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THE HOLY CHRISTMAS THREE longs to December and any meteorological and as-

ADVENT-HOLY NIGHTS-EPIPHANY ;[irleogical considerations belong to another level of

N . . . Thus we celebrate Christmas as the Mysti-
.Ther'e'ls n I|fe'a.1 truly mystical side which cal Fact which itself is anchored in the archetypal
deals with spiritual realities and seems to neglect thg, .o toidness: Advent. Twelve Holy Nights of
realities of nature. E.g. when we celebrate Christma hristmas, Epiphany. W;a do not intend to derange
and nature does not reflect the traditional “Snow an‘%]e archet{/pal image of The Holy Trinity through as-

Ice” as easily happens in our temperate zones of the,|, ical implications which figure~ on an entirely

North and naturally is even more the case When Weyge ot jevel of life. But we may stand in awe be-
celebrate in tropical climates or in the Southern hemifore the Highest Godhead reflected in the meaning
sphere. dand sequence of these birth festivals:

We become aware that the Darkness an . . .
) : Advent, the Arrival of Christ, designated the
Cold as the background for the Birth of the Child Birth “in Eternity” (our Creed or as the medieval

cannot really be figured out by meteorological stan- ystic Johannes Tauler called it “Birth before all

dards nor can the birth be determined by astrologicat; . o» ot of the Father God. The Twelve Holy Nights

considerations. Both meteorological and astrologl-Of Christmas, the Birth of the ‘everlasting’ present

cal applications have their importance when we wan hen we proclaim “To-day Christ is born” and Tauler
to determine the more immediate or individual Cir'spoke about the “Birth in Time”. That is the Birth of
cumstances e.g. what influence the weather or thfﬁe Child, the Son of the Father. Epiphany tells us
stars ha:jN?ln any gélvep b'_rlfn ) Birth cold h that the Star child has “appeared”; it is the Festival
o ) enpon e,”Tg € '|rt , €O szat €ror of The Appearance and this appearance shines into
individual ‘noroscope’ (*observing the hour®) are not the future, it means the Spirit Birth in us or what

\'/:vha'a r(;’:l”é/ pl)f0|sr1t§ to ths truthh|.e. :}0 ﬂE)e “Mys;ma] Tauler thought of as “Birth Beyond all Times”. The
act” (Rudolf Steiner) but rather that December 'Snew birth that will last for “all cycles of time to come”.

Birth-Time. This was even the case outwardly in

olden times when life generally was still embedded, o, cejeprating Christmas this shows how we en-
't:‘ the mystcljcz?: veils of ;he Godhead: ::hgldrencvxe.reter that sphere of the spiritual where the Christian
orn around the time when we now celebrate Christy, iy a1 are mystical facts. Thus our Christian Fes-

mas. Later on - and according to Rudolf Steiner StIIItivals: are entirely independent if understood on their

today - the souls of all those beings born in the COUrSfavel, far beyond all considerations of climate, hemi-
of the whole coming year do come down close to, ’ ’

earth at Christmas time. That is birth time - and, forsphere, seasons and astrological suggestions.
the World Child; this is when we honestly can cel-
ebrate His birth which is the Birth of Births standing
for and, in a certain way, regulating all human births.
Christianity was proclaimed by the initiate of our age
to be a “Mystical Fact” not a mere historical fact. PHILLIP NUSBAUM EULOGY
The historical side is there too - although we are not(With a few additional remarks) delivered aL the fu-
able to gather it from the h0|y (myst|ca|) Scriptures;neral of James Phl”lp Nusbaum by Peter Skaller. Part
but it is mentioned in our Creed through the name of had been at 6:00 P.M. on September 2. Part Il at
Pontius Pilate, the Roman general and governor. Thuk00 P.M. on September 3, 1996. The services were
the Mystical Fact is anchored into history but from conducted by Robert Patterson, and were held at the
the vantage point of The Mystical Fact. The Chris-Dayo-Davis Funeral Home in Columbus, Ohio. Thir-
tian Birth Festival celebrated wherever on earth, beteen priests from North America, and Michael Debus
were present, along with Phillip’s wife Thea, his chil-
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dren Robert, Frances and Angela, his father, brothegult and often painful experience for him. Earlier in
sister, nephews, mother-in-law and son-in-law, andhe year, the decision had been made to no longer
numerous friends and community members from alhave a resident priest in San Francisco, and to serve
over North America. The coffin was open during Partit as an affiliate of Sacramento. Had he made it to
l. Boston, he would perhaps on this very Sunday just
Dear Thea, Robert, Frances, Angela, Mrs.past, have read as the gospel reading for this date,
Drew: Dear Mr. Nusbaum, Taffy, Daniel and other about the sending out Or the 70 disciples as harvest-
family members; Dear Community of Priests anders of souls. He would have read about the admoni-
Friends of Phillip Nusbaum; tion to “shake the dust from your feet” had a city not
Who would think that the automobile could be received them. Phillip had, over the years, wrestled
the thing that the Powers of Destiny would use towith how the community in San Francisco was strug-
lead a soul into the Path of the Spirit? As a youngyling with poor attendance and financial contribu-
student of 20 at Earlham College (Indiana), Philliptions, and with whatever conclusions he had come
was in a serious accident in which he, because h®, or was seeking to come to, he must have been
was not wearing a seat belt and was thrown free Oworking hard during his trip across America, to rec-
the car, was unharmed while another person died. Thizncile, make peace with, and “shake-off’ the past to
event apparently pushed him to leave school to seakake room for his next assignment.
the deeper meaning of life, and to find the work of | would like to read to you from a journal which
Rudolf Steiner through a friend of his mother. Phillip wrote during a solo canoe trip during August
And now, after 35 years of inner work and prepa-Or 1987 (this material was not intended to be kept
ration, another so-called accident in a car, this timedrivate, for it was put up for sale at an Advent Fair in
taking him directly into that very world which his our church in Toronto). As we know, Phillip loved
soul longed to know. We can only speculate what roleanoeing, and shared this love and his skill with many
his this time firmly buckled seat belt may have playedchildren at Heimdall Camp, which he founded. On
in facilitating the injuries leading to Phillip’s death. this trip, which true to Phillip’s way he had orga-
And one can only feel awe upon realizing not onlynized down to precise details, he went alone into the
the symmetry of these events, but also that both afiorthern Ontario bush. He put his canoe into the water
these accidents occurred in this very area where wen Friday, August 7. On Sunday, August 16 is the
are gathered, so near to where Phillip grew up in Richfollowing entry:
mond, Indiana. The day before the accident, he had “I made the decision to... wait It out for help on
visited his father, over 90. During the carefully Resound Lake. | have enough food to last me more
planned trip from San Francisco to his father’s, hehan another week. and by that time hopefully the
had stopped to see a number of people who had be@ntario Provincial Police and my wife and church
important to him in his life. There were no further people will have a search going for me...To help
scheduled visits between Indiana and Boston. somebody spot me. | stretched out my orange...rain
Of course, with such an accident we yearn tatarp...and made a big SOS on it with silver duct tape.’
find a deeper meaning. Phillip himself certainly did What had happened was this: the river leading
not accept the concept of “accident.” He believed innto Resound Lake was so strewn over with fallen
a destiny created out of the soul's inner laws. As aedar logs that Phillip could barely get through. The
priest, he too would seek to penetrate the meaning iportage had been an ordeal, and had cost him too
the tragedies of life which others faced. much time, energy, and too many bruises. He was
Phillip was alone, with his dog Alamo, en route worried about the exit river. Would it be more of the
to a new priestly “sending out” in Boston, for which, same? Upon discovering that it was, he resolved to
at least outwardly, he seemed eager and hopeful. Hend his trip and wait to be airlifted out. On August 17
was leaving San Francisco, which had been a diffiwe read: I'm often reminded in certain life situa-
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tions of an old Chinese proverb, 'Be careful whatcal terrain.
you wish for, because your wish may come true. There are striking parallels to the events around

August 18, while waiting: I'm reading a good his automobile accident, which occurred at 9:00 A.M.
book for children about the twelve disciples and an-on August 24, in Lancaster, Ohio. Phillip was soon
other, more for philosophers, about St. Paul. I'veair-lifted to Ohio State University Hospital in Co-
gotten rid of five mice, but not without feelings of lumbus (virtually the same date and time as his res-
moral disgust. Yet doesn’t God’s order of the planetcue in 1987). He was on a solo journey, all carefully
include that each species defends its nesting rightsorked out. The difficult path behind him was being
against the others?...1 don't fancy little feetsies acrosdigested. On the canoe trip the path ahead was
my face during the night. But | know that animals deemed impassable. How did he really regard what
feel pain and | don't want to cause them to sufferlay ahead in Boston?

Some people also say that, along with everything else  Phillip lay in a coma, on a respirator, with his
that comes back to us after we die, so does all theife Thea at his side until he crossed the threshold at
pain we've ever inflicted on animals.” 12:45 A.M. on August 30. Robert Patterson came

In the midsof a journal which mainly reports quickly after the accident, and gave Phillip The Last
about the outer, practical, and natural history aspect&nointing at 2:30 A M. on August 25. So this time
of his trip, comes this little revelation of Phillip’s in- his wife, and “church people” did search for him and
ner life of deep thought, moral uprightness, tenderhelp him. After the Anointing, he apparently rallied
ness of heart, and even this way he had of suddensomewhat, but after a sharp turn for the worse, in
inserting a little silliness out of context. The phrasekeeping with Phillip’s stated wishes, the respirator
“little feetsies” is one in which all can recognize was disconnected. He did not take a single breath
something so characteristically "Phillip.” thereafter.

On August 19: This morning | couldn’t resist Although one might feel that his rescue this time
the temptation to finally make my way to the top of was to no avail, or even recoil at the thought that
the hill and climb the fire tower. About half-way up | perhaps there may have been obstacles ahead which
heard a helicopter or plane passing...over... | was bucould not be overcome in this lifetime, | am confi-
ied in thickets and bush and could not signal him. ldent that Phillip would agree that “where one way
hoped maybe he had seen the SOS. | reached the ftemes to an end, a new, and higher one can open,”
tower and climbed the rungs, slowly and nervouslyand that this is a law for all human beings, however
right up into the top of the box... What a life it must it might reveal itself in the specifics Or different des-
have been in those days to spend hours and hours tipies.
here alone” Phillip was not given to writing about his expe-

We feel Phillip canoeing alone, then driving riences for others. Why then did he have this journal
across country alone, and then this paradox about himeproduced and put on sale, and why was he so dis-
he reveled in social intercourse and joviality and re-appointed when it didn’t sell well? What did he re-
ally liked people, yet he also kept himself private,ally want us to read? Perhaps it was ultimately writ-
very alone, so that one felt he stood both in the midsten to help us deal with the tragedy Or his death, and
of those around him, yet also somehow cut off. to show us something about life, struggle, obstacles,

He was rescued on August 20 at about 10:0@eath and the ever-present help of Beings of Spirit
A.M., whether by plane or helicopter is not clear. Hiswho, from above, seek to bring us forward out of
final journal-words were: Oddly enough, the mostlove.
intense part of the trip was these last three days, at Phillip Nusbaum was born on October 31, 1938,
least inwardly, as many painful insights closed in ona Scorpio-Eagle if ever there was one! Upon discov-
me. And | found that dealing with apprehensions carering Anthroposophy, it was as though he soon sensed
be even more of a struggle than dealing with physithat the warm updrafts of meaning were originating
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not from the hills he was soaring in and over, butdlitthes in events, he would often “lose it” in a short-
from the sun. With a resolve not typical of someonéived fit of temper. But in important crises he was a
in their early twenties, he spread his wings and heade@ck; firm and centered, upright and clear thinking.
for Germany, the “sun” of anthroposophical life. An example of a “small” thing: Once | was sit-

Now Phillip always had a proclivity for, shall ting in the basement office of our church waiting for
we say, the outrageous. (Picture his wild bouncing?hillip to arrive for our weekly meeting. The upstairs
up and down while leading children in “Pull down door opened, and | heard his briefcase snap open.
the Chain” or “Headstrong Horses” at Heimdall Suddenly there shot out an “OH, NO!!!” which per-
Camp.) What could be more outrageous than for dneated every corner of
Quaker to enlist in the army to find peace? It was théhe church and shook the foundations. He had for-
only way he could finance going to Germany. Un-gdotten one of the three pairs of glasses he constantly
fortunately, he was stationed for 3 years in Franceluggled on and off his face! If the glitch was caused
but he chose to spend an additional year in the armi)y another person, the poison tail of the scorpion side
if he could be placed in Germany, which he finally of his nature could flick out with lightening speed.
was. There he met The Christian Community. Upon  Phillip had a huge heart, cared deeply about, and
returning to the United States, he again headed for @0t personally involved with people’s problems, even
“center,” this time Spring Valley, New York, where to the point of giving money out of his own pocket.
he met Dorothea Drew. They were married in 1967,Yet here too paradox was present: he was often blind
and have raised three children, Robert, Frances ari@ the subtleties of tact, and could wound with that
Angela. stinger of his.

After finishing college at Adelphi University, But there is something critically important to
then getting a Master’s degree in Library Scienceour remembering of Phillip. In the middle of the para-
from Columbia University (both in New York City), doxes of his nature, his sociability and aloneness,
and teaching for a while, he spread his wings agaircomposure and temper, gentle magnanimity but also
And so it was back to Germany to the priest's semiSeeming tactlessness, lay something that resolved
nary in Stuttgart. He was ordained on March 17, 1973these. Phillip's being radiated joy, goodness, play-
and among his fellow ordinands was Hartmut ‘]ungef'umeSS, ||ght, and an incredible yOUtth' Vlta“ty and
with whom he would later work as colleague for 8zest for life. And it was these ever-present qualities
years in Toronto, after first Serving in Rendsburg’WhiCh made it possible for those whom he served to
Gerrnany, and then Chicago. feel that the true Sun, the Christ, which he soared

In 1987, | was ordained and sent to Toronto, adike an eagle to find, was present in him.

Hartmut moved to Detroit. As a greenhorn fresh out ~ Had he been at the altar last Sunday in Boston,
of seminary, | had the good fortune to have Phillip ade would also have read these words from Luke 10:
.mentor and colleague. He never “pulled rank” on‘lf they reject you, they reject Me. If they accept you,

me, always openly shared and discussed what H&ey accept Me.” These words are another form of

knew, and took great care in arranging that my famthe difficult words spoken to the congregation in our
ily could settle well in Toronto. Sacrament of Ordination: “Stands he (the new

Shortly after | arrived in Toronto, a man in our ordinand) before you, then stands the Spirit of Christ
community, a loner, committed suicide. Phillip askedPefore you.” Each priest, and each congregation
me to accompany him to his apartment | remembewreSﬂeS with this idea, as did Phl”lp For Christ was
Phillip’s composure and sovereignty, but also hisindeed perfect. Here we may catch a glimpse of a
compassion. The scene we found was disturbing, ydtrofound mystery of Christianity. The 70 who were
Phillip remained calm and unruffled. Here was re-sent out were decidedly imperfect, which we can
vealed another paradox in Phillip’s nature. Whengather from what we know about the 12, and about
small things went awry, when there were smallSt. Paul. Here lies a most significant difference be-
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tween Christianity and other religious streams, where
the messengers are often shown as almost super-hu-
man masters, bodhisattvas, gurus and even wonder-
workers. Christ can reveal Himself in what can shine
subtly as a quiet constant in and through our earthly
weaknesses.

As one person in Toronto said: "Phillip’s face
was like a sunflower.” Or as a 14 year-old said in
remembering Phillip: ‘~here were never any ‘bad
vibes’around him.” And another child: “His face was
always somehow smiling.” These kinds of distilled
essences could not have been gleaned from reflect-
ing on how Phillip actually was in the ups and downs
of his life. Rather, these people were revealing the
final effect of his be~r~...what was there radlating as
a mighty conviction, as devotion and love, behind,
in and through how he stood before us. This is why
so many loved and found ~oy in him: that through
his soaring to the Sun, he was able to bring this light
into the midst of our crazy world. It was palpable in
his radiance for those who could see and feel. Thank-
fully, many could.

No descriptlon of Phllllp Nusbaum would be
complete without a word about his relatlonshlp to
his violin, which somehow seemed to always be
“convenlenty’ handy. Bach, blue-grass, square-
dances, Improvisations...he loved playing them all.
He played solo or in ensemble, in The Act of Conse-
cration of Man, for baptisms, at conrirmation recep-
tions, at summer camp, in music camps, at parties,
indoors or outdoors. Once he even auditioned for the
right to play his violin in the subway stations of
Toronto!

Phillip Nusbaum is the flrst Chrisffan Commu-
nity priest to have been born in North America and
to die In North America. Both these events took place
right in what is known as “the heartland” of our
conffnent, in the “middle.” Perhaps we may take great
hope in this gesture. While the way to continue in
Boston was not be, perhaps The Chrisffan Commu-
nity has now finally and fully come down on our
conffnent, has found an abode. And as we know,
Phillip was a master at Qnding and preparing h~mes,
were they for summer camps and retreats, for fami-
lies to live in, or for The Act of Consecration of Man.
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The Season’s Star

The season’s star
Stalls in the sky,

Yet many ~till wander
And pass it by.

Wise men wake

And watch the sign
While shepards heed
The word on High.

The child coos
Like a dove,
Gracefully fallen
From above.

See him turn,

And hear him cry;
The Christ child takes
A human guise.

He in earthly time
Will dwell,

And salvage restless
Souls from hell.

Now his mother
Gives him rest,

And holds him closely
To her breast.

The holy family’s
Humble home

Hides the infant
Christ unknown.

A saviour now

We celebrate,

A baby born

To change man'’s fate.

What then the infant
Could not say,

Is heard around T
he world this day.

Michael Ferrel, Mississauga, Ontario



A SUMMER ADVENTURE was filled with singing. Rev. Gisela Wielki told the

heroic story of Joan of Arc. The pictures that our

Imagine yourself at a beautiful, calm lake ftwo excellent storytellers brought were alive and

surrounded by miles of forest and fields of grass hergnaglnaltlve, Capt_'(\;at'n? the f;llttentlon Of, every I'Sk;
and there, sporting some of the most varied wildflow-Ne"- 1t was evident from the expressions on the
hildren’s faces how fully they related to the chal-

ers and all the magical elements that nature providejf. ; d f both . q
Then add to your picture little huts and tents tucke enges, joys and sorrows of both evening and morn-

neatly into the forest bordering the lake, a IargerJng sltories, which werek highligh:}s of thz Qay. An
wooden building in one of the fields and little path- EVening verse was spoken to.get.er. Bedtime.
ways connecting them all. Now add about a hun- A short service, offering inner strength for

dred children between the ages of eight and thirteer]ihe next day, was held each evening for the staff, who

and 30 staff members busying themselves with swim'Ehen met to review the day and plan ahead. A picture

ming, boating, hiking, archery, painting, singing, act-orf each Chi:jd Wﬁsl?rouglfgt tp mk:nd over the courlse of
ing, playing music, building instruments, building the tx"o'af” "';‘1‘ ah Weg S lnft ese mgetmg;. Wss
campfires, running, playing ball, washing laundry, not there for the three days of preparation prior to the

eating, sleeping, cleaning, cooking, baking, washingicr"ldre”’s arrival, when camp directors and counse-

dishes, setting tables, reading books, writing letters,O"S organized everything, but it was striking to me

chattering, listening to stories, laughing, crying, andgo"\’fthe Io(;/e apd ,C‘,"gle woven mto tf;}e rhk?/thm oLtf;]e
sometimes sitting still and observing everything ay formed an invisible, protective sheath around the

around them or thinking about where and who the hole C"’I‘th- K the child faced with
are. You have just pictured The Christian Commu- think the children were faced with many

nity Summer Camp in northwestern New Jersey thiéjifficult challenges. For some it was atesting of their
past August physical endurance, and others were faced with the

“Wake up! Wake up! The rooster has difficulty of social integration, but the camp spirit

crowed...” was one of the many songs the staff Sangave courage to each child to overcome his or her

to wake the children each day. After a hearty break articular challenge.. Though there were Qccasional
fast in the dining hall and cleaning the campsites?ears due to home3|cknes§ and soqal dISCO.I’d, one
ould sense that each child left with many joyful

everyone gathered for the morning assembly, whiclf i ) . )

always began with glorious singing, singing, angmemories and an invaluable life experience.

more singing. Every day Rev. Richard Dancey told

another part in an ongoing adventure story. Follow-

ing the morning assembly, the children engaged in

the manifold activities mentioned above, until the

lunch bell rang. Awonderful silence settled over thelN MEMORIAM

children as grace was said, and then - mountains of

food disappeared in minutes. Over forty years ago | met Phil Nussbaum, a young
The mid-afternoon naptime was appreciatedman, at the Threefold Farm, one summer, and loneli-

by many, but | think most of all by the kitchen staff! ness had a friend — Phil and | could talk out of the

Activities resumed in the afternoon, and some of thesame heart experience of life, out~ of the discovery

culminated in the Fair Day. Each group constructecf anthroposophy as young Americans, an existen-

and organized a game of fun and sport in which altial talk — then, suddenly, on his way here to Boston

participated. Supper was followed by a volleyballto live, to start a new life, he is dead.

game for staff only, during which time the children The logic of his life leaves something missing in

played freely until evening assembly. Two were cho-mine, a friendship that would have started again,

sen each night to light the candles, and again the hathough | didn’'t even know of his coming. Only that
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this conversant of my youth was living in California, and place it in the memory of this man who | was
ministering. destined to re-know, but didn't, and visit the grave-

Then the phone roused me from a late afternooyard of our century with Thea and Susan to place a
drowse. Susan Lowndes calling. She had news thadrayer at his memory, without stone, of what was to
an article on the Lord’s Prayer, something certainlybe.
that Phil and | would have wanted to talk about, hac
at last been printed in PERSPECTIVES. A piece
stemming from the interface between prayer anc
meditation, a piece to pursue. ~'A lot of people are
going to get something from that,” Susan said, anc
here, this subject, held new opportunity for a book
— but did I know the congregation’s news, what was
going on? No.

Phil Nussbaum, on his way to his new post in Bos-
ton, at the Brookline Christian Community, had died
in an auto crash. It was a blinking red light in Co-
lumbus, Ohio; he stopped. He was in his wife’s van,
on the way to taking up residence in Sanford Miller’s
house with Thea, his wife, who was flying separately
with her aging mother, and he must have thought tha
light was four-way stop blinker because he startec
up and a trailer tractor van hit him for a loop at the =+
intersection. His dog lived. Phil had brain damage, ==
never woke up, and died at the hospital. He was look
ing forward to playing his violin with persons un- iy
known in Boston and Brookline, and | might have
been one of those persons with my flute, a kindred
soul, after many years. October 31, 1938 - August 30, 1996

The accident and loss struck me a p.erson.all blow, Travelling across the country from the West coast to
the more so because | knew none of this until it Washe East coast, anticipating a new beginning, Phillip was in an
all over. “A grieving congregation,” as Susan put it accident near Columbus, Ohio on August 24th, just two hours from
and despite my many absences on Sundays, | Wﬁ'§ place of birth. Airlifted to Qolumbus, he gave his family,
part of it and had lost a riend that e, in Some way, 1, Coleagues o e ends e st ecover
had been holding back from me, but who had beeRis chosen journey. Phillip never regained any consciousness, but
on his way to the future and mine. Gone. By a cruetather lay in absolute peace, his face without a line, his mouth
stroke of the highways, the road of life. with a quiet smile.

. The funeral took place in Columbus, Ohio, on Sep-
As | put the phone down it seemed to me that therﬁember 3rd with family, friends and colleagues from all over the

was something to make up for here, as well as tQontinent gathering in love and gratitude, each remembering the
grieve. A question, as if machinations of roads, comepart of Phillip’s life each had shared.
puters, TV, cities are taking the logic out of our des- 1, along with our children, Robert, Frances and An-

. : S . gela, wish to express heartfelt thanks for all the gestures of out-
tinies and death, shortcuttlng the dlgnlty of our IIves'pouring warmth and support we received during the transition.

So this memory will be a challenge to make up, ayjithout doubt the prayers and thoughts offered over the world
challenge to put those things into life that modernityhelped Phillip peacefully find his way and aided the family in

is Iacking, beauty, truth, the gOOd. accepting this heart-wrenching turn in our paths.
| pluck a flower in my soul for Phil, a sunflower,
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