
viivii

Introduction

“What am I? I am my life. All my life is my Time.”
—Maurice Nicoll, Living Time

Since my childhood I have been fascinated by the way 
people navigate the course between birth and death. Fre-

quent spells of illness in my early years severely restricted my 
participation in the life around me, forcing me to look at the 
world as a spectator, a reluctant onlooker. But my emerg-
ing feelings during this protracted winter of childhood were 
more than a mixture of physical discomfort, shyness, and 
fear. I remember watching the comings and goings of aunts, 
uncles, grandparents, and strangers, and wondering where 
they had come from, where they were going, and why. This 
sense of wonder did not disperse as I grew up, but firmly 
seeded itself somewhere in my psyche to engender my love 
for biography. Looking back, I think I dimly suspected even 
then that every person has his personal allotment of Time, a 
time life containing the secrets of his own life story.

The most disquieting thing about my early perceptions 
of life, perhaps magnified by World War II, was the unex-
pected disruptions, the dramatic intrusions that strike with-
out warning. When later I looked into history and the life 
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of civilizations, nations, and societies, I saw this same con-
fusion—periods of chaos and creation, ascent and decline. 
To me, the events that tore the tranquility of individuals to 
shreds seemed to be the most frighteningly impressive thing 
about this strange world. Crises come and go, but undoubt-
edly they present a fundamental problem for all of us.

As a youth I thought that life would be a monstrous thing 
unless submerged beneath its surface were the wellsprings of 
new creation and some kind of cohesive, meaningful design 
and structure. I knew that if I could recognize purpose in my 
crises, then the traumas of existence would offer me a better 
chance for renewal and growth rather than disenchantment 
and destructive despair.

Our biography is our most precious and intimate posses-
sion, yet how many of us can make head or tail of it? How 
much do we really know about ourselves and our involve-
ment in the complex construction of our own life story? Psy-
chology tells us that we have a Self, a center that we call “I.” 
But our waking mind, stumbling its way through time as if 
suspended in a dream, barely detects its presence, let alone 
its influence on our yesterdays and tomorrows.

The problem, as I see it, is time. I appear to live on the 
infinitely small island of time I call now. But this infinitesi-
mal spot of semi-certainty—this present moment separating 
my before from my after—appears to be all that my wak-
ing mind can truly experience of its own reality. Despite 
this mental barrier, something in me is convinced that I 
am greater, richer, deeper, and more real than my shriveled 
experience of myself in these single moments. Whatever is 
real about me casts its presence behind and before me, which 
memory glimpses as my past and intuition senses as my 
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future. Thus, I can feel in my life some sort of direction infi-
nitely more important than a mere succession of conscious 
moments. This sense of direction is the key to the meaning 
of my existence, my destiny in the world of time and space. 
In other words, the meaning of my life and the succession of 
events and experiences are contained in the same mystery.

I believe the meaning of our journey through time can be 
found within biography itself, in the unmistakable patterns 
which structure its “becoming,” its movement toward com-
pletion. Perhaps this is one reason why we are so attracted 
to the life stories of others. Something in our soul responds 
to biography that helps us to sense meaning and direction in 
the bewildering changeableness of our own life in time. This 
interest in the fortunes and misfortunes of others is no less 
evident in village or office gossip than in an abstract critical 
analysis of the life and work of a great individual. Reading 
others’ life stories turns their years into our minutes, thereby 
allowing us to “share” their path in a mere fraction of the 
time they took to travel it. Biography, in a sense, liberates 
us from our confinement in the present; by lifting others’ 
lives out of their time, we can better sense the procession of 
events and changes and recognize how one incident is con-
nected to another. Unlike them, we will not be riveted to 
each present moment; everything to them was either yester-
day, today, or tomorrow, but to us their time is an objective 
process. Thus, we can value the unique placement of each 
experience in the process of their becoming—something we 
find extremely difficult to recognize in our own lives. 

Biography, then, strengthens our faith in the continu-
ity of our own life, showing us that everyone has a path 
to travel. But reviewing others’ lives is more than mere 
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observation, because we feel something—we participate in 
them. We draw our own parallels, place ourselves in their 
predicaments and crises, judge their responses, and share 
their suffering and hope. Reading biography is a form of 
self-knowledge and affirmation.

Of course, we do not need a biographical book, movie, 
or play to stir our time-sense since we daily come across 
situations that touch our sense of destiny. Take for example, 
the quite ordinary experience of waiting to see one’s doctor. 
What about the disheveled old fellow shuffling his way to 
the nearest waiting-room chair? One glance will reveal the 
ruthless handiwork of time which has twisted his anatomy, 
creased his countenance, and watered his eyes. We may be 
moved by a passing flutter of pity, even fear or compassion, 
but do we not wonder about his life story and the untold 
incidents that have shaped it? We know he is nearing the end 
of his adventure, his lover’s quarrel with time. So full of yes-
terdays but with only a handful of tomorrows, he has almost 
spent his ration of time. He is all past, yet he is and bears 
within himself all his hopes, fears, and errors, his arguments 
and reconciliations with life, his achievements and goals. His 
almost spectral presence proclaims the unspoken truth that 
we are siblings in time. Soon he will free himself from its 
remorseless treadmill while we remain its prisoner, for he is 
the mirror showing us that we are unfinished creatures with 
more of time to come. His trembling fingers and uncertain 
tread, however, are nothing less than a terrible deception. 
Our mental images and value judgments touch nothing of 
his true reality, for he is above all else a time being. He is 
all his time, not merely the moment in which we judge him 
ready for the scrap heap. Yes, this old tenant of passing time 
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has his own story, and this is his most precious possession—
a priceless treasury of experience that neither time nor we 
can take from him. To know him, we must know his story.

Let us pass from the waiting room to the pub! What 
about that bleary, middle-aged alcoholic slouched in a cor-
ner of befuddlement, his destiny becalmed on a sea of booze? 
Where did he come from and where will he go? What travail 
has brought about this perilous loss of self? Will his future 
suffering, germinating before our very eyes, inevitably com-
pel him to face himself? This disquieting prospect of a fellow 
traveler in time losing his grip on himself naturally fills us 
with dismay, since losing one’s hold on oneself is the same as 
losing one’s foothold in time. Obviously, the solution to his 
personal problems cannot be instantaneous; it has to work 
itself out as a process in time. To know the real cause and 
the results we must know his life story from beginning to 
end. Our retinal images and emotional discomfort show us 
nothing of his full reality, only a dismal moment in the vast 
spread of his immortality. Few things strike us with more 
horror, compassion, and wonder than the sight of a soul 
wriggling on the hook of time, all lashings and contortions 
as it wrestles its way through its death and rebirth crisis. 
Similarly, we are moved by wonder, perhaps envy, when a 
soul climbs to a high summit of success, or when life inex-
plicably bestows a boon of great fortune.

While we are considering the almost magical influence 
biography seems to have on the soul, we should not ignore 
its kinship with history. To say that both represent a process 
unfolding in time is to state the obvious, but surely it is the 
unquenchable vitality of biography that keeps history fresh 
and meaningful by appealing to our sense of path. Ravaged 
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by upheaval and change, the cracked fresco, dusty tome, and 
battered sword nevertheless reveal fragments of our ances-
tors’ stories. We explore the tyrants, crackpots, and heroes 
of the past with a touch of personal involvement, no mat-
ter how weird their attitudes, conduct, and consciousness. 
Their stories remind us that each personal page belongs to 
the greater narrative of its group, nation, and civilization.

Perhaps this affinity between our present and their past 
exists because we recognize in them a reflection of our own 
emergence, striving, and pain, our track through time. This 

“sense of path” is indispensable if we are to relate our own 
little story to the confusion we call civilization. After all, 
civilizations are living organisms like human beings, only on 
a more diversified and broader scale; both embody a living 
process with a definite direction and time structure. The real 
meaning behind the enigmatic tapestry of history is some-
how interlaced with the meaning of our own personal jour-
ney through time. We will understand the historical process 
only by solving the riddles of biography. Biography and his-
tory are two faces of the same coin.

I have said that biography, whether historical or contem-
porary, appeals to our sense of destiny. Destiny is a word 
that implies that an individual life involves some kind of 
intentional structure. If this assumption is correct, biogra-
phy is organized according to certain laws. We have grown 
accustomed to the idea that nature belongs to a cosmos of 
necessity where the working of cause and effect obeys specific 
rules. Wherever we look in the universe, from the crystalline 
symmetry of the snowflake to the immense island galaxies of 
outer space, we behold the imprint of design, structure, and 
transformation. The scientist makes observations, marshals 
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facts, establishes a frame of reference, and comes up with 
a hypothesis, which is then subjected to exhaustive testing 
before the theoretical law is announced. Obviously, a science 
without a cosmos is as unthinkable as a cosmos without the 
order which binds it all together.

But how do we fit into this lawful universe? Obviously, 
our physical-chemical nature obeys specific laws, but our 
behavior, aspirations, and wanderings appear to be subject 
to the unfathomable influence of uncertainty and accident. 
In many respects we appear to be nothing more than mari-
onettes of circumstance. This fatalistic view of our existence 
is the most terrifying illusion of all, but there is no need 
for this deception. Only a little concentration is needed to 
unearth traces of the marvelous patterning of our time life 
and its laws, laws as real, necessary, and vital as any found 
in the physical world. I believe we can understand the con-
nection between time, biography, destiny, and history once 
we have uncovered the dynamic laws of the psyche responsi-
ble for the order in our lives. A detailed study of the life span, 
always relating specific events to the whole, will unmask not 
only certain time laws but also the presence of an extraor-
dinary intelligence moving individuals along their paths of 
experience. This innate wisdom, this “subliminal intention,” 
so to speak, is the real creator of biography.

Winston Churchill, for one, was convinced that particu-
lar experiences in his youth had clearly nurtured him for the 
crucial events of his later life. But if the past is indeed alive, 
well, and active somewhere in our psychic makeup, how 
exactly does it shape our present and future? Once we have a 
clear view of this time structure in our lives, we can examine 
the working of transformation. Then we will discover how 
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the psyche assimilates and integrates experience to promote 
future events and experience.

Not only have I come to see biography as a supreme work 
of art, I am also convinced that a true science of humankind 
will need a special morphology to render the life span fully 
intelligible. What is real in our being, the spiritual foundation 
of our personality, can function in the physical world only as a 
process in time. Our personal growth, evolution, development, 
becoming—call it what you will—can follow its course only 
when we have entered the stream of successional time. I am 
not saying that other forms or dimensions of time do not exist 
or interpenetrate our being, but whatever else human destiny 
may be, it is certainly part of a process in successional time.

This morphology is far more than an exercise in fact glean-
ing and analysis. The inner creator of biography and destiny 
is a consummate artist of the highest order. The observer sees 
the wrought work created by the invisible, nonphysical ele-
ments of intelligent being. We will also require the qualitative 
powers of imagination and intuition to glimpse the value of 
each phase and event relative to the life span as a whole. Des-
tiny, incidentally, in the sense I use it, is more than the rigid 
determinism of genetics or conditioning. We shall deal with 
these conflicts later. Suffice it to say that the morphology of 
biography offers us a conscious rapprochement between our 
human and scientific experience. This gives us a means to 
recognize that every life incident is a meaningful expression 
of the Self moving through its time. 

Deepening our awareness of time and destiny inevitably 
alters our attitude toward life. According to Maurice Nicoll, 
whose brilliant book Living Time sets out to change our 
conception of time, “To see another person apart from our 
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subjective notions and images, to realize another’s objec-
tive existence, is exactly one of those momentary and gen-
uine experiences which gives us hints of further states of 
consciousness.” 

Thus, a sense of path changes us psychologically; it 
heightens our self-responsibility, deepens our personal rela-
tionships, and helps us to view our crises, changes, and suf-
ferings more objectively. This means that our attention, our 
consciousness, is not completely consumed by the now. We 
have a sense of span and scale that embraces our past and 
our future. We are not mere creatures of action and reaction. 
As we intuit the incredible genesis of our biography, fashion-
ing its substance and character on its own frame of time, we 
move closer to our own reality and the mystery of freedom.

We also look at the lives of others with more tolerance 
and objectivity. Once we have digested the idea that every-
one has somewhere to go and something to accomplish, we 
can only be amazed and uplifted by people’s indefatigable 
though unconscious commitment to following a path hid-
den to them. We know that an orderly process lies hidden 
behind the distressing problems that appear to be so harsh 
and unfathomable.

I hope, therefore, that this book will offer a draught of 
courageous affirmation to the wounded in spirit, whose 
sense of direction and purpose has been smothered by 
despair or upheaval. All too often, change comes uninvited 
to throw our peace and certainty into doubt and confusion. 
The natural order decrees that there be intervals of vitality 
and creativity and intervals of withdrawal and suffering. But 
there is no reason to suppose that such cycles of increase and 
decrease deprive our lives of meaning and purpose. Today, 



The Veiled Pulse of Time

xvi

as never before, we crave a sense of pattern. Today, as never 
before, the world scatters our inner force in all directions 
and threatens to turn us into automatons, zombies, or gib-
bering idiots. Today, as never before, we are compelled to 
rely on our own sense of destiny. No longer led by tradition, 
we must follow our own path by the light of our own con-
sciousness and interior wisdom.

Although the work of Freud, Spock, and Piaget forms a 
fairly comprehensive picture of the developmental patterns 
of childhood and adolescence, research has tended to ignore 
the adult life cycle. But attitudes can change quickly, espe-
cially in the United States. The pressing need to chart and 
decode the life rhythms of adults has recently produced a 
whole crop of life-cycle scholars.

This book does not attempt to present a philosophical 
speculation of the nature of time; it is largely a preliminary 
survey of a few of the basic life rhythms to be found in biog-
raphy. But any serious discussion of human existence in time 
inevitably raises the question of the full measure of human 
nature. Empiricism, graphs, and statistics only skim the sur-
face, so we must face the fact that we also need to examine 
biography from an esoteric point of view. After all, we are 
more than the sum total of events and experiences that com-
prise our biography. It must be understood, therefore, that 
much of the inspiration behind this book has come from the 
light Rudolf Steiner has thrown on the spiritual dimension 
of human destiny.

Steiner’s life and works remain as an irradiating inspira-
tion that enlivens minds and hearts and brings wills to bear 
on the crucial problems and dilemmas facing modern life. 
He devoted his considerable inner resources to reminding 
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humankind of its spiritual origin and its immense creative 
potential for new consciousness and social achievement. He 
worked to mobilize and encourage the powers of human 
perception and thinking and integrate them with the devo-
tional, moral-spiritual development of the individual. This, 
he urged, would enable human consciousness to tackle the 
pressing problems in art, science, education, economy, med-
icine, farming, and politics wrought by a pervasive mate-
rialism. His Anthroposophy is the foundation for a fresh 
expansion of knowledge, consciousness, and the new social 
forms that will arise from them. Rudolf Steiner’s insight 
into human destiny and the historical process time and time 
again renewed and encouraged my own stumbling efforts to 
unravel some of the mysteries within biography. 

Attentively watching my life’s courses over three decades, 
charting its transitions, blockages, and accelerations, I 
began to uncover the ties between my befores and my afters, 
sowings and reapings, pauses, and surges. But more, this 
change in my attitude to time enabled me to forgive the pain 
of my childhood, since it had unmistakably engineered the 
ineluctable drive behind all of my life’s themes. This book 
is a meandering expedition through the kingdom of time 
and may well raise more questions than it answers, but by 
accepting the invitation to come along, the reader will be 
given insight to better appreciate the purposeful and authen-
tic continuity of the life span. This can only uphold the 
commitment to the journey and heighten the feeling for the 
uniqueness of our own miraculous migration through time. 
The phenomenon of human existence is incredibly rich in 
detail and altogether a highly bewildering affair. Looking 
at the natural rhythmicity of life first, we will then be in 
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a position to consider how the individual organizes experi-
ences into a coherent and meaningful order. In turn, these 
conclusions will compel us to face some of the deeper, more 
esoteric problems of human destiny. 

This book is written for those making their first appraisal 
of Rudolf Steiner’s insight into the laws behind the human 
life span. It observes biography from an exoteric position. 
An esoteric  study  of  the connection between the heart and 
biography, history, sacred geometry, metrology, and cosmol-
ogy is in preparation.




