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On December 15, 2021, David Wagner, a 23-year-old Triform student, was accidentally struck by a 

truck and died later of his injuries. David came from New York City and joined Triform in 2019. He 

was a vibrant young man who warmed many hearts, frequently.

 

Benjamin Davis, Triform President, wrote in a recent note: “The Triform community’s sorrow is deep. 

We continue our mourning and processing together, gathering each day to honor and accompany 

David, his family, and all in the community who are experiencing this loss in so many different ways. 

We also continue to offer grief support and counseling wherever it is needed. We are grateful for the 

support we have received from you all and from our local community here in Columbia County. It is 

warming to feel so held. We of course continue to carry David’s family closely in our hearts as the 

grief and sorrow they are experiencing is inconceivable.” 

The Correspondence team plans to feature a full tribute to David in the March/April issue. In the 
meantime, let's continue to hold David and the Triform community closely.

 

 

Triform Note:

Alfred Bergel
Sketches of a Forgotten Life
From Vienna to Auschwitz  

by Anne Weise

Review by Cherry How

This is the story of one man and one family who 
lived in Vienna in the first half of the twentieth 
century. But their story is emblematic of the 
millions of Jewish people who suffered and died 
under the Nazi rule of the ‘Third Reich.’

The Bergels were cultured middle class people. 
The father Arnold was an accountant and there 
were three children. The elder son Alfred studied 
fine arts and became an art teacher. The second 
son Arthur trained as a doctor and there was a 
sister Marianne. Ten members of the extended 
Bergel family were murdered in Auschwitz/
Birkenau. 

Anne Weise has devoted herself to researching 
and documenting these people and it is truly 
astonishing how many photographs and 

documents have been found and reproduced 
here. Significant people, places and works of art 
come to life through the pictures as Anne Weise’s 
thorough, original and meticulous research 
reveals the destiny of this family.

The book was published in German in 2014 and 
this is the English edition, published by Temple 
Lodge in collaboration with the Karl König 
Archives. The format of short sections breaks up 
the intense narrative. The amount of German and 
other foreign names and addresses is rather 
overwhelming for non-German speakers but the 
effect of the detailed documentation reinforces 
the impression of the countless victims and their 
lives before and after persecution.

The book is dedicated to Christof König, the 
elder son of Dr. Karl König who founded the 
Camphill Movement in Scotland in 1939/40.  
Christof, with his wife Annemarie, lived in 
Camphill communities in Northern Ireland and 
England most of his adult life. He died in 2016 
but was aware of the original edition of the book 
and its story and was very taken by it.

It was Karl König who led Weise to the Bergels 
because König’s surviving diaries frequently 
mention his dear teenage friend Fredi. Who was 
Fredi? Anne wondered.

We learn about Alfred Bergel through Karl König 
as Alfred himself did not keep a diary, and the 
extracts from König’s very early diaries included 
here are of special interest to people who know 
the Camphill Movement.

The Bergel family were like a second family to 
Karl König who was an only child with busy 
working parents. And moreover their cultural, 
artistic and philosophical interests were 
nourishment to the searching soul of young Karl. 
Classical music, opera, poetry entranced him 
and his connection to all these was to last 
throughout his life. The father Arnold was a 
mentor and example to the teenage boy. But life 
was not serious all the time: there were outings 
to the woods and countryside and hikes in the 
nearby mountains, not to mention youthful 

pranks, falling in love and midnight rambles.  
“He is my best friend,” wrote Karl of Alfred.

However when the young men were 23 years old 
a fateful rift developed between them. König had 
discovered anthroposophy, the Spiritual Scientific 
world view of Rudolf Steiner, and felt 
increasingly drawn to it and to Christianity. He 
tried to share this with Bergel but they could not 
agree and from then on they were estranged. 
König left Vienna, each of them married and 
developed his own career. Even though König 
returned to Vienna in 1936 he was able to 
escape Austria after the Nazis took over the 
country and he entered Britain as a refugee in 
1938.

Gradually Nazi oppression restricted the Bergels’ 
lives. Their apartment and belongings were stolen 
and they had to endure all the oppressive 
measures, indignities and discrimination forced 
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upon the Jewish population. They were unable to 
emigrate to Palestine as they wanted to.

The beginning of the end for Alfred was when he 
and his wife Sophie were transported to 
Theresienstadt, a ghetto near Prague, in 1942. 
His mother and his brother with his wife were 
also sent there.

Theresienstadt was not really a concentration 
camp. It was a large walled off area of a town 
where Jews were forced to live, but conditions 
were dreadful: dirty, freezing cold, with only 
starvation rations and people had to sleep on the 
floor or in three-tiered bunk dormitories. The 
process of dehumanising “undesirable” people 
began and from there regular transports left for 
Auschwitz, a long journey east. 

Eyewitness accounts of survivors and research by 
historians and strongly motivated people such as 
Anne Weise have produced detailed accounts of 
life in Theresienstadt and they also reveal the 
unusual occupation of a small number of 
inmates, including Alfred Bergel.

They had to work in workshops where they made 
drawings, posters, catalogues and such like, 
colouring them by hand, and also craft items, all 
for the use of the Nazi leadership and the state.

Less widely known is the art forgery when the 
artists were forced to copy famous works of art 
for Nazi enjoyment or for sale in order to raise 
money for the Reich. These counterfeit copies of 
masterpieces were sold as originals, as witnesses 
whose recollections are in the book remember.

This is one of the most interesting things about 
the biography and Anne Weise herself suggests 
the necessity of further research into it.

Another falsehood was perpetrated by the 
sanitised drawings of conditions in the ghetto 
which were shown to foreign agencies like the 
International Red Cross to “prove” that 

conditions were good, “a false, beautified image 
of the ghetto” (AW)

Thus the prisoners had to invent lies about their 
own suffering. Some of these works survive and 
are reproduced in the book.

This artistic role came with slightly better 
conditions but nevertheless there was the mental 
and emotional stress caused by loss of freedom 
and family and the uncertain future. And the 
workshop was subject to arbitrary inspections and 
punishment.

The prisoners, including Alfred Bergel, also gave 
the other inmates lessons in drawing and painting 
and lectures on artistic techniques and art 
movements. Professor Bergel was highly 
appreciated and remembered and the educational 
events were uplifting and nourishing especially 
for the younger people there. Touchingly, the 
artists also made drawings of other inmates which 
were treasured by their relatives.

Many accounts tell of how the prisoners kept their 
spirits up by artistic and cultural activities: opera, 
classical music, study groups, all to a high 
standard.

Weise includes moving testimonies about how 
people strove to maintain their humanity through 
uplifting experiences, supporting each other and 
feeling part of a community. She points to the 
redeeming power of the arts and the mutual 
support which the victims of the Holocaust 
experienced in many ways. Many individuals are 
named and their further destiny described, if 
known. 

Anne Weise concludes that Alfred Bergel must 
h av e e n c o u n t e r e d a n t h r o p o s o p hy i n 
Theres ienstadt because several leading 
anthroposophists were in his circle and met to 
study and read works by Steiner which 
miraculously existed there, and to read the words 
of the Act of Consecration of Man.

“We felt helping forces to be with us,” said Martha 
Haarburger about these moments.

Alfred and Sophie Bergel and their six month old 
daughter Rachel were transported to Auschwitz on 
16th October 1944, two years after arriving in 
Theresienstadt.

Alfred and Rachel were murdered almost 
immediately but Sophie survived. She escaped 
from a labour camp and later remarried, dying in 
1970.

Arthur Bergel, his wife and mother were sent to 
Auschwitz twelve days later.

Alfred was 42 years old when he died and his 
friend Karl was 63 at his death in 1966. Both of 
their lives carry the rhythm of the seven year cycle 
of human development.

The last chapters of the book focus on 
anthroposophy and the help it offers in 
understanding these kinds of events.  

The Bergels “disappeared” into the Holocaust. But 
through dedicated and painstaking scholarship 
Anne Weise has rescued them from anonymity 
and through this book they also represent the 
millions who suffered the same fate, yet each in 
an entirely individual and personal way.

That was also Karl König’s intention: to dignify 
apparently unimportant lives.

König never knew what had happened to his 
friend Fredi or the family which had supported 
him in his teenage years.

He lived another 21 years and in that relatively 
short time he founded the Camphill Movement 
which has touched thousands of lives through its 
work with people with disabilities and socially 
marginalised groups, in communities where each 
person is an individual, not a number.

One can see how one of the tasks of Camphill, as 

envisaged futuristically by Karl König, was a 
direct response to the destruction of human 
values perpetrated by Nazism. In this way König 
humbly tried to compensate for what he himself, 
his immediate family and his friends had been 
spared.

Anne Weise points out that it was anthroposophy 
which caused the separation between Karl and 
Fredi. But just as much it was their youth and 
headst rong characters , as Kar l himsel f 
acknowledged.  The later realisation of this must 
have caused both of them immense pain and 
regret.

One cannot help but perceive that the threads of 
destiny which connected Alfred Bergel and Karl 
König must have continued to work after their 
parting and into the future. Each of the two young 
men remained true to their youthful impulses and 
tried to alleviate the suffering of people who were 
“forgotten.”

Of course there are, thankfully, many Holocaust 
memoirs but in a way there can never be enough 
because each represents an individual 
experience.

Perhaps we may be allowed to feel that our 
interest in and compassion for the Bergels now is 
something we can still offer to them, and also to 
Karl König, and in fact to all who died as well as 
those who, in spite of everything, lived.

Anne Weise has done an important deed in 
honouring the Bergels and bringing them to life 
again.
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Dear readers of Camphill Correspondence, 

We at the Karl König Institute would like to present a regular item in this journal! You see, we have so 
many wonderful historic photographs – in the Karl König Archive as well as in the Camphill 
Archive.In the Karl König collection alone there are about 700 pictures depicting all phases of his 
biography! We do try and use these photos to the best advantage in our books and newsletters, but 
there are so many! So we decided to offer a corner in Camphill Correspondence regularly and show 
you some unusual and mainly unpublished shots out of Camphill history with a little tale to go with 
them. There will be no chronological or any other order to the sequence – we will just start 
somewhere and decide spontaneously what comes next… unless of course you have particular ideas 
or questions, which we may be able to accommodate. For instance you may ask if we have a photo 
from 1928 when König went with Ita Wegman to London (his first trip to England) and spoke at the 
World Conference of Spiritual Science and its Practical Applications… Yes, we do – it is of the first 
lyre that was built according to Rudolf Steiner’s specifications and exhibited there.It had been made 
out of wood saved from the fire of the First Goetheanum! Or: Do we have a picture of the seminar 
faculty in 1959? Yes, we do! Or of the wedding of Carl and Helen Wolff? Yes indeed (but we need to 
ask them if we may show it!) Or of Marianne Gorge horse riding in the ’50s? Yes! Or of Anke Weihs 
(then Nederhoed) as a young dancer? Yes!

So let us just start somewhere – in this issue it is one of my favorite pictures of Peter Roth. And in 
months to come my colleagues can choose their favorite pictures too!

With greetings from the Institute,

Richard Steel

Peter Roth (1914 – 1997) was one of the founding group of Camphill and member of Karl König’s youth 
group in Vienna. Those readers who remember him knew him as the “father” of the Village Movement and 
as a priest of the Christian Community with the wonderful church in Botton Village. But he was also the 
personal predecessor of Camphill Schools because he was THE teacher in Kirkton House from the 
beginning in 1939. He had begun to study medicine in Vienna but because of his Jewish origin he was no 
longer allowed to continue. So in exile in northeastern Scotland he just gathered the first group of children 
around him every day and did interesting things with them. Often the König children were with him too; 
and the first refugee "children" were there (Peter Bergel from Frankfurt was 10 years old, Rudi 29!) and the 
first English boys. There is a picture of one of those situations in the volume The Spirit of Camphill, on page 
189. After the war St. John's School was founded in Camphill (1947). Until then Peter's art of teaching was 
called for. In her Fragments from the Story of Camphill, which is in the same volume, Anke Weihs (who 
was married to Peter at that time) writes: Peter was Head Teacher in Kirkton House. Every morning you 
could find him sprawling on the dining-room table on his tummy, drawing fascinating Russian looking 
pictures with Renate and the others in their wake, or could hear his booming voice giving whatever 
instructions constituted this extraordinary school. In the evenings the children were told the Iliad and 
Odyssey over shoe-cleaning on the kitchen staircase.
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Manfred Maier
March 22, 1938 – February 18, 2021

Manfred Guido Maier was born on March 22, 
1938, in Hamburg, Germany. He was the first-born 
child of Ludwig and Hermine. Manfred’s one sister, 
Monika Prem, lives in Munich. Both parents were 
professional photographers. At the time of 
Manfred’s birth, they operated a popular portrait 
studio in Hamburg, located in the same building in 
which the young family resided.

Ludwig was compelled to enlist in the German 
Army in 1939 and was killed in April 1942. 
Initially, the family remained in Hamburg but just 
prior to his death Ludwig instructed Hermine to 
take the children, abandon the studio, and seek 
refuge in the Austrian Alps, which she did. They 
lived there in a small mountain village for the 
duration of the war. One day, while living in the 
Alps, young Manfred fell while hiking, suffering a 
serious eye injury that resulted in the complete loss 
of his right eye. This unfortunate event, however, 
did nothing to deter Manfred from his lifelong love 
of hiking, nature, and the outdoors. The love of the 
wilderness is an enduring theme throughout 
Manfred’s life.

After the war, the family moved to Munich. 
Hermine was already well acquainted with 
anthroposophy and sent both children to the 
Waldorf school in that city. Manfred was also 
confirmed in the Christian Community church. 
When Manfred graduated from the Waldorf school, 
a large party was given for the entire class. Through 
an acquaintance, Ingelore was invited to the same 
party, and the two met for the first time. At least 
one of the two immediately recognized the other as 
their lifelong partner. Qualities that Manfred 
exemplified throughout his life, such as exuberant 
enthusiasm, high energy liveliness, and inspired 
intensity, were all apparent that night as he danced 
the jitterbug and stayed up late with his erstwhile 
classmates excitedly discussing the education they 

Remembering Manfred and Ingelore Maier
A biography of Manfred from Ingelore, followed by remembrances of Ingelore

had received and plans for the future. This was the 
first time Ingelore had heard of anthroposophy and 
she was deeply impressed with the way these 
young people spoke about their education and the 
reverence they had for the teacher.

Instead of the university, Manfred enrolled in a 
technical school and trained in the practical 
aspects of chemistry and lab work. After his 
training, he found work as a lab technician while 
Ingelore pursued her studies in curative education 
in Switzerland.

From an early age, Manfred knew that he wanted 
to come to America. He was drawn particularly to 
the wilderness of the Canadian and American west. 
A major inspiration for this was a man called Grey 
Owl (1888-1938). Grey Owl was a fur trapper, 
born Archibald Belaney in England, who had 
immigrated to the Canadian wilderness as a young 
man. Later, after awakening to a dire situation of 
the beaver in the natural world in general, due to 
overhunting and man's exploitation of natural 
resources, he became an influential conservationist 
and writer whose words were translated into 
several languages, including German.

Now married, Manfred and Ingelore themselves 
immigrated to Canada in the mid-1960s, settling 
in Toronto. They joined the Sierra Club, were 
trained in proper backcountry techniques and 
etiquette, and began to make extended 
excursions into the wilderness whenever they 
had the chance. Manfred once again worked as a 
technician, this time in the hospital, and the two 
were warmly embraced by the sma l l 
anthroposophical community of Toronto. It 
wasn't long before friends told them about a new 
educational initiative in Pennsylvania called 
Beaver Run. With Ingelore's training and 
Manfred’s adventuresome enthusiasm, they were 
a perfect fit for helping to pioneer and establish 
this fledgling community. They loved the work 
and the life there from the start and stayed there 
for over 40 years. Manfred threw himself into 
building the first gardens at Beaver Run and 
eventually discovered the great gifts he possessed 
as a teacher. He later became a much-loved 
chemistry teacher at the nearby Kimberton 
Waldorf school, in addition to his work at Beaver 
Run.

Manfred was both an adventurer and a scientist. 
His work with colored light therapy and his sense 
of wonder at observing the phenomena of light 
and color were enduring. Rainbows were sacred 
events for Manfred. This was well known at 
Beaver Run, and since the Maier home was 
situated on a slope facing toward the late day 
sun, providing no aspect for ra inbow 
observation, when a rainbow did appear in the 
village, a large bell was rung to alert Manfred, 
who would always hurry out to where he could 
see it.

Holidays away from Beaver Run, especially in 
the early years, were inevitably spent in the 
western North American wilderness. The Maiers 
trekked the Sierras from east to west and came to 
know the land of Grey Owl as intimately as they 
could. A year’s sabbatical once provided 
Manfred with the opportunity to explore much of 
the world that he hadn't yet seen, as he traveled 
through India, New Zealand, and Africa, 
eventually living for a time at a wildlife refuge in 
Africa and making friends wherever he went. In 

later years, when trekking and rucksack days 
were passed, the Maiers tended to spend their 
holidays in Europe, especially seeking out places 
connected to the spiritual history of the Middle 
Ages.

In the second decade of the twenty-first century, 
Manfred showed signs of change. Seemingly at 
once, he was no longer able to teach. These 
were the signs of dementia that far too soon and 
rather quickly, made it all but impossible for 
Manfred’s lively spirit to express itself through 
his body, although at times the sparkling gaze of 
his eye still revealed the depths of his knowing 
and the presence of an ever-watchful eternal 
human spirit. Manfred and Ingelore moved to 
Camphill Ghent just before Christmas 2015 and, 
through their presence, once again made lasting 
and important contributions to a young 
community. On January 1, 2018, Manfred 
moved to the Whittier Rehab (now Ghent 
Rehab), where he has remained, visited by 
Ingelore and others on a daily basis.

As told to John-Scott Legg by Ingelore on 
July 24, 2019

Ingelore Maier
November 14, 1936 ~ January 1, 2021

It is with tremendous sadness I heard the news 
of her passing on the new year's  day. Ingelore 
was a teacher of mine (together with Rudiger 
Janisch) for the  Face-to-Face Seminar (seminar 
on curative education and social therapy/course 
on  soul care). She was a wonderful teacher, 
conveying much knowledge of Anthroposophy 
and curative education with so much warmth of 
heart. I think many people felt comfortable 
around her because of her warmth. I will miss 
Ingelore very much, so will be the case for many 
others. Thank you very much for all  you gave 
for others. 

Takeshi Suesada,  
Triform Camphill Community 
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Manfred Maier
March 22, 1938 – February 18, 2021
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intensity, were all apparent that night as he danced 
the jitterbug and stayed up late with his erstwhile 
classmates excitedly discussing the education they 
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I was 19, fresh off a flight that took me from 
Belgium via Iceland to JFK airport in fall of 1970. 
Barefoot, I had started my trek in Thornbury, UK, 
made my way via London to Dover from whence 
I took a ferry to Ostend and then a train to the 
airport! A hippie, you would  have called me! A 
day later in NY I was met by a spry, black bearded 
gentleman  by the name of Manfred Maier, who 
immediately asked if I had shoes, warning me that 
many places would not admit me inside unless I 
had footwear on! 

We drove some 3 hours south to Pennsylvania 
with me gaping in wonder at the size and 
expanse of this huge country! Finally driving into 
Camphill Beaver Run, I felt a certain familiarity, a 
comforting  feeling as we drove to the Chantry 
where I was dropped off and met by Ursel 
Pietzner, wife of my godfather Carlo. The next day 
I met 'Ingo' as she was known then, because a 
couple of weeks later I moved into the recently 
completed new  house called Trillium where she 
and Manfred were ‘house parents.’ Ingo kept a 
very organized and aesthetic house and some of 
her cooking reminded me of meals at my 
European grandparents’ houses! I was advised 
and supported by Ingo who had high expectations 
for me, especially as I came from a Camphill  
family! Being the free spirit I was, all primed to 
spread my wings, I did not necessarily fully 
appreciate her sobering,  sensible advice, but 
always respected her.  

Years, years later, when I returned to the United 
States, already trained as a Eurythmist and 
married with young children, Ingelore  would be 
my ‘questor’ for joining the Camphill  
Community! Her recognition of the uniqueness of 
the path towards community specifically for a 
former staff  child was beautifully and powerfully 
articulated in her deeply felt words. I will hold 
these close for the rest of my life. Finally, Ingelore 
was a skilled master teacher and I learned so 
much from her! 

I know Ingelore will work tirelessly from the other 
side!  

Ingelore was my personal mentor during my time 
at Beaver Run (around  2007-2012). I remember 
fondly our talks over tea in Treehouse… She 
helped guide my final seminar project and opened 
my eyes to so much in her gentle way. She  also 
was part of some of the retreats I went on and I 
will never forget the grace, reverence and 
enthusiasm with which she taught the content of 
the retreat. I left  Beaver Run a few years before 
she and  Manfred did and then would visit when 
they lived in Ghent. We also wrote each other a 
few times a year and I attached a photo of some of 
the cards she has sent me through all these years. 
The last time I visited Ingelore was in late  March 
of 2019. At the end of her visit she took my hands 
and asked that we say this verse together: 

To wonder at Beauty 
Stand guard over Truth 
Look up to the Noble 
Resolve on the Good 
This leads us truly 
To purpose in living 
To right in our doing 
To peace in our feeling 
To light in our thinking 
And teaches us trust 
In the workings of God 
And all that exists 
In the widths of the world 
And the depths of the soul. 

We wept and said goodbye. 
She is the warm, gentle, rosy peach glow of sunset 
now. 

Kay Kinderman

Here are a few remembrances of Ingelore: it's 
impossible to talk about Ingelore however 
without Manfred, as they were  such a loving, 
dynamic couple.  

In the Fall of 1969, after I had been in  Beaver 
Run for a year and was starting  second year of 
the Camphill Seminar, Manfred and Ingo (as she 
was called then) arrived from Canada, after an 
extended vacation on the beach at  Acapulco, 
while waiting for their visas to come through.  

They were a slender, handsome couple.  We lived 
together in the Little House, now the office, 
together with an eccentric elderly lady named 
Mame Davis. (Although she was surely much 
younger than I am now!) We became good 
friends, and I remember many philosophical talks 
with Manfred and discussions with Ingo about 
Anthroposophy. Manfred immediately took up 
land work (as well as his favorite hobby, jogging), 
while Ingo took a class, in those days in the craft 
house. I was her class helper, and remember her 
gentle admonishments as I seemed to always fall  
asleep (little wonder, we got so little sleep back 
then!)   

The next year they became houseparents  in 
Trillium, with Raymonde living in the house as 
seminarist, while Manfred started the garden in 

what had been a  forest of locust trees. Manfred 
developed  a wonderful relationship with Ursli  
Schwabe, then 4, who loved to ride with him on 
the tractor.  

Over the years we worked together in so  many 
different capacities, as co-seminar faculty,  
community members, folk dance teachers, and in 
very intimate Doctor-Patient relationships, as each 
of them  confronted multiple serious health crises. 
It was truly awe-inspiring to experience how both 
Manfred and Ingelore faced  their numerous 
health issues with equanimity and great courage.  

I visited them once a few years back, in  Ghent. 
They were still living together. In spite of his 
dementia, Manfred recognized me immediately. 
As we spoke, I could still experience how fiercely 
the love of Camphill and Anthroposophia burned 
in Ingelore's heart, while Manfred, so eager to 
participate, would begin sentences which he was 
unable to finish.  

Both Manfred and Ingelore made enormous 
contributions to Beaver Run which live on in the 
life and destiny of the community, as well as in 
the hearts of  hundreds of people whose lives 
have been  enriched for having lived and worked 
with  them.  

Richard Fried
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Birth Announcement

Congratulations and springtime blessings to Kylie & Eli Maltz of Kimberton 

Hills for the birth of their son, Ezra!

 

Ezra James Maltz was born at 4:10pm on March 2, weighing in at 7 pounds, 

1 ounce, and measuring 20.5 inches long. He surprised his parents by 

coming almost a few weeks early and all are doing well.

Vienna 

I was in this city of two, or was it three 
million inhabitants and was determined 
to find someone to greet and yet everyone
I met appeared pre-occupied, with the contents
of their cellphone or pocket book or with looking
into open spaces – out of a tram or train window, 
finding out our location – and so, avoiding
a possible shock of catching the glance,
from any of those two or three million -
most of them with the same occupation,
apparently being active, or busy spinning 
their own particular and protective web,
while clinging on to their name and identity,
their titles, pocketbooks, expressions and
not noticing that these might be burdens
in support of the style of this city of palaces 
designed by pastry cooks from its restaurants,
with the previous help of Mozart, Beethoven, Klimt 
and all those artists who came after them;
and in maintaining their positions in those 
cliques, clubs and coffee houses with a
social blindness: 
 
it was taking all day for one, 
simple, encounter that I felt I could call real 
and on a human level of interest and by  
someone who had stayed open to the world
with that kind of wonder and friendliness
that we maybe consider vulnerable, or even 
as a possible handicap since he or she had
held on to the habit of greeting those
they might meet along the way;

so, when it occurred, I was grateful it was
with a person as much in need as I was
even though we were clearly out of place,
and had both arrived in the wrong city.

I feel that you may want the details, for 
when the moment arose, I was leaving a bus
and reaching out for a handle to steady myself,
when the hand of a boy with a smile and a
character, someone who still knew how to open 
doors, had found my hand and let me know
I was being welcomed in style.

– Andrew Hoy

The Dove Logo of the Camphill movement is a symbol of the pure, spiritual principle which 

underlies the physical human form. Uniting soon after conception with the hereditary body, 
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