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From the Karl König Institute’s archives… 

Photo number 2:  Easter Egg Hunt

This is the Easter egg hunt of 1952 at the Rose Garden, Camphill House. And this young man is 
Timmy Nassau, who took advantage of this festive occasion to try his first steps! Timmy was born in 
1945 and was totally blind. Ilse Rascher and Elisabeth Löwe had a group of blind children in The 
Lodge in Camphill Estate and together with them Karl König developed specialised therapies that 
often showed unusual success. Margarethe Mentzel, John Byrde and Piet Blok were amongst the 
young coworkers there. When Elisabeth and Ilse moved to Germany to help pioneer the Village 
Community of Lehenhof in 1966 they took Timmy with them. He died in 1968 and his was the first 
grave at the Lehenhof.

This we should inscribe into our hearts

Editor’s Note: In partnering with Richard Steel and Deborah Grace of the Karl König Institute, we 
now plan to regularly publish excerpts from some of Dr. König’s lectures, in rhythm with the seasons 
and festivals. Our intention is to come back to hear these voices, and allow these words from the 
past affect and inform our present lives, in this fast-changing surface world. Of course, these 
excerpts themselves are tips of icebergs–please feel encouraged to visit karlkoeniginstitute.org to 
uncover more.

An excerpt from Karl König’s lecture for Palm Sunday, March 30,, 1958, given in Newton Dee:
“The Path Beyond Death;” it is the third of a series of three lectures now published in the new 
volume Before Birth and Beyond Death. The Transformation of the Human Being.

Dear friends, when you follow up Rudolf 
Steiner’s revelations you will always find that it is 
not one thing which he demonstrates, or reveals, 
but there are usually two together which are 
infinitely connected with each other. For 
example, during the years 1908 to 1912 he 
revealed to us the Second Coming of Christ and 
at the same time he gave all the lecture cycles 
and many single lectures about the various 
Gospels: this was not one, but two subjects. On 
the one hand Christ in the 20th century and on 
the other hand the revelation of the Mystery of 
Golgotha in the Four Gospels. Now in 1913 he 
takes one step further. He now reveals a Fifth 
Gospel and with it the world around the Second 
Coming of Christ, which is at the same time the 
world of the dead. And these revelations 
culminated in the lectures he gave at Easter 1914 
in Vienna, the six lectures, about which we will 
say a few words later. In a similar way, as if it 
were out of a renewed Christianity, the 
knowledge of Karma and Reincarnation was 
born. The land of the dead, life between death 
and rebirth, was unfolded out of a new 
revelation of The Fifth Gospel, out of a new 
revelation of the true happenings which 
surround the being of the Christ, and this to an 
extent and in such detail which had never 
happened before in any of the Mysteries. Here it 
was revealed for humanity, whether prepared or 
not. This we should learn to see with the greatest 
possible earnestness.  

I also wanted to mention something last Sunday, 
something very special about life after death, but 
it did not come through, it was as though it was 
refused. I will try again. You see, in the same way 
as the human here on earth, in life between birth 
and death, consists of four levels of being: 
physical, etheric and astral bodies and the ego, 
or “I”, so, when we are beyond the threshold 
after the moment of death, we also unfold our 
existence in a fourfold way. There we possess 
again four levels of being and in the same way 
as our four bodies are gradually establishing 
themselves here on earth when we grow from 
childhood to youth, in the same way, after death, 
all four “bodily” levels are also not there at the 
same time, but unfold step by step. We become 
gradually aware of those bodies. After we have 
crossed through the gate of death our ego almost 
corresponds to that, which in this life we call our 
physical body. What is this ego?

Rudolf Steiner describes the ego – the “I” - in 
this context in very special terms by saying that 
here on earth our ego is more or less a fluid 
existence. I do not mean liquid, but a fluid state, 
flowing, changing its form of existence. Day after 
day our ego is renewed. We know it is the same 
ego, but it has new experiences, it reacts in a 
varied way; more and more new impressions 
come to our ego and they come as it passes 
through the portals of waking and sleeping. But 
behind the gate of death, dear friends, the ego is 
something which is fixed. It has been formed, it 
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is there and it is, as it were, unchangeable, 
unalterable. This is the way in which Rudolf Steiner 
spoke about it: After death the ego is a formed out 
spiritual Gestalt, which results out of the past life 
and is formed the way it is through death itself and 
nothing can be changed in this ego. Rudolf Steiner 
describes it more fully by saying that if you were to 
look over a field, all the different growing plants 
would be visible to you; in such a manner you see 
your ego after death. At that moment you would 
say to yourselves: “What do we see?” Dear friends, 
at that moment we see our ego as the great 
panorama of our existence on earth. All that we 
have thought, all that we have experienced, is now 
unfolded, as it were, in front of us in the sheath of 
the unfolding ether body – our existence, in the 
form of our experiences, is before us. Rudolf 
Steiner calls this the ego in this case.

Please understand this very clearly, dear friends, 
because only then will you understand the first 
level of our existence after death. Here on earth we 
experience things continually and every day anew; 
at the moment of death our experiences cease and 
all that we have experienced, all that our life was 
here on earth, is unfolded like a big script, or 
tableau – and there it is. We learn to look at this in 
the same way as we look into the world around us.

Again, dear friends, imagine that we look at 
ourselves. Our self is now outside and we behold 
it;  there is our childhood, father and mother and 
certain events which stand out; teachers and 
relatives;  perhaps an outing which is especially 
vivid in one’s memory; then the first years of our 
youth, the years of work, our children, our 
experiences in later life: All this is I; but the 'I' in 
this situation has become the world, the only world 
we can perceive: there is nothing else around me 
but 'I' myself.  This is my Ego and I breathe in the 
spirit–language of it, and look upon this panorama 
and know it is 'I'. 

When this phase is over, a new experience occurs. 
The second level of our existence appears, or we 
might say we become aware of it; but we become 
aware of it in such a way that we feel our gaze – 
although one can no longer speak of eyes – our 

gaze is drawn to one splendid point of our life and 
then it is suddenly turned and drawn to another 
part of our life. It is as if we were to stand at a 
window and somebody came from behind, took 
our head and turned it to look at one tree, then 
lifted it to look at a cloud and then turned it to look 
at a meadow. It is like that. As soon as we give 
ourselves up to this, we know that it is our spirit-
self, which begins to surround us. Within this spirit-
self, dear friends, spiritual beinghood appears 
around us. It might have been an Angelos who 
turned our gaze, or it might have been an Archai 
who pointed to an other event. Around us, so to 
speak, in the sphere of the Spirit-self, which 
becomes more and more apparent, being-hood is 
waking up and our loneliness comes to an end. 
Other spiritual beings appear around us.

When this has taken place, when this phase of 
existence is more and more fully worked through, 
another new experience comes and we feel our 
existence permeated by powers of life – sprouting, 
springing powers of life weave through our being 
and we feel renewed and revived, but we have to 
learn something about these powers of life forces. 
We have to learn to experience that whatever living 
being we now touch with these powers of life in 
our surrounding, they die – they die in such a way 
that soul and spirit forces are freed out of them, but 
life itself disappears, withers away. This is an 
entirely new experience because only at this point 
can we learn to understand what the spirit of life is 
in reality – the Life-Spirit, is unfolded around us.  

After this a fourth experience comes about. At this 
point the Spirit-Man, is born. Rudolf Steiner says 
that it is more and more difficult to find the right 
words to describe what is to be experienced here. 
He tries to explain that the powers of Spirit-Man 
are now such that they destroy all form, all Gestalt.

Dear friends, these are the four members of our 
existence between death and rebirth.  If you try to 
relate such knowledge to those who have already 
died, or if, for instance, you try to find the right 
images in order to help those who had to die 
without any teaching of spiritual science, then this 
can help them to understand what they now 
experience. We can try to guide them so that they 

can find their own 'I', then to their Spirit-Self, their 
Life-Spirit, their Spirit-Man. And if you are able to 
connect yourself intimately with all that Rudolf 
Steiner has so beautifully described, you will be 
able to see that this formed-out ego – what has 
been described as our tableau after death – will 
appear to you, for instance, in the form of the 
Youth in the fairy tale of Goethe. The Spirit-Self, 
directing the gaze to the various points of one’s 
own ego, is the Old Man with the Lamp; the Life-
Spirit, which, when touching anything, makes it 
die, this is the Beautiful Lily; and the Spirit-Man, 
which is the highest level of being in us, and 
which, beyond the threshold destroys form, is like 
the Green Snake which, after it has sacrificed itself 
and built the bridge, falls in thousands of precious 
stones into the river. If you offer such images to the 
dead, dear friends, – if you offer them a scene like 
the youth, for instance, lying dead surrounded by 
the magic circle of the snake and the bird hovering 
above directing the rays of the sun to his body and 
the beautiful lily and all the other figures around it; 
this is true nourishment; this is what the dead can 
eat and live on. This they can take in and it will 
change within their souls into spirit-knowledge 
with which they will understand their own 
existence. You see, dear friends, in this way we 
start to serve those who need us, who ask for our 
service.

Now, you will remember what I also tried to bring 
to you last Sunday, when I spoke about the 
difference in experience between the moment of 
birth and the moment of death. I described how 
birth is veiled in darkness. It is unconscious. We 
don't know anything about the moment of our 
birth. It lives beyond our existence like a dark 
centre, unknown to us. The moment of death is 
entirely different, because it is the point, it is the 
light, which shines continually, without any 
interruption through life between death and 
rebirth. It is before us continually. It radiates and 
gives us the point of consciousness. The further we 
go away from it, the stronger it radiates towards us. 
Beyond this point there is our physical body which 
we have laid down.  

Also, we have to know that many people have the 
possibility of not entirely falling asleep after they 

have died, but can follow what happens to their 
body which was laid down. And whether it is 
handed over to the powers of decay by being 
buried, or to the powers of fire when it is burned, 
it makes no difference. We observe this objectively 
in a similar way as we observe the weather. In a 
similar way we look down to our body and accept 
as a complete necessity that it disintegrates: we let 
it go with no concern, so to speak. However, it is 
different with the ether body. This I will now 
attempt to describe from a different angle.

I will describe it now not with regard to its 
content, because its content represents us, it 
represents our own ego – this very special ego of 
Mr. John Smith, who we were in the past life 
between birth and death. We will now look away 
from John Smith to the ether body itself. Not many 
who have died are able to see this immediately 
and clearly and know what it means, because in 
the same way as we have to learn here on earth in 
order to understand earthly existence, they also 
have to learn in order to understand life after 
death. If we enable ourselves to imagine this, to 
picture it, which we can do through study of 
Spiritual Science, then we are able to understand, 
and we find within this ether body two different 
kinds of forces. One force, we begin to realise, is 
one which will go, will leave us: it is the life body 
or life force of all living creatures – it will 
deteriorate, it will die. In a similar way we have to 
know that the life forces of the whole globe will 
disintegrate.  

However, there are other powers which will 
appear within this ether body. Rudolf Steiner 
describes how the second type of force is like the 
young shooting plants, growing forces, powers of 
life, and that these powers of life which radiate 
and begin to permeate the ever expanding ether 
body, like tiny little flames – are the powers of the 
Christ-Impulse which began at the moment when 
the blood of Christ on the Cross permeated the 
earthly ground. And there is still something else 
that can be experienced in this ever widening 
etheric body. Rudolf Steiner describes how in the 
ever widening expansion of our ether body after 
death there appears, stretched out, the Body of the 
Christ.  
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Thus we can imagine an ever widening ether body, 
wide as the whole firmament and in it the living 
powers of the Christ-Impulse, springing out of the 
Blood which had permeated the earth. And 
imprinted there, in this shroud of our ether body, 
the Body of the Christ Himself can be found.  This, 
dear friends, is the true image of the Holy Shroud. 
If you can follow this, then you will understand 
when I say that the body laid in the coffin is the 
altar; behind this altar the ether shroud of our own 
ether body widens and within this ether shroud the 
Body of the Christ appears – the Bread, and the 
Life of the Christ – the Wine. Immediately after 

death a service is celebrated, from which those 
who have died learn the certainty that mankind 
does not perish, but goes on to live as spiritual 
content of the earth.

This, dear friends, can be our Easter message this 
year: In spite of everything that happens, mankind 
does not perish but lives on as the spiritual content 
of this earth. In spite of everything that we have to 
meet today, this conviction, this certainty, this 
determination, this absolute Yes to the future of 
mankind, this we should inscribe into our hearts 
in the name of Christ.  
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A NEW DAWN

What I am unable to express 
you can utter it for me,
when I can no longer sense the immediate impact 
of my world 
you can guide me 
to the place which heals 

when the vast organon, 
which has allocated a place to a shadow 
of my former self, alleviates pressure 
on the strand between assent and forward momentum 
you can place my hand
where it can turn formlessness 
into a useful object. 

Notice the light 
from our candles reflecting in the other’s eye 
and that same glow conjuring a myriad 
of potentialities reflects in one’s own 

the revelation of the hierarchies furthering my destiny, 
with the same luminous impulse, articulates yours 

the voice 
I remember which guided me 
to you
is the same calling you received leading you to me. 

Slowly, 
then, 
as the darkness enters an even sharper contrast 
against concerted emanation 
and sympathy 
of intention is found between us, 
we’ll proceed to the brow of the hill 
where our presence will be discerned more clearly

each figure delineated 
with an ever-increasing clarity.

1945

The inception of Camphill
Newton Dee
Aberdeen
Scotland
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David Haun Wagner
May 11, 1998 – December 15, 2021

David (the name means Beloved) was born on May 
11, 1998, in Washington D.C. where he lived until 
2011 when he and his family – his parents, his 
older brother Michael and his older sister Jessi, 
moved to New York City. He graduated from 
Cooke Academy in 2019 and moved to Triform 
Camphill Community in September 2019.

He died in a tragic accident during morning work 
time in the Forestry program on December 15, 
2021.

In the short time he was with us here in Triform he 
graced us with his innocence of being while at the 
same time he was really himself.
Most of us know the photograph of Dr. Koenig 
with the child with Down Syndrome and this 
picture came to me when I first met David.

David came for his trial visit to Triform in February 
2019. I had not met him before his arrival in our 
house, White Pine, and he made himself right 
away comfortable. It seemed to be harder for his 
father and sister to say goodbye.

At that time we were looking after our daughter’s 
dog and David was not very comfortable with this 
but he showed us already then that by quiet 
observation from the periphery and consideration 
of all possible angles he was able to step over his 
shadow. When his father, John – David always 
called his father by his name John or John Wagner, 
never dad – came to pick him up he pointed to the 
dog laying on his bed (that’s how comfortable they 
got) - “This is my dog.”

He joined us in September of 2019 and slowly 
made Triform his home.

David joined us half a year before the world that 
we knew until then shut down. We were in house 
pods from mid-March until the end of June, so this 
was a bit of a different introduction to Community 
life.

David always had to have something in his hand, 
usually a Tupperware lid or an orange children’s 
shovel which he would flap. In his second year he 
managed to leave this at home when he went out 
to work.
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Once a week we would have cheese toast for 
supper watching a concert from the Berlin 
Philharmonics. He loved to move with the 
conductor, but he definitely did not like 
Shostakovich. To watch him listen to Beethoven 
was magical.

David loved being outside. Whether it was cold 
and snowing and he was racing down hills in his 
sled, or floating on an inner tube during the 
hottest days in summer, he was always happy to 
be outside. In the summertime there were many 
great nights spent out on the deck at White Pine 
listening to the bullfrogs croak, and there were a 
few times David would croak back, followed by 
some great belly laughs from all who were outside 
with him. 

David was an active part in our summer baseball 
games, on his first birthday in Triform he got a 
baseball mitt, the next year we had a game for his 
birthday. 

There were a few occasions during house cleaning 
where I would find him lounging in the sun while 
he should have been vacuuming his room. Ideally, 

David also “owned” his job – he unloaded the 
dishwasher sometimes at six in the morning, and 
did not like to be helped. Things went at their 
pace, slow and steady until they were finished. 

David loved helping with almost any chore or task 
when asked, especially in the house. He was one 
of the first to offer to help cook a meal when we 
were in house pods, and would put his apron on 
as soon as he knew that was his task for the day. 
He was consistently able to beautifully set the 
table, with his own intentional twists and surprises, 
as well as give each person the specific placemat, 
cup, or utensils perfectly chosen by him.  David 
would always do his best with preparing different 
vegetables, stirring pots, cleaning and putting away 
dishes, and would finish his busy morning by 
relaxing on the sofa still in his apron.
David was open to learning, to growing, to trying 
new things out. He reminded us daily of our task 
in Youth Guidance.

Though shy at first in afternoon classes such as 
Drama and Spatial Dynamics, David really got 
comfortable and was able to be a great participant. 
His careful observation let him learn at his pace, 
and once he was ready David was able to perform 
different movements beautifully, and with his own 
style of course. He was also an actor in multiple 
plays at Triform, and once he was practiced and 
ready was happy to be in the spotlight for these 
performances.

If you knew David you were sure to know how 
much he loved movies, especially anything to do 
with Minions or Frozen. He also knew almost 
every Disney song ever written, and could name 
the movie it was from after hearing only a single 
verse. In rest-hour he loved to watch Youtube films 
of the musical CATS; any language would do. 

He liked to listen to stories. The first year we read 
Momo and Peter Pan in the evenings as a house 
community. In his second house, Tourmaline, 
David loved listening to the stories of Harry Potter 
and Winnie the Pooh. 

He had a great sense of humor and was very 
caring. He was a very messy eater (and I mean it, I 
had never met anything like this before) and so he 
started to wear an apron at mealtimes. Another of 
the young men in our house did too and David 
would make sure to choose one for himself and 
one for the other young man and would put it on 
him. He insisted that the pocket of the apron had 
to face his belly.

He was loving, sitting down beside you and slowly 
his arm would come around you. On the other 
hand he did not like to be touched, that created 
tense situations with showering, toothbrushing, 
and especially shaving. I only once tried to cut his 
hair. When he got sick or hurt it took a while until 
he accepted medicine or any other treatment.

he would prefer to be either sitting on a bench 
or riding in the golf cart while outdoors, but 
even on our long walks he would find joy in 
finding the perfect stick, picking beautiful 
flowers, making sure none of his buddies were 
too far behind the group of walkers, or just 
looking at the clouds in the sky and singing, 
usually arm-in-arm with one of his friends.

David had so much joy. Even after he was a bit 
upset or frustrated in a given situation, he would 
come back just a short while later with his big 
smile, ready to move on to the next laugh. He 
had a beautiful way of acknowledging when 
others were there to help him, and even after 
finishing a challenging task such as shaving, he 
would say a heartfelt thank you and give a tight 
hug. He was full of love – for his family he 
would constantly talk about, and those around 
him every day. He even showed love for those 
who wouldn't outwardly show it to him and 
those he saw very infrequently. His compassion 
and heart were certainly admirable, and we all 
learned so much from him each day.  

–Sabine Steen and Ashley Aupperle

Patrick Lydon
July 12, 1950 - January 18, 2022

Patrick was born in Boston, Massachusetts, in 
1950, the youngest of six siblings in a family of 
Irish ancestry. His father, a telephone 
switchboard operator, had already been 
diagnosed with Parkinson’s Disease, was 
disabled and had retired. His mother Alice, with 
an interest in alternative socio-economic 
models, decided, with her husband’s illness, to 
acquire a small farm holding; thus Patrick spent 
his first three years there, an experience beyond 
his recall, but one that nicely teed up two of the 
great themes of his life: farming and gardening 
in a context of social inclusion and therapy; and 
the integration of work with home life. 
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When a call went out from Camphill elders in 
1978 announcing a request from parents in 
Ireland for a new Camphill school community for 
children with special needs, Patrick and Gladys 
answered, having both been equally inspired by 
the Camphill ideals; and thus began a love story 
in which life and vocation were forever 
intertwined.

This led to the founding of Camphill Community 
Ballytobin in 1979, with close friend John Clark, 
a musician and therapist, and Bernard Graves, a 
craftsman, and his wife Francis. With Gladys, a 
teacher and experienced homemaker providing 
the teaching and homemaking skills, the five of 
them were well able to successfully launch this 
new venture to also include children with 
exceptional support needs.
Thus, in the 22 years between 1979 and 2001, 
with his wife, Gladys, and others, Patrick had 
overseen the establishment of Camphill 
Community Ballytobin, including its magnificent 
Castalia Concert Hall, besides bringing up their 
own family of four children. 

In order to meet the further education and 
training needs of the Ballytobin school-leavers, 
Patrick supported the founding of four additional 
local communities, besides developing an 
extensive network of contacts involving private 
citizens and businesses, as well as local and 
national government offices.
He and Gladys then moved from Ballytobin to 
pioneer a new farming and gardening community 
at Westcourt and in Callan.

Their work at Ballytobin had also spawned the 
biogas energy plant on site, the Watergarden Café 
in Thomastown, and KCAT, the radically inclusive 
arts center in Callan, which grew from the 
recognition of artistic potential of a number of 
people living among them, particularly the 
discovery of the quiet genius of the Lydon’s dear 
friend and housemate, the late Georgie 
McCutcheon. Through the course of the years 
hundreds of young co-workers from around the 
world had challenging, life-changing community 

experiences living and working with Patrick and 
Gladys in Camphill for periods of 1-2 years, 
which they took home with them when they left, 
more often than not resulting in changes in their 
work and life direction.

In March 2021, Patrick received the life-
wrenching diagnosis of Motor Neuron Disease, a 
progressive muscular weakening that inevitably 
results in death.

Almost unbelievably, Patrick’s illness had a 
remarkable positive side to it, in that once again, 
together with Gladys, true community crystallised 
around them at a time when, for complex 
reasons, it had more or less ceased to exist in the 
original Camphill Communities in Ireland: friends 
and neighbours, including builders who had 
worked in Ballytobin and knew Patrick came and 
rebuilt their accommodation to meet his needs 
under the supervision of his friend and colleague, 
Mark Dwan; Due to Patrick’s increasing, and 
ultimately total physical incapacity others 
provided hands-on intimate care with Gladys 
when the Health Service carers were not 
available, and yet others provided direct support 
for Gladys, who was always at the center of 
meeting Patrick’s 24-hour needs by doing 
housework or cooking meals.

Patrick died 11 months after the illness was 
diagnosed, and once again the bonds of 
Community were evident, a gift the two of them 
have been so able to bring about for so many 
people for so many years. 

Patrick was a local legend, an act no one could 
follow. But he would be bitterly disappointed if 
his legacy was not acted on. Our challenge for 
the future then is to follow the path of his 
footsteps and build on his legacy.

Thinking about Patrick, and how to follow in his 
footsteps, the image of Good King Wenceslas 
came to mind; how in the well-known carol, he 
offered succour, food, warmth and wine to the 
poor man from underneath the mountain, and 

how the carol describes that his servant, exhausted 
to the point of collapse:

 “In his master’s steps he trod
Where the snow lay dinted 
Heat was in the very sod

Which the saint had printed
Therefor Christian men be sure,

Wealth or rank possessing,
Ye who now will bless the poor
Shall yourselves find blessing.”

Patrick was no King, far from it, and would hate to 
be thought of as such; but he was a leader of 
undoubted capacities and was an example in so 
many ways for us to follow.

For all of that he will be greatly missed, and we 
are truly grateful to him for it.

Also, deeply missed and celebrated by his loving 
family, Patrick leaves his wife Gladys, his two 
daughters Sarah and Ruth and two sons Dominic 
and Colum, plus eight grandchildren, and three 
brothers, Peter, Christopher and Michael.

–Nick Blitz

In their home, making money was never a priority, 
but the life of the mind was revered and his 
mother, Alice, ambitious for her bright children, 
industriously ensured they all got scholarships to 
‘good’ schools. At sixteen, Patrick was accepted at 
the Phillips Exeter Academy in New Hampshire. 
That the school motto was Non Sibi (‘not for the 
self’) mattered little to him then, but its message 
was later at the heart of all his projects. Indeed, in 
2001 he received the annual Non Sibi award by 
the school, for his life and work in Camphill.

On leaving school, his disenchantment with the 
trends of American life – its systemic racism, its 
notions of personal success, its military-industrial 
complex and its war in Vietnam – were all 
weighing heavily on him. Entering Yale, he was 
drafted for that war, but took the option of 
deferring it for a year, and enrolled at Trinity 
College Dublin, subsequently staying on in Ireland 
for the rest of his life, a country to which he had 
always felt a deep connection. In 1972 Patrick 
discovered and joined the newly founded 
Camphill Community Duffcarrig, in Co. Wexford, 
the first to be set up in the Republic. There, he said 
“a door opened, and I went through it:” he had 
found his life's mission. Camphill Duffcarrig, like 
many Camphill Communities, was a life-sharing 
community based on a largely self-sustaining, 
organic farm and garden. There, working to do 
what was necessary and in return having his needs 
met, Patrick, like many others coming to live and 
work in Camphill, found his life enriched. In 
Duffcarrig Patrick learned gardening, soon to 
become an abiding interest and passion.

After two years, recognising the need for a 
thorough apprenticeship in farming, Patrick left 
Duffcarrig for a rewarding year of hard work on a 
farm in Co. Carlow. From there, in 1976, he went 
to Camphill Newton Dee, in Aberdeen, Scotland, 
to put his new skills to use in a social farming 
context. There, on his daily milk deliveries he met 
Gladys Kinghorn, a teacher in the adjoining 
Camphill School for children. 
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Gladys Kinghorn, a teacher in the adjoining 
Camphill School for children. 



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.

14 15

Nicholas Poole
1944-2022

After receiving the Last Anointing, Nicholas Poole, 
passed away on Jan. 31, 2022. He was surrounded 
by family – his wife, son, brother and sister all 
managed to be present.

In the words of a friend:

Known to many of us as Nick, he was a committed 
Camphill coworker for most of his adult life. He, 
together with his wife, Paule, carried a household 
in Botton Village, and as editor and publisher, he 
ran the Camphill Press, publishing many of our 
special Camphill publications, often under the 
name of T.W.T Publications. 

Nick was also a gifted lecturer, teacher in a variety 
of classes in Botton Village, a Class Reader and 
Camphill Community member.

He carried many responsibilities as a senior 
coworker in Botton Village, and was part of the 
group of coworkers to help bring about the more 
recently established Esk Valley Camphill 
Community in Danby Dale, North Yorkshire.

Nicholas was born on May 24, 1944. He was a 
man who, for decades, served Camphill Village life 
with warmth, deep commitment and devotion to 
Camphill Essentials. He held an astute perception 
towards upholding the dignity of all members of a 
Camphill Village. And he had, amongst other 
personal qualities, a fine sense of humour. 

–Emily Gerhardt, daughter

Hendrik Verhoeven
1945 – 2022

Hendrik Verhoeven, whom many knew as a long-
standing Camphill coworker and colleague, died on 
January 3, 2022. Hendrik was admitted to a local 
hospital in early November having had a fall at 
home and breaking his femur. Whilst there he fought 
off pneumonia and seemed to be making good 
progress but succumbed to a heart attack.

Hendrik, his wife Mimi and their family moved from 
Belgium to join the Sheiling School in August 1982 
as house parents in the Sheiling House. He was 
active in the Camphill Region and carried the 
finances of the Sheiling School.

In 1992 Hendrik suffered a stroke and in 1993 the 
family moved to the Lantern Community. Following 
a period of recuperation, and with great courage and 
determination, Hendrik once again involved himself 
in finances both for the Lantern Community and the 
growing Sheiling Trust, a task he discharged 
faithfully and conscientiously for many years. 

Hendrik’s strong community spirit, insight, guidance 
and wonderful sense of humour will be sadly 
missed, but many will have been enriched by 
knowing him.

– Simon Figg
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Michael Burgess Green
1957 - 2021

Michael was born on the Old Kent Road in 
London, a true Londoner, and as a young man was 
an adventurous soul, taking off to travel the world 
and only stopping when he met his future wife Tina 
in the early ’80s. They went on to have two 
children, Natalie and Edmund. Michael became a 

tree surgeon and later trained in biodynamic 
farming at Emerson College. He loved the 
outdoors and especially woodland walks. Through 
their children they discovered the South London 
Steiner School and Anthroposophy. He was a great 
support to this school in its early years, 
fundraising, looking after the building, running, 
with Tina the school charity shop, as well as 
teaching gardening. Later he and Tina heard about 
Camphill and the family moved to Delrow 
Community, north of London, in the late 1990s, 
the children attending Kings Langley school. 
Michael became a key member of the 
management team and they were in Delrow until 
2014 when they moved to Stroud and joined 
Gannicox Community in 2015. Michael loved 
community life, became involved in the Camphill 
Movement, mainly in the U.K., was a Service 
Holder and Class Member. He loved the theatre, 
Shakespeare especially, and was a seeker and 
interested in megalithic culture and other spiritual 
streams such as the Knights Templar and would go 
out of his way to visit special places. This summer 
he and Tina attended the Class Members and 
Foundation Stone Meditation workshops at Rudolf 
Steiner House in London. These recent 
experiences can be seen as a preparation for the 
journey on which he has now embarked.

–Tina Green, Natalie and Edmund 

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, 

it lives on unimpaired in each human individual. It is the aim of the Camphill movement to stand for this ‘Image of the Human Being’ as expounded in Rudolf Steiner’s work, so that 

contemporary knowledge of the human being may be enflamed by the power of love. Camphill Correspondence tries to facilitate this work through free exchange within and beyond 

the Camphill movement. Therefore, the Staff of Mercury, the sign of communication which binds the parts of the organism into the whole, is combined with the Dove in the logo of 

Camphill Correspondence.
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