair maid drying with her hair dew wet limbs.  

Tales were told of the time when the temple gates and frames to the holy of holiest sanctuaries were given to the greatest of chosen trees.  Lintels that served Man, joists and traves that gave entrance to temples were given through the service of the trees. Pillars that made space a home for the ringing drama of the silent heavens were supported and willingly offered by the forest community. Only the noblest trees were given the divine task to serve as pathways that offered sanctuary and lifted earth and her quiet citizens heavenward, embraced by the holiness of awe and reverence. Certain woods gathered in communities and congregations, and in their presence humans restored their depth of spirit. These sacred groves were wellsprings for the heart.

This one mighty tree had been spoken of within the elder’s circle of the Bodhisattvas.  They remembered how Buddha had sat under a tree waiting for his enlightenment. They remembered how even at the Great Buddha’s birth, a Tree offered shelter as Maya gave birth to the bringer of compassion. They had listened to the Sun Spirit himself, curse the fig tree and demand that a wakeful path, a new sun path, be lit from out of nature’s depths. 

In the dreams of trees, the heavens revealed much more, for the trees stand erect with the knowledge that they know.  They stand as if the earth had a spine and men would know it. So this tree had dreamed many a fair dream of the past and of the future destiny that the botanical world should attain, following in the path lit by humanities journey.

The other trees listened to the songs of the elders and this one unique tree pondered as she grew, perhaps she was to be placed as the Mast to some mighty ship that steered by the holy stars.  Perhaps she would become a Temple arch where, through her, men would celebrate together the song of the stars. Perhaps she would be a sarcophagus for some noble traveler and act as a bark and bridge to the hidden worlds where the masters of song and melody played eternally. 

The days and years brought fullness and strength to her limbs. Time passed and it was made known through the roots of the world that a tingling event was about to occur. The long awaited event was coming and all nature, from gnomes to Seraphim, were astir with quiverings. Forests murmured and tree roots with their crystal cavities were a chiming in unison with the gossip of the planets.

When the time came there was a pulsing throbbing ache, like contractions before birth. The rough cutters cut her, planed her and squared her. Soon she was transformed under rough warm hands and it appeared she was become a mast with her broad extended cross beams. She felt uncertain, waiting with wide-open arms, and excited, as a maiden would be had she been newly bathed and clothed for her wedding night.  Not so smoothed was she, some roughness still lingered of her former primal state.  This reminded her of her pristine primal starry passion to serve.

The Bridegroom came and lay on her newly dressed wood.  He willingly lay and the Tree felt his beating heart. She had never been so intimate or close to a human before. Then came the sharp intrusive nails, then the blood and as the blood soaked the trees new face it felt the power of all of holy nature as in song and sunshine and of the earliest primal glories. The mighty tree saw the strange history of forests long gone and histories where earth was smoke; and diamonds and coal had not pressed themselves back into stars.  But under it all the thunder of the heart that beat, and the embrace of the Bridegroom, spine to spine, thrilled her.

The tree with her human Bridegroom was lifted and raised. On a hill, mighty above the land, they rose together and at that moment she felt the earth under her heave in a spasm and shudder. She was the mast of a great ship. She knew that it was He who had whispered the Word that brought Earth and all the dreams of nature on course from the beginning. She was wedded, locked in a primal embrace with the Sun who had given all things life. She had become the tall mast of the great ship earth. The very sun that had given her birth was now gently guiding the earth, in her orbit.  In fact the Captain of the mighty vessel, Him it was, who now steered at the masthead with the tree toward the new destiny of the earth.

Approaching, as a storm, the gnarled face of death, taxed the Captain, the Bridegroom. There was a gently searing fire that rolled in trickles down the wood and could have been as rain drops were, but for the fire. This throbbing fire was melting the bride’s heart. It was a passion and a love that not even when leaves were soaked in the photo communion of light, when all the many hands cupped and savored the food of warmth and light that showered from the sun, all leaves of green and all hands together could not equal the glowing fire of holy love that soaked her body. It was more than any tree could bear.

She felt the sudden, sharp agony in her Bridegroom, in her Captain’s hands and feet. Her long silent sap wept in resonance and her sorrow tingled with the earth's sorrow through every grain and knot of her magnificent body. She ached with His agony and quivered with His joy. Had she been given a choice, then and there, she would never have felt the pride she had felt long ago, at having been chosen for such a terrible destiny. As his sap mingled with her sap she wished only that she had been a humble and quiet tree in sheltered glade, rather than facing the extinguishing horror of dark death as the Masthead of the world.

Even so the Captain, her Bridegroom, clung with his beating heart, so that as the wood or some great instrument could hear and feel the mighty tones of heaven wafting and played by a master, so this tree wept for the nature that would be and those that were gone before. 

The Captain embraced the cross and pulsed his mighty heartthrobs into the tree’s most intimate core. Like a great musician, the tree with her wood shared the most stunning symphony ever played by a being living or dead. Not even Orpheus knew such music. A god used her as an instrument and retuned the forces of nature to his song. 

In the ringing and sounding of the wood of the world, she was wedded. She was wedded to the Lord of the Rings the conductor of the world’s symphony. The Captain of the holy orbiting vessel, freighted with star spangled miracles, brought His new life while the storm mirage of gloating, grinning death darkened before his gaze and died as dust.

But the sorrow was deeper; the pathos stronger than all of nature could bear. Yet even over deaths groans the great heart that beat sung inwardly a new song and wove a new life for this mighty tree and every unborn cell in nature’s secret heart. Music, it is said, has tried in vain to find and remember in the woods and the strings, what the great tree heard as she carried the whole worlds heart on her firm limbs.

He felt her sorrow and from her sorrow He wove four blossoms of white and on those white tips he put the marks of the pain. Where the thorns and the blood had spattered and where the helping, healing hands were nailed and those feet, that softly tread the earth and brought down such miracles were sorely bruised, four white petals stained at the edges, were made. And in the pith she was transformed, even as a raven would be turned to a dove, so it was that a new tree, always at the time of that dread yet highest symphony of passion was re-played, so dost the new Bride’s song sing each Spring.

So companion close was it, that even as the faithful spirit of man and his closest companion, the etherically loyal dog, so had the DogWood come to be a quiet and changed tree. A dog can be bound to a cruel or noble master. The Lord of the Rings changed her suffering wood, so that never again could it be used for such a sacrifice. Her stunned body, after the Master had been taken down, was loaded upon a camel’s back and left to wander the world where it may. 

Wherever the mighty Cross stopped, humans took splinters from her. From those splinters, new shoots grew. And from that time, ever at Easter her offspring celebrate her marriage to the Lord of the Rings.

Yet if you but listen to the woods, if you hear the symphonies of the world play, you may still hear fragments, snatches of what she also heard as the master played his final human symphony. The wood was ever alive with music; it but needed a master’s hand to make it sing. You may chance hear snatches of the sacred song, the marriage between earth and heaven, if you have ears to hear. You may even hear how the Lord of the Rings conquered death, and pledged his troth to the wood of the cross and gave birth to the tree of resurrection. You may hear and perhaps your heart shall be moved if you are not a piece of wood or made of stone.

Now that I have honored the Dogwood let me return to the conclusion of my contemplations on the first Goetheanum and the mystery of the transformation of the wood of the cross into the sacred Elm of resurrection. It can be argued that it is certainly unhealthy to imagine a mystery center on the other side of the threshold, in the neighboring etheric world. The victims of the Heaven’s Gate suicide pact reveal how dangerous a vague grasp of such pre-birth intuitions can be.

We have seen how historians view the transitions in historical idealism that have moved humanity to represent new centers of cognition that have metamorphosed or evolved from Athens, through Chartres ; and out of the hidden streams of history, the building of the first Goetheanum. While I contend that initiates were aware of the events leading to the crucifixion of Light in the etheric and our destructive thrust into matter that crucifies again the very nature of the transubstantiation of matter, the actual deed of the first Goetheanum had to be united with the free insight and free recognition of humanity.

I contend that there was indeed a rendezvous and a haven made, not only for the Etheric Christ, as he was grossly misrepresented again on earth, but a triage was created for the agonized suffering caused by the many wars and our use of the nuclear weapons of anti-etheric light against our fellow human beings. I contend that many souls, unable to even locate the physical Goetheanum or discover the meaning of The Representative of Humanity, have felt and encountered that mystery center as a pre-birth experience. 

But by this admission are we excused from our earthly destructiveness? Are we allowed to shift the blame of our errors again to a region outside the precincts of our five senses? Are we allowed to blame on god what are truly humanities blunders? There is certainly an inborn medieval habit and danger lurking there to do just that. The church returns us to a pagan guilt ridden vision which is merely an extension of ancient Cronus eating his children and giving us only one chance to achieve what it takes lifetimes of grace to finally accomplish. But just as certainly we live in a time where physically sacred sanctuaries can be raped by the media or destroyed and defaced by any human whim.

Sergei Prokofieff in his New Mysteries has asked for a pledge of loyalty from us. I presume that if we were able to recognize such possible shattering realities, our hearts would gladly pledge itself to the heroic path of the spirit. Perhaps that unconscious pledge exists in millions of hearts.  But the amazing stream of humanity passing through the radiant home of the Michael School requires that we pledge to discern them, not that they must discern us. To those of us who have been lucky enough to recognize what only a few historians would dare, we need to generously enlarge our hearts to accommodate the greatness and enormity of the impulse of the Etheric Christ.

Prokofieff has readily and profoundly penetrated into the mystery of the neighboring etheric Goetheanum when he writes;

“This Goetheanum, built in the world as a willed act of love, built by human beings who had taken into their hearts the new revelation of the Spirit, passed over henceforth in accordance with World Karma into the great Temple of the Cosmos and, identifying itself with it, became thereby the archetypal image of the second great Michael-revelation, according to which all this ‘flesh’ must in the future become spirit again and dwell in the kingdom of the Spirit. Together with this, the Goetheanum became for modern man the archetype of the true Communion, the beginning of the cosmic Sacrament, which awakens in man a new feeling and a new will. In this way, by the will of World Karma, the greatest evil was to be turned into good. What World Karma had allowed to happen was given to mankind as a great archetype of how in the future – but already begun in our time – there can take place in a purely spiritual way within every individual who strives for spiritual knowledge, a true spiritual communion, a transformation of matter into spirit.  And this is the beginning of the process of spiritualizing the Earth. What was once brought about by human hatred, by a temporary victory of the forces of darkness over the forces of light, is in the future to serve man in a purely spiritual way as the archetype of the most profound love and self-offering. The greatest evil is to be transformed by a ‘ will permeated with love’ into impulses for the greatest good and inner offering; it is to be transformed into the impulse of a Christian living into, and union with the essential central principle of the world, where the act of communion becomes a spiritual uniting with the forces of the Living Christ Who since the Mystery of Golgotha works as the new Spirit of the Earth, which man alone through the union with the Christ-forces can spiritualize and save, thereby also enabling the Earth to receive the seeds of the future Jupiter condition.”

In Athens the career of the sculptor Phidias and the political ideal for a free, democratic humanity burst forth. Phidias was the sculptor commissioned to represent the majestic plethora of Greek gods and goddesses and historical images and myths. He lent his wits to the design of the Parthenon and was intimately involved with Pericles. He was not left un-touched by the whims of politics and the subjectivity of power.

The Greek sculptor, Phidias closely studied the Divine Proportion, hence, it was given the name Phi in honor of him. Also known as the Golden Mean, the Magic Ratio, the Fibonacci Series, etc., Phi can be found throughout the universe; from the spirals of galaxies to the spiral of a Nautilus seashell; from the harmony of music to the beauty in art.  The moon’s secret laws of biological calibration apply not only to shells, but to trees and humans as well.

When Steiner recognized the intuition he developed through his meeting with Goethe’s work, he inaugurated Goetheanism and began working on the exquisite gem of the fairy tale, The Green Snake and the Beautiful Lily. Steiner also met in Goethe’s work the metamorphosis of Athenian art and the representative of the Golden Mean in his intimate spiritual consciousness. The sculptor had become a poet. Goethe’s legacy and imprint on culture was a metamorphosis of his earlier incarnation as a co-worker with Pericles in the Golden Age of Greece. The goddess Athena, the distilled power of conscious thought, won the right against Poseidon to have her (( name eternally linked to Athens, because she had offered the Greeks the olive tree.

 Steiner drew from the spirit of this former citizen of Athens, a human model and archetype representing discovery and inner development brought forward from the Age of Greece. The scientist Steiner had great need of the artist Goethe. The Parthenon, Chartres Cathedral and the Goetheanum mark profound historical changes in the metamorphosis of public mystery impulses.

Plato and Aristotle have carried, in spirit, much of the progressive development of external western culture. In Raphael’s painting of the School of Athens, it was humanities deepest intuitions that had surfaced. In Goethe’s fairy tale of The Green Snake and Beautiful Lily, the quietest most insignificant intuitive whisper, allowed Steiner to land the greatest social deed since the building of Chartres. Out of this obscure gem Steiner could hear the intuition of the spiritual world.

As Steiner advanced with the first Goetheanum and researched the karmic histories of those connected with the journey of Platonism and Aristotelianism he discovered connections going back into ancient Egyptian times. There, a stunning moment was described when the statues in the temple spoke and human freedom was accidentally released from its strict confines within the mysteries. Steiner’s Mystery Dramas were meant to be a social study and meditation on how to envision the new Sun Karma of the Michael School. 

I would like to think that as we consider the horror of the tragedy of the Crucifixion, we could take heart in the fact that Steiner aligned himself with the vision of ‘Good Friday’. Steiner advised us to conceive of the fact that the terrible event on Golgotha’s hill was, in actuality, the conception and beginning genesis of the Earth as a new embryonic sun. 

As we consider the terrible tragedy of the burning of the first Goetheanum and the premature loss of Dr. Steiner coupled with our present day situation with the anthroposophical movement and society; we could take heart in the fact that the Etheric Christ found a wakeful humanity and a home, heart and a new recognition. This sun-imbued deed of the first Goetheanum was initiated just before humanity became eclipsed and lost in the darkness of anti-etheric impulses of light. We did slightly better than at his physical crucifixion long ago didn’t we?

While we might be gloomy in the knowledge that many in humanity still cling to the dead cross and the agonized Christ hanging there and only feel the guilt that so adheres to such a crushing image; we might take solace in the fact that a great Initiate left behind for us a transformed and radiant metamorphosis of the dead cross in the living Elm of The Representative of Humanity.

We might feel a fondness that our friend Dr. Steiner was there, along with the Archai Michael and a host of Angels, (whose lowest bodies are not physical like ours but etheric) to receive the weary Etheric Christ at the door. We might draw strength from the idea that on His arrival a human entourage and a host of spiritual beings livingly communed with Him and planned together how to aid Him and His companion Michael in the transubstantiation of earthly matter
. We might consider that having been taught, loved and cared for by both gods and men, humanity had indeed prepared a place for Him as He has always prepared the way for us.

We might recognize the Archangel of mercurial healing, Raphael, who with the winged seeds of the elm lives in the caduceus of cosmic healing. We might even give thanks to the ever-loyal companion of Christ, Michael, the Archai, and current Time Spirit, that he had adopted such a wise and noble brother of humanity that existed in the personality of Dr. Steiner. 

We might be thankful and gracious with a knowledge that some of us were at the magnificent celebration and homecoming.  May we learn to recognize them as we journey with the Etheric Christ toward our goal of achieving human angel hood in the Jupiter evolution. 

We might follow the glade of the trees under the living picture dome of the first Goetheanum as the evolution of humanity moved from Saturn evolution; to Sun evolution; to Moon evolution; to the union of Mercury and Mars in our own Earth evolution; and onto Jupiter evolution, the next metamorphosis of the Earth. We move onto Venus evolution; Vulcan evolution, where humanity finally arises to the stature of the Archai. We might recall and remember, at that distant place when we transcend time, that we were once pupils and students of the noble Archai and Time Spirit, Micahel. We might, of course, simply arrive at being quietly and humbly thankful that the devoted and caring gods have not given up or abandoned us yet










�ll. Very Important and wonderful article by Johannes Hemleben called SEVEN TREES AND SEVEN PLANETS. A complete study can be undertaken by researching THE GOLDEN BLADE magazine of 1988, a special edition, The Stars of the Year - Trees and Planets.


� Our awe over the mushroom cloud; and our adoration of intellectual raw pride, gives the explosion of light and cloud in a nuclear blast a new relationship to The Representative of Man statue. Shall we be forced to flee the earth because of the leaking barrels of nuclear waste that litter our rivers, seas and secret hollows after Lucifer and Ahriman’s anti transubstantiation keg party?


� The poet Holderlin had something like this in mind when he wrote his lately discovered poem, “Friedensfeier”. In English it would be “ Celebration of Peace. A few significant lines from his poem may lend meaning to what has been implied by this writing.


“…nor shall


Our nation ever lie down to sleep until


All you that were prophesied,


Everyone of you Immortals,


To tell us about your Heaven


Are here with us in our house.”
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