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Hell

On the second night after the creating of my God, a vision made known to me that I had

reached the underworld. 

I  find myself  in  a gloomy vault,  whose floor  consists  of  damp stone slabs.  In the

middle there is a column from which ropes and axes hang. At the foot of the column there lies

an awful serpent-like tangle of human bodies. At first I catch sight of the figure of a young

maiden with wonderful red-gold hair – a man of devilish appearance is lying half under her –

his head is  bent backward – a thin streak of blood runs down his forehead – two similar

daimons  have  thrown  themselves  over  the  maiden’s  feet  and  body.  Their  faces  bear  an

inhuman expression – the living evil – their muscles are taut and hard, and their bodies sleek

like serpents. They lie motionless. The maiden holds her hand over one eye of the man lying

beneath her, who is the most powerful of the three – her hand firmly clasps a small silver

fishing rod that she has driven into the eye of the devil.

I break out in a profuse cold sweat. They wanted to torture the maiden to death, but she

defended herself with the force of the most extreme despair, and succeeded in piercing the eye

of the evil one with the little hook. If he moves, she will tear out his eye with a final jerk. The

horror paralyzes me: what will happen? A voice speaks:

“The evil one cannot make a sacrifice, he cannot sacrifice his eye, victory is with the one who

can sacrifice.”

The vision vanished. I saw that my soul had fallen into the power of abysmal evil. The power

of  evil  is  unquestionable,  and we rightfully  fear  it.  Here  no prayers,  no  pious  words,  no

magical sayings help. Once raw power comes after you, there is no help. Once evil seizes you

without pity, no father, no mother, no right, no wall and tower, no armor and protective power

come to your aid. You fall powerless and forlorn into the hand of the superior power of evil. In

this battle you are all alone. Because I wanted to give birth to my God, I also wanted evil. He

who  wants  to  create  an  eternal  fullness  will  also  create  eternal  emptiness.  You  cannot

undertake one without  the other.  But  if  you want to  escape evil,  you will  create no God,

everything that you do is tepid and gray. I wanted my God at any cost. Hence I also want my

evil. If my God were not overpowering, neither would be my evil. But I want my God to be

powerful and beyond all measure happy and lustrous. Only in this way do I love my God. And

the luster of his beauty will also have me taste the very bottom of Hell.
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My God rose in the Eastern sky, brighter than the heavenly host, and brought about a

new day for all the peoples. This is why I want to go to Hell. Would a mother not want to give

up her life for her child? How much easier would it be to give up my life if only my God could

overcome the torment of the last hour of the night and victoriously break through the red mist

of the morning? I do not doubt: I also want evil for the sake of my God. I enter the unequal

battle, since it is always unequal and without doubt a lost cause. How terrible and despairing

would this battle be otherwise? But precisely this is how it should and will be.

/ Nothing is more valuable to the evil one than his eye, since only through his eye can

emptiness seize gleaming fullness. Because the emptiness lacks fullness, it craves fullness and

its shining power. And it drinks it in by means of its eye, which is able to grasp the beauty and

unsullied radiance of fullness.  The emptiness is  poor,  and if  it  lacked its  eye it  would be

hopeless. It sees the most beautiful and wants to devour it in order to spoil it. The devil knows

what is beautiful, and hence he is the shadow of beauty and follows it everywhere, awaiting

the moment when the beautiful, writhing great with child, seeks to give life to the God. 

If your beauty grows, the dreadful worm will also creep up you, waiting for its prey.

Nothing is sacred to him except his eye, with which he sees the most beautiful. He will never

give up his eye. He is invulnerable, but nothing protects his eye; it is delicate and clear, adept

at drinking in the eternal light. It wants you, the bright red light of your life.

I recognize the fearful devilishness of human nature. I cover my eyes before it. I put

out my hand to fend it off, if anyone wants to approach me for fear that my shadow could fall

on him, or his  shadow could fall  on me, since I  also see the devilish in him,  who is  the

harmless companion of his shadow. 

No one touches me, death and crime lie in wait for you and me. You smile innocently,

my friend? Don’t you see that a gentle flickering of your eye betrays the frightfulness whose

unsuspecting messenger you are? Your bloodthirsty tiger growls softly, your poisonous serpent

hisses secretly, while you, conscious only of your goodness, offer your human hand to me in

greeting. I know your shadow and mine, that follows and comes with us, and only waits for

the hour of twilight when he will strangle you and me with all the daimons of the night.

What abyss of blood-dripping history separates you from me! I grasped your hand and

looked at you. I lay my head in your lap and felt the living warmth of your body on mine as if

it were my own body – and suddenly I felt a smooth cord around my neck, which choked me
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mercilessly, and a cruel hammer blow struck a nail into my temple. I was dragged by my feet

along the pavement, and wild hounds gnawed my body in the lonely night.

No one should be astonished that men are so far removed from one another that they

cannot understand one another, that they wage war and kill one another. One should be much

more surprised that men believe they are close, understand one another and love one another.

Two things are yet to be discovered. The first is the infinite gulf that separates us from one

another.  The second is  the bridge that  could connect  us.  Have you considered how much

unsuspected animality human company makes possible?

When my soul fell into the hands of evil, it was defenseless except for the weak fishing

rod which it could use, again with its power, to pull the fish from the sea of emptiness. The eye

of the evil one sucked in all the force of my soul; only its will remained, which is just that

small fish hook. I wanted evil, since I realized that I was not able to elude it. And because I

wanted my evil, my soul held the precious hook in its hand, that was supposed to strike the

vulnerable place of the evil one. He who does not want evil will have no chance to save his

soul from Hell. So long as he remains in the light of the upper world, he will become a shadow

of himself.  But his  soul will  languish in  the dungeons of the daimons.  This will  act  as a

counterbalance that will forever constrain him. The higher circles of inner world will remain

unattainable for him. He remains where he was; indeed, he falls back. You know these people,

and you know how extravagantly nature strews / human life and force on barren deserts. You

should not lament this, otherwise you will become a prophet, and will seek to redeem what

cannot be redeemed. Do you not know that nature also dungs its field with men? Take in the

seeker, but do not go out seeking those who err. What do you know about their error? Perhaps

it is sacred. You should not disturb the sacred. Do not look back and regret nothing. You seem

many near you fall? You feel compassion? But you should live your life, since then at least

one in a thousand will remain. You cannot halt dying.

But why did my soul not tear out the eye of the evil one? The evil one has many eyes,

and  losing  one  amounts  to  losing  none.  But  if  she  had  done  it,  she  would  have  come

completely under the spell of the evil one. The evil one can only fail to make sacrifice. You

should not harm him, above all not his eye, since the most beautiful would not exist if the evil

one did not see it and long for it. The evil one is holy. 
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There is nothing the emptiness can sacrifice, since it always suffers back. Only fullness

can sacrifice, since it has fullness. Emptiness cannot sacrifice its hunger for fullness, since it

cannot deny its own essence. Therefore we also need evil. But I can sacrifice my will to evil,

because I previously received fullness. All strength flows back to me again, since the evil one

has  destroyed the  image I  had  of  the formation of  the  God.  But  the  image of  the  God’s

formation  in  me  was  not  yet  destroyed.  I  dread  this  destruction,  since  it  is  terrible,  an

unprecedented  desecration  of  temples.  Everything  in  me  strives  against  this  abysmal

abomination. For I still did not know what it means to give birth to a God.
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