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PUBLISHERS PREFACE

THIS new revised edition of “Beyond the Himalayasfers
from the original edition as some words have beerected to
actual spellings and by the inclusion of additiomalterial such
as photographs and maps. Footnotes have beeneaddadjive
further information to words and personages nameha text.

Where the author uses actual place-names forgetia
monasteries etc., only those sighted on currengigphical maps
of Tibet appear on the maps designed for thisaditi



FOREWORD

To you, the reader of this book, | want to saig book is
not written merely as a history of my travels ibdi, neither is
it meant to be a display of words to reveal thallrior the Truth
cannot be revealed in words. Neither should itdaglrfrom an
intellectual point of view so as to give pleasuré¢hte mind; nor
IS it meant to give you a new religion or a nevhatity or belief.

It is meant to open up, to awaken the inner Bélnag is
closed up, asleep, to become aware of the powdrpaasibilities
of the Real Self, so that you are no longer thke Igersonality
with a limited life, but a centre of Universal axtiand in direct
contact with Cosmic Forces. Then you will no longer the
unwilling plaything of fate but a conscious MastérNature,
liberated from the imprisoned smallness and surf@griof the
gross human body.

It will take you beyond every mental idealistidtave of
ideas and ideals belonging to the mind, which alg lwalf-truths.

It shows you how to bring the supramental powethef
Divine Consciousness into the ignorant mind, tramaing the
mind and body, thereby creating a Divine Life inttaa

To the critic | would say, do not criticise anytbiyou
know nothing about. If your beliefs prevent yourfraccepting
what | say, you will know why by reading this bowokth an
open mind.

To the dogmatist, this book can only help you wigen
understand what dogma is and how you have acqitired

To the reviewer, do not review this book if yourdud under-
stand yourself—otherwise it will expose your ladknasdom.

To the earnest seeker, | do not want you to aeceat | say
or it may become another belief.

A belief only hinders the revealing of the TruBelieving or
disbelieving, accepting or rejecting, will not giyeu understanding.
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Cleanse your mind first by discerning impersonallyyou have
read or heard, and you will find a silence thatas of time in
which the Truth will be revealed to you.

To the atheist, you think you are a disbelievdryjow have
just another belief which prevents you from un@erding. Search
your mind and see what formulations you have ccedtere;
then you will realise how ignorant you are of theaRTruth.

To those who are caught up in the various philbss)
religious organisations, etc., | would say, examimat these are
first before you read this book or you will be mgreeading
your own conditioning into it. Free your mind froatl fear,
superstition and belief, and then there will beimmediate
transformation, for the Truth is Eternal and Eversent in the
Now.

Immediately you get rid of your mental formulasoryour
imitations, by understanding what they are and tioey have
come about, the Truth will be revealed instanthuth is not a
matter of time or becoming.

Becoming is always tomorrow—this is going awayniro
Reality-Truth. Being now, is Truth. If Truth is nNbw, it never
will be tomorrow. Living in the Now, moment to momntethis
is Truth.

There cannot be any memory, or right or wrongt pas
future, when you live in the Now; there can onlyllmve and
Affection whichis Truth.

Being Now, is Real; Being Now, is loving and triiling:
Being Now, is Eternal Life in which there is no teaAll else
Is made up in your mind.

Your reactionswill tell you how your mind is made up,
because Truth is not made up, and has no reatttisrthe mind
that reacts according to its conditioning; therefaratch your
reactions and you will see how you are caught up.

Everyone reacts differently according to his ar imental
make-up.

If you believe or if you disbelieve, if you rejemt accept, if
you feel that it is disturbing your pet ideas, yoelrgious beliefs,



FOREWORD

if you are in any way mentally disturbed, it shawwat you are
not free. Your reactions may be automatic, whiabwshyou are
bound, hand and foot.

Note your reactions and you will understand tHewsith
its bundle of theories, its formulations, its likaad dislikes,
beliefs, ideas, its hates, its jealousies, itsgami@ms, its wants.
Then you will know how far you are from the Truth.

Geshi Rimpoche, who is mentioned in this book,jgessed
from the physical and | have since spoken to hiryipg that
there is no separation except in the mind of man.

My friend is still in the flesh in Tibet, and thgli he has
travelled in the astral many times since helpingmmay work,
his name is purposely not mentioned, at his owmesy so
that he may not be troubled by curiosity-seekerand out of
Asia.

THE AUTHOR
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INTRODUCTION

IN my introduction to my book he Higher Power You
Can Usd wrote the following words:

“| feel it a great honour to be the bearer of thisssage to
the world; but | do not claim any special privileger do | claim
any spiritual quality that makes me any differeotrf my fellow-
men.

“For many years | have been an earnest workeaatadent
of the Inner Teachings, healing the sick and teachihat | knew
of the Truth all over the world, and | have methnatvery large
measure of success. For this | alone was not whedlyonsible—
as | now know—having been spiritually helped anddgd
throughout all these years of probation.

“It was not until one night when a mysterious Y0si
appeared to me that | knew what my real mission Wasspoke
these words: ‘| have been with you a long timeymu knew it
not. But now the time has come for me to make niygewn
to you. | will guide you to the Himalayas in Tibethere you
shall receive instructions for your real missioray are called
but few are chosen; are you prepared to leavenallfallow
me? Fear not, for the world will rejoice—the messggu will
bear will take away the confusion fraime minds of the people;
and those who will hear you are my people. | wél oy your
side and your strength shall not fail, for whom Gwas chosen
He shall sustain.” Then he took his departure sty as he
had come.

“From that time on | was directed step by stethtogreat
Himalayas in Tibet; and there in the hidden recessfethe
majestic snow-clad mountains, where the atmospkese clear
and the vibrations so pure that heaven opens timetearth, in
that glorious state where heaven and earth arenaslowvas
instructed what to do and where to go. During njp@sm there
| withessed spiritual manifestations so wonderhattwords
utterly fail to describe them. Later | will preseaatthe world, in
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book form, details of these happenings—what | sad/tzeard,
also my travels and experiences, with descriptointhe way
to the most inaccessible parts of the Great Tibetiamalayas.
| shall also reveal the joys and ecstasy of meatiaiy with

the Masters, whose love, sympathy and simplicitthessecret
of their mighty Power. For Love is God and God @vé. ‘For

He so loved the world that He sent His only bego&en, that
they who hearken unto Him will find eternal immdtye When

the Soul is ready the Master appears, and thoseandoeady
will hear and know the Master’s voice proclaimirigraations
one nation, all peoples one people, all life onke;Lone Tree
with many branches, but the same Life in all: Omall and all
in One.

“l, myself, make no claim; | am just a voice iretilder-
ness calling to the sons and daughters of God &aokba unto
the Truth. For this | was told | was born.”

| have since written nine other books, the nanfieghich
appear on the front page. Now the time has comgit® the book
| promised in my introduction tdhe Higher Power You Can Use.

Firstly, | am going to tell you something aboutsalf and
how the desire for this great adventure first came my life.

This is by no means an autobiography, for | wowdd like
to write my own, | will leave that for someone else

Many people have asked me why | went to Tibet.|Wel
behind it all there is a fascinating story and Il wiake it as clear
and brief as possible.

In most people’s lives there is a living forcettisaseldom
realised, pushing them on to a goal of which thag ho idea.
That was the case in my life.

Now this book is neither a literary display of Wemor a
fairy tale; neither is it a book to reveal the Trttho book can
ever do that. | will write just as the thoughts aturrences
come into my mind.

If you read this book aloud it will benefit youesv more;
for the Spirit alone has voice.
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CHAPTER 1

| WAS born and brought up in the Highlands of $uood.
As a boy | remember well the many psychic expegsnehich
began for me at the early age of seven years.

The invisible world, from which only a veil septaa us,
was as clear to me as the physical, for | was latim this gift,
if one could call it a gift, and | am sure that ladive it, though
they know it not.

| would relate some of these experiences to mgnsrand
what | knew, but they did not encourage me—I wasaocurate
for most people’s liking!

When | was quite young and going to school, sooukb
came into my possession, yet | do not know how.yThere
books of the ancient Yoga and you may think itrejg but
| seemed to know and understand with a clarity d#maazed my
elders.

Yet there was something these books could notell
| could not explain what it was. But now, whendldack, | must
have known what it was. The fact was, these boaks gie only
an idea, but an idea is not the thing itself, ahdve since realised
this fully.

The word “Life” or the idea of Life is not Life;aither is
the word “God” God. Every preacher and teacherymg to
tell you what Life is, yet they can give you only mlea of It,
and that is not Life. It is because we have so nuiffgrent
ideas that we have so much separation and strifeligion,
groups and nationalities in the world today.

| was about seven years old when | saw the fatieealesus.
It was a living face animated with Life, not thdleetion of a
picture that my senses could have seen from a boakpro-
duction. It was alive and living just like you arrek.

11
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The effect on me was too much, and | was put tbarel
lived on rum and milk with a beaten-up egg in hisTwas my
only food. The doctor said my heart had moved tmahées out
of its place.

This bed business was boring me to tears, whemuame-
ing | heard a voice saying, “Get up! Go outside and jump!”
| did so and was well from that moment. This coogthme more
than ever that there was no death, that othersiégshose in
the physical were alive, and | was determinednd fiut more
about it. What amazed the doctors was that | washamdred
per cent fit from that very moment.

It was after this that | found that | could jumprh a great
height and hold myself almost in mid-air and coroevidl lightly
on my toes. Although | could not yet understand rtreaning
of it all, | had read about it in the Yoga booksiethwere my
treasured possessions.

| read how the Yogi could levitate themselves, hnulst
have been doing something similar without a knog#edf the
methods used.

The many things | did fearlessly caused my pareetg
many anxious moments. Although they knew | wasdfit from
the others, yet their anxiety about me still reradimnd | was
very conscious of this fact.

The winter nights were a great pleasure to msed wo sit in
front of the huge log fire in our ancestral homsy, mght foot
always on the railing in front of the fire and nacket on the
back of my chair. In my boyhood days | always wBootland’s
national dress, the comfortable kilt, up to the afyéfteen years,
and often wore it at the Highland games in whidlodk part
whenever the opportunity arose.

Above the mantelpiece hung the great claymore rihat
forefathers had fought with in many battles, inahgdthe battle
of Culloden Moor.*

On both sides of the mantelpiece were swords @&idlp
that the Clan MacDonald had used in their raidéhen_owlands
and over the English border.

* see page 25.
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| would listen intently to my father telling us tife many
stories of adventure of the MacDonald clan, he woallso
relate some of his own adventures, for he hadedsihany
foreign lands and we used to listen to these stamer and
over again. | never tired of them and they fostareche that
wanderlust, coupled with my mind’s desire for knegge, that
was to lead me away into so many parts of the waédl grew
older this passion grew stronger and strongerghbdo spread
my wings to take flight to distant lands.

All Scots people are adamant that their childreukl have
a good education, so | was sent to the universitytaough |
studied medicine it had no appeal for me; it wée lireating
some dead thing, when | knew that Life was the twilyg power.
Yet this background helped me later in my work eélmg all
over the world. Some of the miraculous resultslll @iplain later
in another book.

| made up my mind to go to India, and there | fdine
Yogi and gained a great deal of wisdom and knowdedt
| was not yet satisfied, even though it was leadmg to the
goal | desired. Although | had visited India seVéiraes | was
still not satisfied.

| sailed up the Persian Gulf to Basra. From thérekked
up the Tigris River and crossed over the desdahdadEuphrates.
| lived with the Arabs and roamed the ancient cityBaghdad
with all its picturesque mosques and minarets,cegdlthe ancient
ruins of Babylon, and searched ancient Persia ahesthe for
relics of old Bible stories.

When the first World War came in 1914 | joined ightand
Regiment, became a commissioned officer and wasdada
the Military Cross, also a foreign decoration faviag life under
gun-fire and was wounded four times in doing sdeAfhe war
| again went to India, through China and Japanrerntwo French
Indo-China where | explored the ancient Cambodiansrof a
civilisation that seemed to have disappeared ogbtrand left
behind magnificent relics as the only evidencd®ékistence.

13
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| then crossed Canada from east to west and wessddt,
motored more than six thousand miles in the UnB&des and
visited Mexico and South America. | trekked throujhica and
explored the ancient ruins of Zimbabwe in Rhodediare, it
Is said, a civilisation existed four thousand yesys, and around
which Rider Haggardwrote his book$SheandKing Solomon’s
Mines.Similar ruins have been found in Brazil and | ththlat
the similarity of the ruins point to something imnemon. Some
day our archaeologists may throw some light orotigen of this
ancient civilisation.

| retraced the steps of Livingstérand Stanleyand explored
the Zambezi River above the mighty Victoria Fdllstudied the
ruins of ancient Egypt and visited most places umoge, also
travelled through Australia and New Zealand and 3oeith
Pacific Islands. | travelled to the four cornerstioé earth and
sailed the seven seas. | did healing and teachiogea the world
and became well-known on the four continents, betgreatest
adventure of my life had not yet been fulfilled—ioyrney into
the forbidden land of mysterious Tibet, the rootled world.

| had a unique experience. Already | had giverhojpe of
ever reaching my goal and then a figure appearedetdelling
me to go to Africa, from where | would again golnaolia. The
figure gave me all details of the route | shoukktaelling me
that | would be met by someone who would guide mgerson
beyond the Himalayas.

(This interesting and extraordinary incident corbesk
to mind, and | must relate it because it has aitbgan what
followed. | had just come away from Tibet and wasng my
first lecture in Montreal, Canada. It happened tiks. | had been
lecturing for about half-an-hour, everyone was es@aand the
doors were closed. Mrs. Chishdliand the ushers were standing
in the foyer outside, when the figure of a man appe as from
nowhere and said: “Tell him | am pleased he hasdehat
| asked of him.” No sooner than the words were Hagdfigure
disappeared. This was seen by several peoplew #reanswer,
but they did not. Some are still talking about teigerience;
only the other day | had a letter from a lady inritteal who was

1-4. See page 25 14



CHAPTER 1

there when the incident took place and she refdradin her
letter.)

You can well imagine the excitement that set mgrhe
beating as the shimchangasailed up the Hoogli River into
Calcutta (this ship | had boarded at Durban, Séiftica).

The great moment was near, and though this wafftihe
time | had been to India there was something net fagsh
about it. To meet someone | had never seen inl¢gisé fvas a
thrilling anticipation.

As the ship drew into the wharf the babbling veicd
hundreds of coolies drowned my conversation with firople
around me.

| lost no time in getting ashore, and | was saamosinded
by dozens of willing hands mostly looking for rupesnd annas.
But having been to India several times | had lecutheir ways
and was able to speak in a language they undetstood

| searched all round, looking for someone to ras®Eas no
one appeared | was crestfallen. Was all this a,hoaondered?
After most of the passengers had left | got my Gywggage on its
way and proceeded to the Grand Hotel situateceilCtiowringee,
opposite the Calcutta Domain.

| settled there for a few days and visited my foidnds
Swami Yoganandaand Swami Ramahaalso a few more of the
Yogi | knew. | discussed my problems with them #rel/ advised
me not to give up but to go on over the Himalayas ldeyond
If necessary, and | was sure to meet the one wbkesio me.

So in the afternoon | took a taxi to the railwaati®n to
arrange my train transport to Siliguri in northé8engal, the
furthest point to which the main railway goes tosigathe great
Himalayas.

The taxi-driver, a Sikh with an angelic face, nelgal me
as a raw tourist and was taking me for a ride hiiproceeded
in the opposite direction. | knew his game and diettito teach
him a lesson. So when we finally reached the statie said,
“Five rupees, Sahib!” | handed him two rupees, Whi@s more
than the normal fare, and | told him in his owngaage that he
was lucky | did not report him for his was a sesaffence.

5-6. See page 25 15
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You should have seen his face! The angelic lookpheared,
and without a murmur, disgusted with himself, heveyr off.

In the evening | visited a Colonel friend of mivao was
with me when | was attached to the Indian Armywsdes a student
of the deeper things of Life and we had enjoyetbsedriendship
till he passed from this earth into the higher Li&ce he passed
he has no doubt satisfied his deep desire forereasdom and
knowledge.

He put on mufti (civilian clothes) and we went dote the
Bhodi Institute, a select Indian club, where thaddi professors,
doctors, Yogi and the like congregated.

My friend, Professor Shasfria professor in the Calcutta
University, was giving an address on Ancient Satskn which
he was considered the greatest authority in thédwéncient
Sanskrit is the writing of an Ancian Indian cultiseemingly
far in advance of any of our culture in the Westretoday.

It was not long before | was recognised and #feeaddress
| was immediately invited to the platform and wakeal to give
an account of my wanderings since | was last iir thedst and
what | was doing now. So | told them, and | must theat their
interest was profound.

Some of the great Indian teachers were thereydiu)
Sri Aurobindd ( of whom | wrote in my boopiritual and Mental
Healing, Swami Yogananda, Swami Ramana the great Indian
scientist, Tagorelndia’s national poet, and the great Gandhi
himself, besides many more of India’s leading kght

My Colonel friend turned to me and said, “I ablbe
inflated idea of superiority of some of our own pkohere in
India which prevents them from understanding tlghdni things
of Life, and when they leave they are even morkated, but
only with their own ignorance unfortunately, whigbes to show
the depraved state of their immature mentalitythie world it
Is the humble that are great, and we only becomebhaiwhen
we begin to get wisdom, and when we acquire wisdarare
humbler still. This germ of greatness must be borhe forth-

7-10. See page 25
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coming generation or we are doomed to completevioipli’
| agreed with him and so do all right-thinking p&op

Two days later | took my departure from Calcuttéhie train
bound for Siliguri. You have to keep your carrigigers locked on
the inside, otherwise your compartment will be owerwith all
kinds of people, notwithstanding the fact that ywve your
compartment reserved, and a notice to that effegtial/ed on
the outside. This, however, makes no differenctihdéotravelling
mob, and it is a most difficult job to get them ouate they get in.

When | reached Siliguri, the end of the main raijwo
northern Bengal, | saw the little mountain railwagin that
would take me further on towards the Himalayas! Alsanged
from one train to the other | sensed a nasty swuadl,on looking
round | saw a leper holding out what were at onmeethands,
now covered in dirty sacking. Lepers at that tinegennot allowed
to come nearer than within three feet of you.

| took pity on the leper and handed him a rupdegman
Indian policeman came along and hit him with hisecd remon-
strated with him and said, “You are hitting youfselo you
know that?”

With an amazed look on his face, | left him wornlgy
and walked off, letting him think it out for himsel

Lepers today are mostly allowed their freedomyipresly
they were hounded down and placed in leper colofibss
sent many into hiding and they spread the diséagenow they
are treated with injections of a combination of dh@ogra oil
and other new drugs which have been very successfille
termination of the disease.

The little mountain railway carriages were onlytopmy
shoulder; the tiny engine was painted green, dnithalcarriages
were painted red. | had to bend down to entemidvehile sitting,
my head touched the roof. One could hardly créwit such a
tiny engine had power enough to draw about a doaerages
behind it up very steep grades. My thoughts tutonetie steam
that made it possible. This thought made me re#igeit is the
Life that makes it possible for us to do all thengjs we do; the

17
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body has no power of its own, just as the engirsenmapower
of its own.

Thus | started off on a further stage of my joyrrié/e
crawled under viaducts making complete circlespilog the loop,
crossing over the very viaduct that we crawled wral@out
half-an-hour before, and still we crawled highed d&ngher up
the mountainside. Zigzagging and looping the lowp proceeded
on our way till we reached about five thousand,fedtere we
stopped at a place called Gillikola, and here Iafbt

The train goes as far as Darjeeling, which isntiaén town
In Nepal, and it is situated at the foot of theagtdimalayas.

On the platform were waiting a number of sturdyidi
mountain women not more than four feet in heigatghewith a
strap over her head, hanging over her shouldersdanah her
back. They immediately came forward and put thegimgnstrap
under the heavy boxes and lifted them as if thesevee many
matchboxes.

| was amazed to see their strength, but | foundais a
knack; the drag was across the forehead and ogeshibulders,
the weight resting on the back. | was told that afithese women
carried a piano all the way from Kalimpong to Delijgg, a matter
of thirty-odd miles.

| took the car | had ordered to meet me at Giiikand off
we went, still climbing and zig-zagging up the mtain till we
reached Kalimpong. This town in the Himalayas & skarting
point of the trade route between India, Sikkim ditgket. From
here everything is taken over road and tracks wiiebome
very narrow, in some parts not more than a few\ieee.

In Kalimpong | found a motley crowd of people, ilzas,
Tibetans, people from Sikkim, people from Nepabge from
Bhutan, and quite a number of White people who wakeng
their holidays in the mountain air, away from theahand the
humidity of Calcutta.

The hill states of Nepal, Sikkim and Bhutan sejgahadia
from Tibet. So Kalimpong becomes even a more ingmbrt
town than Darjeeling, especially as the trade rotads there.

18
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Here | gathered together my caravan, which induae
interpreter, a personal bearer and bodyguard, awhanknew
the ropes of all the brigands roaming the tradéesad hired a
Tibetan pony for myself, one for my interpretergeofor my
bodyguard, and one for my Indian bearer, two makgack-
animals, and three porters.

All goods coming from and going to Tibet are aadron
the backs of donkeys, mules and porters. From Kading they
are transported by road and rail to Calcutta, tbetac other
destinations. The tea that comes from Darjeelingoisveyed
by the mountain railway to Siliguri, then on theimailway to
Calcutta, then shipped to all parts of the world.

In Kalimpong | met a namesake, a Mr. MacDonald who
kept the Himalayan Hotel. He was half-Tibetan, som of a
Mr. MacDonald from Scotland, at one time Britishde agent
at Yatung in Tibet, and who had married a Tibetaman.

Mr. MacDonald and | became friends. He could speak
Tibetan, Hindustani and English perfectly, and t down to
learning as much of Tibetan as | could in the timas with him.
| could already speak Hindustani and this helpatequlot.

| had to wait in Kalimpong until my permit to enfEbet
arrived, and during this period | gave much thouglthe stranger
whom | was to meet. | anticipated that | would hawego as
far as Tibet to find him. He had met me neitheCadcutta nor
in Kalimpong when | arrived, but | considered ituhabbe foolish
to turn back. | must go on. Something inside md, safou must
go on.”

| had been there for three days when | was walllimgn
towards the town from the house | was staying saw a man
dressed in a purple gown slightly more purple tti@ Lama
cloak. | could not take my eyes off him, so muahlte attract me.

He came straight up to me and said, “You haveredli
my son,” in perfect English. | was so taken ab&ek t could not
speak at once, for | had no thought of being mdétadiimpong
now, especially as | had not been met on my arrival

19
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He put his right hand on my left shoulder andli & if
| was charged with electricity. Then he said, “/bdeen with
you a long time, but you knew it not.” | knew thasgerds, they
had rung in my mind for a very long time.

Then he revealed what he knew about me, the thidgk
and the things | should have done, and perhaphitigs | should
not have done, which after all, he explained, aitl matter very
much.

| knew that he must have been with me for a vamg time
because my life to him was as an open book, amré thas no
use telling him where | had been. What | wantedtmosy was
to try to let him know what | knew. So | began isaburse on
philosophy and higher metaphysics. | went on fansdime
(I could not tell you how long, for time seemeddisappear)
and he listened to me very quietly. | thought tHaad made an
Impression, at least | would be worthy of his ietrin me.
Then he uttered these words:

“My son, it does not matter very much whethessitrue
or not, does it?”

If you had struck me with a sledgehammer | coalthave
been more stunned. Then | heard him say to me:

“I will see you tomorrow, my son, and all is beiaganged
for your journey. Everything is being taken care of

He then turned and went down the path, leavingatadly
empty—that is what | was, empty!

| thought deeply about what he had said, in tf@sevords
and it completely changed me. | could see thatrat, was made
up in my mind. | had missed the greatest in myifiee Living
Present. What | had, were mere words, ideas, im&gest a fool
| had been all these years!

And how thankful | was for those few words! | knéwat
at last | would find that for which | was seeking.

The following day he came early, with a smile atisfaction,
and said:
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“My son, | see that you have had your first lessbithe
Truth that sets men free. You were bound, but n®sed that
you have begun to free yourself.”

“But,” | said, “you did it!”

“Oh no,” he said, “my words could not have donanlkess
you were ready to receive.”

Then he said: “You will leave here a week todagmviiour
pass will arrive, | want you to go through the jleyglong by
the Teesta River and up through Sikkim to Gangtekant you
to have the experience of the jungle as well. F&angtok you
will cross the Natula Pass on into Yatung, the fos/n in Tibet.
You will then have further instructions from me.”

That week in Kalimpong was one of great joy, a @y
anticipation. Only once did | see him before | laftd | was
determined to ask him one question.

| said to him, “Meditation to me has been a diffiproblem
and | have found it so with others. Could you ssggay way
| should meditate?”

He said, “To know how to meditate is a very comple
problem. To follow any system, whether it be Easivest, is not
meditation. If you follow a system you shape youmdraccording
to a particular pattern and this is what you wardvoid.”

| said, “I know there is a lot of nonsense taughout
meditation by those who know little or nothing abii

“Yes, my son,” he said, “that is true, only toodr and you
are one of them who tried to teach this nonsense.”

| was not hurt by his remark, because | knew hme tt
was.

Then he said, “If you condition your mind you cahbe
free; meditation must lead to freedom, for only thied that is
free can discover the truth. When you understaagtbcess of
your mind, which you will do as we proceed durirfgege
months ahead, you will find greater freedom.”

(Months ahead! | had no idea of months ahead!aBus
fact it was months before | came away, and | ctalge stayed
beyond the Himalayas many more months.)
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While | was thinking he seemed to stop and listemy
inaudible thoughts, I at once realised that he ktiemn.

He smiled and then said, “There can be no freatioough
the discipline of any system, for this would onlpka you more
bound than you were before. Real meditation isstcogter what is
beyond the mind. A particular system prevents thednfrom
understanding, for it is merely self-hypnosis whishbinding
and destroying.”

Then he stopped while | began to rearrange mygimsu
| was the first to speak again, | said:

“Now | begin to see daylight.”

“Yes,” he went on, “in freedom alone is there tarea-
tiveness, and the mind must be clear of all belgfstems, and
discipline, free of all conditioning of any kindh&n you can
create through your own creativeness and not throog belief
or idea of another, which only makes you an imitdfo be aware
of the whole process of thinking, you will beginkiosow yourself
and it is this which leads to freedom. If you mgrbhve a
belief or an idea then you can never know whateigohd it,
but if you know what is a belief, what is an idd#n you can
get beyond, and there you will find that which saR which is
not an idea or a belief, but a Livingness that isrftal and
Ever-present.”

Yes, my mind was clearing. | was getting rid of igas,
my beliefs, my philosophies. A cleansing was takntaice and
| knew it. How could | show my gratitude, that wag thought
at that moment, when he uttered the words:

“Gratitude is the belief in separation, betweenrgelf and
Reality, but there is no separation. It is but lheion of the
mind that is caught up in separation, in beligisdeas and the
like.”

Then he said, “| have seen you sitting in a conmeditating,
trying to focus your mind on an image or an ideth@exclusion
of all else, but you were never successful in daagls it not
so that other thoughts rose up in your mind to eausonflict?
There can never be a quiet in the midst of conflibie conflict
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must cease before there is quiet. Quiet never coniesf conflict.
It is only when you understand conflict, that castflceases.
Quiet is the natural state of the mind that isinatonflict!

“Is it not so,” he went on, “that you spent mudhyour
time and energy in this wasteful battle of confletd gained
nothing in the end? You produced mental pictures tlat was
an illusion, not the meditation that leads to fieadand the
discovery of that which is beyond the mind, whidbna is
creative.”

“Oh!” | thought; | drew a long breath, | felt tHeeedom
| was looking for and his words rang in my mind, dbes not
matter very much whether it is true or not.” | vigsng to make
an idea the Truth, to make Reality out of an iged it could
not be done.

Then he said, “Reality is not made up in the mReality
Is. You do not make It, It comes into Being whemymind is
freed and not before. Then you will know that yoe the Truth,
that you are Life Itself.”

| now understood more than | had ever understddtiex
years of my life. | felt the joy of living in freedn. | could not put
it into words—there was something Real that | cowdtl define,
but | knew that | was alive, that what | made upriy mind was
not Reality.

The Creativeness was within and now | could lexftress
Itself, and the more free | was from beliefs, freystems, from
ideas, the greater It would become, | could se® ribiv! This
was the joy, and | could not hold back. He sawioit,he said in
his lovely voice:

“Son, that is all there is.”

“Yes,” | said, “my meditation was merely a form sé|f-
isolationin which | carried my private memories, my private
experiences which were not understood. | know noat tny
mind could never be free from that conditioningntiul under-
stood it.”

“Yes,” he said, “may | put it this way, you werding your
mind into a state of self-hypnosis by the constapetition of

23



BEYOND THE HIMALAYAS

words. But the mind that is forced into that statelead. Real
meditation is a true expression of Life. You onlylldd your
mind, and when the state ended your conditioning ware
apparent, was it not?”

| knew this to be true. Why could | not have stesbefore?
| thought. Again | knew he was reading my very thiats.

“Yes,” he continued, “you must know the ways o #elf,
your thoughts, by being impersonally aware of thioking at
yourself in your relationship to others and thengjsi you talk
about, just as you would observe someone elseeThethat
state, is the echoing of your conditioning which && observed
without condemning, without fear, freed from sucdmditioning.
In this way you will discover yourself, you will sehow you
have conditioned yourself, through your fear, yoondemning,
your criticism, your resistance, for these arenbgs of the self.

“In this freedom there is neither conflict norgion. In
this process there is true meditation.”

Then | said, “l see that freedom which is Trutleslmot
come into being through the search for It but tigfownder-
standing the whole structure of the self, withitslldesires, its
prejudices, its conditioning, its cherished illusp and when
these are discerned and understood they dissohay and
what is left is Reality—the Real self.”

“Yes, that is true,” he answered. “Meditationhie tliscovery
of the Real Self, not separated from other seletthat which
iIs Whole and complete, which is without conditiapiof any
kind. That experience is true meditation.

“When you see that your conditioned thought h&egin-
ning and ending in the self, being the producth& mind in
bondage, there is silence, not the silence thailled or the result
of hypnotisation but a silence that is not of tiraesilence that
IS not created, but the silence in which the Eteihaevealed,
this Silence being Eternity Itself.

“In this Silence there is the state of creatiohisTis the
silence the Master knows and which you also wilbwnlt is
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the Timeless that is Real, and is not conditiongdnemories
or experience and where conflict does not exist.

“So without understanding how you have conditioned
yourself and merely forced your mind to meditata iwaste of
time and energy which only creates more illusiam kilow your
thoughts and how they arise, and to understand lyondage,
Is the beginning of wisdom. If you do not understgourself,
meditation has no meaning, for, whatever you ptojeas in
accordance with your own conditioning and that bsiously
not Reality.”

| was aware now, aware of the mightiness of Redlitvas
aware of the mighty power he possessed and inhinaility
| knew that God could express Himself wholly. Hiegence
conveyed to me that same feeling, but | could estdbe it.

He rose up and blessed me. He felt my love gdoovdrds
him, for he said, “No one cometh unto me excepdugh the
Love of God.”

After he had gone | was speechless. It was agltheome
great mighty Power had come, and left with me aeef It and
| knew it would grow as | got more freedom.

| saw him again in the morning before | began myney
over the Himalayas, and he told me that he wouldtmee in
Yatung. He specially asked me not to mention hisea my
writings for reasons which you will understand faia.
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. . . JHE MONASTERY WAS CUNNINGLY SITUATED IN THE MOUNTAIN-SIDE
AND | DID NOT SEEIT UNTIL | WAS RIGHT THERE. . . .
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WHEN | had my caravan ready the contents seemesicto
erable, but in fact | had only bare necessarieadthtion | took
about fifty one-pound tins of Huntley & Palmer’ssbiits, as
these are a great delicacy to the Tibetans, edlgdoiathe lamas.
| depended upon them to some extent for assistanostly
from the head lama of the monasteries. This retognmivould
be of assistance, as | would be likely to be wekedrby the
populace also.

| also took with me a number of silk scarves, Whace the
traditional ceremonial gifts in Tibet. | was infaethof this courtesy
previously. If you place the silk scarf around tieek of the person
receiving the scarf, it is a sign that you conskdar your equal. If
the scarf is just handed to him he is considerec i you.

On all occasions | remembered to place the scatfral
the neck and it paid big dividends. The great lagrasted me
many privileges which | accepted with open arms.

| left the small town of Kalimpong and went downrtoi the
valley of the Teesta River. This river is considetbe fastest
flowing river in the world. Its colour is bluish wh, caused by
the melting of the snow and ice coming from theaggdaciers
in the Himalayas, especially the great glacierghaf mighty
Kanchenjungh the most beautiful peak of the great range of
the Himalayas and considered to be more difficaltcimb
than Mount Everest.

The valley became deeper and deeper and therrqealts a
mere track. This track is forced to follow the iogrwaters of
the Teesta through the gorges which have beenecréatough
the thousands of years of the waters’ continuogsachng. The
atmosphere on the lower levels was suffocating, asdrt of
humid smell came from the thick impenetrable jursgisrounding
us on all sides.

1. See page 44
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This deep green thick foliage, which it is impbésito
penetrate, is filled with elephant, rhino and tae¢ious Bengal
tiger, and there are hundreds of other wild aniraal$ reptiles,
such as leopards, monkeys, snakes and pythons.

| was glad when | began to climb out of this dgadmos-
phere. As we rose out of it, a clearing could bensleere and
there, revealing majestic scenery such as the elgers sees.
The blue sky looked like a canopy covering the gridiage,
with colourful rhododendron trees on the sideshef ihountains,
while the treacherous Teesta River rushed oveguthiag rocks
with the roar of an express train. These scenestdreleeply
printed in my memory, and | can well recall theml agrite.
| was fascinated by the wildness of it all; the mi@mins, the
jungle, the river, the track, the trees and thelpza of green
mingling together in one beautiful yet awe-insgirpanorama.

To realise that just off the track, hidden therg¢hie jungle,
might be certain death was enough to make one ,tlain& a
slip off the track into that howling torrent of tAieesta would
be a terrible fate.

As one clearing after another came into view lId¢cee the
peaks of the Himalayas in the distance covered thiheternal
snows, and | knew that in a day or two | must ctbespass that
separates these peaks.

| was exhilarated knowing that at last | was ttymy way
to the great adventure of my life, and | lookednard with joy
and anticipation to what was going to happen irftitere.

| had no fear, because | was told that all wowdwell
with me, and | was ready to face any danger witifidence.

| knew that secreted somewhere beyond these great
Himalayan mountains was the mystery | was bourmbiee.

The first day we travelled twelve miles, a good/sla
march. We pulled up at a small village on the sitléhe river.
Around the huts which were built on poles seveeat foff the
ground there was a fairly large clearing with stmids where
the beasts are kept at night, safe from maraudgegst and
leopards. There was an official hut on the way, thig was
occupied for the night, so we chose the next st t
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| chose a small hut on the hillside, above thiagé; this
hut was made of grass canvas. My bearer said td'Sadib,
do you think it is safe up there?”

“Well,” | replied, “it is better than down amonie cattle—
and others must have slept there before me, I'm.’sur

The hut was about two feet from the hillside whicd
been cut away so that it could fit in. My bearet gat my
sleeping bag, and after a wash (a basin and apaiater had
been provided for me) | had supper. Then | turmed had a
healthy tiredness and fell off to sleep almost irdiately.

During the night | was awakened by the presencanof
animal between the hillside and my flimsy hut; &isrobviously
smelling for something and it made a growling sarnoise.
| knew it was a tiger or a leopard and | must frgghit away
before it got any bolder. So | took the basin dfilvater that | had
washed in and let it fly, followed by the pail, tine direction
where | thought the animal was. All this made sadiell of a
noise that the beast must have got a terrific frifgr it gave a
fierce growl and bolted. Shortly afterwards | hetrd yelling
of a pig and | gathered that the beast got its kel all—I was
glad | was not the victim. In fact, though, | wast disturbed at
all by this experience; | seemed rather to lika first, but when |
told my bearer the next morning he said, “Sahily lyad a very
narrow escape.”

| laughed it off, but at the same time | resolt@tbke good
care to choose a more protected place the followigigt.

After shaving and cleaning up we had breakfastichvh
consisted of porridge with salt in it (porridge out salt tastes
insipid to me). We had tinned cream, a piece obbawith toast
and tea. Truly | felt happy—I can almost realisattfeeling as
| am writing.

We started off in a very happy mood that morniaggd
my happiness seemed infections, for even the amiseg¢med
in a gay mood. We went higher and higher up the nteon
track, which rose steeply for thousands of feed, away down
below | could hear the roar of the Teesta, thougbuld not see
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it. | knew that part of the glaciers hundreds ofeshiaway was
in that river making its way to the sea.

“What a tale that river could tell,” | said to nbearer.

“Yes,” he said, “and many a life has been lostthat
river, Sahib.”

Part of the track had fallen away and there waslyoeoom
to pass. We clung precariously close to the indideas afraid
that the load on the mules might touch the side ssamil them
rolling down into the gorge a thousand feet beldappily the
muleteer was an experienced man and he led thes pagt with
great care. | did not chance riding my pony andkedlgingerly
past leading him behind me, but he also was anriued
beast—he had travelled that way many times befhetrtly after
we passed | heard a rumbling noise, and there, r@prahdown
the mountainside, was a hail of boulders, somagadthe hut
| had slept in on the previous night. We had justged in time.
What could have disturbed these boulders, | wonje®uld it
have been a mountain bear? for there were plentyndrthose
parts, or it might have been a mountain goat.

During the rainy season, | was told, occasionhlé/track
Is impassable as the whole mountainside wouldhedldlong
into the gorge below, and then several days woalddeded to
make a fresh track farther up the mountainside, i¥és a tricky
business, climbing the Himalayas!

That night we got to the border of Sikkim, where aad
comfortable accommodation in one of the well-catséd huts
built by the YounghusbaRAexpedition.

A company of Gurkhas was stationed there to preaen
unauthorised person entering Sikkim, which is théeegay to
Tibet. | showed my pass, signed the book, and gHwdetails
of my expedition. On my return seven months latghed below
my previous signature to prove that | was the spaerson who
had passed that way before and that | had gotdadekand sound.

Chickens, eggs and potatoes were easily bougttthet
night we had roast chicken and baked potatoeseg theested
good, for we had done a two-day journey in one day.

2. See page 44
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The following morning we crossed the river intkksn and
made our way towards Gangtok, the capital of Sikkitare the
political officer of Tibet, a Mr. Gould,had his residence. | had
an excellent dinner with him that evening. Nexaidomy respects
to the Maharaja of Sikkim and we had a pleasanhiageall
round. His wife was a beautiful Tibetan girl, membéa highly
cultured family in Yatung. She was charming andkepBnglish
with a fascinating accent, which added to her charm

Next day we started our really strenuous parhefijourney,
climbing up towards the Natula Pass. The track fser®t more
than two feet wide in most places, zig-zagging k@ steep
mountainside, and the higher you get the deepepribapices
and ravines become.

We passed several trains of donkeys, sometimes timan a
hundred donkeys in one train, and in some traing&s there
are eight hundred or more, carrying everything lugirtbacks
as there is no wheeled traffic in Tibet, not evemh&elbarrow.
(A number of donkeys or yaks is called a train.)

We met one train of donkeys on a very dangerous pa
where the track is very narrow. The outsides otrieks are worn
away, the reason for this being that the animadsinntively
know that if they keep near the mountainside tpentruding
loads might hit against the jutting rocks and tdusld send them
headlong thousands of feet over the precipice ¢ar ttheath,
with their loads and all.

We could hear bells tinkling, bells which the deys carry
around their necks, and we stopped at a passing plathey
went by.

You can imagine what my thoughts were on my érgteri-
ence of this kind.

At a night resting-place, farther along the tradete,
| examined the backs of some donkeys when thedslagere
taken off, and | found that most of their backs eveovered
with sores from the rubbing of the saddles on wihiiehloads
are carried. | was disgusted, to say the very |¢astee how
these poor little animals suffered and | remonsttathrough

3. See page 44
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my interpreter, with the muleteers. They said tlelynot think
that the donkeys felt any pain. They showed me ihen feet
cut by the razor-like edge of the ice that formstlaes slush
freezes on the track after sundown, and they didmok that
the donkeys felt pain either.

When the sun is up, the snow melts on the trackwben
the sun has set this slush becomes frozen with-té@oedges
which crunch under your feet. Many of the Tibetevesr a sort
of straw rope around their feet, and this offenmiegrotection
against the sharp edges of frozen slush.

| marvelled at the terrific loads these little &#egs with
their little spindle legs carried; they strugglethp steep mountain
track with a load almost equal to their own weight.

One morning, one of my mules started a kicking He
did not want to carry his load any farther and whie off by
kicking his heels up in the air every time we fguin. But this
was soon remedied. The muleteer tied a rope rdumanule’s
feet from the back foot to the corresponding fréodt, and
when the mule kicked again he fell flat on his ndszdid not
kick any more and we continued on our journey. App#y it
was not the first time this trick had been tried.

Slowly we wound our way up the steep Himalayasiand
two days we reached the top of the Natula Passredwvith
the eternal snows. This is about 2,000 feet aboeevibod line,
about 16,000 feet above sea level—a sight | slealenforget.
Away in the distance, as far as the eye couldveexe the majestic
peaks of the mighty Himalayas covered with snowadked
away above and beyond, and away down towards tlhen@ih
Valley. Here was a strange land, strange that ihdooutside
world and to which the outside world was stranfewas like
a land of dreams, and my heart thrilled at the niegmt sight,
knowing that down there, the valley would mean haostep
towards the fulfilment of my life-long desire.

As we reached lower down towards the Chumbi Valtey
mountainside was covered with rhododendron treédglibloom,
some pink, some red, some purple, some white,l@néldor of
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the green valley, 11,000 feet above sea level,oobmired with

wild flowers. Here and there you could see thetopged Tibetan
houses, surrounded by a patchwork of cultivatedl,laome

patches green, some red, some brown, and throwgltethire
flows the rushing Amo Chu River, the waters of whéze turned
into channels to irrigate the land. | stood ennagotugazing upon
a scene unparalleled anywhere in the world.

As | looked upon this emerald green valley colduas it
was with wild flowers and dotted here and therdawie red roofs
of the houses surrounded with a patchwork of caléd land,
threaded by a rushing river, and all this surrounde all sides
by towering snow-clad mountains, | saw wrappedhia mnist,
secluded in the mountainside a mysterious Tibetanastery, a
school of mystery, where knowledge of a forgottga atill ex-
isted. It looked for all the world like a crazy pat that one
could look upon for hours without being tired fbetlooking.

We rested for the night at a comfortable hut anrtiloun-
tainside. The following day we would wend our waynah into
Yatung.

The Natula Pass we had just crossed separatemiwgam
the outside world. We were now in the land of mystihe forbid-
den land on the roof of the world.

It is true that one finds what one is seeking. 8@mek
pictures of the beautiful, the rugged, the dangerbwas not
seeking pictures; | was seeking something etemdlleknew
| would find it.

A fire was made up in my hut and | sat befor¢hipking
deeply what the morrow would bring. | must have feaita
considerable time, for the fire was now low.

| put out the candlelight and went to bed. Asrixd glow
of the fire grew dimmer | was startled out of myeage. Close
beside me a figure appeared at my bedside. | thiouglbearer
had returned for something and | said, “What do yant,
bearer?”

There was no answer. | looked again and sawtthas a
person robed like a lama. | felt a tingling througly body;
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| looked at the face and saw that it was a verg fMongolian
type, a high brow, with piercing eyes, his faceulit as if the
sun was shining from it. His eyes were set wellrapad the
face was beautifully formed. | saw his lips mové bould not
hear what he said; he smiled a smile as of one kmewav, and
gradually he disappeared from view.

| am not in the habit of having hallucinationsy moagining
things, for | have a very searching mind and doawogcept things
without due consideration. This indeed must haen [zevisitation
of some kind and | knew that the morrow would gie the
answer.

On reaching Yatung the following day | was metiady
my friend. | call him “my friend,” in fact he wasare than a
friend to me, now. | told him of my experience, lhé said
nothing about it.

He said, “You will rest here tonight and tomorrbwant
you to meet someone who knows you.”

| was puzzled at this remark, for | could hardiypl anyone
in this forbidden land.

When the next day arrived | was deeply interesteithe
person | was going to meet. We started out alarst,the two
of us, and | asked, “How far have we to go to ntbist person
who knows me?”

He pointed up the valley and said, “There is Liaggmg.
There is a master there whom | want you to meetptie who
knows you. He lives in the monastery, though helbag ago
passed by their beliefs and dogmas and ritual jtksiits him
to stay there. He is reverenced by all lamas, ah faroughout
the whole of the land, as a great Master. Yet Het&ll you, it
IS not a master you need for that which is greatestithin
yourself, and there only, will you find the answerwhat you
seek.”

After this he became silent and no further wordsewn
spoken until we reached the monastery.

The monastery was cunningly situated in the manhside
and | did not see it until | was right there. A manspiring sight is
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seldom seen. We came upon it all at once. | woddswes such a
massive stone structure could have been built ersithe of the
mountain on which it stood.

| stood for a minute, wondering deeply what wastore
for me. After climbing the huge rock steps we reakcthe massive
door of the monastery, which must have been at thaty feet
high. The huge door swung open silently as if timgds were
on ball-bearings. Apparently they must have seeangswere
expecting us, for we were immediately attendeddweal lamas,
who led us through several halls into a windingspgge until
we reached a door panelled in gold. At the sidglaulong piece
of brocade to which was attached a golden tasseén/¥ne of
the lamas conducting us pulled it, | could heabpaggsounding
in the inside.

Then the door opened and we entered, and theoe sto
before me the great Geshi Rimpoche himself, the feme | saw
two nights before in the hut. | could not take my ey#&im. This
meeting had a tremendous effect on me and | rdalse at that
moment | was on the verge of a great mystery. Heoneed me
as his brother, and a warm feeling immediately wierugh me.
| knew that | had felt this influence before, y&s,a long time,
it must have been for several years.

| felt extremely happy and we talked about my fmyr
and the world | had come from, for he himself hadelled all
over the world and could speak several languages.

Little more was said and we adjourned for some f@hich
was already prepared for us. | was shown my coaiftatquarters
and told that | needed rest and tomorrow we wgodghls together
again. Needless to say | slept as | had never &dpte.

On the following morning my friend, Geshi Rimpodhed
myself, the three of us, walked slowly among thil ilowers,
until we came to a secluded spot beside a streaarevthe water
gently slid over the polished rock, polished throdige ages by
the continuous flow of the silent stream of water.

The air was electric. Geshi Rimpoche spoke absutikit
to me in the hut.
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He said, “You know that astral projection is veasy in
this atmosphere.”

“Yes,” | replied, “but that is not the first tingou have
visited me. The same influence | have sensed farynyaars.
Now | understand.”

My words seemed to flow very easily, for | felsanse of
complete contentment, and | said, “What | want tmWk is
why | have been singled out for this work.”

He answered, “My son, for this you were born,” dred
continued in a voice that | could listen to forev8iio a great
extent our desires are often the will of the Creatad all the
forces of Heaven and earth are brought into adtioaxpress
that will. A higher power had the planning of yduging here
now.”

He was silent for a minute. Then he said, “Did yaban
your coming on this earth?”

| replied, “It is believed by some that reincaroatis a
truth, you know.”

“Ah,” he said, “now you have accepted what anoties
told you or what you read in books, but you do kobw
whether it is true or not, nor does it matter! hean only be
‘One’ Life and Life is not divided; the Life thas in you and
me must be the same Life, there can be no separatithe
Life that is ‘One.’ This Life in the body, you wifind, is the
same Life beyond the body, the totality of all Ldannot be
separated in you or me.

“There can be no separation even in what you see a
feell Matter is a name you have given to the maltesiorld,
but do you know what it is? When you try to find ethat it is,
it changes into something else, and when you triyntb what
that something else is, it changes into somettsag &nd this goes on
ad infinitum.There is no finality; there is no finality in Infiy.
The mind can never know ‘Truth’ which is beyond thend;
the mind can only create an idea of Truth, an imagEruth, a
belief in regard to Truth, but this is obviouslytiiguth Itself.
Therefore you will never know what Truth is, butuyavill
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know that Truthis, and only within yourself can Truth be
found.”

| said, “I know that very well now. There is a masf
books in circulation telling us what Truth is. Nowan see that
those who wrote these books are, themselves,gastising for
that which they do not know. All they have is bde¢as, words,
that create an endless stream of further ideasvands.”

“That is true, my son,” he said, “but they haveitlvalue.
It shows that they have begun to think for themsel@nd their
value to others is of a similar nature.”

“But your work,” he continued, “is to show what alea
Is, what an image is; to show: that which is mageiruthe
mind is not Truth. But you must have an idea firsfore you
can understand what an idea is. You yourself widezl fwith
ideas which you thought were the Truth. But thaiciwhyou
made up in your mind is not Truth, because Truthasmade
up, and you will hear that again and again.”

“Yes,” | said, “I know that now, and | would beethast
one to condemn another for having ideas.”

“Yes,” he went on, “But there are those who wdhdemn
you for not having an idea or image of the Trutigugh you
know very well that an idea or an image is not Tneth, for
the Truth is neither an idea nor an image. Thesgyshare
mental creations, but the Truth is not created.thils the
creativeness behind all Creation. Yet that whiclersated is
not Truth, only the Uncreated is creative, and thdhe Truth.
‘I am the Truth, | am the Life,’ the Master Jesagls It is the
same for you and for us all, for there is but ‘Oneall, and all
in ‘One.’”

He had just finished when thehonghas(ceremonial
trumpets) sounded calling the lamas to prayer.

| said, “Then do you condemn all this form andal®”

“No,” he replied, “if | condemned it | could nohderstand
it, but now that | understand what it is | no longgke part in
it. The Christian religion has form and ritual tdb.may be
slightly different but they are all similar.

39



BEYOND THE HIMALAYAS

“Ritual is mental, not spiritual; the ways of parhing it
may be different, but it is all of the mind andsti$ what you
have to understand, otherwise you can never belfrgau refuse
to understand it, you are still bound by it, whetheu believe
it or disbelieve it. Spirituality is the silent exgssion of Love,
Wisdom and Power, not the repeating of ritual.

“Now we will go in and take part in the ceremomythat
you can understand it, and also for the experiethest you will
see that all religions are similar. The words maydiferent,
the chanting may be different but the mind is failog an idea,
that is all. But it is not the Truth that sets ylmee. You can
only be free when you understand what the mindaderup of,
and how and from where it is made up.

“Why are some Buddhist, and others Christian, \&hgy
some Mohammedans, and others atheists? Are thefymutd-
mentally all the same? They may be different retgi but they
all follow an ideal, and so does the atheist. Batig and not
believing is the same thing; it is all in the minsljt not? It is
but the conflict of ideas.”

The chonghaskept sounding with their long booming
tones, like the boom of a giant gong.

“Now,” he said, “you have bells instead ohonghas,
calling your people to prayer.”

We entered the great hall where all the lamas were
sitting lotus-fashion, chantin@m Mani Padme Humvhich
means, “Hail the jewel in the lotus flower!” Whenesection
would end on the Hum” the other section would begin with
the “Om,” so there was a continuous sound which caused even
the great pillars of the temple hall to vibrate. iAtervals the
great gongs would be sounded, their heavy boomimgst
vibrating and mingling with many little bells asetlvoices of
the lamas grew louder and louder.

The effect it had on me was that | felt | was gointo a
deep trance as the sound vibrated through my brain.

| could understand now how some of the lamas becam
ascetics through the repeating of the waotite Mani Padme
Hum; it was a matter of self-hypnosis.
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After the service was over | said | was greattgciéd by the
power of the sound of the chanting, the gongs laacdhionghas.

“Yes,” said my friend, “the lamas may know the Eovof
sound, but if they knew the source of it, they ddabd the world.
The Spirit alone has voice, you know,” and he saidnore.

These were the first words he uttered that day.

“Now, come and we will enjoy some music of thelyar
masters and some of the latest too,” said Rimpoche.

| could see that Rimpoche wanted to relieve timsita,
for this day was a very wonderful one for me, anslak still
caught up with the many things | had seen and h&hel Master
knew his pupil, as all great Masters do. So we @djed into
his inner sanctuary where he kept a magnificenmmgg@hone
with a perfect tone.

We partook of a light meal and listened to the imad$
the great masters, of Beethoven, Wagner, Grieg,akoBach,
Mendelssohn, Chopin and others.

After this we retired each to his own quarters.

| started the outcropping of my mind, watchingsedving
what was rising to the surface impersonally. It visa$ long
before | grasped, “That which the mind is made s oot the
Truth.”

Eventually there was a silence, not a silence thaas
accustomed to, but a silence that came from a nmatwas
freed from conflicting ideas and images. And inttB#ence
| experienced a sense of Reality. In that “momevds Eternity,
and all the power and glory of Its expression wdew.”

If | could only hold this tremendous source of dam,
love and power! But then | started thinking and los

| tried to recapture that moment but it was gah&yas
now an experience, a memory, the moment that wast vpas
no more. Yet | did not realise that in that momeas the Eternal,
and to live from moment to moment was the Livingitht the
Oneness of all things was Now. There was no begghand no
ending. When | realised this | was no longer inasafon, | was
one with all, the Creator and His Creation becamewith me.

41



BEYOND THE HIMALAYAS

Words cannot explain or reveal this state of Beihgas
mine now and forever, and | was satisfied; thedearas over,
and now | could go further. | knew that nothingadé myself
could reveal It, | had to realise It for myself.

| stayed in my own quarters for the remainderhef day,
and in the evening | passed off into a peacef@sle

Next morning | felt light, as if a great burderdhizeen taken
from me. | lived in the moment of Eternity, | was tonger
anxious, my craving ceased. | was free.

| went outside, the sky was clear, the stars aitilgleaming
and sparkling like thousands of diamonds set inagk dblue
canopy lighting up the mountains and valley inefelGradually
the sun began to creep up from behind the greaintams
covered with snow, and the colour display was aopama of
beauty. The twinkling of the stars gave way to ithags of the
rising sun, the dark blue canopy faded into a lighe reflecting
all the shades of the dazzling colours of the amb-firstly, a
dull red with streams of light bursting amid theged, then the
red and pink would come into view, interminglinglweach other,
spreading rays in all directions reflected from srew-clad
mountains piercing the blue sky, while the shadadigsolved
away in the valley below.

As the first rays of the sun came into view thieyp the
portals of the monastery and | could hear the laomsting
Om Mani Padme Humvhich was echoing down the valley,
with the incense wafting on the gentle breeze. klysss were
forming an indelible picture that has withstood th#lions of
iImpressions gathered since. And as it comes intoningl | can
see before me now that most exhilarating sight f@edl the
exhilarating atmosphere and hear the sounds afusteng river
and booming of the great gong, the sounding ofctienghas,
the chanting of the lamas and the enchanting aafmaense.
Yes, it is unforgettable, to say the least.

| was gazing into space, | don’t know fleow long. As
| turned | saw my friend just behind me, doing slaene thing.

“| see you are enjoying the splendour, my son.”
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“Yes.” | said, “| feel entirely different in thistmosphere.”

“Yes,” he said, “since every thought wave creatésferent
motion in the atoms and cells of the body the fagiascles
reveal the expression of the thought waves anck Itisat you
have become younger, my son. The beat of your aedriour
breathing have already revealed a change in yonctifunal
organism. Cause and effect are one, my son.”

| listened attentively to his words because | wdrtb under-
stand everything he said. This was important atev he could
read my mind.

“Yes, my son, the Divine Creation is the transfation of
the Eternal Ever-present Intelligent Energy intoxfoemanating
from the Divine Mind and changing into greater spleur
according to your capacity to receive. Vibratiorthe keynote of
creation and the rhythmic organisation of atoms the pattern
we see before us.”

“It will,” he continued, “maintain health and stgth in
mind and body, and Its magnetic attraction and neieintelli-
gent action can be used for higher purposes arategraccom-
plishments that will yet stagger the imaginationnadén. Not
only does this intelligent action manifest itselfthe individual
but it also rushes beyond the confines of the iddial in ever-
widening circles to envelop the whole earth’s ainéerence, and
according to the Divine Law of ‘Love your neighb@g yourself’
we will reflect the beauty of the Divine in our oveouls and
those who come after us will manifest a greateresgon of
the Divine Nature that created us by the Word tas, in the
beginning—the Christ of God behind and within admkind.”

He stopped for a minute and there was a silence.

Then he said to me, in a subdued voice, “You kioat
Geshi Rimpoche is leaving his earthly body for gesodn, that
Is why we desired you to see him in the flesh. dtd&$ compara-
tively young, but he has passed through over twalhed years
of constant work for the world at large, yet therialoes not
know him. Here he comes now,” and when | lookekirathe did
not seem to be more than fifty years of age. Hry ypeesence
rejuvenated me.
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He must have sensed what we were saying, foriddrsa
no uncertain way, “Yes, the Intelligence that cedall you see
Is ever-present, and, when man prepares himselftdotrue
expression, through man will come things that we ywet only
dimly dream about. “Yes,” he went on, “the sameslligence
that is active throughout the whole Universe isvachere and
now. The only deterrent to Its expression is manskif, yet
through man will come things that will stagger thragination.
Man is the focal point through which it can manifesd how
mighty is Its omnipotence, waiting to reveal Its Qpresent
Omniscience!

“Life does not end when we leave the body, theraa
division or separation in the Life in the body ahd totality of
all Life in the Universelt is one,and so-called death does not
divide or separate It.” And there was a deep Sdemhich we
all felt.

1. Kanchenjunga (8848means “five magnificent snow treasures.” Theduveas represent the five
repositories of God, which are gold, silgenns, grain, and holy books. It is the third highesuntain in
the world.

2. Sir Francis Edward Younghusband (1863-1942jsBrarmy officer who explored Western China,
Afghanistan and Tibet (1904 expedition).

3. Sir Basil John Gould (1883-1956) British pdiiti officer to Sikkim and for Bhutan and Tibet 1¥515.
Stationed at the residency in Gangtok. L&ad1936 Mission to Lhasa (stayed 7 months).
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ON looking down on the green plains of the ChuNaiey
| saw a large number of yaks grazing. They wereiggain the
morning mist, for the grass is sweeter when the deon it. It
seemed a familiar scene to me, though in a strirgke In the
Highlands of Scotland in the early morning mistséd to watch
the Highland cattle grazing, and sometimes thereewdld
deer which had come down in the early morning axzgrn the
green pastures. The first thing | used to lookwben | got up
was to see if there were any wild deer down froentitis. And
here was a similar scene, for the yak is an anivithlshaggy hair
not unlike the Highland cattle, with the exceptibiat the yak
has a hump where the neck and shoulders meet.

| asked, “Whom do all these yaks belong to, |l see
them there last night?”

“Look over to the side of the river,” replied Rioghe,
“and you will see a large pile of wool bales. Tisah yak train
of about four hundred, | would say, carrying Tilmet&ool to
India. It is quite a common event here. When thayehhad
their morning feed the teamsters will gather thegether and
load them up for the next day’s trek over the pass.us go
down amongst them, it will be an experience for.you

So we walked down to the floor of the valley andes
enough there were about eight hundred bales oftanbeool.
Each yak carries two bales, one on each side séhdidle. Tibetan
wool is eagerly sought in India because of its feydure.

“The history of the yak is a very interesting dngaid
Rimpoche, “for they supply all the needs of theeldms. The hair
IS woven into great tents in which the nomads liVke pelts
are used to make boots and shoes, the flesh is &atéood,
and the butter and the milk supply is more thanlamf great
deal of butter is used in lamps, especially in rin@nasteries,
and some lamps are kept burning continuously. Yakgdis
gathered and used to make fires, to cook the foadta heat
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the houses. The yaks are also used for ploughmdptids and
they carry everything on their backs that the TBbhateeds. So,
you see, the yak is the most useful animal in Tapet there are
hundreds of them roaming wild in the plains.

“There are valleys in Tibet where no living perdoss
ever been and there are also valleys in Tibet wheople live
and no one knows anything about them; neither dg Kmow
anything about what is outside. They live in a woolf their
own, hemmed in by the great mountains, and they maade
little or no effort to know what is beyond.

“In my travels into these isolated parts, | canp®ru a
monastery where the Bon-Boworship was still in operation, and
on rare occasions human sacrifices are practiskd. |dmas
have stamped most of this devil-worship out of Téred, though
steeped in religion, dogmas and superstition themsethey
have at least done this one real service to thatopl

“Yes,” | said, “l| would like to see more and h@aore about
the monasteries and lamas; they interest the @usmild a lot,
and weird tales have been circulated about them.”

“Yes,” said Rimpoche, “wherever you have dogma and
superstition at its height you will find ignoraneed poverty
among the people. This is undoubtedly a great hmoh to
progress. Wherever you find religious superstitithe, people
are poor, because they are prayed to, prayed forpasyed
upon, and as long as they can be kept ignoranbétter it is
for those who rule through superstition and feat fBis is fast
coming to an end. Even in Tibet, the most remotenty in
the world, there are those who are beginning taktkthings out
for themselves.”

“Do you know,” he continued, “that there are overee
thousand monasteries in Tibet—the largest beingudrg which
Is situated near Lhasa and has over nine thousandsl in it.
These lamaseries are like cities; they are comnipletelf-
contained. The next largest is Sérmt far from Drepung with
over eight thousand lamas.

1-4. See page 62
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“Gandeit Monastery which is beyond Lhasa has about five
thousand lamas. This is the great centre of legnmiTibet and
here flock the ablest of the student lamas. | taugthis monas-
tery for years.”

“That is interesting,” | remarked, “what do thegath
there?”

“They teach philosophy, mysticism and magic, dsgyp
and the study of ancient literature and metaphykiesling, and
other studies. There are some very great Tibethalas and
mystics there as well as those who work magic, lamdend
that you shall meet some of them.”

The oldest monastery in Tibet is Samykhis monastery was
founded by the wizard lama Padma-Samb-Raeme hundreds
of years ago. The legend about this wizard lanthaishe caused
the spirits of the Malgro lake nearby to bring igraat quantity
of gold and precious stones which were secretatianvaults
hewn out of the great rock upon which the monasitetyuilt.
These vast stores of gold and precious stones lbese kept
there intact for several hundred years.

“My own opinion,” said Rimpoche, “is that Padmar@a
Hava made the lamas dig in the mountains for gobtl search
the lake nearby for precious stones, for this seansidered
the richest in the whole of Tibet. Anyone findingld) and
precious stones must bring them to the monasterykeep
them for themselves would be sacrilege. So youssmwhy
the monasteries are so wealthy and the people @o People
are told what to think and how to think and whatdtm and
only comparatively few are able to think for thehaes and
gain freedom.”

“It is much the same in the West,” | said.

“Yes,” he affirmed, “people are seeking the truthile
living in the false, but the false will remain tiiey see the false,
then the false will cease to be. The false can mewetain the
truth, ignorance does not contain understanding.”

| could see at once that Rimpoche had passediistate
of inspiration and | would not interrupt by askiagy more

5—- 6. See page 62
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guestions. So we sat and listened to this anciege $ull of
wisdom and truth, and | was filled with a longing $eek
deeper into the Reality of things and as | listehtsdt what he
was saying had a transforming effect upon me.

“They cannot see the false,” he said, ‘becausg #re
caught up in it. They are conditioned by their ydejes, by their
beliefs, and what others tell them. They have faile assert
their creative faculty of discerning that whichnist true. The
only truth about the false is that it is false ainely will still be
caught up in it till they understand it, and how\ttave been
caught up in it.”

Now he took on the role of the teacher. “I want yo see
this clearly, my son,” he said, looking at me, ‘@thise you will
retain the false, hoping to see the Truth. Buarrot be done.”

“Firstly,” he said, “you must see what makes yalidve
in anything, then you will see what makes you amtégfic to
another belief, or idea, or people. If you camestemditioned
by your own opinions, then you will see only thrbubat condi-
tioning, but if you are free from your own conditing you can
see us free from ours. Then you will see me ase lyea, stripped
of all form, all nationalities, all religions andeeds. Then we
will know each other to be made in the image akdness of
our “Creator, made out of the same Substance,ahe 4. ife,
and having the ‘One’ Consciousness within, foréheannot be
any division, God being Infinite in nature, ther@nconly be
God, there can be nothing else and this is ourd3éin

| breathed a sigh, for here was the secret obtbéher-
hood of man and the Fatherhood of God, and het pusuch a
few words. | did not move, nor did | reply one wayanother,
| must not break the spell, | thought. His eyesendosed now,
his face took on an angelic look as if a great bimgssenger was
speaking through him, and it could be so, througg who knew
the inner secrets of Life. He continued in thatutéal mellow
tone of his and every sentence stood clearly ouiskeif.

“You organise yourselves into separate groupslafions,
of nationalities, of ideologies, each believingt théaat you stand
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for is the real thing. So you wrangle with one arotand when
wrangling cannot solve the problem you butcher anether.
Now is there any Truth in that?”

| felt myself saying, “No,” but my tongue was tiddelt
a deep feeling within me and it was coming to thefaxe.
Something was preventing me from uttering a simgled.

“You are afraid because you do not understandydo
want a guide, you want a belief, so you are furttarght up in
the conflict, and because you are in conflict yoal &raid. So
you want an ideal so that you can look at your, fleat this only
covers up your fear while you do not understandekViiou
understand your fear, you are freed from your féen your
conflict will disappear.

“Your ideals and your fears are made up in youndni
and what is made up in your mind is unreal, so lyotlr ideal
and your fears have no foundation in Truth.

“Truth is not made up in the mind, Truidi You do not
make it up! What is made up, is not Truth!

“You can see the false as you discern your reiah@
with people, ideas and things. If there is antagioniif there is
fear, if there is craving, prejudice or conflidhete can be no
relationship.

“As long as the mind is in conflict blaming, rdsig,
condemning, there can be no understanding, nooredaip with
one another. It is obvious you must not condenyoif want to
understand

“When you see the false you will know it, you wib
longer be part of it, and then the True comes lising, because
It alwaysls, It is Real and Eternal and ever-present, moment to
moment, never changing. It is only your mind thHargges from
one idea to another. When you know what a beliefvisat an
idea is, then the mind will free itself, and intfieedom there
Is the Real.

“It is so important to understand that the mindrade
dull through condemning, through blaming, througbidance,
through acceptance and through resistance. Onjlgun relation-
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ship, freed from all conditioning is there freedacamd in this
freedom there is peace, and in peace there is Love.

“If you are filled with likes and dislikes you araerely
projecting your own conditioning.”

| thought for a moment how true that is, for ttieeo person
Is but a mirror in which we see ourselves.

“You will see some so-called pleasant and unpfeakangs
as you pass through Tibet,” he said, “but if theleasant upsets
you, you are resisting, you are not free. WheneheiLove we
observe the facts but they do not repel us. | kgow have the
capacity for this Love, otherwise you would notlaee, my son.

“Some repeat words—mantrims, these things doilhthé
heart. On the contrary they empty the heart of edetit has.
The heart can only be filled when the mind is radtricating.
When the mind is not caught up in opposites, iasd@rejudice
and the like, then only is the heart alive with kov

“Then one knows what it is to have that warmth,ribhness
in holding the hand of another. Love being perfacits own
Eternity knows no resistance, no opposition, neitnid you
fear any more, because you will be filled with EedrLove, for
God is Love, and He alone exists. That which hidis is but
a mental fabrication. Now | know that the falsdabing away
from you, my son. It is said in Isaiah 65; 17, ‘lb&hold, | create
new heavens and a new earth: and the former shtddenremem-
bered, nor come into mind.’”

With these last words he opened his eyes, in ttiare
was a far-away look. | could see that soon he wdidsolve his
earthly body into the substance from which it aydsehe was
truly in the mind of God, his Spirit was freed fraai desires,
all craving for both Spiritual and material had se@d he knew
he was Life, he had found¢éing.”

He rose, gathered his robes about him and went.awa

| was left to myself for the remainder of the dB&pth
Rimpoche and my friend purposely left me. | knewas for the
purpose of letting me work things out for myselbr [6n several
occasions | would ask a question and all | wouldwgmuld be a
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vacant look. | know now how stupid those questiamse, but
| did not think so at the time, for they were oégtrimportance
to me then. But now | have the same habit; wherpleeask
me a lot of questions, it may seem rude not to answt no
rudeness is implied, only deep Love rules the hdadwing

that an answer would only mean another image.

Perhaps you are also grasping the fact, my deaereif
an answer were given it would merely create anattesx which
would only hinder and not help to free the mindnfrds own
formulations, beliefs, prejudices and fears.

Facts are facts, but a fact is not a belief narbhglief a fact.
When facts are seen as facts, not a belief intatfaen there is
understanding.

A scientific question can be answered, or, at,|¢as way of
finding out facts can be taught. But the beliehifact is not the
fact itself, for a belief in a fact can never revibg fact. When
| saw this clearly | stopped asking questions.

| must have been sitting by myself for hours. Miyarnwas
emptying itself out; | could watch my thoughts athey were
pictures on a screen, quite impersonally. | wasnp@tg to under-
stand now what my mind was made up of. | neitheiggd,
praised nor condemned; it was as if | were obsgrttve mind
of another.

Then the deeper stratas of the mind were givingsugher-
iIshed ideas, things that | had held fast to weiagoosened
one after another. | could see clearly now how faoch where
my mind was made up. It was the result of hergdilmdencies,
countless thousands of impressions, ideas, pr&sdimost of
them being received from the opinions and suggest@and
statements of those who were caught up in theira@vaditioning,
caught up in the false, which prevented them fremirgy the
Truth of the only “One” in which there was no diais. | could
also see how | accepted without question or examimathus
| was conditioned.

| could now see that I could live in the falsehwitit con-
demning and without being affected by it, becaukeew how
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it all came about, and | resolved | would nevernmade caught
up in it, even should | be surrounded by it orsalks.

| could see why | must be aware, wide-awake irstp@ng
the opinion of others. | could now search theitesteents with
the speed of lightning and realise that they wesesiy imitators,
they were merely gramophones.

Yet | knew that was not enough; | must questionawn
thought-feeling-reaction to see where it was moyuilgat was
moving it and why. What was the motive behind it?

| could now understand what was in my mind, andlao
see from where it arose, and by seeing this cldanlgs freed
from its binding effects. It did not matter very alunow
whether it was true or not. The words of my friexaie to me
so clearly and | understood now as | never undedstefore,
“It does not matter very much whether it is truenot!”

| could see how the light was shown on the patirclvh
| must move along by myself, for no one else caelkkal the
Truth to me. | had to find It out alone, and | sagw important
this was. It was my own now, not the idea of angtfa@ the
truth of another could never be my truth. If it didvould be
merely an idea, a belief, and | would still be bdiuHow clearly
| saw this now, that | must experience the Truthnbyself.
| understood the way | was being shown how to maloag
under my own guidance, that guidance of the Spait is Eternal
and Ever-present within me “NOW.”

| saw that this moment was Eternal. | could ofdg,” each
moment. The moment just past became a memoryy tani
recapture it would merely be a mental image. | nliusteach
moment to be free from the past or the futureulatsee that both
the past and the future only existed in the mind aawhere
else. Now” was the only Reality. | was the Life Eternal, | icbu
be nothing else, anything else would merely bedaa, a self-
created image.

| was becoming consciously free and | experierscpdwer
that was beyond the mind. | was the focal poinbulgh which
the All-ness of the Universal Power could manifiedy. faith was
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no longer the opposite of fear. It was now a knayior | had
experienced Reality. Although | do not know whaisIt know
that It is, and there is nothing else but It, there | am It too.
“l and the Father are one.”

| could sense the power of the Master, “It wasFaéher
who ever remained within me,” He was the operand there
was nothing now to prevent this power from actingad only to
be consciously aware, and through this awarenedg, @uld
Reality be expressed.

| thought, how did | ever miss this wonderful pjrthis
knowing? It was so simple, and | could discern rmmw | had
been caught up in separation, in belief. | was is¢pd from
my fellows by my ideas, my beliefs, my prejudicew;, fears. |
could see it all now. | knew that the Real Selhwitwas the same
in each and every one—and now | knew, really knewas no
longer a platitude or a mere saying, what | dicdnother | did
to myself, “Whatever you do unto one of these so go unto
Me,” did it unto Him who sent me, for | was in tié¢hole and
the Whole was in me.

| could never go back now. | actually felt withimyself that
freedom, that wisdom and love, that is all poweh@&aven and
on earth.

| knew now the healing power of the Master andltl dlso
at that moment that | could say, “Arise and walqt it became
so, for throughout the world, ever since, | havalde: thousands
of people, some whom | have never seen. Age happkared
from me and my youthful appearance mystifies eveeyawho
knows my age.

It sounds like a great romance but it is greatantany
romance ever known. Yet all have the same powel tta only
thing that is preventing Its manifestation is, hsealt is covered
up with the false, with separation, not only betwe®san and man
but also between man and God through a belief parsd¢ion,
yet we are “One” in Reality. It is this that thenayant cannot
see yet.
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Good and evil, | saw, were relative, a fabricatainthe
mind, for there could be no evil in the Divine wihnialone was
Real, Eternal and Ever-present. | could see trseifa@ss of the
preaching about evil, hell and the devil which exisday, how
people are caught up in the evil and can see rptise. What
the mind sees, so must that mind be likewisepis im fact.

Yes, the teachings of the Master Jesus are covgredth
sanctimonious formalities by those who profess Hinay mystify
themselves and confuse the people.

| know now that this book could not have been temit
before. There is a time for everything, and thestiras now come
for this great story to be told.

| was brought out of my reverie, again, by thersbof
the chonghasthe ceremonial trumpets calling the lamas to prayer
The sun was now setting behind the mountain intechvkhe
monastery was built. The magnificent colour displegs some-
thing never to be forgotten; from pinks to darkgeudth rays
spreading in all directions, the monastery negtigtias if in a
great fire.

| made my way back to the monastery and my frigmndl
Geshi Rimpoche came to meet me. | must have hadliant
look about me for my friend said, “You have regdingur
youth, my son.” It was true, for | felt it, felt #sthe burdens of
thousands of years of inherited conditioning hagpsid away
from me. | was free, with a freedom | cannot explsi/ords have
no meaning to describe the ecstasy of that freeauhthe power
that it gave me.

That evening we listened to more music of thesitss It
was my medicine and | knew it.

The following day | wanted to tour the monasténmnyow
wanted to see the images in gold and silver, sdaodxed with
precious stones, about which | had heard so much.

| was conducted by one of the lamas called Tsamgvéo
could speak English well; he was not more than tyvéwve years
old. He had been educated at an English schookneBling.
Yet his desire to become a lama brought him badkltet.
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“I am fortunate in being able to speak Englishichlgives
me the honour of conducting you through our momgstée
said.

“It is a great pleasure to have you,” | thanked,Hor indeed
it was a pleasure for me to have a guide who cspdehk English
well.

We first went into a room where some of the hearas
were having tea and | was asked to partake tea thim.
| considered it an honour because of the factttigt sanctum
Is very secluded, but when they heard that | wasiail of
Geshi Rimpoche they were delighted to have meeWkbefore-
hand what the tea would be like, though | had eatly tasted
it before.

Their tea comes from China in the form of a soéiddish
brick, this is scraped into an urn, into which i ja piece of
rancid butter and some salt. Then boiling watgrasred on to
it and allowed to simmer for hours. The taste towas more
like castor oil, which | disliked intensely, havirmgeen given
castor oil once every week when | was a boy.

In the ordinary way lamas dwell over their te&ita on
many subjects relative to the monastery, and thiey $ips of tea
now and then; this goes on for hours. When | tagtedearly
vomited, but | could not show my dislike of theiomderful tea,
so | gulped it down quickly, trying not to tastettancid butter
and salt as it passed down my throat. | was veast glhen that
was over, but as soon as | put down my cup it vilad fip again.
| had not bargained for That. | now sipped it vemty slowly
so that there was always some tea in the cup, kipthiat this
would prevent them from filling it up again. Yeteaf some time
| grew to like their tea; it had a stimulating effeipon me and
helped to keep out the cold. | took my departusenfthe abbot’s
sanctuary and was conducted by my guide who egiaihe
many interesting things to me.

He said, “You will have noticed that the monasisrgtiways
built with its portals facing the rising sun. Thacé must be
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along the front edge of the rock and the back at#me mountain
itself, which protects it.”

“The site,” he continued, “is chosen by an asgetcand the
day fixed for the laying of the foundation stonedavery year
afterwards a ceremony is carried out to commemdnatéounda-
tion, no matter if hundreds of years have passddsame mon-
asteries are 1,000 years old. Charms, sacred bgalklsand silver
images of great value are also laid in the foudati

| said, “There will be a good haul some day famsoone
in the distant future when all this kind of busisés done away
with.”

He looked at me in astonishment and | could satfils
English education had not changed his fixed ideas.

We came to the library. “Now,” he said, “this Boy is one
of the most famous and ranks with Ganden for s aad ancient
manuscripts. The printing of these ancient manptcis done
with large wooden type on a long piece of roughgoagphich
takes up an immense amount of room.”

| could see hundreds of these shelves packedmatharge
bulky printed matter which was attended to by a lnemof lamas.
Here and there scattered around the library weredabusy
reading, taking no heed of us. The room itself a®m$ig as an
average town hall.

In the entrance to the main hall were images atveeive
feet high draped with gold brocade and silk scarl/leese images,
he said, were the protectors to prevent evil spirdm entering
in.

“You don'’t believe that would stop them, do yolidasked.

No answer!

In the inner rooms or sanctuaries there were gohial
silver images in glass cases, and hundreds ofaguldsilver butter
lamps were burning in front of the altar. They wélled with
yak butter and the wick stayed alight as long asbiliter lasted,
and in some cases those lamps were kept burningnhaahy
for hundreds of years.
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He explained that their religion taught about thany
different hells of torment. There seemed to be lafoeevery
type of person; even doctors who Kill their patenad a hell of
their own, where they were dissected again anchamad then
put together afterwards. Black lines are drawn d¢krerbody to
guide the devil with his red hot saw. There is ashbell for
busybodies, where their tongues are split into reéyarts from
the root to the tip, then hot skewers are piertedugh them.
Those who grumble have hot molten lead poured dtneir
throats.

In some of the hells there are icebergs; themigithrown
Into a great crevasse and left there to be cruahkele great ice
walls pounded him to dust.

“No wonder,” | said, “the poor Tibetan is afraidv@n you
teach him all this sort of stuff. Surely you do hetieve it, do
you?”

“Not really,” he said in a sort of half-believivgay, “but
we are told to teach it to the people.”

“Surely,” | exclaimed, “you are all hypocrites. Wdon't
you tell them the truth?”

“We would not have any power in the land,” he el

“Then,” | said, “there must be a hell for you tbbe took
on a look of astonishment.

| added: “I suppose there is a hell for those dbaot give
to the monastery, so you can make them give thréemty’

“Yes, of course,” he said.

“Don’t you think it will backfire one day? Tibetilivnot
always be the isolated country it is today. Surlg great
scholar-lamas do not believe in all this rubbish?”

“No,” he said, “there are great mystics amongl#reas,
great scholars, healers and prophets, scientistsicascientists,
who know more about the atom than you do in thet\W&hen
you go to Ganden you will meet some of these schidlaey will
also amaze you with the knowledge they have ofadiside
world.”
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“I have heard of them. You know | am a pupil of tjreat
Geshi Rimpoche.”

“Yes,” he replied, “the name ‘Rimpoche’ means jyas
one. He is a master of masters.”

| said, “Why do you not ask him to teach you?”

“He is not taking any more pupils now, unfortumgtéut
| hope to be a pupil oBeshi Thudru. His name means Master
of Wisdom. He was also a teacher in Ganden Monaster

“l am going to meet him soon,” | told my guide daty:
“Still, you know of the falseness of your teachiagd yet you
keep on teaching it to hold your people bound Ipesstition.”

“Yes,” he said, “but you do the same thing in iWest.
Look at the massive buildings you have. Money spergtone,
mortar and regalia, and other things that coulg hlebusands
of poor people.”

| pointed out: “But you have to educate peoplstfir saw
that when certain people were given houses withshiiey kept
their coal in them.” | added: “Our people also @& in sacrifice,
which is merely a form of exploitation. There istnmouch
difference—you may be a little more crude but itmsch the
same after all.”

| could see that my softening-up process was Havireffect.

“Yes,” he said, “unfortunately it is true. Mostqme are
still caught up in superstition and fear.”

“But it is fast crumbling away,” | said.

We then came to the wheel of life, which depicted
endless birth, death and rebirth of man.

| said, “This is a Hindu philosophy is it not?”

He had it off pat and related how and why manamb
again and again.

| said, “You go round the country teachihito the people!”

| could see that he did not yet have the knowleaige
understanding of the false, and he was a bit ufset.did not
talk to him any more about it. | could now see v@dgshi Rim-
poche did not take him as a pupil.
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He told me the story of how he first went to Riripe and
asked to become a chela. Rimpoche took him dowhnetaiver
and asked him to kneel down and put his face omstin@ce of
the water. Then Rimpoche pushed his head undevdber and
kept it there until he struggled violently to get MVhen Rimpoche
let him up he asked him what he wanted most whermbéad
was under the water and he replied, “My breath.”

Then said Rimpoche, “When you want the Truth ashmu
as you wanted your breath, come back to me.”

It was interesting to see the many hundreds ofj@sanany
of them of gigantic size, usually dressed in gotdchde of
great value and draped with silken scarves.

When | got back | spoke to Rimpoche about all, tairsd
he gave me a clear picture of the whole thing.

He said, “There are two distinct sects of lamagiliet, the
red and the yellow. The yellow follow the mystidej and it is
what | studied. The other follow the ritual andesaony; they like
the outside shows and parades. They do not digpigymystic
powers like those of the yellow. The Ganden Momrgstedis-
tinctly yellow and there | studied and taught fom® years.

| said, “It would be just as difficult to speak Tsong Sen,
the lama who conducted me, about the Truth as itldvbe to
speak to a bishop or a professor of theology.”

He laughed loudly at this and said, “It is rematkahow
quickly they throw off the yoke when it is put teeim in the
right way.”

| told him | tried it with a professor of theology the West
but it did not work.

“Try again and you may now succeed,” he said.

Then he added, “Tsong Sen’s people are wealthplpeo
and he is able to have a room of his own wherdri@sds can
come to see him.”

“What about the poorer lamas?” | asked.

“Oh, they sleep together in one of the large dtorias.”

“And he sleeps in a room by himself?” | asked.
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“Yes,” was the reply, “you see his people subsocgbnerously
to the monastery. It is the way of the country.r€hare set divi-
sions as you are already aware, and only timechaglhge them.”

Geshi Rimpoche told me that nearly every familydseone
male member to be a lama. The word “lama” meangrsup
one and strictly speaking it is applicable onlytlie abbots, but
it has now become the general term for all those wdme of
age in the monastery.

“In the general way,” he said, “a child enters thenastery
at about the age of seven. A strict examinatiamasle and any
defects, physical or mental, will bar his entry.”

And Geshi Rimpoche went on to tell me: “The chuld’
horoscope is made out to see what he is suitedrfdrto what
department he should be sent. There are many degad of
arts and crafts, and each is controlled by an aldbat those
suited to a particular work are sent to that depant.

“The budding lama progresses step by step, steiapat
the mythology of their religion, or he may enteeaf the colleges
if he so desires.

“After many years of preparation, when he reactnes
age of twenty-one he asks permission of the Abbbdodike part
in the services. He is then put through certaitiations, his head
Is shaved, only a tuft being left on the top. Hentlpresents
himself, clad in the garb of a beggar, before gseabled monks
in the temple hall and intimates that he accemdifia of a lama
freely and of his own choice.

“The abbot then cuts off the remaining tuft ofrlend gives
him a religious name by which he is henceforth knowlis
beggar’s garb is removed and he is now clothed théhrobe of a
lama, and a seat is pointed out to him which henafirds keeps.

“If he chooses later on to follow the inner teads he is
attached to a lama versed in the occult. He muest thaster
metaphysics and the more important subjects alleedhe
higher teaching.

“He may so advance until no more knowledge islalviai
for him in the monastery and he asks for leavedt@amnd find a
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master who can give him the knowledge he desirsni8sion
Is never withheld for such a worthy desire, anddses the
monastery with only sufficient food and raimentttine can
take on his back.

“It is a tremendous task to weather the stornneHima-
layas with no shelter and little food. It is indftrial that he proves
his worth. When he finds his teacher no time is ilodeginning
his instruction.

“He is told to free his mind from all illusions dushadows
of his former life. He is instructed to look inteshmind and see
what is there. He sees that his mind is filled ve&#if-created
images which have no power of their own exceptpdnwer he
gives them. He sees that human thought and reactwe
largely made up of fear, worry, doubt and ignorarared he
must cast them all aside like he cast aside higdrégyrobe.

“He then finds that the Real Self is not composéd
thoughts, images or ideas of mind and body andicistances.
He begins to see the falseness of human thinkidigtlaie is a
vital point in his training.

“Through the cleansing of the mind he developsea-o
pointedness in his concentration and directionknoivn to the
outside world.

“He frees himself from all illusion and standstla¢ door
which opens into that which is behind all thingadas no
longer a slave to his thoughts, feelings and reasti

“He is then shown how easy it is to control thediions
of the body, the beat of the heart, and the citicmaf his blood.
His body becomes a keen instrument which respoodsist
direction, his mind is alert and clear, there idomger any confu-
sion in it, and it is ready to obey his slightestnenand. But this is
just the beginning of the way, and he must find st of the
way himself and by himself, for no one can shote ihim.”

“It was at this stage where you were when you chere,
my son,” said Geshi Rimpoche.

| thanked him for the clear view he had given me Bnow
understood. Then he said to me as he put his mantyshoulder:
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“You are worthy, my son, of the trust | have putyou,
and | will be beside you, with your other augustdgs you
have had all your life. Some you have already spa&ée

| said, “Yes, and you know all about it.”

“Oh yes,” he affirmed “I know them all, there is division
between the invisible and the visible. Only man geih has
created the division through his ignorance of thetT of his
Being.”

After supper we sat and listened to Geshi Rimpsche
favourite pieces. The atmosphere was perfect tosdft flowing
parts of Mendelssohn. | needed the harmonisingtsffand Geshi
Rimpoche knew it. | had seen the conflict withinsaly dissolve
away, yet | could still see conflict external toself. There was
still something left that | had not yet discerniggre was a certain
amount of resentment left in me, but | was satistigat that
also would be revealed. | was now aware that ngdioen was
not yet as complete as | thought it was.

1. BOn Bén—the indigenous shamanistic religibfibet prior to the introduction of Buddhism.
2. Drepung Monastery. Was once the world’s ldrgemastery (with a pop. of around 10,000 monks).

Founded in 1416 by Jamyang Chdje, charismmatink of Tsongkhapa (founder of the Gelugpa arder):
3. Sera Monastery. Founded in 1419 by Sakya &,esUdisciple of Tsongkhapa.

4. Ganden Monastery. The first Gelugpa monastetdyhas remained the centre of the order ever.since

Founded by Tsongkhapa in 14th century. ar
5. Samye Monastery. The most Ancient, beinditbeto be built in Tibet. Founded circa 765-780.
6. Padma-Samb-Hava (Sanskrit for ‘born of the doflower’) ¢712-762. Semi legendary tantfic

Buddhist master and scholar of India. Cestlivith the introduction of Buddhism into Tibet.
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IT was early morning when | awoke, and the musithe
night before was still part of me. The soft flowipgrts of
Mendelssohn which Geshi Rimpoche had chosen wdle st
“living” with me, and there was a sense of deepdom now.

He also was up early. It was summer-time and liene
that he seldom missed seeing the sun rise in thaingp As
yet it had not risen. It was just beginning to sheweflection
from the tops of the mountains covered with thengtiesnows.

We both sat down to watch the rays of colour cihang
from dark red into the brighter shades. Nowheré¢ha world
can there be seen a more glorious sight than iatTunen the
sun is rising or when it is setting behind the srad&d peaks of
the mighty Himalayas.

As the sun rose, the rays were reflected fronstioev that
had become crisp and crystal-like through the baew atmos-
phere during the night. All the colours of the @w began to
show themselves in the dark blue background oEkyewhile
the sun changed from dark shades of red into ¢jireer shades
of orange; the sky lost its dark blue backgrouhe, tivinkling
stars faded, and the bright blue background ofkiyeappeared.

| was lost in thought at this wonderful sight. Mh&eshi
Rimpoche broke the spell.

He said, “You know, music has colours, and if omé/could
hear the sound of this harmony of colour it woulakena perfect
symphony—it would be like the music of the sphéres.

“Yes,” | replied, “the Creator created a reflentiof Himself
in the great masters of music.”

| wanted to draw him out on this subject, and 'eghim
the lead. He must have read my thoughts, for Itk sali
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“My son, | would like to talk to you this morningbout
music. It is part of your study, you know. | do mo¢an just the
composition of notes but the creative and curatahee of music.”

“There is nothing | would like better,” | assurkitn.

He closed his eyes, as he always did when speakitige
deeper things of Life, and in that beautiful meltomed voice,
as if he had himself touched the very source oianhe began:

“Beautiful music is but the transposing of the ous the
spheres, the expression of the great Divine Igtice who
creates all within Himself, for there cannot bethmg outside
Him, He being Infinite in nature, even the earthl @il that is
in it and on it. The soul of the earth reflects ¢cheative expression
in light, sound and colour, in rhythmic splendowatid he went
on:

“Music is the eternal rhythmic waves of the Infnéxpress-
ing Himself throughout His own creation, and maunkia the
most perfected instrument for this purpose. Thbhgthmic waves
of light, sound and colour are always flowing infpet harmony.
Any discordant note does not come from the creafivarce
but through man’s inability to reflect the perfeaythm.”

| felt at the moment that | was in tune with tipatrfect
rhythm and could hear dimly, as if away in the alste, music
that was not of this earth. | had touched the hétheogarment
of the Master and could hear what he was hearmdgad, he
stopped as if he also was listening to that peniéending of
light, sound and colour that was beyond the mid,han’s
mind could reflect it only when in tune with it. Ma mind
could not produce it, for it was the Eternal spagki

“Yes,” he continued, “the song of the birds, theet in
the forest, the rivers, the mountains, all haver ten perfect
harmonious rhythm. | have often lingered in thain@any and
felt that same creative rhythm within myself. Irsthvay | became
one with the rhythm of the Universal Forces of Katand learned
to control them because they were part of myself.

“In this way, in the silence of these great mounga
| learned the magic of Nature’s Forces—things that people
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know—and | could reveal to your scientists knowketitat would
lead to greater discoveries of the Universal Fommesrating
through the atomic structure of which they knowyvittle as
yet.

“When | was in tune with this rhythm | could singth the
birds, the wild animals were no longer wild, evea tountains
could speak to me, and | could play my favouritgtrmment,
the violin, to keep hundreds spellbound, becausevér resisted
this flow, no matter what happened about me; it assf the
rhythm was part of me.”

Now, | thought to myself, this is news, for | didt know
about his violin, and | must ask him to play for.ridis | did
later, and never had | heard such music. It wasarthat had
not been written, and more perfect melody | hadenédweard
before, or have heard since; it was his own contiposi

He paused, He was sensitive to my thoughts; | kit
he knew them, and | smiled. Then he continued:

“Just as thinking comes before asking or actimgdases
the music of the spheres come before feeling aagmd, and
it is this feeling that inspires the expressione Thusic of the
spheres plays upon the soul that is tuned to & Jdul is the
harp upon which the Spirit-God within expresses s#lf) and
according to the fullness of your heart so will HeE'mony be
expressed in and through you. That is why you nessin to
love everything, for God is everything. To love Gadh all
your heart is to love your neighbour as yourselfe He can
speak in and through you, and there is nothing ssiite unto
you; anything you ask, the Universe will be quiokcomplete
it. Above all, you will have harmony in your mindébody.”

“The more harmonious you are,” he said, “the meep-
tive you will be; so will your soul and body expseldim who
ever remains within you, for it is He alone thatketh perfection.
Thus you will be strong in mind and body, even tjloumany
years have passed; the Ever-present is ever-prdbensame
always, for there is no ageing of the Spirit of God
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At once | realised how he had kept so young, bothnind
and body. He stopped again as if my thoughts wpoken
aloud, though | had not uttered a word.

“Yes,” he said, “what the inner is, so the outersirbe.”

Then he continued: “Rhythm and expression areetisen-
tial factors in music. Execution without rhythm has colour-
blending, but harmony and execution vitalised bythin are
the perfect blending of all the colours, like th@ours of the
spectrum intermingling one with another in perfagcison. It is
this blending of the colours that affects the saifl$hose who
are listening.”

Then he added, as if a thought was passing thrbigh
mind: “You will hear more about this later on.”

| was going to say something, but words wouldaurhe,
and he continued: “The perfect rhythm is like tibd and flow
of the tide—nothing can withstand its smooth arglila power,
For the Infinite Creativeness is within the perfdggthm. The
Creator and His creation are ‘one,’ not separatd,wee are in
no way separated from the rhythm of the Divine lliggence
expressing Itself.”

“This perfect rhythm,” he explained, “is flowingrough
and over the earth from north to south and is E®drby the
sun and the moon, rising in the east and settirigarnwest.

“This force now becomes electro-magnetic; it ketys
earth on its axis and holds everything on it by bever of its
magnetic attraction. Should this electro-magneiicé cease to
be, other magnetic currents would draw the eantfatds it at
such a terrific speed that it would break up itte atomic dust
out of which it arose. In this electro-magneticcirlies the
secret of great discoveries.”

“The perfect rhythm,” he said, “is rejuvenatiohmakes
the mind alert, the body firm. That is why we usasm in
healing; the mind is then freed from distractionsich cause
tension, and Nature is given an opportunity to lwanse every
cell in the body. Mind and body then become eleatemnetic,
in perfect harmony.”
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“The music of the spheres,” he continued, “carsdid to
be the rhythm of the Eternal Heart of God, movingwards
and returning like the bloodstream, circulatingetery cell in
the body and returning to the heart to be renevoatirtuously.
So does the pulse of the one Life move throughyeireing
soul. According to our mental and emotional freedsmnis the
rhythm expressed.”

He added: “If the mechanism is in a state of csiafin, SO
will the rhythm be confused. Your thoughts and ifegd fly
through the body cells and then out into the atresp and
beyond.”

| thought again to myself, “just like a broadaagtstation.”

“Yes,” he said, “the whole of the ether is magsedi with
these electro-magnetic waves enabling the wholdédworhear
and feel the Divine Broadcasting station all at slaene time.
East, west, north, south, up into the stratosparcedown into
the bowels of the earth, there is nowhere whagenot.

“Here we are on the roof of the world, the hubyas
may call it, and with our thought strongly impretgthwith the
Love of God we can help the world as we tune-itheorhythm
of the Universe which comes from the Heart of God.”

| said to myself, “Geshi Rimpoche is not only sivayv
me what music is but also he is revealing to meeeknowl-
edge, all at the same time.”

He must have caught my thought again, for he said:
“Practice is necessary so that you can control yegtrument,
but do not limit yourself to your instrument. | leakkeard music
played badly on a good instrument and have heaaditibel
expression from a very indifferent instrument, d@nid applies
to individuals as well—the Love of God is EternaldaEver-
present and no one is separated from It.

“No two people play alike because of the many skad
feeling. While some see the notes on the scorerstieel the
music in their soul: There is one saving gracebfad music,”
he said with a touch of humour, “and that is thaies not last.
The predominating harmonious rhythm makes it faglayanto
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nothingness whence it arose, because it is not R&alan error
In a sum, where does it go when the sum is coml@cliefades
into nothingness, simply because there is no lasnwphich it
can rest. The law of mathematics, only, exist&viise the law
of harmony.”

“The blending of colour,” he explained, “is thecest of
harmony.Have you ever seen an inharmonious blending oficolo
in Nature? No! There is no such thing. So is itwgbund, for
sound is colour and colour is sound, and NatumxEessing
herself in light, colour and sound continuously.

“While practising, you should know what the sowwhduld
be. Do not force it; something inside you will tetlu when it is
right. Make your execution as perfect as possthken gradually
increase the tempo till you play with speed andigmy, without
strain. Remember, rhythm and expression must naiabeficed
for speed.”

“There is also such a thing as over-practice pdiated out,
“the fresher you are the better your movements kel The
mind repeats what is done, and therefore a wroh isadifficult
to correct. A rest period is good because it gibesmind time
to re-arrange the consciously-made movements. Acguis
therefore essential. Actually you are learning leoyypvhen you
are not playing, for the mind takes up the work wieu give
it the opportunity.

“You have found that after a rest you can playeageasily,
a piece you found difficult before. This is becatls® mind has
been making the adjustments while you rested theharm@sm.
It is like a problem you try to solve, one whichr fotime eludes
you. You go to sleep and when you awake you hayedhution.
The mind has worked it out when you gave it thecopmity.

“In making your movements you must hear and feel a
well as lose yourself in the music.

“Self-consciousness confuses the mechanism. The cain
think of only one thing at a time. Thus when yoa #rinking
of yourself, and then the music, you are movingkbecds and
forwards, from one to the other. The easiest wagviercome

68



CHAPTER 4

this habit is to lose yourself in the rhythm. Youlwoon find

that the rhythm takes up the space between thectmecious
mental activities, and then the inner mind begmsvork with

freedom, for it is from there that you really pl#ys all within,

and, as you practise, your movements, your musia; ghythm
are all merged into one as you play. Be as calthaslepth of
the ocean—then you will reflect God’s perfect hanmb

“The Eternal looks out through humanity,” he wemt,
“and through humanity He spins the weave and wele—th
rhythm of Life. Never imitate anybody. You must exgs your
own individuality; then you will have the origingli that
amounts to genius.

“The blending of the notes is very important. Emgl
should be made at the beginning of the phrasdtla more
value should be given to the first note in the @ listen
carefully to the overtones, blending them into €em phrase.

“In legato melodies do not cut off a note withaxdhedge
before the next one comes in; listen to the ovedomnd let
the timbre or quality sound until such time aseaaches the
point where the progression must go on. Then snhodthw
into the next note without a break, so that youncanell where
one ends and the other begins. The perfect blendintpe
overtone carries the body of the music in harmonitythm.

“I thought to myself, here is something rare potoi
words; | almost felt the smooth flowing tones withmyself.
| have studied music for some years, first with ¥i@in, then
with the bagpipes. | must have been fairly good! feappened
to win the championship at Stamfordbridge at theoGation
Highland Gathering in 1911, and | knew what Gesmbche
said was true. As he spoke, his was like musianight have
been playing a piece of exquisite beauty.

Then he continued: “Watch the progression and eshap
phrase so that you can move naturally to the pairdlimax,
and then fall back again into the next phrase, wilse and
smoothness; this gives a sense of rhythm that gmlos hear,
unless it is from a great artist.”
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Here he opened his eyes and said, “Would yourtiketo
go on?”

Until then | had not spoken and | at once repliéh, yes,
please; this is what | have been waiting for, esirece | began
to study music.”

There had been a certain amount of tension inangentra-
tion because | had not wanted to miss a word, atiihk he
knew it.

“All right,” he responded, “we will go on,” and Ipeoceeded:

“The point of climax may be treated in differentys
according to the inner feeling and interpretation.

“For instance, in an appassionata passage yowraduyally
accelerate tempo and strengthen tone, giving niggsssto each
succeeding emphasis up to the point of climax, au ynay
broaden successive chords, holding back the ficedrat for a
breathless moment to increase intensity.

“A device used by Beethoven is to pile up a chmadsage,
strength upon strength, with increasing accentthiexpected
crash on the final emphasis does not eventuateddswe get
a chord played suddenly pianissimo, surprising ¢he with
unexpected beauty and the realisation of a deptinef mystery.

“Mozart, when asked what he thought the most &ffec
device in music, said, ‘No music.’

“Used with artistry the complete silence of a amsmusic,
or the moment of poise at the height of a phrase be fraught
with the greater sense of inner meaning and beauty.

“You may move your audience on the wings of aisgar
phrase, then hold them suspended at the heiglgaliag in a
moment of time the Eternity of Spirit, then dropckaon the
descent of the phrase to the light of common day.”

| drew a deep breath, for here was a treat thaicnhovers
would deeply enjoy; even those who had risen topisek of
their artistry could benefit from it. By the timaid thought passed
through my mind Geshi Rimpoche was proceeding dratiito
pull myself together so as not to miss a word. | [aa@ppily
blessed with a sort of photographic mind for thitlgs interest
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me, and these impressions seem to be indeliblaslfartunate,
too, in having made a few notes to remind me abuarpoints.

He paused and then resumed: “Or you may move dgihrou
a legato melody and, with a slight hesitation, émggly delay the
moment of beauty, increasing the anticipation s tWhen the
sound strikes the ear it comes with exquisite fesatisfying
the longed-for fulfilment of beauty.”

“Again,” he said, “you may reach the point of ciirnand
linger on it lovingly with a caressing touch, buist freedom
must be obtained within the law—that is, the redim of the
rhythmic flow—the balance of one phrase with theeotand
the co-ordination of the whole into perfect unityis like the
perfect union between two souls in the bliss okdqtrt love,
two souls that become one in that complete and éostasy.

“Chopin had a wonderful airy grace with which higyers
glided, almost flew, over the keyboard, producintpae like
velvet, a slightly veiled yet silvery sonorousne&3salities which
Chopin regarded as paramount were delicacy of tountdilli-
gence of conception, purity of feeling. To Chopie worst sin
was a dull mechanical dexterity.”

Geshi Rimpoche waited for a moment as if to letléist few
words sink in, and then he continued: “Throughda whole
of his playing Chopin employed a certain rockingverment
with a most enchanting effect, the undulation ef telody being
like a skiff upon the bosom of tossing waves. Thesuliar style
of execution was his idiosyncrasy, his sign marseaio speak.
It set the seal upon all his compositions in whtdk indicated
by the termtempo rubath This apparent disregard for time was
with him a charming originality of manner, a flebalfluctuating
languorous movement, a measured rhythm balancesveal best
comprehended by his own countrymen who, havinghaate,
intuitive understanding of his meaning, were abléotlow the
fluctuation of the aerial and spiritual blue whitrepresented.”

Stopping for a moment to think, Geshi Rimpochd:sdiam
sure | read something like that about Chopin—I khinwas
Moschele$who wrote it,” and he continued: “Purity of exysies

1-2. See page 77
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can result only when you are true to yourself, thatvhen you
express your own inner depth according to the tglar your
thought, interpretation and execution. So will ybaarers receive
the message and meaning which you wish to convel/ tlas
message and meaning will correspond to the degreehich
you open yourself to the flow of the Infinite Idtgence—the
degree in which you realise that there is no séipara the one
Life that binds us all together.”

| felt like saying, as Schumann said, “that in feeying of
an instrument you must be one with it, and he wdommot play
‘with’ it cannot play at all.”

“The reason for many failures with those of g@aimise,”
Geshi Rimpoche added, “is that they do not knowttie Creator
and His creation are one, not separate. It makéseatlifference
when this is understood, not merely as an ide@&xipgriencing
the fact that Spirit alone has voice, that God egpes Himself
through the voice, through harmony, through ligotind, colour
and form. He is harmony, love, wisdom, power. Iis {fes the
power of God in man, for Gad man, ‘I and the Father are one.’
‘The word was with God, and God was that word, &mat
word was made flesh,’ but the flesh had no sapématter, so
the word remains immortal. We amet born of the blood or the
will of the flesh, nor of the will of man, but ofdd.”

He looked at me as if to see that | thoroughlyasstbod
what he had said which | was thankful to feel tHzad done.

“Those who would express themselves in music,” he
affirmed, “should remember that God made the péifestru-
ment for His own self-expression. ‘Be ye perfecyasr Father
in Heaven is perfect.” The soul receives, and tiredand brain
direct the mechanism. If in your mind you have @desi that the
mechanism is defective, that thought tends to esspreself,
and the more you try to get perfect expressiomtbee active
will be the reverse thought. This is what inducesnfailures.
Remember it is continuous practice with rest parimd assimila-
tion, with conscious awareness of the perfect rhytihat makes
a genius. One must practise slowly to master tleeuwion of

12



CHAPTER 4

the composition. Do not slur over a difficult paeke it slowly
at first and increase the tempo, but with accur&eow that
you were born with dominion over all things.

“Understand the impersonal unity in all thingssrdgard
personal separation, live in the conscious reabisadf your
oneness with the Creator of all mankind. Love yoeighbour
as yourself.

“Play and sing with your heart full of love, lethe a harp
of exquisite melody and beauty—and those in Healsove
will rejoice as they feel your oneness with them.”

| was spellbound by his understanding, his wisdbis,
knowledge of all the important things in Life. ltdhere deep
in thought, and then | heard his voice saying thfi@rent tone,
almost as if it were a command,

“Arise, my son, we must go now, for there is afdotyou to
do in the time you are with us and you must be @ur yvay.”

“Yes,” | said, “but | would like to remain with yoa little
longer.”

“That will be arranged later,” he replied. “In theeantime
others are waiting to see you in the flesh. Itlisaly known
among the Tibetan Yogi and Masters in the Ok Vallet you
are on your way, but | would like you first to glmag the Ha
Chu Valley as far as Ha Dzong. There are eight sterias quite
close together on the way.

“Here is a letter to Dar Tsang, head of the Yangt&lon-
astery; he will put you in touch with the other® l4 a master of
Tumo. | have made all arrangements for you to seleunder-
stand this Science.”

“Yes,” | said, “I have heard of this Science, twatrol of
the elements, of heat and cold.”

“Yes, it is interesting, but after all it does meveal Reality,
though | would like you to see it done, and perhapswill get
a few lessons in it,” and he smiled.

“In the monastery of Gonsaka,” he continued, “yuaill
learn of the art of travelling over vast spacea wery short time.
This is done by a form of levitation in trance. Yol also see, in
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the Takohu Monastery, the practice of mental tétgpa his sub-
ject is very interesting and | want you to pay jgatar attention
to it because it will be of great value to yourdair.” (This | did
indeed find valuable, for, when | was in many dfet lands,
although | could not speak the language, yet | ¢aoahd the
mind.)

“This will take you a month or more of your time.”

| inquired: “What about my friend, does he com#wmne?”

“No,” he replied, “he will be waiting for you irhe Ok
Valley when you arrive there.”

The following day | read all the instructions thetre to
help me on my way, and | duly set out after takeaye of Geshi
Rimpoche and my friend. With me | took my bearey, inter-
preter, my bodyguard, our ponies, and one muleirigdhe others
at Lingmatang, as | would have to come back that iv&as now
going in the opposite direction, away from the ¢&radute to
Lhasa. | was going now behind the Himalayas thptassed
Bhutan from Tibet. | was told that the track wasetea footpath,
very dangerous in parts because of the many laledsli

Snow leopards also were in this district. Thesmals look
like a cross between a tiger and a wolf. They prethe mountain
goats, and are very fleet and sure of foot. Theye lieeen known
to attack travellers on the path at dangerous po{h the way
we saw a couple of them but they were well out wf @ach.
The nomads—the people who live in the plains—kedqrge
number of mastiff dogs to protect their stock frorarauders.

We crossed the fast-flowing river, the Amo Chuaailace
called Geling Market, a market place where the lthats
exchange things. Very little money is used; thepfeebarter goods
and seem to do very well. The exchange seems to iesalf
out, | was told. We passed through the market péanck made
our way down to a place called Sharithang at tineetoend of
the Chumbi Valley.

Yatung is situated about the middle of the ChuXaliey
(of which | spoke in a previous chapter). To gethasa you
turn to the left, but we turned to the right. Theu@bi Valley at
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this time of the year, May and June, is prolifithaivild flowers.
The mountainsides right down to the edge of théeyalere
covered with rhododendron trees in full bloom. Tdifferent
colours, red, pink, white and purple made a wondeoicture.
Where the rhododendron trees reached the valley tloere
were large Chinese poppies, each at least fiveeschdiameter,
and the stems were about five feet tall. The petaie a rich
yellow shade with pink edges, really beautifuldoK at.

| said to my interpreter: “In London these woukdworth
a fortune, and here they are growing prolificallydanobody
wants them.”

The floor of the valley was covered with wild atenwild
gentian and delphiniutn

Here was a plant which is used extensivelymateria
medica,especially for all types of inflammation, and itcsnsid-
ered the most useful drug in homeopathy—the faracositum.
Gentian, a good tonic and an excellent stomaclas, also here.
In this far inaccessible land these plants coulchéé by the
cart load.

As we passed out of the valley we came upon thst mo
rugged and dangerous path | had yet seen. It wasnio@ than
about two feet wide in some places, and ran albagtige of a
steep precipice with a sheer drop of over a thal$aet into the
Ha Chu River below. It made me dizzy to look doWone place
we passed under a rock jutting right over the patiwpuld be
several thousand tons weight. | walked under it, backward
and forward, several times, just to experienceahhé of it.

| thought that a mountainslide might happen, far tock
hung well over the precipice. But it held on to theuntain,
and how it did so was a mystery to me. Perhapsdagat will
hurl itself down a thousand feet into the river ledow; if so,
it will make a roaring, crashing noise like thunder

We climbed and climbed until we reached the tofnefpass
and could pick out, in the distance, the valley\fng Chu. In
the foreground we could see Ha Dzong, and dotted aed
there on the side of the mountain were the monaster

3. See page 77
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It was a new experience for me to see so mang lagn-
asteries so near one another, perched on the mogida.

Going down the pass was even more strenuous than
ascending. The bottom of the pass opened into &tieyvof
Wong Chu, through which the Ha Chu River flowedeiéhwe
were met by a number of Tibetans on shaggy ponies.

| said to my bodyguard: “These fellows look likanllits!”

“Yes,” he said, “they are.”

We were outnumbered by about five to one. Thegezlo
slowly around us expecting us to put up a fight, ldtnew this
would be suicidal, and within me | felt that theveuld be some
means to overcome our difficulties.

These brigands think that banditry is a gentlemantupa-
tion, and they disdain any other kind of “work.” @&hbegan to
go through our possessions, and | could see thgtrieant to
take all we had, including our ponies. All this iedbplace us in
a very awkward predicament, and | was almost atuitly end
what to do. Then suddenly | thought of my artifi@ge? | knew
that these fellows were very superstitious, andd kalready
learned something about their religion.

One of their most feared gods was a white god woitly
one eye, a god who brought havoc, even death, tfose who
angered him. Therefore these fellows regularly piate him
with gifts of all kinds to soothe his wrath. So,okving this,
| went straight in among them and made some wenides
calling in Tibetan for the seven hells to open odar them. | took
out my artificial eye, showed it all round, andriheut it back
again. You should have seen their faces! Their egesed wide,
and in fear and trembling they threw down our tBingot on
their ponies and fled—we could hardly see themdiast. We
split our sides laughing when we realised whatréifical eye
could do. They gave us a wide berth after this,\@adever saw
them again. But we happened to hear weird stopestdahe white
god who had dropped over the mountain into the Wohg
Valley. They had taken me to be the angry god wtiwey feared
SO much.
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| never let the secret leak out, that an artifieie did the
trick. What added colour to the story of the myetes visitor was
that a young lad, about nineteen years old, hadniséortune
to fall down the mountainside and dislocate hisusther. | hap-
pened to come along and set it for him. The shouidd been
“out” for only half an hour and was easily put tighhis incident
meant additional fame for the “white god” and | ftkall about
it when | got back to Lingmatang, for Geshi Rimpedreeted
me with: “My son, your fame is greater than minad aou
have been in the country for only such a little levHii

We laughed heartily, you may be sure, about.it all

1. ‘Tempo rubatomeans: robbed or stolen time; time occasionaltkelzed or hastened for the purposes of
expression.

2. Ignaz Moscheles (1794-1870) Bohemian piamstcomposer.

3. Delphinium Common name for any of about 250 species of Butfefamily.
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AFTER we crossed the Kyu La Pass, which is nearly
16,000 feet above sea level, and after all thetexant we had
with our gentlemen friends, the bandits at the fafothe pass,
it was rather late when we reached the rest hatpdéice called
Damtang, 11,000 feet above sea level.

The floor of Tibet averages between 10,000 tod2feet
above sea level, with towering snow-clad mountansall
sides, accessible only over passes 15,000 to 20g@dthigh,
many of them impassable in winter. Tibet coversaama of
over 600,000 square miles in which about two milljweople
live. Some of these merely exist, but others alatively
wealthy. The contrast is very evident.

Although it was late in the evening it was stiddytight.
The sun was setting over the mountains behind TEméhon-
astery which lay hidden in the mountainside abowg miles
away. | decided that we would remain in the huttfer night
and get to Yangtang about ten o’clock next mornaagmy bearer
got out the cooking utensils, lit a fire, and comlee satisfying
meal of roast chicken and roast potatoes. We hatkaplong
way and eaten very little that day, and naturayals hungry,
and ate with relish; it seemed to me the best ineadr had.

My bearer happened to be clever with his accordioc
| got him to play some of his own songs. These dedmomantic
and fitted in with the surroundings.

Where the hut was situated there was a deep goripe
front and a mountain at the back. This producebindt echo,
more distinct than | have heard anywhere in thddvtirsounded
as if two people were playing at the same time,amay in the
distance. The chanting melodies seemed to dovdtagkach other
as if one was answering the other. It was welr dftep.m. before
we went to bed. | was tired and slept like a log.
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In the morning when | awoke the sun was justgisimever
miss the rising of the sun or its setting if | daglp it. On this
occasion the sunrise seemed to do something td heewon-
derful panorama of colouring awakened in me thelmmyste-
rious feeling which Tibet held for me, for Tibetshrouded in
mystery: the most superstitious and the most sebéire side by
side. Indeed, Tibet is a land of extremes, withdhgest igno-
rance and the greatest wisdom, where miracles sserasy as
breathing. There is the wildest of the wild—thegegd in Nature,
and the most beautiful, the mountains and the ysall€here are
the great and the small, the storms and the caemé¢at of the
day and the cold of the night. These follow onetl@iQ as one
moves in, the other moves out, almost at the same There
Is the filthiest and the most meticulous, the warsd the finest,
In human character. It is truly a country of costsa

As these thoughts passed through my mind the saps
were striking the portals of the Tenchen monast@guld hear, in
the distance, thehonghalbooming out their long deep tones and
the booming of the great gongs while the lamaspdeaices
chantedOm Mani Padme Hum.

As | looked down the valley the shadows of the ntains
were disappearing. It was a strange feeling tlnetdl, a feeling
of sheer wonderment. The air was crisp with colthefnight and
the wind was coming our way wafting the scent @f iticense.
This gave further enchantment to the scene—theisung over
the mountains, the rushing river threading throtiggh valley,
the glittering spray reflecting colours like a famw, the weird
music, the lamas’ deep voices and the incenses theys alone
were worth coming for.

Some monasteries have great incense jars whiath abeve
the portals of the monastery facing the valleywmch incense
Is kept continually burning. As the sun rose, tih®l atmosphere
gave me that feeling which comes to one in antimpaof the
revelation of some mysterious force hidden for samals of years.

Three monasteries were within a few miles of eattier,
Tenchen, Gyamdu and Yangtang. | knew that Yangizagjthe
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furthest of the three and was the monastery ofygllew sect
which | had to contact first.

We moved down the path that led down the sidehef t
rushing river and the spray was blown on our fdethe wind
that was now forced up the valley, the mountaireating a
funnel through which the wind blew forcibly, caugiaven the
stones on the path to be flicked in our faces.

We came to a flimsy bridge held together by bamiope,
and, as | stepped on it, it swayed from side te.sidwas sus-
pended from both sides of the river, where the waished
between two great rocks, forming a deep gorge. Shap of
the bamboo rope and | would be no more, for notlwagld
live in that great torrent of glacier water witls iblue-white
foam lashing against the sides of the rocks asshied through.

We got to the other side and made our way up @pste
grade for about two miles to the monastery of Yangt

It must have been a strange sight to the lama®dous
coming up the steep steps that had been hewn dbheafck
upon which the monastery stood, for nothing likieaitl happened
before. | felt a little queer, for | did not havey fniend with me
to speak to me, and | had to introduce myself \lih letter
Geshi Rimpoche had given me.

When we reached the monastery my interpreter sfuoke
me. He told the lama who came to meet us that bHatter from
Geshi Rimpoche to Geshi Dar Tsang. | had alreadyné=l
patience, as nothing moves quickly in this isoldéed of mystery,
and in the meantime | obtained permission to lomknd the
monastery.

The conducting lama was an old man with a vesliligent
face. | can well remember the look he gave me—# wae of
deep wonderment. | could imagine what his thouglase, such
as “What do you want here?” “Where have you conoenft”
“What sort of a world do you live in?” “What is that letter from
Geshi Rimpoche?”

The walls of Yangtang Monastery were built of ¢reaul-
ders roughly hewn. The total weight of the massvdding
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was impossible to estimate. The walls were abougrséeet in
thickness, and the great boulders were put togetitbrgreat
skill. How it all had been done was a mystery ta me

The roof was covered with slate about two inchmskt
coloured yellow, this being one of the yellow sextnasteries.

The way the roof and walls are coloured, | wad,telas
by making great quantities of coloured wash, andripg it
over the roof; the walls were treated in the samg,Wwut in a
white wash.

| entered on the ground floor through a greatragiiall.
Around on all sides were the storerooms. Aroundsities above
the storerooms were small chapels used as shandsef deities.
In these shrines were many images of gold andrstiveir value
beyond estimation.

Above the main temple hall were the various rooamgain-
ing the monastic paraphernalia, and surroundingytbat main
building were other buildings, the living quartefghe lamas.

The main hall door was of immense size, like tofat
Lingmatang, draped on the sides with massive agtaf rich
brocade tasselled with gold. Around the main hatevmurals
of exquisite beauty. These were the guardian dedtiel demons
of the locality. On the left side was the wheelLdE, and on
both sides were large prayer-wheels filled withnttmss numbers
of prayers, mostly with the formu@am Mani Padme Huni.he
prayer wheels were about eight to ten feet in heagidl about
five to six feet in diameter.

They are turned with a crank handle and each time |
revolves a bell rings. This is a sign that yousgiave been for-
given. Around the walls of the temple were smafeayer-
wheels, and, as a lama passed one, he gave ih avtthr his
hand. This, by the way, is the means by which hiel®wp his
virtue!

| saw numbers of images in gold, studded with iprec
jewels, probably worth thousands of pounds, andynsdken
banners, some of them priceless.
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The temple had galleries all around, the ceiliag wupported
by mighty wooden pillars almost twice the thicknessny body,
and long silken streamers of rare design hung ardbem.
These are all worked by the lamas, depicting tRaatdhas and
saints as well as deities who guarded the monastery

At the far end of the temple hall was the altad ahthe
foot were hundreds of butter lamps in gold andesilVhese were
burning and the lama present was refilling thenhwik butter
(they must be kept burning continuously). On tlgedbthe throne
of the altar, which is used only by the Dalai Lamas suspended
a beautiful silken brocade canopy. On the righe sichs a seat
lower, this being the seat of the director of ceyaias, and on
the left were similar ones where the abbots sat. director of
ceremonies directs the service and the abbotsiahgtre lamas.

In front of this were other seats for the high #&mand
then came many long rows of seats about six indfieghe
floor, all facing one way, up and down the hallt(across as
we have them). Each lama sat in Buddha fashionndebine
another. A service was in progress, and there wegegvals
during which tea was served by the tea distribyteash lama
carrying his own teacup.

Tea is drunk at all hours, all day, | was toldeTika was
brought from the black dingy kitchens where theereMarge
iron pots, some about five feet high and four feediameter,
into which are put a brick of Chinese tea, a laigenk of rancid
butter and a quantity of salt. This is kept simmgeday and night,
and water and other ingredients are added whenregu

| was told that several million pounds weight e&tare
imported each year into Tibet. The average cupswuoad each
day by one person amounts to between twenty anty tups.
Tea seemed to be served all the time the servisegaiag on.

In the centre of the hall were tbhhonghasand gongs. The
chonghaswere about ten feet or more in length, and theelarg
gongs were about five to six feet in diameter. ¢henghaswvere
supported on stands covered with gold plating,thedongs were
supported on two pillar stands similarly plated.
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The chonghaswere blown in such a way that one set of
lamas would “take up” before the other set finisiveith the result
that a continuous booming note was heard, andti@tvils the
gongs were struck sounding a deep boom througlvhiode of
the temple. This happened when the lamas reaclegdniand
the Hum of Om Mani Padme Hunintermingling with this were
hundreds of tiny bells tinkling at intervals. Allis seemed to be
directed by the director of ceremonies.

My letter had at last reached Geshi Dar Tsangdiating
the time that | was so deeply interested in what g@ng on in
the Temple Hall, a lama came to escort me to (@ghiTsang’s
private quarters.

| was surprised to see a very young-looking manspbke
to me in Hindustani, which | knew well. His know{gsl of
Hindustani was extremely good and we got on exctyleand
| was glad that | could speak without the use oinderpreter.

He was glad to see me; | took it that he was pleagth
Geshi Rimpoche’s letter. | did not know what Rimpecsaid,
not even today, for it was written in Tibetan, tutust have
carried something very pleasing about me, otherwis®uld
have received the cold shoulder which is metedio@nyone
who tries to visit the sanctum of the most high.

| asked him how he had learned Hindustani andldene
that the Yogi who taught him was an Indian Yoguds interested
to hear this, for | had been with the Indian Yogiseif.

| said: “I see many much older lamas than youha t
monastery; how is it that you, being so young,aréhe head
of this great monastery?”

He replied: “I am older than any of them, thougiolnot
look it.”

Then | asked: “With your knowledge and experieryoe,
do not believe in all this deity and hell busineks you?”

“Oh no,” he replied, “but all these people haverbbrought
up to know nothing else. My students who have medtithe art
of Tumo know that ritual and superstition are mgtelimpress
the mind, but, as you know, | could not teach thatveryone—
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my life would not be worth living, In fact, | wouldot be allowed
to live! That is what religion is like in this coimp We are at pre-
sent where the West was at the time of the Spaneghsition.”

| was surprised that he knew about the brutalityhe
priesthood. | said: “Perhaps if it was not for taer we might
still have persecution? A great many people noweHay out-
distanced the religious bigots we have even tottat; is why
our churches are mostly empty.”

“Mankind,” | went on, “is divided by religion, byationality,
by groups, by beliefs, by ideas, only because mdmuwt see
how false they all are. Once he sees how falseettiesgs are
he will drop them; then, and then only, will he liea that we
are all one. Then man will free himself through Tmeth of the
One Life in each being, which is the only Real dnhd only
Truth that will set him free.”

“You have put it into a nutshell,” he said, anddoatinued:
“Ideas are presented to the conscious mind andemeved
and passed on to the unconscious. Immediatelyateepccepted
or rejected according to the ruling belief or idedd. This is
not understanding it is ignorance, but few will #edecause a
belief or an idea is a reality to them. They hageyet come to
know what an idea is, or how it is formed in thenchby envi-
ronment, by imitation. So we have confusion anchgoiism
in the world which leads to war and misery.”

“l agree with you,” | said, “I have seen leadeddigious
and otherwise, make statements which the unthinkiagses
accept. So they wave flags and shout. This isgherant mob,
people who are not capable of examining what id aad it is
happening everywhere. Leaders steeped in relidigatry and
extreme nationalism are the curse of our civil@atilt is these
people that should be put out of harm’s way, faytlare the
cause of much suffering to unenlightened humanity.”

“That is very true,” he said, “but the worst of & that
people pray to a God of Love while they are steapduhatred.
Their prayers are idolatrous. Only when they undeis how
hatred has arisen will they know how to pray toal @f Love.
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“Those who live in separation pray to a false gbtheir
own making who hears thenot. Is this not the teaching of the
false prophets we have in our midst all over theld®Each
separate religious group claims its religion totle only true
one, and blazons forth the dire penalties that hdlppen to
those who do not accept; hence man is kept in &ro® and is
confused and fearful through superstition.”

| had found another friend and we made good pegre
together.

“l think it would be advisable for you to wear thebe of
a teacher while you are here, “he said, and heduanme a purple
robe which | put on. “Geshi Rimpoche tells me ia lgtter that
you are a master pfana yamaand master of the healing arts.”

| said that | had done much healing all over tloeldvand
| had been more than successful, but | attribudtatito a power
that is beyond myself.

“Yes,” he concurred, “only when we know that we aothing
then does the Spirit, which is all, manifest in dmdugh us.”

He took down a book with notes in his own handwgit
in Tibetan, and he turned over the pages till hmecdo the
words he had written there: “He who seeks to sasdife will
lose it, but he who gives up his life for My sak# wetain it.”

“In this book,” he said, “I have all the sayingk great
Masters, and these sayings | have found to b€’ true.

Then he suddenly changed the subject. “You hanedeere
to know something about Tumo, the control of thesednts, of
heat and cold. You have allowed yourself a verytstime for
this. It is one of the more difficult occult Sciences, bessathe
sense of feeling comes into it so much.”

“Yes,” | said, “I know my time is limited, but lalnot
want to be really master of the Science of Tumiag as | can
understand it, and by practice | may be able tminecat least
adaptable.”

“Then,” he said, “there is no time like the preseo let
us begin.”

*  Pranayama—"Study of breath control”

86



CHAPTER 5

He took me into his inner sanctuary where we satayy
comfortable cushioned stools.

“Then,” he began in the tone of the master, “itnist
merely an idea to you that Life alone lives, tha body does
not live apart from Life. Life alone has conscioess, and the
only consciousness the body has is the Life thahpates it by
the means of the nervous and vaso systems.”

| was amazed at his thorough knowledge of the muma
frame and told him so. He replied: “The practice Tafmo
demands this,” and he went on: “Every form ariggobinvisible
matter, which is the basis of all forms; thereasform separated
from it. Now we know that invisible matter can bendensed
into a solid mass by a change in consciousnessyard to it. So
can solid matter be dissolved into invisible mabgrthe same
process in reverse, but the trouble with most pegpthat their
consciousness is not trained, and feeling intesfexth its
direction.”

| listened very carefully to what he said.

“You know well enough,” he continued, “in your lieg work
that feeling and fear hinder the healing procegisampatient.”

| replied: “I know that only too well, and it reigess a change
In consciousness to get beyond it.”

“Right,” he said. “So when considering the causé eure
of any disease, whether it be of mind or body, westnbbear in
mind that matter is plastic to our thoughts andirige and this
IS even more important to you in the practice omou By
completely understanding the mental process yolubailable
to dissolve any condition that is the result obetr

“That is so,” | said.

“Well,” he continued, “heat and cold do not exisReality;
these ‘conditions’ exist only in the mind. Spiwthich is the basis
of all things, is not affected by heat or cold. Whgou bring
heat and cold together both disappear.”

“l understand that,” | said.

“Well,” he went on, “this is done by breathing eoises with
the use of the sound vibrations of the ‘Aum’ sct lhaibrates
through the whole of your body. You pass into gestilve state
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wherein you control the elements; therefore thenelds of
heat and cold are controlled as well.”

| said: “I am beginning to see daylight now.”

“Yes, but that is not all. By the constant repetitof the
sound of Creation ‘Aum,” the subjective consciogsnbecomes
aware of the power of both creation and disintegmabecause
they are one, and not two separate principles.sboed ‘Aum’
can be heard in all creation and every form in nailh@egetable,
animal and human spheres. This is the basic saiedonly
difference is the difference in vibration.”

“Now,” he added, “the ether wave and the soundewav
mingle together because you sound the ‘Aum’ whibel yare
aware that the creative force is in your consciessnthen your
thought becomes electro-magnetic, which is theraling factor
in both invisible and visible matter. The sound @ the wave
of ponderable matter; therefore ycan play with it up and down
the scale, from the invisible to the visible—thé&eno division
between them, it is only apparent. Creative tholgrg in the
Consciousness is sending forth into the etherntisible waves
while the sound reduces them to the visible, and ieu have
what is called materialisation and the oppositeimaterialisation.
You comprehend that, don’t you?”

“Yes,” | answered, “and | know also that those vahant
rituals know little of what they are doing. | alknow,” | said,
“that the therapeutic power of sound in harmonieisations
exercises an influence on the mind and body, ferisrbut the
product of the other.”

“It is the colour of the sound that creates tlieatf’ he said.
“Colour affects the ethereal and astral sheathspiaetrate the
body, and if the ‘Aum’ is sounded with understagdand accu-
racy while the breath of Life is performed it wilhrmonise all
the cells of the body and keep you young. Whenishggenerally
known a great civilisation will arise.”

“It will be seen,” he said, “that the only powemaees from
the Spirit which is Whole and is everywhere and-gvesent, and
Is the source of all things including man. For ‘Nasveternity;
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there is no such thing &snein the ever-present. The past and
the future do not exist outside man’s mind.”

“Now,” he said, “breathe as | direct and sound ‘fham’
as you let the breath out. The sound must be your tone,
which is on the Key A.”

So | began to breathe as he directed. (This | aagive
here because of the danger to the uninitiated.grigrance
state was induced.

“Now, again sound the ‘Aum’ as you breathe out—the
sound flowing from head to foot; and as you feghibrations
send a current of Life, by being conscious ofHtotigh your
body, and you will feel that your body is on fifiéhe feeling of
the heat helps you. Now, do you understand?”

“Yes, |1 do” | said, for | felt as if my body wasdire, and
| added, “Now | can see that the basis is feeling.”

After several practices | was given the opporjuaftdoing
the real thing.

One morning we started climbing the mountain, heag
the snow line at about 9 p.m. (we had climbed geatiday).
When the sun went down it began to freeze sevemtspbelow
zero. | sat between two of his pupils who were iprefit in the
Science of Tumo. | started the practice as | wasuated. The
heat was terrific and the snow began to melt arounadrunning
away in rivulets.

| asked if this was caused by my own efforts orthyse
on each side of me.

He said: “You did exceptionally well; | put thehets on
each side only to help you.”

| was quite pleased with the result, but | knewat th
would take years of practice to be a master of Tumo

| wanted to know how it was done, and | was Satisf
| continued the practice for another ten dayshi usual great
yearly ceremony at the monastery took place. Theaw what
could really be done with the elements of heatcoid.

Dar Tsang and two of his best pupils took out bfazing
fire white hot bars of iron and put them in theiouths. | could
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hear the sizzling that came from the moisture girtmouths.
They bent these pieces of white hot ifoto loops while still in
their mouths. There was not a mark or a burn tedes. | could
not go near these bars of iron, so fierce was d¢ag. h

Crowds of lamas from other monasteries, people fadl
the villages around, came to see the parades anckligious
dances of the lamas.

Later, Geshi Dar Tsang took a thick piece of sslekl and
turned it into a knot. He did this by means of damalization.
The material became pliable in his hands, anddikece of wire
he turned it into a knot and tied it.

When | took this knotted steel in my hands, wilihnay
strength | could not even move it.

Shortly afterwards Dar Tsang took it again andaghthe
knot and made the steel rod straight again. Yesa# hard to
believe.

| knew it took years to perform such feats; eviter ears
of practice few succeed. But the fact that | sadoite with my
own eyes convinced me that the seemingly imposside
possible.

Controlling the heat element was much the sanwmas
bating the cold, but it took much longer to maskee “state” was
the main thing, one had to get a deep subjectate sbnsciously,
so that fear and feeling were completely overcaimags control
was obtained.

To the outside world these feats seem impossig;
because the outside world has never seen theggs tthame. Yet
the fact remains that these things are done. Thbsedeny that
about which they know nothing expose their ignogantet there
are some people who will tell you that Jesus fedrttultitude,
walked upon the water, disappeared from amongrdved; turned
water into wine, healed the sick, as easily asreathed. They
accept all this, but the next moment will deny ftih& possible.

Jesus was a great Master and did things far gribaie we
know of. But the same power that existed then tgexisw and
will continue to exist because It is Eternal an@Epresent.
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If we can only get rid of the idea of the soliddl matter
and the idea of our own impotence, we could worlkaders.
Jesus knew this, otherwise he would not have SHiase things
| do, greater things shall you do if ye will butderstand.” He
also said faith would move mountains.

But your faith must not be like that of the persdmo had
a knoll in front of her house which hid the view thie sea.
When she read, “If ye have sufficient faith ye @y to this
mountain, Be buried in the sea and it shall be dostee went
to her window, looked at the knoll and said, “Yalshe buried
in the sea.” When she got up the next morning séetwo the
window and saw that the knoll was still there. $kelaimed,
“I knew it would be there all the time.”

Wonders have been done in healing all over thedwor
through what we call “Faith.” Thousands of so-adllecurable
cases have been healed through the agency of Faghmany
miraculous cures attributed to me alone run intaynfaundreds,
but this | know, “I of my own self am nothing, # the Spirit of
the Father within that does the work,” the same lb€ing in
the healer and the one being healed.

This, however, must not be a mere platitude blixniag
experience at the moment, beyond time, beyond jdeasond
mind. For what is in the mind is but an idea oblt,a belief in
It, but that is not It. The word “God” is not Goglhat you make
up in your mind about God is not God, and only wiien see
the falseness of words, ideas, beliefs, that aiadithe Real, will
the Real manifest.

Then the Livingness that is not of time is renewegour
every moment of time.

To try to recapture the moment that is past idesse
because the moment that is past has become a marhmty is
not the “Living Now.” The “Now” is a Livingness th# Eternal
and you cannot make an image of It because yowtarmow
what It is—you only know that It is.

To imagine It will come again is like “tomorrowfhich
never comes: it is always tomorrow. Trying to beeamseeking
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something that is ever-present and therefore yownesger realise
It. Only by living It, can It be experienced.

Being It Now! Living moment to moment in the Ever-
present, and experiencing It every moment throbhglekpression
of Love and Affection, whichs Reality.At that moment there
IS no right or wrong, no past or future, only thtergal “Now.”

“The Father and | are One.” Therefore the self gtands
in the way must be dissolved before the Real canteBeing.

“l am the Life, and Life is Love and Love is Rali

To love your neighbour as yourself you must lowairy
Real Self that is in your neighbour because theroidivision
in Reality.
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AT the festival of Yangtang Monastery | met Geslailapa
of the Gonsaka Monastery and Geshi Tung La of tieofu
Monastery, both charming fellows and well verseth#ir respec-
tive sciences. They could also speak Hindustanichvbeemed
to be their second language. | was glad, becagsaltl carry
on a conversation necessary to understand theruat®ns to
me on each of their respective sciences.

| persuaded Geshi Dar Tsang to come with me. He wa
pleased that | asked him, for he wanted to seprthgress of both
Geshi Malapa’s and Geshi Tung La’s chelas. Thei® avstrong
bond among the three of them, and they had a coompetie
contest to see whose chelas had made the mosepsogr

So the next day we made our way to Gonsaka. Igivas
one of the abbot’s rooms. He was at Ganden Monagjemg
through a revised course in medicine. This courseas told,
included physiology, physics, botany, and scieri¢keomind. It is
in no way comparable with our Western curriculu@inly much
more crude in some ways, yet much more advancethars.

Geshi Malapa said that he took his name from tleatg
saint Milarepa who lived to a great age and composed over
100,000 verses revealing his secret knowledge.r&pka was
known as the great miracle worker. His best knogat fvas to
fly to the summit of Mount Kaildsy means of levitation in order
to demonstrate to the people there that the faithksmowledge
he possessed were greater than that of the Bastgovido failed
to accomplish such a feat. Hence schools and &dlegere
formed for the purpose of studying and developihegée miracu-
lous powers, and for many years lamas taught bydeweloped
great powers and were credited with mighty mirachalapa
said that the Gonsaka Monastery was once one s¢ ttaleges
but was now turned into a monastery, “hence | fmokhe name
Malapa, an abbreviation of Milarepa.”

1-2. See page 108 93
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It was Milarepa’s powers that sustained him whemas
cut off by the deep snows and glaciers of Mountr&steduring
the winter.

“First of all,” said Malapa, “my pupils must leal@vitation
through the practice of special breathing exerci3é& body
then becomes light; sometimes bodies become sbthgh they
have to be weighed down to prevent their floatiwgg”

| said that | had seen levitation in India butlaeghed
and declared that was child’s play.

“First of all,” he said, “I take a raw boy lamaewvfourteen
years but under eighteen years, because the pdviee tung-
gompa is obtained only after a long course of piiobhary
exercises. The breathing must be carefully regiildkee devotee
must have perfect control of his mind and body. hady must
be completely motionless, also there must be thigyato sink
into a deep trance which enables him to use inpeces,
thereby reversing the polarity at will.

| said: “I understand from Yoga that, as the feeergy in
the atmosphere is pumped into the body throughindrteathing
exercises, the body becomes light, so that atitvgdn be moved
in any direction at speed, medium or slow, accorttirnthe desired
effect required.”

“Yes,” he affirmed, “the flying lama, or what waltthe
lung-gompa, is an astounding person. He goes ittanae, and
some people believe that the body is inhabited bpiat, but
that is not so.

“After a long period of exercises, gravitationosercome
because the air, being lighter, saturates the laodlymakes it
buoyant, and then the polarity is reversed. By theans the
lung-gompa moves at great speed over long distarmes
mountains and valleys, without fatigue. Fatiguebr®ught
about by the force of gravity when one has to nakeffort to
move the body because it is attracted to the earth.

“The lung-gompa takes a direct line to his desitina and
the speed up the mountains and across the vadlayst ialtered.
He goes up the mountains as fast as he goes diengldins,
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and more than one hundred miles can be coveredag,and one
lung-gompa whom | know can cover even a greateanie.

“The fact that there are few of us is borne outhy fact
that it takes a long time to accomplish the art—ynag but
few succeed—because it is perhaps the most diffefwall the
occult Sciences.”

| remarked that it would be most interesting tdness
this marvellous feat.

He said: “You are more than fortunate to witnésand it
Is because Geshi Rimpoche, whom we reverence, #s&egou
should be given the opportunity.”

| said: “| have no intention of trying to mastérst Science,
for | have not the time—you see, my work is heaglingt the
privilege that | may know how it is done, and arlowkd to
see it, will help me in my own work.”

“Then in the morning we will go to our practiceognd,
which is guarded while we exercise, and there ydlube able
to witness the lung-gompa.”

So the next morning we went down to the secludsiey
which was behind another range of smaller mountaimere
there was a long flat area. Geshi Malapa had dmbetchelas.
He said that three were enough to teach in ondifife.

| watched the three chelas being instructed holwrdathe.
They had been practising for the last ten yeardapéatold me.

Three mounds of earth were built up into cones, thie
chelas would sit cross-legged in Buddha fashiomd@ally they
would rise off the ground, reach above the con@atianound,
and gradually come down upon the top. This was daveral
times, and then they stood on their feet—this \masnost diffi-
cult part. Gradually they rose off the ground, doet placed
before the other; and by a series of rhythmic bsutitkir eyes
gazing into the distance, they moved as if that fewrdly touched
the ground, and at a great pace they bounded abenty feet
In one step. It was a thrilling experience to wsséhis (few have
seen the lung-gompa).

| was then given instruction and | felt as if mydy was
becoming light . . .
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As my time was getting limited | moved on to Takoh
Monastery, accompanied by Geshi Dar Tsang, andeosved
a cordial welcome from Geshi Tung La. His scienes the art
of reading the mind, otherwise known as telepathy.

Telepathy interested me very much, for here wasefiting
that | could use with effect in my own healing woakd | lost
no time in getting down to real practice.

| developed an amazing power to read Geshi Tuisgnhiad,
perhaps because we were very much in tune with etudr,
and | was so interested in the work that | fel imtnaturally. While
he spoke in Tibetan | spoke in Hindustani, to helform our
thoughts. | found it very simple—it came to me witheffort.

Geshi Tung La’s explanation to me was like thisodghts
make waves in the ether similar to radio wavess ttommon
knowledge that there is a multiple number of ragmves in
the ether at the same time, and not one interfeitbsthe other.
These invisible radio waves become audible whenhaue an
instrument to receive them. They are modified aadsformed
back into sound.

“Now,” said Tung La, “man also has a broadcastind a
receiving set. The pituitary gland is the projegtorgan, and the
pineal gland is the receiving organ. Thought waaressent out
by one person to another person who, if he bene, twill receive
them. This must be done without effort. At the idog end you
must not try to interpret consciously; you mustalthe feeling to
come into the mind. This feeling is transformedithought
and you begin to know what is received.

“It is a sort of feeling, not really thinking, fahinking
sets in motion the pituitary gland and this digtdite receiving
mechanism of the pineal gland.”

| found that this was true. When | tried to thimkat he was
saying in Tibetan | could not get it completelyt,bwhen | did
not try, the whole formation of his thoughts waseiged.”

Tung La said: “You are a natural born receiverc&ese
you are a medium you speak from inspiration; yaat gpeak
without thinking!”
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| replied: “That is perfectly true. If | thoughthat | was
going to say, | would find myself floundering; bwhen | just
speak as | feel, and feel as | speak, the flovergept.”

“That is correct,” he told me. “You do not neeq amstruc-
tion in telepathy, as you are a born medium foThere are
many like you—but few have found it out.”

| was pleased to hear his confirmation that | evamtural
medium; | was reading the minds of others all theef though
| did not know it.

As | have already mentioned, | have healed pealplever
the world, many of whom could not speak a word pflamguage,
nor | of theirs. When they spoke | took no heed/bét they were
saying but | got a clear picture of their complalntuition, call
it what you like, the fact that | knew what wastleir minds,
proved | could read their thought-feelings. In paihfact, their
thoughts and feelings were transferred to me, acwould feel
what they felt, according to their thought-feelings

| could tell if they were sincere or not, | wolddow if they
liked me or not, | knew if they were doubtful oflfof fear. All
the shades of their thought-feelings were to meqlear.

Anyway, | witnessed the pupils, over twenty in ran
practising sending messages to one another. They elanged
about, until he found the best pairs. The accucddaypeir pro-
jecting and receiving was astounding.

Firstly, the projector would write a letter of tldphabet
or a number on a board in front of him, and thespthith his
back to him would write it down.

Then a word would be written, then a sentence) the
projector would read silently out of a book whileetreceiver
would repeat it, and a recorder standing by wouldlendown
as the receiver repeated the words. Very seldontheéigd make
a mistake. | thought it was a wonderful demonsiratirhe dis-
tance between them was increased until a rangeoahtains
separated them. It showed that there is no spaaewe are not
separated.

“Light and sound are carried by the ether wavesjd
Geshi Tung La, “s@s thought and feeling.”
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| stayed here ten days and a grand friendshipngpug
between us. He would speak in Tibetan, and | irdtstani. We
did this in general conversation also, to keeppvactice up.

Several years later, in a séance in London, Gastig La
came through and spoke to me. He told me that Isesivain
his earthy body and was helping me in my work, e$dd since
learned astral travel from the hermit of Ling-Sha-{of whom |
will speak later).

“Yes,” | thought, “there are greater things in Mea and
on earth than man has yet dreamed of.”

The proof which | now had was conclusive, for ndyo
but myself knew that Tung La existed.

| often felt the telepathic influence of Geshi Gjum, just as
| would feel the influence of other helpers whokméw, including
Geshi Rimpoche and my friend, but it never dawngdnume
that Geshi Tung La could leave his body and worth@astral.

These thoughts came back to me from the wordpdies
before | left. He said: “Love is the greatest maigrierce in the
world; it is more powerful than the strongest magmsed to
magnetise steel. When a piece of steel is magdetakthe
particles arrange themselves into north and sooidspharmo-
nising the whole of the atoms in that piece of Istaad the
steel then becomes a magnet itself. So does Logaetiae the
etherons and atoms of the soul and body, turniegitinto a
magnet to attract the Cosmic Rays in great aburejdhereby
giving expression to the Love of God.”

| said to him: “Yes, Jesus said, ‘| have come {foat may
have Life and even more abundant Life.”

For some time he sat in silence, and then he S#al
speak of the Master Jesus? We have records of &ie) he is
still with us.”

| sat up when he said this, for | knew that He wtilkthe
living Christ.

The deep impressions of Tung La’s thoughts werdema
indelible to me; | can still feel the influence thfe Love and
affection he had for me.
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And here let me tell you a truth. You can speaéaich other
without uttering a word when you are in tune. Trgometime,
and you will be amazed at the wonderful understengiou get.
The result will be greater understanding of onelarpa deeper
feeling of love. It is said, “Absence makes therhgeow fonder.”
It is because the thoughts which you send out ® amother
are being received.

May | continue to say here a few more words to gbu
that which | know to be true?

The harmonising of the atoms is based on the furdtal
law upon which the function of Life is based—Lowdis is the
law of the electro-magnetic principle underlyind eleation.
This principle is the basic power in creation tlgbout the
Universe, not only on this planet but also in aé treated Uni-
verse. Although it is not the Ultimate, this eleemagnetic
principle is the motion in the Universe, and motistthe force
that transforms the atoms of invisible matter mémious visible
forms, and Nature’s subtle conductor is the ether.

In ether the blue-print of creation is formed, andtion
causes the transformation of, the etherons andsaitoim form.
This same ether remains the foundation of all fotimmsughout
the whole of the electro-magnetic activity. Thissarule applies
throughout the whole Universe, because there ioheatCreator
and one creation: both are one and not separateCihidator and
His creation are one.

Ether is the conductor of Creative Thought, whihhe
most powerful activity, for by It the Universe isilh.

| understood this when | was trained to be masfer
prana yamaTo control thepranais to control phenomena and
the dynamic forces in mind and body. Thereforewhe loves
wins the love of God, but he who hates reaps whataws.

Before | left Takohu Monastery my friend Tung Lagented
me with a small Tibetan prayer-wheel which | dtidive. It has
been with me now for seventeen years, and it isdfif years
since | said that | would write this book.

| have been busy ever since, healing all ovenibidd. The
last nine years were spent in South Africa and wawide | am

99



BEYOND THE HIMALAYAS

on the ship en route to my old home in Scotlandafgacation,
| am influenced to write this book, and anothet fellow soon?

Those who feel that they are guided by a greateefthan
their own desires know well that all things cometlad right
moment and not before or after.

This is not fatalism as some may think, but corapen,
a knowing that the Wisdom, the Intelligence thatidsuand
controls the Universe, that same Power, must lmean, for man
is the living expression of the Consciousness autelligence
of God who guides and manifests all things accgrdo His
will, God being Infinite in Nature. “Thy will be dee, not mine,
O Lord.”

Now that | have said these few words to you, | veiturn
to my story . . .

As we were wending our way back, Dar Tsang lefivhen
we came to Yangtang, and we kept on the sameneatthing the
Chumbi Valley again, exactly three weeks and tlu@gs from
the time we left.

| went straight to Geshi Rimpoche and told himttzdit had
happened. He asked: “How did you like Tung La?”

| replied: “He comes next to you and my frienarip heart.”

Geshi Rimpoche then said: “I have word from hineadly;
he tells me that you are an adept in telepathyhesdegard for
you is very strong.”

| said: “So is mine for him.”

“l am glad,” he assured me.

Then | asked: “But how did you hear so soon?”

“Ah,” he answered, “messages pass very quickiet;
what you do now is known a hundred miles away ivesy
short time.”

“l have already found that out,” | said.

We talked long into the night about what | did asidat
| had learned, and, when he was satisfied thgbtiraey was not
in vain he said: “I| am glad indeed at your sucadssbjourn,
but you know it is not the Real. It is right thatuyshould know
the occult Sciences, but you realise that Trutjréster than all
these things.”

3. See page 108 100
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| said: “Yes, | do know that and it becomes clea&ch
day to me,” and then | asked: “What about the hesrmni the
mountains, have they found the Truth?”

“No, my son,” he replied, “you cannot find the frun the
mountain or by the sea, nor by eating carrots,kyoconcen-
trating on your umbilicus all day. Neither will ydind it by
running away from the world, because you are thddvd here
IS no isolation, that is created only in man’s miids the great
illusion. It is for this purpose that | have brotigilou here to
make you see the false, then you will know whahésReal and
the True. If you do not understand the false ydfjrée€annot
make you understand. You have been dabbling farsyieahe
occult, that is why | want you to know the Real dhd True
thoroughly, so that you can be free.”

“You will never understand, my son,” he continuédrough
a belief by mere meditation or suggestions; noough the
occult powers, nor in the future, nor in the paay it be found,
for the past is a memory and the future is hopeghath with
fear. All these are of the mind, and Truth is bed/amnd.”

“Well,” | said, “how do we arrive at the Truth?”

He answered: “I can only tell you the ways youncdrarrive
at the Truth, and when you have found all the waysvhich
you cannot arrive at the Truth, you will find theuth: then it
will be yours, and not another’s which is but artaton.”

He added: “You will not find it by mere analysfsry this
is only digging up the past, and the Truth thas s@iu free is
not of the past. When you see that the processof mnalysis
Is a false process you will discard it; it will grdrom you like
all the other false processes.”

“What is in your mind,” he continued, “is deadistnot a
living thing, but on the other hand Truth is thatigh is living
from moment to moment. It must be discovered, netaty
believed in, not to be quoted or formulated innmad.

“To be alive, that is Truth; to know that you anée and
living every moment of It, that is Truth. To knowig, your
mind must be alert, aware, with your heart fullLaive, free
from all that is false; that is Truth.”
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“Most people,” he went on, “do not want to be alithey
want to be put to sleep to escape the world, tloegad want to
face up to things; like children they want to higehind their
mother’s apron strings, to shelter from the stormé-ahat is
the storm? Is it not our relationship with one &eo? We must
be conscious of that relationship every moment. iButtreat
you like a piece of furniture there is no relatioipsbetween us.
There is only true relationship when we understanelves;
only then can there be freedom, and in freedom @nljruth
revealed.”

“If you love me and hate another can you,” he dskaaim
to know the Truth? If you are kind to me and unkio@nother,
can you say that you are a kind person? Is it m@thieight of
contradiction?”

| told him: “I have never seen it like this befdre

“No, my son,” he said, “that is because you ditl unader-
stand yourself, your thoughts, your motives, yaalihgs, your
cravings and from where and how they arose.

“When you get rid of all the things of the selfeh only is
the Truth known. It is only these false things thag preventing
the Truth from flourishing in you. If your actios the contra-
diction of the Truth, how can you claim the Truth?”

“Then,” he went on, “if you are influenced by yaexperi-
ence, by what is in your mind, you cannot give egpion to
that which is beyond your mind; you will be giviegpression
only to what is in your mind. What is in your mimlnot the
Truth. If your actions come merely from your expege, then
the Truth is not in you. But if your actions arfsem loving your
neighbour as yourself, you will give expressiorthte Truth.”

“Do you think that | am chastising you, my son®@’dsked,
gently . . . “Far from it, because my love for yewreater than for
myself. You can now see that if the Truth you knswuilt upon
what you have seen, heard, or read, then it wilsungerficial.
In discovering the Truth you must search your nimdee what
Is false, and anything that you hold in your mimdwt the Truth
Is not the Truth. You become only a mere gramoplohaaging
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the records. You must become the musician and trsécrat the
same time, not merely listening to another. Theegimy son,” he
said, “you must understand the creations of thedrmmeaction
to others, to things external. You must see theefass of these
creations, for they are but ashes, not the LivinghTwhich cannot
be destroyed, perverted, because It is not putiedey the mind.”

After he said this he remained silent—and | wadsnsi
too . . . Yes, my mind had undergone a changeainstiort space
of time. What | had learned had passed into th&dracnd
and Reality came to the fore. It was a queer fgelsmilar to
the one | had before, but it was stronger, a si¢hat was deeper;
in a flash everything that | had read or hearchef Truth seemed
to dissolve away. In that deep silence | knew,d bt know
what it was, but | knew with a greater depth thaarebefore
that | was the Truth, | was the Living Trudow, and nothing
could destroy It, nor could anything destroy methimg could
pervert the Truth. It was my own, not another’sjtfir

From here | could go on. | knew then that fromt thery
moment | could go further, without effort or striggPreviously
the Truth was much to me a mental concept, anduldcoot
face this fact because | did not want to let gavbét | thought
was true. But now | could face any fact, no mattbat it was,
good, bad or indifferent. | knew it could not altee Truth—
the Living Truth—that | knew myself to Be, and |dm that
the Love that created me, created all. This wa$theer given
to man in heaven and on earth.

My thinking merged into the Silence from whichsas
Creative Thought, and as my confused thoughts ldes$s@way
into nothingness | realised that which was not atateconcept.
| had reached the Silence in which there was Relfece—
beyond the human conception of Love.

This was not a dead silence as if | had been@ateep,
or a silence that | had created myself; it wadense when all
confused thought, even thinking, ceased, and ingh&t, when
the external no longer bound me, | found the cveatss, that
Is Eternal and Ever-present, and | knew | was oitie Nv It was
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mine Now and forever, and nobody could take It away from
me. Love was the creative Power within all creatibacause
God is Love and all are One with Him, because tiemone
other than He . . .

It was Geshi Rimpoche who broke the silence. tiego
out and see the sun set, my son,” he said.

| replied that | would like to do so; a sunset Im&ver
ceased to give me a thrill.

“It is a different sunset every night,” | remarked

“Yes,” he answered, “I have looked at the sunirsgtand
rising for many years now, and no two have evenltee same.
It is the variety of the One Life, my son. You andre of the
same Life; the only difference is variety. When waderstand
variety we will know that ‘One’ alone is behindait.”

Nothing uplifted me more than the words of Geshp®che;
they had the effect of transforming my whole natlirgvas not
an intellectual knowing, but a deeper understandimd transfor-
mation that was taking place. | had found the soamd | was
content, content now to go on. There was now naraearching
or struggling; my searching and struggling to knehat Truth
was, had come to an end.

It was a moving onwards now that was necessadyain
that | would hear, see and feel, | knew would malpas it never
did before; for while | thought before what wasl réamow knew
that it was not the Real—the “Uncreated” alone ®Rasl and
creative, and not the created. This | knew, andtwhme after,
although astounding, to say the very least, didmoable me even
if | did not know the “Why,” for now | knew the ca@ behind all
things, great or small, and | was one with it:atiicl not be other-
wise, God being Infinite in Nature, and therefdreré was no finite
Being separate from the Infinite, for that woulditvgossible.

Afterwards, we had supper which had been spegqsdyared
for my taste (chicken and roast potatoes) thatipusvsimilar
meal that | have mentioned, had sunk into my subdons
because the relish in eating it when | was extrgrnehgry and
having it in the open air, had given me physicék&action.
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Then | said to Geshi Rimpoche: “I would like taahdirst-
hand from you about the people of Tibet, their tealand so
forth—anything that you kindly tell me will be ofeat personal
interest, because my stay is necessarily shortrgnonpressions
of so vast a country must tend to be superficial.”

“Yes, my son, you get my thoughts; | wanted td yel
something of the people and their habits, so thatoa go along
you will be better prepared to acquire the knowdegigu would
not otherwise get. But aren’t you tired?” he asked.

“No,” | replied, “an hour of this information froiyou would
be very satisfying.”

Then he said: “You have already found, | am sina&, the
Tibetan people are a happy type.”

“Yes,” | agreed, “they are always laughing, espkygithe
women | have met.”

“Oh yes,” he said, “they would be laughing, prdlgab
because they would like you for a husband, becaiugeur being
different from their own people.”

| said: “I found that so. When we met about a dogels
as we came into Yatung they started talking anghigug among
themselves, and | asked my interpreter what theg s&ying. He
told me that they were saying among themselvese ‘nusband.’
One would say ‘Mine,” and another would say ‘Mirend they
would all laugh heatrtily.”

“Yes,” he went on, “some of our people practisg/aadry,
but this is fast dying out. Polyandry, as you knaweans that
the wife has more than one husband. If she malmeesldest son
she accepts the younger sons in the family as emtl,nobody
knows who is the father of the children; the young@ns are
called uncles. But if she marries the youngestisoiecomes
her only husband.”

“But,” | remarked, “there seem to be many more \w@om
than men.”

“Yes,” he agreed, “but that does not prevent tipeactising
polyandry. Polygamy is practised too: some of ibkar class
have more than one wife, but this is also dying’out
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“The infant mortality,” he continued, “in Tibet isery high.
Many of the mothers and babes die of the sever® tolthe
outlying parts of Tibet when a lama doctor is nbhand the
husband or neighbour becomes midwife. Sanitaryngemments
are very crude, and a baby is lucky to get a balle-Haby is
generally rubbed over with yak butter.”

| remarked: “lI suppose you have done a bit of nifiehy
in your time?”

“Oh yes, many times. In fact | got quite experit & my
district,” and he continued: “You can appreciateatvhardships
the mothers go through having children, for it ilallt enough
to get fuel for cooking, let alone for heating wafler a bath.
Those who live near the wood-line are more fortenatbeing
able to get wood, but they are more snowbound enwtimter.
So there is compensation both ways. Very seldons doe
mother stay more than a day or so in bed.”

| remarked: “I see a lot of girls hang about thenastery.”

“Yes,” answered Geshi Rimpoche, “although the ka&e
a vow of celibacy some do not keep to the ruldatn-the abbots
do not seem to care, and many of the children yaud® not
know who their father is. But Tibetans are passelggdond of
children and, when a girl marries and has a chatbtehand,
the husband takes the child as his own; it beaasréame and
henceforth is known as his child.”

| said: “That is very generous.”

“Well,” he commented, “the people here do not loglon
sex as you do in the West; they are happier asudtre

“Are there any divorces or anything like that?agked.

“Oh no,” he said, “the lamas see to that,” anddided: “It is
very desirable that a male child is born into tenify, especially
when an estate is concerned. There is one man W kmwo
married three sisters in the one family beforedteagnale child.”

“Does he still keep the three wives?”

“Oh yes,” he replied, “that is the rule.”

“And they do not fight?”

“No, when people are brought up in this way theketit
as a matter of course.”
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“It would not do for women in the West,” | rematke

“No,” he said, “but one does not know what theeotis
doing in the West, while they do know here, and that which
makes all the difference.”

“Quite a thought!” | said.

“There are cases where the father and the sonrhaxged
the same woman, when the woman was not the sonlsemio

“Oh,” | exclaimed, “that is strange.”

“Yes,” he said, “but it does not often happen.”

“In polyandrous marriages,” he continued, “theendfxer-
cises great control over her household, for womavehmuch
influence in Tibet, both in the home and in bussnddey are
exceedingly charming to meet, and very pleasinfeir manner.
They have an easy freedom that is not found inrgbhets of
the world. Unlike the wives and daughters of othgiatics, they
always join visitors at tea and in fact are capabléooking
after the husband'’s affairs. There are a great mnrmbwomen
traders in the towns and villages, and they areydvi¢ as good
as the men and many much better.”

“In the West,” | said, “they are getting that waw.”

“The peasant women,” he went on, “labour in theddfs,
attending to the ploughing and to the work on tedljust as
efficiently as the men. In fact the women are equalery respect
to their male folk.”

“Men and women,” he continued, “very seldom digpla
jealousy when husbands or wives display interesanather,
and it is considered no disgrace for a girl to hawhild before
marriage.”

| said, “How do they manage to arrange these pdipais
marriages?”

“Well,” he replied, “the husband that is in th@mo with the
wife leaves his boots outside the door.” We batiglteed at this.

| said: “That is a good arrangement anyhow, baib ihot
think it would do in the West. Neither polygamy mpmlyandry
would be tolerated. In fact, it is against the tavhave two wives
or two husbands.”
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“Yes,” he replied, “I know that, for | have tralezl in many
countries in my younger days. You see my fatheravsl®harajah
and | was sent to an English school in India. ¥ Ween that | met
the Yogi who gave me an insight into the mysteokkife. He
advised me to see the world and understand its eveapable student
and became an abbot, that is, a teacher in a Tilmetaastery.
| have learned most of the occult Sciences inclyidimmo.”

“Yes, | heard that you were Master of Tumo as well

“Yes,” he said, “The powers of man are hidden friba
unenlightened, and it is by the wisdom of the Gre#tat only
those who have the understanding can use them.”

“Yes,” | told him, “I am grateful for the opportiiy of being
taught by the masters of the various occult Scignaead all
this is due to your great interest in me.”

When | said this he looked upon me as a fathetdrook
upon a son he loved.

Time passed quickly and it was almost midnight.

“Now,” he said “you must retire. | will tell you one about
the Tibetan people tomorrow, but you will see mtarhyourself
on your way to Ok Valley. You know your friend isaiting for
you there, and you must leave Lingmatang soon.”

“I have grown to like Lingmatang; | feel it is hgme,” | said.

“Itis,” he said, “it is your home any time you mdo come;
the door will always be open to you.”

This was grand to hear from such a great sageeabiG
Rimpoche, for it was sincere. | felt happy and &armn for the
remainder of the hours left for rest, looking fordiéo what the
dawn would bring.

1. Milarepa (1040-1123) Great yogi saint andtpéd ibet.

2. Mt. Kailias (671%). Sacred mountain for the Hindus, the home of3bd Shiva, for the Tibetans they
equate the mountain with mythological Mt. Sum‘'the Cosmic center of the Universe.’

3. ‘The Yoga of the Chrissequel to ‘Beyond the Himalayas.’ Starts on page...
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WHEN | got up next morning | was still intrigueditiv
what Geshi Rimpoche had told me and was eageraiorhere.
| went to the window and could see Rimpoche standim the
balcony. He was lookingowards the east where the sun would
soon rise.

It was dark, and a dark cloud like a dark blardatered
the valley, looking sinister. | had not seen Tildet this before
and | was wondering what was going to happen, wieard a
clap of thunder, which echoed backwards and forsyand and
down the valley. Closed in as it was by the moustat sounded
like a volley of big guns in quick succession. A it had not
started to rain, so | went out on the balcony wi&seshi Rimpoche
was. He was deep in contemplation.

He said: “I was just thinking of the many moodstiNa
takes on. Last night the stars were shining brghtithout a
cloud in the blue sky, and now the whole valley diits are
filled with dark menacing clouds, ready to bursaay minute,
swelling the rivers into roaring torrents.”

“Yes,” | replied, “It is truly wild this morning,’and then
another louder clap of thunder burst around us. ligigning
struck the face of the great rock about one hundaeds away,
we heard the report as if a thousand million vblsd struck it,
and the flash burst around us. | said, “It is adytung that it
did not strike the monastery.”

“Yes,” he concurred, “but in no time in memorahlstory
has a monastery been hit by lightning.”

Just then the clouds burst. | never saw anythkegit. It
was not rain, it was as if sheets of water weraggmbdown from
giant vessels. The river below began to roar whth tbrrents,
nearly as loud as the thunder.

“l hope this does not last long,” | said.
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He agreed, and added: “Nature is in a nasty mobdHe
will change soon.”

No sooner had he said this than | could see &bnethe
clouds where the sun was just peeping from behiedgreat
Himalayas that surrounded us, and it was not losfgre the
storm ceased, and immediately there was a calm.

“You see,” he said, “that is the nature of thisdaof
mountains and rivers.”

The sun was coming up with an array of coloursiyem
different from the usual sight, and the sky heldld dark sinister
beauty. It seemed as if | was transported from wodd to
another in a few minutes for, as the sun rosegi#itk menacing
clouds melted away and a beautiful blue sky appeare

“Well,” | remarked, “I have never seen such a kubange
before,” and he observed: “This is a country oftcasts.”

Afterwards we had breakfast. | had two boiled eggd
toast and tea, and Rimpoche just had some tsarspa, @ baked
bread, and tea, and then we went out again upobd®ny
and sat down.

“I would like to hear more about the people ararttvays,”
| told him.

He recalled that he had been telling me aboutthgiage
customs and social features of the people here.

“What about the fashions? Do these change at @liGired.

“Oh no,” he replied, “there is no change of fashiwere.
Men and women wear the same type of clothes nowf han-
dreds of years ago; there is no change.”

Very dull, I thought. “It would not do for the chgeable
moods of the West,” | remarked.

“No,” he said, just as if in answer to my thoudtm,t the
fact is that the style of the Tibetan dress hasahainged for
centuries,” and he continued: “A great contrassisxbetween
the dress of the lower classes and that of therugpsses in
appearance, style and quality. This is accordinthéolaws of
the country, and these laws regulate the quality @lour of
the garments of each class.”
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| could not help asking: “Do the people not objecte
told what to wear?”

“Oh no,” he answered, “all this has been the aqustor
centuries. The costume for women of rank is masactive;
even when they are engaged in domestic thingsathed never
neglect their personal appearance. Every womarglasliin
loading herself with jewellery and ornaments. Ardutheir
necks you have no doubt seen charm boxes hanging?”

“Yes,” | said, “nearly everyone has them, youngodt,
rich or poor.”

“And,” he continued, “in their charm boxes theme a
prayer—they believe that this protects them fronh &or the
upper classes these charm boxes are made of golstaaded
with precious jewels; and if the agate beads orclwvtiie boxes
hang around the neck have certain markings theseoasidered
lucky; they are of great value. And on their clahbkey hang
pieces of their best jade. Some wear, down thek e special
piece of brocade into which are set precious stos@se of
them worth thousands of pounds.”

“On their fingers,” he went on, “they wear golags set
with jewels or with their favourite or lucky stongarrings of
jade are always worn. Yet nowhere in the world wou see
such indifference to, such disregard for, filtihalve seen ladies
dressed in the most gorgeous costumes walking dlmgoad
with their garments trailing in dirt which | woultesitate to put
my horse through. You will see for yourself this mmag how
some of these ladies are dressed.”

He then told me that he was to officiate at anartgmt
wedding of leading lights of the district that dagnd | want
you to come with me. | have arranged with the lgrdem’s
parents that you will be given the seat of honfnam which
you will see everything.”

So we journeyed down to the village, and from wher
| stood | could see the bride astride a gaily d&eorpony coming
towards the bridegroom’s house.

Around her head was a gaily-coloured scarf ansked:
“What is the scarf for?”
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“Oh,” replied Geshi Rimpoche, “that is to hide bkrshes.”

Refreshments were set at three selected placis,ropar
each other and close to the house; cakes were atagbeh of
the three places and the bride and her party sdrtipéen. When
she reached the gate of the bridegroom’s houses@oathrew
into her face a “torma,” which is a dagger madetlmy lamas
from barley dough and butter cooked hard and pairgd.

| said: “That does not seem a very nice thingdg dnd
Geshi Rimpoche explained: “It is supposed to daway any
evil spirit that has come with her.”

“It's a nice way to meet a bride!” | laughed.

The bride was met at the gate by the bridegroothhas
mother. The mother put upon the bride’s head awawith the
streamers of the five sacred colours. | asked aig, he replied:
“It means acceptance by the mother and it is ahraoright of as
her marriage licence. In fact it is the only magadicence that
some ever get.”

They all now entered the house, and the brideastte
right hand of the bridegroom. Friends and relatilzag their
gifts at their feet.

Then Geshi Rimpoche put round both their necksaaf s
of silkk and pronounced them man and wife, and thermother
came and placed another scarf round the bride’®adelgroom’s
neck This ended the marriage ceremony, and alluadgal to
the marriage feast which would go on till latehe evening

| partook of some of the food, and there were tibnieen
courses consisting of all kinds of sweetmeats ety of barley
beer, which is turned oad lib. Before long | could see that
many could hardly sit on their chairs, let alorensit

We then left, because Geshi Rimpoche had anotissiom.
This was to a girl who married the elder brothenking that
by so doing she would get the younger one with wisbmwas
in love. But to her great sorrow the younger brottedused to
have anything to do with the marriage.

“I heartily agree with him,” | said, “and what ayeu going
to do about it?”
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“You will see,” he told me.

We reached the house, and there, sitting on thehpwas
a girl looking into space as if she were in a dre8he started
when she saw us, and came down and kissed the hé&msabi
Rimpoche’s garment. He placed his hand on her Haassing
her, and he said, in Tibetan, “Arise, my dauglated be at peace.”

| was struck by her beauty; she was truly a coriddgtan
girl. Her eyes were well set apart, her nose wasgstt and her
mouth firm, her lips were beautifully formed. Wheime laughed
she showed a beautiful set of faultless teethnidere was Norbu,
which means beautiful jewel. The name suited her.

The names of Tibetans, Rimpoche told me, wereetiobs
places or things, such as beautiful mountain, haladlley, flowers,
jewels, and the like. All these names were chasehdir meaning.

There had been no children by the marriage, aisdatas
a severe blow to Norbu. If there is anything in Wald Tibetan
women want it is children; to them a childless naaye is no
marriage at all and it can be annulled by themselve

This particular girl became agitated when she d$kien-
poche about Tang La (which means a level passy Tanwas
the younger brother. There was a tremor in herevagcshe spoke
of him. She said: “I do not understand why he wibt come
home,” and tears welled up in her big blue eyes.

Geshi Rimpoche replied: “He is in love with youpriu,
but he is unwilling to share you with his brother.”

“I will go to him,” she said.

“All right, my daughter, go to him. He is over@arjeeling.
The Himalayas separate you; do you think you cakensach
a journey, my daughter?”

“Oh yes,” and she went inside. Later | heard #ie had
crossed the Himalayas and got to Darjeeling, whieeg were
married again by the local Buddhist priest. A feantins later |
asked Geshi Rimpoche about her. She had made asssign on
me, for it was a rare Tibetan love story. Gestd tok that they
were happy and Norbu was going to have a childshbedwas
extremely beautiful and radiant.
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He added: “I knew that the bond of love betweesnth
would work out satisfactorily; a true bond alwaysed.”

“What about the elder brother?” I inquired.

“Oh,” he replied, “that has been settled quitestattorily,
and he is married again.”

| thought to myself: “Well, this is a peculiar edry indeed.”

We visited another home, where a man was dyind, an
Geshi Rimpoche had been sent for by the relatiMes.man died
not long after we arrived. The presence of Gesim®iche had
a soothing effect upon the whole scene. | neveraaxhing like
it. It was as if a new life had come into beingj &veryone went
about his or her work knowing all was well.

| asked: “And what happens now?”

“Oh,” he replied, “tomorrow or the next day helwié taken
to the burial ground.”

“So,” | inquired, “they bury them here too?”

“Oh no, not the way you bury people in the Wesi.yDu
see the vultures up there on the hillside?”

“Yes.”

“Well, those vultures are waiting to eat the fledhthe
man’'s body. The people you see up on the hill ated the
Ragypa. They are outcasts, and they cut up thé tésthe
dead and throw it to the vultures. The bones am@th to the
dogs, until all is devoured. There is nothing Idfat is what
happens to ordinary people.”

| said that | would like to see it.

“Do you think you would? It is a gruesome sight.”

“Well,” | said, “I can only imagine what it iskie if | don’t
see it.”

“All right then, let us go—there is always somesne
body being devoured.”

So we went up the side of the hill to the placecWwhhey
called “Skulls,” and | watched the awesome proced#irst,
they stretched a body out on a platform and inime twith
their sharp knives they had cut off all the fledbaa to the
bone, and as they cut they threw the pieces taulieres.
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The pieces were quickly devoured by the shriekiesh-
eaters who flew down almost pecking the pieces aduthe
Ragypas’ hands.

It was a sickening sight. (The peculiar thing abinese
gruesome scenes is that the vultures will not idathe king
vulture takes the first piece.)

Then the bones were broken up and given to the.dog
Several heads that had been separated from theshaoedre strewn
around. The Ragypas break up the skulls, and pitkhe eyes
and the brain and throw these to the vulturesskié they reduce
into powder and the relatives can have it if theghaif not,
the dogs eat it.

“It was a sickening sight,” | said to Geshi Rimpe¢“but
| was glad | saw it.”

“You must see things as they are, my son, withepilsion,
otherwise you are not free.”

| said: “That is true; | have still a lot to freg/self from yet.”

“Now,” he informed me, “the general rule is folaana to
go to the house of the dead man and perform whatas/n as
the cleansing ceremony.”

“Oh,” | said, “that is interesting.”

“Would you like to see that too?”

“Yes,” | replied, “I may as well see the wholenti | have
seen the marriage, the death and the burial andimowleansing
ceremony—the only thing that will complete the huntycle
IS to see a birth, and then | will have the whalgtyse of the
ways of the Tibetans—hbirth, life, death.”

He said: “I expect there will be a lama there ridso we
went back to the house and surely enough the laasathere.
He had not yet begun the cleansing ceremony aatldrece made
way for Geshi Rimpoche to do it, but Geshi Rimpoalaved
to him to continue.

There was quite a lot to it. The lama drew oneaepf paper
an effigy of the deceased and burnt it, all thestiwvatching it
intently. If it burnt bright the soul would haveadhed the highest
Heaven; if red and spread out, the soul had depémen the

115



BEYOND THE HIMALAYAS

house. If it burnt smoky the soul was still arouhd house.
Then the lama besought the soul to depart fromhthese and
not trouble the household any more, telling hint tinea would
find his resting place where he would await theetiwhen he
could reincarnate.

| said to Geshi Rimpoche: “One thing | like abdus that
the people understand there is no death, but #pgrgburning
business is, according to the paper used, juststife.”

“You are right, my son, but it gives comfort ta#e who
are left; they believe it; they are not yet suffitily advanced
to understand the Truth as we understand it.”

| said: “I can see quite clearly that there arepgie who
need a religion until they have progressed enowghnder-
stand what is false; then they will realise whatu.”

“Now, my son, you have seen the death, the bandlthe
cleansing of the house of the ordinary man. Buhilie high
lamas the procedure is quite different. Their b®diee preserved
in vaults over which is built a tomb plated in slofjold and
studded with precious gems, and in the inner samthere are
golden images and rich brocades beyond price. dh&ast is
so great that one can hardly imagine it possibtel Yave seen
some of these tombs in the monasteries, but rembge some-
thing you must visit the Dalai Lama’s tomb.”

“Yes,” | answered, “before | leave | must see Dadai
Lama’s tomb,” and then | asked him: “Why is it thihe few
high officials who are allowed to enter Tibet dd mmuire into
the real things of Life instead of scraping on sieface about
the things that do not matter?”

“My son,” he replied, “you know the answer youfsgbu
do not need me to tell you that.”

| did not say anything, but | thought to mysetitthis reply
was very true; it was stupid to ask the questiokndw well
enough why—it is because they do not know anythingut the
Real, being steeped in the false. People who livéhe surface
can see only what is on the surface. How they cdade
missed the Real in Life is a human tragedy.
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We were silent for a time—I had my thoughts andhaé
his. | think these were much on the same plané€éshi Rimpoche
said: “My son, you must be on your way the dayrdftienorrow.
Tomorrow you can prepare and rest for the strenjmusey.
| feel that your friend is calling you.”

| replied: “I know that, but how can | pull mysedivay
from here?”

“These are things we must learn to do, my sonrd hee
times when you would like to remain where you apgy, but,
remember, you are needed elsewhere. When you totbltsowork
you were content to go where you were needed.”

“Yes, | know that,” | said. “I have found thatmmany places
| would have liked to stay but the power of theriBs stronger
than the flesh, so | moved on.”

* * * * *

| often wonder why | did not write this book befot wrote
The Higher Power You Can Us$est, thenl am the Lifethen
Heal YourselfthenSpiritual and Mental HealinghenWhat is
Mine is Thine(two parts), therHow to Relax and Revitalise
Yourself;then Divine Healing of Mind and Bodfthe Master
speaks again), thexour Life renewed every Daardnow this
bookBeyond the Himalayas.

When | look back | can see a sequence runningighrall
these books. They seemed to come without any pigron my
part, and yet they dovetailed into each other.

As | have said, | will, D.V., write another bookmslar to
this as the space left here would not be suffide@ntvhat | have
yet to tell. | could imagine Geshi Rimpoche sayibYgs, my son,
you will go on writing as long as you live on theypical plane.”

The morning came for my departure. | said a temyor
goodbye to Geshi Rimpoche, and | could see byabs the affec-
tion he had for me, and | am sure he felt mine.also

| turned from him and walked away down the stefhe
monastery into the valley below. | looked back saviémes and
there he was, standing on the spot where | left him
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Audibly to myself | said: “No wonder everyone lgvgou,
Geshi Rimpoche; you have everything that a frieadds in a
friend—Love, compassion, wisdom, understandingdkess
and forgiveness.”

Once when | said to him that | was sure | hadrolteen a
worry to him, he replied: “Oh no, my son, | knovathhe flesh is
weak but the Spirit is strong and must in the emcteed and
find its freedom. It is because you know these wesges yourself
that you are tolerant to others—you could not bealer other-
wise. You must neither condemn nor judge, for wieovee that
we may condemn or judge? What we see in otheeseislylrooted
in ourselves.”

| have never forgotten his words. By them | knbw great-
ness of the man.

When we reached the valley, the monastery wasynear
out of sight. A feeling of loneliness took hold mk, and then
| thought of my dear friend waiting for me in OklIMgy. He
would have much of interest to say to me, | wag.sur

We left Lingmatang behind and followed the trackto a
place called Gautsa, where there was a hut, ab@itd miles
from Lingmatang, and here we stayed the night. gdiag was
very rough, the river was in spate because of thkimg of the
snows in the mountains and it was rushing like riiladugh
the gorges. We had to make our way down the maumtack
to the riverside. It was hard going because ofsteep sides of
the mountains; some of which were sheer precipaieshe
way down. Eventually we reached the stony track@lthe
side of the swollen river which in places was daagsly near
the track. Overhanging the river in parts werektbashes of
wild roses and other flowers that made a grandipact

| had taken a good number of snaps by this tintkveas
almost tired of taking them, because it was sacdiffto choose
from among the many wonderful sights. When | saeeautiful
scene | would say to myself that perhaps there dvbalan even
better one farther on. This is what happens wheretis so very
much to take in.
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On the side of the mountain | could see sevenalala
hermitages and | remembered what Geshi Rimpochedidd
me: “You cannot find the Truth by isolation and Istike.” So
| went on my way; sometimes | was tempted to staplaave a
look, but | kept going, as time was limited.

We left the river-bed again and climbed the mauontiack
once more, but the going up and down made it inestvavelling.
Then we came on a clearing from which we couldtseglain
through the trees. The plain was green with thigsg and yaks
were there in their hundreds grazing. Wild flomaesre prolific,
contributing to another scene of beauty, and | \eoed whether
| could get such beauty on a film. | thought, net Ytook the
picture later and can see it in my mind now ashftaes the day
| took it.

Then we entered the wildest scenery: the contnest
almost too much to realise. The track now was raernthan two
to three feet wide going round the mountainside skiding
the gorges through which the river roared. At times came
upon an opening where we could see again this ihaatdlley
in the distance coloured with wild flowers, withasige number
of yaks grazing. | could see the hut in which weente put up for
the night on the other side of the river, and lised that from
it | should be able to see more of this lovely exaltarpeted as
it was with such colourful wild flowers. We came aodbridge
suspended over the river, and we crossed verymyngesas tired
by the end of the day, though it was not a longnjey (I had done
nearly twice as far before), but in this particusaretch there
was so much climbing to do—we would climb downhe tiver
side, then up again, and so on.

After supper, which was an enjoyable one (I alweyjsyed
my food after the day’s journey), my bearer plagedhe tunes
on his accordion. When | went to bed | could ndp hieinking
of what had happened to me in the short time | lbeeh there,
and | had almost to pinch myself to see if it was & dream.
Had all this really happened?
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What | had seen and heard during the last few sveekild
fill a book by itself, but that would be of littlese to you who want
to study my books; if you want more than a meredpeton of
what | saw, you want to know more about Life andatvh
means.

All through my travels in Tibet | came across mangyer-
flags. At every dangerous place there would beagtigyrflag—
a prayer for the traveller that his feet would leptksafe on the
dangerous paths or that the mountain would nodi@Nn upon
him. Yes, | thought, these people were thoughNlany would
laugh at these prayer-flags, but | did not, foné that with every
flag there was a thought for the safety of the whe passed
that way.

Next day we travelled as far as Phari Dzong. Adefteghe
gorges we entered into the great expanse of pastiirerhich
we had caught glimpses the day before. It was atibddertile
valley, and hundreds of yaks were grazing among wiie
flowers. Here was another yak train carrying momoMover
the mountains to India.

When | thought of India it seemed to be a thougaiids
away, another world, an outside world. In the distawe could
now see Phari, reputed to be the highest townamibrld (and
the filthiest). Phari is 15,000 feet above sealleve

Eventually we came to the hut just outside Phartle
edge of the valley, and here we put up for themigh

We had the usual evening meal and my bearer plaiged
accordion. Next morning we had the usual brealdast were
soon off again.

We now enter Phari. How could I explain it to ydAraund
it is the most beautiful green pasture, coloureith wild flowers,
even more beautiful in some respects than the Chifailey.
All kinds of animals were grazing there, yak, Tdoesheep and
goats; birds of all kinds flew around, whistlingia® welcome
us; and there were little animals which | had nesesn before,
| learned that these were mostly mouse hares atdhay live
under the ground in burrows.
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In all this grandeur Phari itself was a blot &hfiNo rubbish
could have been removed for centuries; the peadethrew
their offal and rubbish outside the door, and wité frost and
the snow the accumulations had mounted up so highyou
could barely see the tops of the houses. Of sgrataangements
there was none, so everyone squatted in the stneet, women
and children left behind their droppings. | coulatddy believe
it possible.

They never wash themselves; the only wash they gote
was with rancid yak butter, and you could see éptlecaked on
their clothes.

As you can understand, | was glad to move ouhefiF was
now on my way to Ok Valley. My spirits soared agémm | would
see my friend once more, my friend who had met s i
Kalimpong and who knew more about me than | knewetfy

| realised that | had some wonderful friends, rattriends
not supernatural, for there is no such thing asiEeatural
person, as Geshi Rimpoche told me. The idea oparsatural
person has come from the belief that there are kinds of
people, natural and supernatural, but it is notndtat seems to
be supernatural is perfectly natural when undegstdbis | had
already learned. No wonder that | did not wantetave, but it
was not to be. | must go back into the world wheneuld be
more useful, | was told, for | could do what theyulel not do
in the circumstances, they said.

Their deep knowing was almost beyond human under-
standing. The words of Jesus came into my mind|iéBe in
me and irHim who sent me.”

We proceeded now at a faster pace down to Ok yalle
across one of the stormiest passes in Tibet wheraiind blew
the stones up into your face.

The wind was blowing fiercely; it seemed to riag of
the calm to become a hurricane, and out of thenstmmes the
calm again. What a contrast, | thought.

* Chomolhari (Jhomolhari) 7314the mountain Goddess of the snows’.
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The icy blasts were now coming from the frozencephere
of Chomolhari, and | felt my face freezing, and my fingers were
becoming numb.

“And this is the middle of summer!” | said to mgdrer.

He answered: “It gets warmer as the sun risesb3ah

“It would need to,” | remarked, “otherwise | wouldve to
practise Tumo.”

This day the beautiful Chomolhari was seen abdst.
Nearly ten miles away, as the crow flies, it lookedif it was
falling on top of us.

We took the track to the right, just a few mile®iothe top
of the pass which led to Ok Valley. The track pdssemall lake
that reflected the snow-capped Chomolhari and lmbv@s a river
which we would have to cross; beyond that there avasall
range of mountains that hid the lower part of Chibva. Its
magnificent peak was covered with the eternal sn@Ghemolhari
was showing itself in all its glory that day.

The sun was up but had not lost some of its oraotmir
which reflected from the snow. This created ansiba that
Chomolhari might fall on us any minute. | stoodldn’t know
how long, drinking in this rare and beautiful sidgidden away
from the outside world.

The path was easy going, though over 15,000 fe@tea
sea level. We had not gone more than a few milenwie saw
in the distance another familiar but lovely sceheere, tucked
away on the steep side of the mountain, was perttieedreat
monastery of Ok Valley.

“How in all the earth are we to reach that plade&sked,
“and what a view of Chomolhari they must have, nmnnoon
and night. All the moods of Nature can be seen filoene.”

No sooner had | said this to my bearer than | isgmviriend
only a hundred yards away. The greeting | recelxed him was
one of tender feeling, the love of a friend thatmere than a
friend.
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He said: “I have followed you all the way to Yaagg, to
Gonsaka and Takohu. You have made a deep impressiDar
Tsang, Malapa and especially on Tang La.”

“How do you know all this?” | asked.

“l was there, my son.”

| had forgotten for the moment that moving abaouthe
Astral was as easy to him as breathing was to me.

He said: “This is a beautiful spot, and we camdmh here.
The view you will have of the mountain at sunsal annrise
will compensate for the cold. But | forgot, you kalearned
something of Tumo now, so it will not be so bad you,” he
said with a smile.

| laughed and said: “I hope that is true, and tikbe a
good test.”

“What | want to do here,” he went on, “is to makel more
proficient in your inspiration, especially from thghest Spiritual
Forces, and here is the most suitable place assib ihigh and
secluded.”

| replied: “| know | am better at thought transfiece now.”

“Yes,” he said, “but this is much more difficult.is over-
shadowing. It is a much more perfect and relialdg of getting a
message over, because there is a more direct toAtso your
mind must be empty and free from fixed ideas, ot you
will be colouring what is said with what is in yoown mind.”

“You see,” he continued, “it is impossible to tat@mplete
control of your brain; we would have to take you @iuyour body
to use your brain, and this is not suitable becafiske tremen-
dous Spiritual power that would be used. It woudtl lve right for
us to do that to you; your mechanism is too vadublis to harm it.”

| smiled and said: “I| am flattered when you sagtth

“Not so,” he told me, “you are a medium of a certand
that is rare; you were born that way, for this wgok were born.”

“I have heard that before,” | commented.

“Yes, and you will hear it again.” He was seriansl added:
“We want to see how much spiritual power you camdtand
if we are successful you will be used by the Maktarself.”
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“Good God,” | exclaimed, “I am not worthy.”

“Perhaps not,” he replied, “but you have been ehds

“If that is so, then | shall submit to any tesuymay put
upon me.”

By this time we had reached the monastery.

“What if all this was written? It would make queending.
No one would believe it,” | said.

He answered: “The ignorant would not believehit bigoted
would not believe it, but it is not for them; it fier those who
are just beyond the physical, and for those wheaoth are chosen
to hear it and to see it. What is said will be takewn and not
a word will be lost.”

It is now, | realise the importance of his worids,otherwise
the bookDivine Healing of Mind and Bodyf he Master speaks
again) would never have been written.

| had noticed, that we had climbed the steep gtadbe
monastery itself, and when | looked back and saw fay we
had come | said, with a surprised look: “Good gyasj | had
no idea that we had reached this height!”

With that he smiled, knowing more than | did.
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THE monastery of Ok was similar in every respect t
Yangtang. | was given quarters next to my friehdids an abbot’s
spare apartment, consisting of a sleeping roomthano@oom
with cushions, and the floor was covered with &batugs which
made it look cosy and comfortable.

Plenty of water was to be obtained from a stredahwcame
from the snows higher up and passed the side aghtrastery.

After a wash and clean up | was introduced to ango
Tibetan, not more than twenty-five years of agdledalsang
Tapa. He had a very intelligent face, and he wasotfacle of
the monastery. He was found by Geshi Rimpochewaythat
sounds like a fairy tale, as it was told to me ®sl@ Rimpoche
himself, and this is it.

When Geshi Rimpoche was on one of his journeysahse
upon Tsang Tapa, who was then only fifteen yeans ahd it
was away in a valley behind Mount Everest. Gesimgiche
had not eaten any food for days and was not likelget any,
when this young boy, Tsang Tapa, appeared from apavand
offered him food and drink. Tsang Tapa then weraigit into
a trance and the great saint Milarepa spoke thrbugh demon-
strating before Geshi Rimpoche the miraculous pswi&sang
Tapa possessed.

To Geshi Rimpoche there was no doubt that thewdme
spoke through this lad was the real Milarepa hifnstle great
miracle worker. After the trance state was oves,liby said that
he had been told that Rimpoche was coming this amalywould
be without food, so he, Tsang Tapa, brought fodte young
boy then took Geshi Rimpoche down a secret path hemd
before them was a magnificent valley in which wgrazing a
large number of yak. Geshi asked the boy whose tymkswere
and he said: “Mine, master.”
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This was strange, and Geshi asked: “Where argrgoents?”

“They are far away, master.”

Geshi was so interested now that he asked Tsavayhiawv
he got here.

“O,” replied the boy, “I move this way, masterfichhe
started to do the lung-gom-pa.

This was most extraordinary. How could a young Hoy
the lung-gom-pa? So Geshi Rimpoche asked him: “Ydbght
you?”

“Him, master.”

“Who is ‘him'?”

The boy again said “Him,” as if there were somewité
him. Geshi knew at once that here was the most arbund
natural medium he had ever come across. So hehiooko a
great Yogi in the Kalimpong district whom he knew.

For seven years the boy had been with this Yogjidaming
the last three years he had been the oracle adiSkank was
now greater than that of the Abbot.

| was so taken up with this story that | spok&gang Tapa
in Hindustani and he replied to me in English. kwaore than
surprised.

Apparently, while he was with the Indian Yogi,ghoqgi
sent him to an English school in Kalimpong, wheeeldarned
so quickly that the others could not keep up with. hh confirmed
it afterwards that Tsang Tapa was indeed a mosirkainle young
man. His mediumship was extraordinarily clear anduaate.
We also became good friends. His mediumship brooght to
me many who had passed from the physical, so aetyrthat
there was no doubt whatever about the identityhok¢ who
spoke

| was also introduced to the Abbot who was in ghaof
the monastery. He, too, spoke English, so convensatas easy
now and | did not need any interpreters. The Abiad a jolly
fellow and kept us laughing. Indeed | could notphi@ughing
because his laughter was so infectious.
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| had brought with me some one-pound tin boxes of
Huntley & Palmers’ biscuits which were relishedddifour of
us. | could not have brought anything better. We tea, and
ate sparingly of the biscuits because we wantem tiodast.

The food in the monastery was very good, congjstih
yak meat, barley, potatoes and tsampa, plentylobuyéer, milk,
cream and cheese. Roast chicken and roast potaoesvailable
at least once, and sometimes twice, a week.

When evening was drawing near | said | wantece®tbe
sun setting on Chomolhari, so we went out on tpeoftdhe main
hall. The roof was flat and from it we could see Walley below,
and beyond was Chomolhatri.

| can only try to explain what | saw in words whicannot
adequately paint a picture of such beauty.

The sun was setting behind us and on the sid&ahGlhari.
The colouring of pink | could not completely deberifor | had
never seen anything like it anywhere else in thedva\s the
pink gave way to the darker reds, a purple haze upsfrom the
valley. Gradually the purple haze became darkewlour and
eventually turned into a cloud, creeping up andecmyg the
mountain bit by bit until just the peak was refiegtthe glowing
red of the sun. Then the peak disappeared andebefoicovering
the whole valley and the mountain, was a gloridasket of colour
from purple to red, and in-between were all theepghades of
the spectrum. (This is a poor description, becausés fail.)

The sunrise was equally beautiful but the colaynvas
in the opposite direction; the blanket began tealise as the
sun rose, revealing the same colour formationvense.

It was a thrilling, an unforgettable experience.

We were up before the sun rose each day, for tvase
much to do. At first | did not know the procedubet | felt quite
content that all would be well and successful.

My friend took on the robe of the teacher. His deis
and knowledge were profound. He and Geshi Rimpootre
on the same plane.
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My friend began to speak in his clear tones akigel that
he had something very important to say. We adirist intently.

He said: “Truth is not created in the mind. Whabple
do is to create a religion that dominates themyiéisation that
exploits them, and because they do not understaay want
something to guide them. Then they become slaves.”

| looked at Tsang Tapa to see how he was takiegpitcially
about his religion. My friend must have read myutdlats, for
he said; “Never mind Tsang (as he called him); hedsthe
shackles of slavery long ago.”

| was on the point of asking Tsang something wimsn
friend continued: “Most people hold an ideal ofturwhile they
hold fast to their divisions and separations. Trefyse to give
up their creeds, their nationalities, their religgobeliefs, their
political differences, because they are bound ufh whem,
thereby failing to see that they are false. Anyghinat separates
man from man, whether it be a religion, a natidgaln ideal,
a belief, must be false because there is no divisidreality.”

“Now,” he continued, “they say you must pray—maisit—
to find peace, to find freedom. So they meditaterupn idea
of peace, of freedom, which binds them still furth&/ithout
knowing how they are bound by what is in their msingnd how
it has been formulated, their meditation, theiypra, are useless.
When they do not know what causes separation,uhigy) peace,
freedom or whatever name they give it, will be meean idea.

| said: “You speak almost like Geshi Rimpoche.”

“My son,” he replied, “there is only one way t@é&dom
and that is to show how one is bound. | cannotyicee you must
do that yourself. Only then will you find the mightreative
power that is behind all creation, the Love andwisdom that
Is beyond your mind. Yet your mind is the vehitleotigh which
it will manifest. How can it manifest through a minhat is
filled with all that which is false? You would be&pgessing your
own conditioning, not the Love, the Wisdom and Bwaver of
the Christ Spirit.”
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He continued: “It is for this that | have brougiuu here.
Your mind must be made clear enough for the ovadsWing
of the Master, otherwise you would be giving expi@s to
your own conditioning. Even after you leave hemjrymind will
not be completely ready for what we want to dawilt mean
years of probationary work for you among the peagig¢he
world. What we are doing is preparing you, by smgwyou that
what is made up in the mind is not Truth. The eiqree of
seeing this in your everyday work will do more teanse your
mind than if you stayed here twice as long. When woe
working in the world we shall be helping you, arat anly you
but also the people whom you are helping.”

Again, | said: “There are greater men than | ia world
whom the people would heed more than they would nee.”

He said: “My son, for this you were born.”

| asked: “But surely we were not destined so aately
as this?”

He answered: “Did not the Master say that notarspv
falls to the ground but the Father knoweth?”

| was stumped every time, but | thought | woule fa last
shot.

“Well,” | said, “I am not free to do as | please.”

“Oh, yes,” he answered, “you are not compelled, 3@ only
impelled. But that impelling becomes your inner-hassire.”

“In that event,” | said, “I would like nothing ket than to
do this work, no matter where it takes me.”

“Then let us proceed, and when your mind is sonawh
clearer we will be able to get down to some prattwork, which
| want to commence as soon as possible.”

He continued: “As long as you retain your concaptbf
even individuality there can be no release fromdadbeflict in
relationship. So true meditation, true prayerpidind out what
Is false, not merely concentrating on an idea wigit@rant of
the cause of conflict which continues to reignmal about you.

“People repeat certain phrases which you call nmasf
by doing this they think they are meditating orypmg, but this
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Is merely self-hypnosis. Meditation is not devaiedn idea, and
the worshipping of another is idolatrous and ssiyperstition.
To be devoted to an idea, to a picture, is not tag&dn, it is
merely an escape from oneself. It is perhaps aarting escape,
but still it is an escape without understandinge World is the
people and the people are the world; then you fagewiorld,
| am the world, is that not so?”

| replied: “Yes, that is true, the world is just we make
it. We made this civilisation by which we are doatied.”

“Right,” he said, “the people are slaves becahsg have
made themselves slaves. They follow, they imittitey set up
authorities, while tradition, belief, division in@ety, nationalities,
have bound the mind in thought and emotion. Theviddal
has merely conformed while in his world of actias tras built
for himself a false security.”

“l can see that clearly,” | said, “for there is security in
the relative world, it is an illusion.”

“Yes,” he said, “people are constantly strivingogcome
virtuous, and they are caught up in the processlwhbenies
understanding. Controlling your mind is an unneasgsegffort,
which brings fear and limitation, because your mgxdominated
by the idea of an escape from your conditioningclwhyou
fear.”

“What happens when an idea comes into your mihd,”
reasoned, “do you not try to brush it aside smasstape from
its influence? But its influence still remains besa it is not
understood. When your thought is not understooddaadt with,
you struggle, you condemn, you blame, and thentryoto force
your attention upon a particular idea in oppositoryour condi-
tioning, thereby creating further conflict. Donbly see that your
thinking is caught up in a useless struggle whigh gever be
creative?”

| was now getting a clearer picture, and Tsand S&laster,
| am grateful for these last few words alone.”

Then my friend continued: “When an idea rules youmd
you should know what it is and not struggle withAtl ideas
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are the result of something else, and you shouligrgtand their
value. When you do this, then there is no struggbefear, no
limitation, no confusion.

“Your mind is of value only when there is no cactfl no
strain, no struggle; when these cease to be, theeace, and this
is the mind | want you to have for our work,” hedsdooking
at me.

“You must be alert every moment,” he added. “Bisuld
be cultivated in your everyday life, not merelyiates for specific
analysis, but to be aware always in the preseet) frou will
know what is happening. This will develop an unterding of
the self, and self-knowledge is the gateway to Whsand Truth.”

Then he pointed to the Abbot. “He is trying todmaritual
and is strained through the struggle between goddeail. He
iImitates and is caught up in the conflict betweghtrand wrong.”

| thought to myself: “That is one for you, AbboBut my
friend did not stop there, for he said: “The AbHuhks he can
find the happy medium, a balance between good ahdHe
thinks that God is exercising this balance, so tagg chants,
imitates, conforms and is bound up in his sup&nstitf he would
only discern the false he would know what is tit his craving
to be spiritual means only frustration, sorrow andflict.”

| looked at the Abbot but he did not say anything.

“Good and evil,” my friend went on, “grow on therse tree.
They have the same root and that is in man’s mmy, avhere
it is made up and has no foundation in Truth.”

Tsang whispered into my ear: “The Abbot is getirigcture
now.”

My friend must have heard him or have read hisigins
for he gently said: “So are you, Tsang!”

“Truth,” my friend added, “knows nothing of good evil,
past or future. Truth is the living expression delnhow, moment
to moment, in which there is no separation, no ldebhéing
Eternal and Ever-present. In this ecstasy thetsfigite Love
and Wisdom. Your actions will then be in accordawaé@ your
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living in the present always, and the rewards farhsactions
are phenomenal.”

“Now, my son,” and he turned to me, “with this ety
there is the joy of living, there is no need of wohor analysis,
because you are aware every moment. Thus you egefrfism
all the virtues you think you should have or novdiawhich
fills you with conflict through strain and fear. \&fin you are free
of all that bundle of virtues, then there is norfe@ opposites,
no confusion, no conflict; there is just Love andséiém. For
in Reality that is all there is; then you will el creative and
a channel through which the Master can speak again.

“If you are continually occupied with the selfyitig to
become, there is always a struggle, but when yawkyourself
to Be now, the struggle ceases; then only can the Life that is
free be realised. Your thought and work have bauaitdd by
your lack of understanding of your true BeiNgw, not in some
distant future.”

He went on to explain: “To understand that whechnitless,
unconditioned, your mind must not be burdened bythloughts
of the self. The self which is nothing must disschway, so that
Reality can express Itself in thiew.| of my own self am nothing.’”

| was feeling a deep transformation taking placthivw
me. Things that used to trouble me had no placaennow,
and | said so.

“l am glad, my son,” he said, and he continued:

“When your mind was burdened with the conflictettics
you could not realise the truth of your Being, batv that your
mind is no longer bound by ethics, by virtues, Bfictions, by
separation, by division, you will comprehend whahéan by
spontaneous action, free from reaction, free friome tfree from
separateness and free from opposites; now the dbwife
performs its own work. In the words of the Masters the Father
who ever abideth in Me, He does the work.’

“Your word then shall not return to you void buillw
accomplish that which it is sent forth to do.”
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He then looked at the Abbot and said: “Look atAliot
there, just like your bishops, spinning words wlach as impotent
as the seat he is sitting on.”

This startled the Abbot, who said: “I do not be&an all
our paraphernalia, master.”

“Then why don’t you come out of it, Abbot? anddecal
helper to mankind.”

The Abbot hung his head and my friend said: “Mang
called but few are chosen!”

“In Reality,” he said to the Abbot, “there is orhe present;
there is no past or future; therefore this undeditey cannot
be postponed. Free yourself from false virtues yandwill be
enlightened. This requires the discernment nowoaf yhoughts,
your motives, your reactions to what | am sayingyda now.
Then you will see that ignorance is not the abs&fidearning
but the confusion and conflict of values.

“Are you confused, Abbot? Wondering what is rigint
wrong? Then you are caught up in the conflict efaslin your
mind. You are an imitator, Abbot; you are tryingriould yourself
after a pattern and you have created an image af ydu think
Reality should be, and you are carefully fashionyagirself
after it, thereby losing the substance—Realitylfitdgy your
Imitation how can you realise the enduring hapmnef the
Ever-present Life? Life is Ever-present, not sefgararuth is
unbounded unity. You cannot understand this whaerymind
IS occupied with form, ritual, distinction, divisioOnly by seeing
the false now, Abbot, can you see the true.

“It is because you are inwardly poor that you getan
authority and worship it. You want to lean on somebecause
you feel you yourself are unequal to the task. Wamt to shelter
in the comfort of an idea that is not Reality, Abb@ur idea is
but an illusion.

“You are binding these lamas just as you youeselfbound
hand and foot.”

Then he turned to me and said: “Life is Reals kamplete
in ltself, expressing lItself freely when you youfseecome
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nothing. The self lives in separation, you see yeliirseparate
from others; that is but an illusion, for therdid ‘One’ Life in
which there is no division. Thus, you see, divis®an illusion
of the mind, my son.

“You are no longer agitated by the worship of wés or
the horror of sin, nor will you follow the narrovath of ethics
which prevents understanding.

“You see, the Abbot here has moulded himself affgsittern
and he is afraid. To be devoid of fear you mustwkiyourself
to Be ‘Now,” understanding your vanities, your agies, your
envies, your cravings, your longings, your hopegtats and fears.
All these disappear when you seek understandiag,ffom the
illusion of Time.

“When your mind is full of the false you must emjt
through discerning the falseness of it all, Thea thind will
become empty of the false, and the Life that isrfpvesent will
then fill it full with its ever-expanding consciausss, which
will always be the Reality, while all that is extal to Itself will be
discerned with wisdom, love and understanding.”vires still
looking at me as he went on:

“The One Infinite Life is expressing lItself in Levand
Wisdom; only when you limit Its action through r@aw bigoted
beliefs do you prevent Its freedom in your own lifere and
now. It will be your work, my son, to help to freean from the
curse of separation, so that the specific Life ftayvfrom the
Supreme Fountain of Life Itself through the mag#tngels of
the Sun-world can assert Its presence through timergby freeing
man from his own self-created misery. This Lifelmrged with
wisdom and love, knowledge and compassion, hemlairihe
new age of man’'s understanding—'MAN’ whom the Fathe
‘Consecrated’ and sent into the world, He is the 8oGod.”

With this he ended the day’s lesson. We rose amd into a
large room set aside for us. The four of us satrdtmneat.

The Abbot spoke first. He said, “Master, | am ingj to
do your bidding. Whatever you ask of me | will do.”
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Then said my friend: “Teach those whom God haseplan
your hands the Truth, and you will be the firstitithis country of
the superstition that is keeping it in ignorantzejesy and poverty.”

The Abbot then rose and went over to where thetédas
was sitting and said: “Give your blessing that lynba able for
the task before me.”

Years later | heard that Ok Valley Monastery haddme
the most enlightened monastery in the whole of {fTieeen the
great seat of learning at Ganden could not compitingt. Lamas
from near and far came to hear the great Abbotkof@@ witness
the wonders that he performed.

The remainder of the day was spent in watchingesofn
the lamas practising archery. Teams from all thenasteries
went to Lhasa once a year to compete. This wasa gvent,
and the lamas at Ok were practising for it. Theusacy with
which the lamas hit the target was phenomenal. thedtj was
the main requirement. A target would be placed @vase, the
archers would have to look at the target, then wmlkk so
many paces until the target was out of sight angubdgment
they would shoot the arrows, and seldom did thessrfie target.
These teams were at it every day, and the beststeanld be
picked out of those practising. There were oveuradlhed archers,
and marks were tabulated so that only the very wesid be
included in the forthcoming competition at Lhasa.

When | was a boy | used to shoot rabbits with mywb
and arrow on my father’s estate, and though | lgractised
archery for many years | felt eager to try my slath | asked if
| could have a try. | was made very welcome byl#mas. In
fact, | did very well on the sighted targets, bart those out of
sight | had many misses. Yet if one had suffici@aictice in this
judgment one could become proficient. Anyway, | wasen a
place in one of the teams and there was greatVilirether it
was luck or not, my team won that afternoon anwl Indore than
the average, which made me a bit of a hero. TheoAklas
delighted; he really was a delightful fellow andsiagrateful to
have been allowed to listen to the talks we had.
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For the next two days | was left to myself to gt mind
free from the many different ideas and belief@urfd now that
only facts remained, even a belief in a fact haglage in my
mind, so thoroughly did my friend “clean” me out.

My mind was now ready for its first try-out.

| was given a piece of paper on which my friend Waitten
some profound words. What | had to do was to rkaset words
and then speak about them. No sooner had | staetding
them than | felt as if a charge of electricity h@assed through
me; my mind went blank for a second, and thent Efelonfidence
that | never had before. | could feel that | wagdid into a foun-
tain of wisdom. | heard myself speaking, | listerzedl reasoned
as the words came, it seemed that | was in twosparte of
which was attached to a fountain of Love, Wisdord Rower;
and the other part was feeling and learning astrae time. It
was a new and a very strange experience for me.

My friend was pleased indeed.

He said: “You will be able to do better yet; graliyiyou
will improve till you can be overshadowed by theajr spiritual
Being, and the spiritual light will be seen arowwl as He
overshadows you. When that is accomplished yougeilback
after a few more months into the world from whicuyame. You
will be the same to those who knew you, but thelldoer a differ-
ence which they cannot define.

“While you are working in the world among the pkop
there will still be taking place a building-up adwyr inner sheaths
so that more and more spiritual power can be used,being
among the people of the world is the best field nehtbis can
be done satisfactorily.”

From then on | knew | was not alone, and | coaldvwhat
influence was with me. St. Anthony the Great ofxaledria was
one to whom | had spoken many times through diftameediums,
but no medium ever became nearly so good as Tsapa Not
only could the entities speak but they could danstheir own
language, for instance German, French, Italianné€da, Hindu-
stani, English, Tibetan, all with perfect ease.

" see page 140
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Here was a mechanism that could be used by aity,ent
no matter of what nationality, sometimes changwer érom one
language to another without as much as a hesitation

| enjoyed every minute of the time | stayed in \Gitley.
We worked, we laughed, and | made rapid progress.Abbot
was getting on slowly with his new outlook on L#dad religion,
but he could not do very much at first, otherwisewould be
thrown out by the higher officials at Lhasa—justtlas head of
the Church would throw out a bishop who tried tedk down
the idea of the power of sin, of hell and the dewthich kept
people in fear. As long as people were kept in feay could
be controlled and cajoled, for the Church thrivedso. But as
soon as the cause of fear is removed there is me oaomtrolling
or cajoling.

Often in my own work in the world | have had patge
filled with fear through religious bigotry.

| would say: “God is Infinite in nature?” in a sof inquiring
way.

“Oh yes, God is Infinite in nature!” (That was fimgt leg-in.)

“There cannot be anything outside Him, otherwise H
could not be Infinite?”

“Quite correct!” would be the answer.

“And to be Infinite He must be everywhere, othessvHe
could not be Infinite ?”

“That is true.”

“So there could be none other but Him?”

“That is so!”

“Well,” | said, “that being so, God must be thevide@nd
Hell must be in Him too. If God is, then the DeMglnot. It is
the very non-existence of the Devil that makeshgoDevil, for
there cannot be God and the Devil, God being befim nature.
It is like mathematics, the mistake disappears whenfound
out, and so does the Devil disappear when he isdfaut.”
Shock No. I. Recovery slow!

“But it says in the Bible that there is a Hell &hd Devil,”
| would be told.
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“Yes, that is true,” | would reply, “but Jesusddive read
the Scriptures, then think ye found Eternal Life,rgake a mis-
take.” Then he said: ‘Resist not evil,” do not givex power it
does not possess. The Devil is the self and Hélasmess the
self makes. You have only a belief, an idea, whscmade up
in your mind, but you are afraid to reason it oatduse you
are caught up in your belief. Not until you knowatla belief
IS, can you see how false it is,”

“But what about the words of Jesus?” a patiens.ask

| reply: “Jesus never wrote any words about théhfrhe
knew he could not. He asked Pontius Pilate: ‘Wbkatmuth?’
Pontius Pilate could not answer Him. In fact, heamnewrote
any words at all. He knew that his words could meteal the
Truth, they could only give you an idea of the Tirwand that is
not the Truth! Men wrote the Bible, men also wrote thew
Testament many years after Jesus was crucifiedt dérasd been
altered a dozen times since by men. You take thre toobe the
Truth when it is not the Truth.

The Truth cannot be found in any book, and noil yot
know what a word is, will you know that it is ndiet Truth.

“But Jesus said: ‘Get ye behind me, Satan.’”

“So did I,” I would reply, “when | found out whalesus
found out in the wilderness. When | discerned ladit twas in
my mind | knew what the self was. The self wasdbeil that
was hiding the Real. The self was always in fromét is the
way of the self, yet the self had no existence; 3k existed
only because | was ignorant of my Being. This sefs the
devil that was preventing the expression of thel,Real said
too, ‘Get ye behind me, Satan! You are a cheat,ayewcheating
me out of my true birthright as a Son of God.” WHemew
that God was the only One and there was none otlteldim,
then | knew that | was His Son, not born of theoblar the
will of the flesh or the will of man, but of God whs Eternal
and Ever-present, | was free, then the Father pedd His
own deeds.
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“I knew | was, because God is. But | do not knewat
He is and we are One and can never be separatedéelths a
belief in separation, but separation is an illusitms is the devil
and hell is the mess the self makes, because lthengeknows
separation and seeks only for the self.

“What you have is but an idea in the mind acceteih
someone else. You are an imitator because you tedest
another says. You are worshipping an idea whiamidlusion
of the mind. This is not God, for God is neitheridea nor an
Image, neither an illusion nor a belief. You imitdtecause you
do not know yourself with all your fears and illoss. You do
not know what is true because you do not know vdhdalse,
so the blind lead the blind and they all fall itie ditch.

“Now, if you were shown what was false you wouladf
out what was true by yourself. Remember, nobodytekryou
what Truth is, but you alone can experience Trulrenvyou
know what is false. You cannot experience Truthoifi accept
what another says, and thus not think for yourséibse who
tell you what Truth is are the false prophets, ot do not
know that yet, because you are caught up in yoligfbe

“You have only to look into your mind to see what
there and you will see it is not the Truth, but elgan idea of
the Truth. ‘Il AM’ the Truth. | cannot be anythingse, because
there is no other Life but the ‘One,’ in which thes no division;
therefore the illusion is in your mind, a self-desh illusion,
and that which is created is not the Truth. Onlgt tWwhich is
not created is the Truth, and you do not know whad, but
you will know that ‘IT IS’ when you rid your mindfa@ll that is
false.

“So your so-called virtue is humbug; trying to bew
virtuous is covering up what you are. Merely todaw idea of
what you are not, that is not virtue. Virtue is @arderstanding
of what you are, without distinction. So-calledtu is illusion
and bondage. If you do not know what you are,istgito become
virtuous will not make you virtuous. Virtue can fmind only
in understanding what you are. Virtue is freedomimediate
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release through understanding what you are. Viidugeeing
what is preventing the expression of Reality.

“Kindness, affection, mercy, generosity, forgiveseare
all true expressions of Reality, and this is virtliis is the only
way we can solve our problems, but your so-caliedes cannot
solve any problem. Then there is no virtue in bangmirtuous,
because virtue exists only in ‘Beirldgow. Virtue is not a matter of
time. If you do not know what you are, you havewurue in
you.”

Every time | got the opportunity to speak in twisy | did
so, and | found that the patients always came b@ckiore and
more. It paid big dividends because it releasedt¢hsion of
trying “to become,” which led only to frustrationrough living
In opposites.

* St. Anthony of Alexandria (251-396)k.a. Anthony of the Desert, Anthony of Egyptitfany the Great,
Anthony the Anchorite]. Was bomn into a WeaEgyptian family. He was leader among the Désatters,
who were Christian monks in the Egyptianedeis the 3rd and 4th centuries AD. Anthony isabde
for being one of the first ascetics to aftelwing in the desert proper, completely cutfadm civilization.
His lifestyle was remarkably harsher that tf his predecessors. Here he remained for s8nyedkrs
where he is credited with assisting inmalner of miraculous healings. The term given to drtather of
Monasticism” is misleading as Christian naiitism was already being practiced before hinhen t

deserts of Egypt. However he is regardethas'first master of the desert and the pinnacle of
holy monks.”

140



CHAPTER 9

WE continued our work day after day until my mives
as clear as crystal. Each day the power grew strofige air was
crisp and clear, and no inharmonious thought dinfgever arose
between us. We worked every day until we felt ghghired
but not over-tired, for that would retard progress.

Eventually | reached the stage where | could viegriknyself,
which was essential before my training ended.

A meeting had been arranged by Geshi Rimpocheouwrk
to me, and he arrived with Dar Tsang from Yangta@gshi
Malapa from Gonsaka, and Geshi Tung La from TakS8authere
were eight of us now, and with such a company angtbould
happen.

| saw Geshi Rimpoche speaking to Tsang Tapa (dneen
which means medium), and | anticipated that we wefeave a
real séance that night. In fact it had been prelyoarranged, but
this was kept as a surprise for me. | could, howewv read their
minds as easily as if they were speaking. | hadrnecan expert,
thanks to the practice | had during these montimgasfsive training.

Supper was prepared for us specially in the Abluptarters,
which were quite large, consisting of a big oblesagm with a
long table, around which his students sat. Thiméa a perfect
dining-table. There was a general animated com@nsgome of
it in Tibetan, some in Hindustani, some in Englighth English
and Hindustani | was quite familiar, and | couldke@ut a good
bit of Tibetan now, the Abbot having given me lessahenever
possible. He was a wonderful teacher and knewhall dasy
ways of putting the words together. Tibetans useasy words as
possible with great flourish. When they did thisekorted to
reading their minds and that is fatal if you wamidarn a lan-
guage, because to learn a language you must ththiati language
and not try to read the mind. To read the mind gounot listen
to the word otherwise your mental reception becodr&®rted,
and mind-reading is then impossible.
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There was a silence in the animated conversatignuny
friend spoke in no uncertain terms, condemningdiealled
religious hermits of the present time.

He said: “The hermits of today have degeneratexanot
of useless, deluded devotees because of the faicthe true
teaching of Guatamand Milarepa are no longer understood by
the lamas. They are brought up on ritual and knowhing of
the inner powers of man.

“At one time suitable candidates were chosen bygtieat
Masters and after a period of training they refigglay from the
haunts of men to attain self-enlightenment andeawetbp the
power of the Tibetan Yogi. But what have we tod®gXotees
without any knowledge of the science of Yoga.

“These lamas go into solitude only to waste tinads in this
stupid deterioration of the mind and body. Theyguithing by it.
Their retirement has become merely a part of thigious ritual.”

| asked: “What do they do?”

“Well,” he replied, “in the training of the lamaehs sup-
posed to spend part of his life in confinementvathout training
it is pure folly. The period is three days or thmenths or
three years, generally.

“At first they may retire for three days, thenythmay retire
for three months or three years. They may emerge omore
before going in for Life in one of the cells thaiuysee on the
mountainside, and once they are locked in a cel t&re in
complete darkness, their minds being dark as Wellone side
of the cell there is a small drain covered withageswhich they
use for their daily excretions. On the other sitlthe cell there
Is a stone that can be removed from the outsidg tmiough
which a daily supply of tea and tsamba is pushetbanledge
on the inside, and the hand that appears to talkeeifood must
be gloved, for no light must strike any part of boely.

“Many of these deluded devotees go out of themdsi
before their lifelong confinement comes to an éfftey become
mental and physical wrecks. They have no trainmmg,do they
know anything about the arts of the Tibetan Yogeirl lives are a
complete waste, with nothing gained.”

1. See page 162 142
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“But,” | ventured to point out, “there are somee&ts who
retire into the mountain or into a solitary placel dhere develop
their gifts.”

“Certainly,” he said, “but they have been traitsych Master
Yogi in the first place. Those who come out of thenastery
with only a knowledge of ritual are a debased tyagable only
of the physical part of the hermit’s life. They glitute the practice
of the adept and are therefore incapable of devrejotheir
Spiritual gifts.”

Geshi Rimpoche then spoke. | could see that hegbad
into that subjective state with his eyes closed, the timbre of
his voice was fascinating to listen to.

“Friends,” he said, “I do not decry religion ntwetsearch
for Reality, but organised dogma with its rituabsiting prayers,
repeating mantrims, quoting the Gita or the Biltkat is not
religion. By calling yourself a lama, a BuddhistCaristian, a
Hindu, or following a ritual, can you find Truth2Hink not! In
these separate influences you are caught up imethef organised
beliefs, they are the drugs that dull the mindy thiger an escape,
thus making the mind dull and ineffective.”

No one said a word, because everyone knew thah whe
Geshi Rimpoche spoke like this it was the wisdorthefgods.

“You are caught up,” he went on, “in a whole systef
authorities, priests and ‘gurus.’ You do not unthard yourself,
SO you are merely accepting, not inquiring. Becaume great
grandfather did some ritual and your mother wouldityou
don’t, is humbug. It is because you are dependwityiou are
fearful, incapable of finding out what is false—antien you
do not know what is false you cannot know whatug t

“You may talk about God and repeat His name aghond
times, but this will not reveal the Truth. The Trwtill be hidden
from you because you will be folded up in your ogrejudices,
your own fears. The ignorance of man himself ipoasible for
this organised religion, whether it be of the Easthe West. It
Is because man is confused that he wants an aythori

No one spoke. Geshi Rimpoche was leading up tetong
important.
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“So having created the authority,” he continueghéther
political or religious, you follow its direction ithe hope of
finding the Truth.

“What you know of Reality through the authorityasfother
Is not Truth, and thus you do not know. Since Re@iunknown,
how can you seek it through an authority? When seek an
authority you have lost confidence in yourself hessayou are
merely an imitator. It is because you have losfidence that you
create leaders. You read all the holy books youfoah You
pursue different ideas which create contradictiba,more imi-
tative you are the less confidence you have insalfjrand you
merely make your life into a copybook.”

| knew this was a lesson for me as well as forAhbot,
in fact all of us would benefit by it.

“From childhood,” he went on, “you have been toldat
to read and what to do. You were not allowed toktfor yourself.
To find out the cause of your confusion you musthzonfidence
in yourself, you must have a deep inward certaoftyvhat is
false and what is true. But you do not know becausehave
never inquired how you acquired your beliefs oamle

“Being confused, do you think that you can find ffruth
by reading the Upanishads, the Gita, the Biblengraher book?
Do you think you are capable of reading the Trutht evhen
you yourself are confused? You will merely trarslathat you
read according to your confusion, your likes, ydigtikes, your
prejudices, your conditioning.

“The Truth is revealed when you understand yofjrgelr
prejudices, your ideas, your beliefs. Truth coneydu; you
do not have to go to the Truth. Truth is! You dd o@ate It.

“When you think you are going to the Truth it iemaly a
projection of your own conditioning. Then it beca@eprocess of
self-hypnosis which is organised religion and thesiea beno
conclusion regarding the Truth.

“When you have freed yourself from all your merfitatmu-
lations you will find that which isota mental formulation. The
mind must cease to formulate before you can firel Real.
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Then you will not belong to any organised religiarither will
you condemn nor criticise, nor will you become #dmegst, for
that is only another form of belief.

“To find that which is the Real Self you must maodke an
idea of It, nor can It be separated from Itselbthers, because
there is no division in Reality. Only by understzgcthe personal
self that is hiding the Real will the false fall @y Then the glory
of God, His Love, Wisdom and Power will manifesdr ft is
ever-present and eternal and you do not create It.”

He opened his eyes again. He looked at me andahen
the Abbot.

“Seek not after power for what it will give youherwise
you will lose the Real. When you have the Real lyave every-
thing. You do not develop the Retlie Real will develop you.
Therefore,Be Now!For you are Real only in the Now, not in
the past nor in the future. If you are not the Réalv, then you
will never be, because only in the Now is the Reglressed.”

No one spoke after this. There was silence féeemt five
minutes.

The moon was rising; it was full, coming up behthe
mountain. It had a reddish glow, and as it roséérngt became
pure silver, white and clear. The shadows of thentans were
now in the valley below, while the peak of Chomaoihaas
reflecting the silvery light from the moon. It was perfect
scene in a perfect night, the air still, crisp afehr. It was as if
the Masters of old were around and about us. Tékentgwas
one of excited expectancy. Then Geshi Rimpoche éibie
silence as he said: “We now have the perfect gitble purest
atmosphere to create the necessary conditionaufdriends to
visit us this evening. We have all gathered togebiedore in
my own sanctum except that my son here and the tAl&@ not
with us then, but now we have the perfect combamatd make
our circle complete for materialisations tonightisl a delight
to have our friends come to speak to us in themm waices.”

Turning to me he said: “You will experience thetfthat
there is no death and it will no longer be a bdhef a fact. Not
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that we need a demonstration to convince us teat t8 no death,
but we enjoy the company of our friends just asinadly as you

would your friends on earth: Not only will there ttese who
have passed on from the flesh but also those wéetdlrin the

flesh will come. This,” turning to me again, “wile a new experi-
ence for you, my son.”

| said: “Not quite, for | have seen you beforeidesne.”

“Yes, that is correct, but to see and speak tmther friends
just as | am speaking to you will be an experieyme have not
yet had.”

“That is true, and it will be wonderful!” | exclaed. | was
eager to begin.

The door of the Abbot’s room led out on to thecbaly
and faced down the valley. Geshi Rimpoche openeddor.

| said: “But do you not need darkness for mateafbn?”

“Oh no,” he replied, “we do not need darknesghm light
of the moon you will see as clearly as you wouldaylight.”

| remarked: “In the West they need darkness firateri-
alisation.”

“Yes,” he said, “but they do not have the perfeminbina-
tion, and their methods are clumsy and unsatisfatto

| did not say any more, because | realised tlegptiwer that
| had already seen demonstrated was beyond therebemsion
of the ordinary mind, and there was no reason \byet should
not be something that | did not yet understand.

In any event, Geshi Rimpoche showed that he hpdrex
ence, for he set about the arrangements with adamifunder-
standing of what he was doing. First, he orderedahle to be put
to the side, out of the way. Then he arranged tiseinway that he
wanted. He said: “To get the best results | wantir@nterrupted
flow of the magnetic force so as to build up thioglasm. Those
who are still on or near the earth can show theraselith
comparative ease, but those who have left the -@ditlence
need a substance in which the vibration of theeretal bodies can
be reduced so that they can be seen and heardwvitrhysical
eyes and ears.”
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So he sat us as follows: | on his right; on hishe put the
Abbot, and opposite him sat my friend; on the rightny friend
he placed Dar Tsang, and on the left Malapa; taemecTung La,
and opposite Tung La sat Tsang Tapa.

Then he said: “You understand that at the fountsaif the
‘plan’ are the positive,” and he drew on the fleoth a piece of
chalk as follows:

Myself Geshi Rimpoche Abbot
O + O

Tung La + 4+ Tsang Tapa
O + O
Malapa My Friend Dar Tsang

the points so marked he drewtg then he drew a circle
in-between each segment, linking them all up; aminfthe
centre he drew another four lines ending with allsaiecle.
“Now,” he explained, “thet represents the positive element,
and the circle represents the negative elemeritlikesthe two
poles of electricity, if the one is without the ethno relative
force is created.”
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He went on: “Electricity is in the atmosphere atichround
us; it is in its nebulous form, but it becomes\acin the relative
world when the two elements unite.”

Then he filled in the centre. “This is the mixingwl,” he
said, “in which the ectoplasms formed; then it will spread
out, enveloping the whole room, going as far asdber, the
walls of the room keeping it as it were together.”

“Now,” he said, “when we are ready to begin, themists
in the ethereal world will come and they will ukeit own formula
in regulating the density of the ectoplasm forrtiegerialisations.

“The gross form of this substance comes from osfr
our magnetic body. It is crude and thick and oftansable, but
when it is regulated by the ethereal chemists its#gperfect
texture those around us here, unseen at the monvéhte
seen and heard.”

“Of course,” he said, “there is much more to #rihvhat
| have said. It is a science that is not yet realtyglerstood,;
although your scientists are delving into the gtrree of matter,
they have not yet grasped the fact that the elestignetic force
is behind all form, and, in fact, all the atomicusture of the
Universe. It is the slowing of the electro-magndbticce that
makes the different textures of matter from theyvieighest
ethereal down to the grossest physical, and tlseme division;
you cannot tell where one ends and the other begirsone
complete indivisible substance.

“If I may give you an example, a crude one foklaé a
better, take a piece of solid pitch, add heat,tand it gradually
begins to lose its solidity. The gradual dissolvprgcess begins
from the solid mass until it becomes a liquid; y@nnot see a
division from the time of its solidity to the stabé its fluidity.
Keep on applying more heat until it reaches itsegas state,
and from the solid mass into its invisible form yoannot detect
any division.

“From the visible to the invisible and beyond,rihés no
division, and from beyond the invisible to the lisi there is
no separation, and in and through, supporting ¢henge, is

2. See page 162
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the changeless basic substance that remains sial@dgs. And

beyond and within is the Creativeness that usessihibstance
to create form. The form changes back into theimaigobasic

substance, which remains stable. This is calledticne and

disintegration; they are one, and not separate$otc

“Now, what we do not know is the Uncreated whildna is
creative. And,” he continued, “this Uncreated ishw you; you
can discern all that is relative to It, but ycannot discern what It
is itself because It will always be discerning twaich is external
to Itself.

“You cannot tell what your consciousness is—trgée if
you can, and you will find that consciousnesswagb discerning
what is relative to itself. It cannot turn back uapibself. But
when all the relative is understood and known, thenUnknown
can be experienced. It cannot be known, for theMkncannot
know the Unknown; therefore the known is not thalRihe Real
Is the Unknown, the Unknowable. But when you hasached
the point where one merges into the other, theagvareness and
creativeness at point; the totality of Creativernisdsehind point,
and point is where It is expressed through you, et that
which is the Real manifest§his is the MasterHe is the point
through which the Whole works. Jesus said: ‘Ihis Father who
ever abideth within Me, He is performing His owreds.’”

Then he looked at me, and continued: “Thereftie proof
IS when you have reached creativeness. At that goinbecome
aware of all that is relative and therefore youwribat it is not
creative; the Creative is the Uncreated in youraedthe All of
Creativeness is behind point.

“Now what we will witness here tonight is phenormen
It is interesting and instructive; it is the nearesthat religion
which will make us realise that we are all One, Fa¢herhood
of God and the brotherhood of man. Man’s belieseparation,
his belief in authority, his following of an authtyr his selfish-
ness, his cravings for Spiritual and material galhthese will
pass when this Truth is universally known.

“I look forward to the day when this land will lreed from
its stupid superstition which is preventing itsefilem. | am sure
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that, with our knowledge of the occult freed froapsrstition,
we may Yyet lead the world into the true light o€ tkternal
Truth of the Fatherhood of God and the brotherhafadan.

“Now, we have not wasted any time in singing ara/ing
or playing music as you do in the West, my son"vfas speaking
directly to me). “But we have gained the requirexrnony
necessary for the building-up of the ectoplasm anithe same
time you have gained enlightenment by listeningh&”

He then directed: “Concentrate on the centre,yandwill
see the ectoplasm forming.”

Sure enough, there it was, forming into a whitudl The
light from the moon showed it up clearly. It begarwhirl above
our heads as well. We seemed to be envelopedlireitentually
filled the whole room and the doorway like a whiteud. In
fact it was as if we were enveloped in the cloudsehswvas the
feeling | got. | felt | was transported from thetkanto the clouds
and that soon we would be talking to the Mastersldfand to
relatives who had passed from their earthly abaae;, some
who were still in the flesh would also come to tadkus.

Words fail to describe the whole wonderful demiatin.
The great Milarepa was the first to speak. He spokes in three
languages, Tibetan, Hindu and English.

He said: “I have come to give you further enligimntent.
The occult power you try to possess is not the Rdsd Real is
beyond and is so magnificent that what | say cdyg oreate
ideas about It. Yet It is far beyond what the moach make up
in regard to It. There is so much rubbish and nossdaught
and all this blinds you to the Truth. For instan@ncarnation
as you believe, is nowhere near the Truth.

“You believe that the late Dalai Lama is reincaeaain
the present Dalai Lama. This is not a fact. If ¢ineat Buddha
were incarnated he would be free from ritual amdnibnsense you
carry on with. His great wisdom would be shown i dcts. But
what do you find? A mere child in wisdom and unthrding!
Reincarnation as stated in your religion is but bughand is hold-
Ing everyone in subjection to a superstition of éea ignorance.
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“l tell you, ‘Truth’ is not in any way like whatsibeing
taught. What is being taught is an absolute fativicaf the Truth.
The man you called the last Dalai Lama is not & ody of
the present Dalai Lama as your religion teachesnit you to see
that it is merely a belief and not a fact, certambt the Truth.

“There is reincarnation, but not as you undersianthe
Spirit of the one God—the Life—is in the presentdddama
as it was in each preceding Dalai Lama, but thegmeDalai
Lama is not aware of this Truth. It is the one iBphat is in each
and everyone, and only when this is realised thndugpwing
what is false does the wisdom and power of theitSpanifest.

“l urge you to lead the people away from this stumon-
sense that creates self-hypnosis. | am speakigguon modern
language so that you can understand what | say.”

He spoke for a long time to Geshi Rimpoche, ahddrd
him say: “Care must be exercised so that you ddimater the
work to come, for many are not yet ready to undadsthat Life
IS not separated by so-called death. There is betldfe and
this Life is Eternal. More will come after me toesyk to you.
Your friend the Hermit of Ling-Shi-La is here tohig’

Milarepa seemed to be the conductor in the ashrad,
Geshi Rimpoche conducted on the physical.

Still they came, many of them, and as they readhed
door they became visible. It was a wonderful sightjonderful
experience. | never saw anything like it beforsiace.

About an hour or so later, St. Anthony of Alexaadind
Paul the Apostle came direct to me, and | will televhat St.
Anthony said later in this chapter. But | want &l tyou first
what convinced me that all this was real and neffiggment of
my imagination.

My mother came to me. | could see her form ané &
well as | did when she was on earth, except thatss young-
looking and wonderfully radiant. She spoke to m&aelic to
prove that it was she.

“It is truly me, your mother; your father is withe, and
so is your friend John Sutherland.”

3. See page 162
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She said: “I am very happy because of the work s@u
doing, and we are all helping.” Her face shonehtraond beautiful
when she said that, as if the feeling gave herntgoga

There were six hours of this, coming and goingl Hre
details alone would fill another volume. Many where still in
the physical came, including the great hermit afg-5hi-La,
of whom Geshi Rimpoche had already told me.

The hermit said to me: “You are coming to stayhwite at
my hermitage.”

Geshi Rimpoche had not told me this, but it hapgehat
| did go to stay at the hermitage, and of this Il vl you in
another chapter.

Then, near the end, there was the most brilligyhit;l it
shone all over the room. It lit up everything ashié sun was
shining. So bright was this light that we had tosel our eyes at
first; then we gradually became accustomed tad, ia this light
appeared the Master himself. He came to give ubldssing.

Those of you who have read my bddkine Healing of
Mind and Body(The Master speaks again) will realise the truth
of what | say; it was the culmination of all myitag in the
Himalayas.

This indeed was the most wonderful séance | hadsaen,
and | will probably never see the like again.

| knew then that there was no separation betwaen t
material and the Spiritual;, what separated us wasabveil of
ignorance. But enlightenment was coming into theldyand
soon all the darkness of the mind would disappedr taose
with spiritual gifts would no longer be persecuted.

A new religion is coming into the world, not a sg@n
religion or a dogma or a creed, but one that wilieal that death
Is but the doorway into a higher state of the ofethat is eternal
and ever-present, showing that there is no divibietween us
and those who have gone on. The Masters of oldh &ssus, are
one with us, as he said he would be, even unte@ideof the
world.

Words cannot describe the beauty and the glosuoh a
wonderful revelation.
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The science of the various arts was discussedniitony
spoke to me especially about healing. He was thet ¢inerapeutist
of ancient Egypt, and healing was his great supikat is why,
as he said, he was detailed by greater ones theselito help me
in my work along with many others who also were kirgg and
would continue to do so when | go back again i@ world
| came from.

His discourse on healing was specially directechéo The
others who came talked to those present aboutusationgs.

Apparently the whole séance was conducted in geger
way. No one was allowed to “chip in” while anotha&lked to one
in particular, though ten or more were in the roanthe same
time.

| was keenly interested in what St. Anthony haddyp to
me. | had spoken to him before but not in suchrapiete way.

He said: “God is glorified through the Son of Marknew
the meaning of those words, for he had spokenearhtto me
before. Then he continued speaking to me persoaalijpough
there were no one else in the room.

He said: “Since time began, men and women hava bee
given the power to heal and to teach. Some of dadinfys have
been so amazing that the mind of man could not cengmd
them. Thus sceptics arose, and made every effal¢ny these
amazing transformations on the grounds of theirasgu
Impossibility.”

“Divine Healing,” he went on, “has achieved worgdehere
all other methods have failed, yet man does noliseedhe
mighty power of the Spirit, because the mind carpeostetrate
the realm which is beyond it. The mind can reasdy on what
it knows, but that which it does not know, that @fhis beyond
reason, cannot be defined, and it is in this retddat Divine
Healing takes place.”

“Yes,” | remarked, “many have wondered how Divithealing
takes place, how that which is unseen could acasmplch a
complete and instantaneous change, and they stilt to reduce
it into terms which would merely give the mind aea and not
the Truth.”
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Then St. Anthony spoke again: “Phenomena of ang ki
are produced through a law that is intelligent,eothse there
would be no phenomena. For instance, if you hafeaa of
anything or you have faith in anything, there islatelligence
that operates in both what you think in fear amaktin faith and
produces exactly according to how you think in faad in faith,
that is the law of thought-action or electro-magnattivity for
in fact the body is electrical, being composediofe of energy.

“But Truth is like mathematics; It is exact. Wham error
Is discovered and corrected, it disappears. Yonataell me why
two and two make four and not five, you cannot sigate
mathematics, just as you cannot investigate Thah.can investi-
gate only error. Truth, like mathematics, is etbynaue and
ever-present and is not subject to change, therefotr subject
to error. That is why Divine Healing is so perfect.

“You can investigate the laws operating around, yfmut
even these come from That which is beyond the rofnghan
which cannot be investigated.

“The cause of the chaos that surrounds you is rtreat
has failed to understand the underlying princidid.ie. This
stupidity has prevented the best brains from utdedsng the
Law of Life operating in man himself.

“To deny the existence of the law of mathematicsiha
be stupid; so is denying the existence of the Lawroth. You
can understand the Law of Truth, but you canndt wlat
Truth is, only that It is, just as mathematics¥eu can work
with Truth just as you can with mathematics. Thisra true
note in music which is harmonious; there is no sihig as a
false note, there is only a noise, and that ishaomony.

“To deny, does not help. To deny the false is iie gt
recognition, a reality that it does not possess.tBunderstand
how it arises, then you will see how false it isieh you will
see that the false is created by the self whichnleasxistence
in the Real. The Real which is harmony comes in&ng
when you see that the false has no existence exctp self.

“The false tries to hang on to the self becaus¢ iththe
only existence the false can ever have; hencdltiseon.
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“Jesus never claimed any power of his own. He:sHid
Is the Father who ever abideth within me, He igquaring His
own deeds.’ Neither did he make something of hiféel said
‘Of my own self | am nothing.’

“But when you take upon yourself the cloak of leeand
say, ‘1 am a healer or a prophet’ you limit youir$elthe personal;
that is why so many fail. The self hides the Divise you must
get the self out of the way; the self is nothingd dhe sooner
you realise this the better it will be for you astlwho come to
you.

“Jesus seemed to be an outside agency to thosé ke
upon him as separate from themselves and God mitwids
only because they did not know their true Father thierefore
they did not know his. Had they known the Fathededus to
be theirs also, they would have been free. Jeddstisat he
was nothing by himself, but all was possible witle t~ather.
He knew that he could not be separate from the Wwiiech is
yours and mine. Therefore he works through the @Gos®rhich
works through the individual. You must learn toldkewise. It
Is difficult for those caught up in conformity asdparation to
realise this Divine Power, but those who have aerpeed the
Divine Power have definite proof of its Reality.

“When | am speaking to you about the Omnipresenge
words are relative, and it would seem that | anakjpg about
something apart from myself. But it is not so. th gpeak to you
only in relative terms to help you find the Reahw yourself.”

He continued: “I know that you have already deailh the
relative and understand what | mean. The Mastel, Samow
ye not | am in the Father and the Father is in mé@¥& was to
show the unity in the Consciousness that is creativall who
understand that He gave them power to become doGea
‘What | see the Father do, | do likewise.’

“Now you realise that sickness is mostly the eftécertain
causes and neglect of natural laws. This comestahoaugh
ignorance, through fear, through lack of Love (la€kjiving love),
lack of understanding the self which is always s&gkove.
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“Sickness is the symptom showing that the body ramd
has lost its natural rhythm, and tretrtiggle’to regain it is the
disease. In other words, if you continue to negleetnatural laws
and at the same time continue to struggle withdise—ease,’ the
attention of the mind becomes focused upon theittmmdbecause
the body is talking back to the mind and the mmadaught up
in what the body is feeling. Now, the mind is sglirgg, making a
great effort to save the body. It is this strugbiat is causing all
the disturbance and displacements of the atomd&ingsin pain
and discomfort. When this Truth is known the stilaggpases.

“The mind is conscious of feeling, and this feglia regis-
tered in the mind as a disease. This disease exgwname so
that the mind can hold on to it. If the name corsvieythe mind
an incurable disease the mind may accept it, treaiog a further
burden. Only when man sees that the cause is thrigagrance
of the truth of his Being and through the negldcthe natural
laws, does the burden fall away, and then the tSgfie trans-
forms the mind and the body responds to Naturefegeaction.”

| said: “I can see very clearly that one is camssiof disease
by the abnormal condition of the body?”

“Yes,” he replied, “when there is a disruption aigdhe
cells of the body, a sad report is carried to ttagnbcentres, and
then the conscious part of the mind identifieslfiteath ill-
health. Fear and apprehension enter because thaetermower
of the Spirit is not realised. When the mind acsdpeé Truth of
Being, the brain centres are informed; and recoctstn sets in.
But when the mind is caught up in the struggle ot capable
of using its first line of defence—Divine Reason-d-atcepts the
report of the disturbance as final. When the Tafithour Being is
realised then the True healing takes place. Sorastiine mind
Is so charged with the Truth that complete andaimsineous
transformation takes place. This is Divine Healing.

So engrossed was | in what he was saying thaik to
notice of what was going on around me, and he rmoed without
interruption: “What really happens in sicknesshat ta conscious-
ness of the Truth of your Being has disappeareah ftze mind
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and a consciousness of ill-health has taken coofrtfie mind.

There is a loss of cheerfulness, the feeling obwighas gone.
What fate has befallen the mind that supportedoticty? The
Truth has temporarily gone from the mind that redkef under
the spell of the illusion of the reality of sickseshe mind has
surrendered its knowledge of the sovereignty of Sip&it to

the forces of disorder and confusion.”

And he added: “I am speaking as one who has wdtche
the mind give up its sovereignty.”

“Now,” he continued, “some resort to drugs as fihal
agency for recovery, and because this recovergtiforthcoming
a further acceptance of the condition is the reBuit if by some
means a chemical change takes place, there isngeliar the
better. Then a false belief in medicine is thelteand this causes
further confusion if the trouble returns; and wites patient finds
that, in the end, drugs are no longer any helpatl$ to further
depression and apprehension.

“You must realise that the body is not an exckigi@mbina-
tion of chemical reactions; it is endowed with atelligence, a
knowing-how, an amazing organisation for the manatee of
bodily functions. This is the animating power ofe_which is
fundamental in producing motion and transformation.

“Natural remedies, such as herbs, biochemics, bpathy,
hydrotherapy, have in many cases acted upon thetoetture
and produced a chemical reaction. This producgmwerful
suggestion on which the mind is induced to acthSaation on
the mind will begin to reproduce a consciousnedseadth and
restoration of the balance and harmony within thdyb But if
the mind is left in this state alone, without ursfending the
laws of the inherent power of the Spirit withineteecond state
may be worse than the first.”

“You see,” he said, “it is the self that is caugptin disease.
It is the self alone that knows disease. The Skmitws nothing
of disease. It is the self that is selfish, ingatige acquisitive,
hateful, antagonistic, unforgiving and violent, athis is the
cause of most sickness.
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“The Impersonal Spirit knows nothing of these gisinhence
the Impersonal is Healing. The more impersonal pecome,
the more loving and kind you become, because tipeisonal
Is Love, and Love is healing. Love is God and Gotave and
the foundation of all perfect action in which thex@o reaction.

“When you see that the personal self is alwaysrtalp with
the external, with struggle, with war inside and, ¢hen you will
understand the cause of the trouble; and, whernsthisderstood,
the inner self which is impersonal is freed, them tadio-activity
of Life’s forces is released. These electro-magnetaves of
Nature’s forces begin to transform the mind andybod

“This inner atomic action creates strong suggestio the
subconscious mechanism, which in turn starts itet@ous action
throughout the whole mind and Body because of theng
currents of energy which are moving in the rightediion,
sweeping all before it from within outwardly, qued the existing
confusion. The mind and body feel the relief andnasstruggle
ends, the momentum is kept in the right direction.

“There must be a giving-up of the idea of diseasdhe
confusion and chaos dies down, and when peacédablisked
the body ceases to talk back, and harmony is esttall.

“Once harmony is established in this way, througtder-
standing, the mind and body is transformed regasdtd the
nature of the disease or the length of time otthvenic condition.

“With true guidance the patient begins to reatlss the
suffering is a temporary and artificial thing, amalything that is
temporary is transitory and has no foundationbwn. It is the
ignorant self which is caught up in things exteridle Reality
IS in no way like the ignorant self. Reality is tinepersonal self
which is whole and complete without a flaw.”

“If disease were real,” he said, “it could not deesaled,
since Reality is not subject to chang&e self is born into fear
by the aid of suggestions from those who fear. fEae of death
Is the cause of most suffering in the human familyen the
removal of this fear is of first importance.”
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“l want you to realise,” he emphasised, “that ¢hisrnot a
dead particle in the Living Universe. There carimota dead part
of Life. There is no difference between Life andilie they are
one and the same, as you now see. It is but a eramgy one
phase to another in Life Eternal.

“Life continues in its more perfected abode, dmel indi-
vidual consciousness of Life becomes more awarerefdre you
must eliminate the fear of death from the mindrsat the con-
sciousness of Eternal Life is established. Ththésgreatest aid
to the healing of mind and bodyecause the consciousness of
fear is destructive to the functions of both, wlileonsciousness
of Life renews their proper function. ‘Call no mgaur father
on earth for one is your Father who is Eternal.’

“Perfect healing of mind and body can be done @iign
the fear of disease and death has disappearedydBumust
know yourself before you can help another. Evendbklest
mind can be penetrated by an enlightened consasssn

“Remember,” he stressed, “that mantrims are nathnmelp
to a mind that is full of fear, for it often intefiss the dominant
idea of the trouble; thus you are only creatingosps. You hold
an idea of health while struggling with ill-healtfiou have an
idea of Life while struggling with death, an idelagmod while
struggling with evil, and so on and so on.

“But with skilful, intelligent words through undstanding,
the patient will become receptive and willing teauoerate, and
then a change begins to take place, sometimesitas&ously.

“The power of the Truth of Being sets in motioeato-
magnetic vibrations which reach the mind of theigrdatand
begins to break up the negative mental conditiortimaf is
binding him. By this means the mind of the patisnteached
either from a short or long distance. At that ieoyr the servant
was healed. ‘Daughter, be of good cheer, thy faithh made thee
whole.” These sayings you are familiar with, nove $keat you
realise their true meaning.”

He paused for a moment, and then continued: “\ttién
knowledge of the truth of your Being, your aurgusified and
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your thoughts become dynamic. Realise that evexytim Nature
Is harmless to you and you are harmless to all fdatwhen
you are not afraid of Nature you can control Nafiaréhe raw,
for you have been given power and dominion ovethaigs.

“See the nothingness of the self, know that yeurabody,
and your humility will be the channel through whitte Spirit
can do Its work. Take the brakes off, God will He test.

“Acquire your faith through understanding, and thwbugh
the opposite, fear. If it rises from fear then ywave no faith,
you are caught up in the opposites of fear andl.fait

“Develop a willingness to listen; the casting-off the
burden is a great help to the patient.

“Be impersonal by seeing beyond the personal, kmgpw
that the Spirit is not affected by disease or degiod or evil,
success or failure.

“Remember at all times that you must first healirgelf
before you heal the patient. What | mean is, toyadr mind of
all disturbing elements. By doing this the Divinewr acts
without hindrance. Transform all things by the iyadising power
of Love and Wisdom. Remember that every disturbifigence is
like a guerrilla, hiding in the corner of the minglaiting for his
comrades to arrive, and when they gather in sefitchumbers
they launch an attack on the unsuspecting indiVidod lay him
low.

“These elements thrive in ignorance. The curendeu
standing. Spiritualise the patient’s consciousveiis your own
powerful Spiritual light of understanding, so tldten his light
Is lit it shall shine in the darkest corner, thgrdighting up the
mind and body with the Light that never dims.

“The world is sick because the individual is siCknfusion
and ignorance are the cause. Remove these two tonpand
the Divine man will appear in all his glory as hasamade, in
the likeness of his Creator.

“The task before you may seem great but our radioes
of Love will go with you. You will not delay. Go bk into the
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world you know, as soon as you are finished herd,rmaay the
Almighty aura of the Christ of God surround you.”

Then he took his departure.

| was struck dumb by the wonderful lesson. Onlg @ino
knows could have spoken as he did, and | knew & tuze. It
must have been over half an hour since he begapdak to
me, but it seemed like only a moment of time thaappeared
into the timeless, for | was in Eternity at thatnrent.

* * * * *

Now | want to tell you of another fact that madmest
meeting so real. After my mother spoke to me, msobofriend
Jock Sutherland, who was killed in 1915 in thetférld War,
spoke. He always called me “Murdo” with a very Hayid
accent; he came from the Highlands and spoke Ga&kchad
been bosom pals for many years, so we talked atidutmes
and laughed together while he recalled the follgastory of
which only we two knew.

One New Year’s Eve, in Glasgow, Jock and | haéva f
whiskies. Jock was fond of whisky but he could taie very
much. That night he became violently sick and begavomit
so badly that he dislocated his jaw. We happendxzktpassing
the Western Infirmary at the time, and | took himthere. The
doctor on duty, a friend of mine, was busy. By tinge Jock was
getting somewhat difficult, he could not even speak

So | said to him: “Open your mouth, you idiot, illslo this
myself.” | put my two thumbs on his back molarsyga quick
downward thrust and, click, in went his jaw.

When he retold me this there could be no doubtiteg.
had a very prominent forehead and it showed qlatlg. Then
he tried to give me some advice but someone shutipi

When the meeting was over, we sat and talkedyewer
seemed to have been rejuvenated. Tea was broygiridn had
still a few boxes of Huntley & Palmer’s biscuitgt/eso we all
enjoyed ourselves, talking until daybreak.
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As the sun came up we went out to watch it righogn
behind the beautiful mountain of Chomolhari.

To see the sunrise was apparently a common ocmare
with the Masters beyond the Himalayas, but to meas the
greatest experience of its kind that | ever haguttthe seal on
all that | had seen and learned.

My friend came over and sat down beside me, arshlte
“You have a wonderful venerable Spirit friend in Atnthony.”

“Yes,” | said, “I know now that | have many wontidr
friends and all of them | love very much, includiygu.”

Then he put his arm around my shoulders and said:

“It is the Love of God that unites us all togetb@ido His
will.”

1. Siddartha Gautama (c560-c 480 B.C), called Bad#nlightened one.” Son of the rajah of the
Sakya tribe (hence also call®dkyamunisage of the Sakyas’). Founder of Buddhism.

2. Ectoplasmin this case a viscid substance believed by gomenanate from body of medium and
develop into various forms.

3. Gaelic Language of the Celtic inhabitants of the Sdottighlands, or of the branch of Celts including
Scottish, Irish, and Manx Celts.
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NEXT day | did not feel so tired as | had thoughitould
be after the all-night sitting. In fact | felt verguch wide awake,
though we did nothing except just what it pleassdaudo. In
the afternoon | lay down and began to think of ltlermit of
Ling-Shi-La. | closed my eyes and | saw a pictunesgeaceful
lake set in green foliage, with trees farther upriountainside.
Around the lower parts of the mountain were tatidbdendron
trees in full bloom, some pink, some white, somenson. In
the centre of the lake was an island, and on i was a
house of unusual and charming design surrounddd shitubs
and flowers, the like of which | had never seerobef

Green palm trees were around the green lawn ochvihe
house stood. | wondered to whom such a lovely ptetenged
when | saw the Hermit of Ling-Shi-La working amotige
flowers.”

| felt someone near me and | opened my eyesntbrfiy
friend by my side. | informed him: “I must have betavelling,
for | have seen the most beautiful place secreteanoisland in
the middle of a lake, with trees and beautiful #wg/all round
it. As | wondered to whom the place belonged | #asvHermit
himself tending his flowers.”

My friend replied: “You have just visited the HatnThe
place you saw is where he lives. It is away overThang Po
River in the beyond, country which is still an uplexed region
of Tibet. He has the most beautiful place in theldvand he
attends to it all by himself. You have just expeced astral
travelling, at which the Hermit is an adept. | w#ll you the
story about him.

“He was an abbot in the Ganden Monastery manysyear
ago, and he taught philosophy and magic. He hadl jreetising
astral projection just as you were doing, when iseavered
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this lovely lake with an island in it. So he set tufind it. After
many months he returned and said: ‘I have foundhoye at
last.” When he told the others where it was thag:s&ut no
one has ever been able to get into that valley usscaf the
continuous hurricane that blows over the mountasspbesides,
there is no known path into it.’

“He replied: ‘I have found a way in, and | shaliild my
hermitage there. There is no evidence of anyoneghibiere in
the physical, and only those who have masteredl gstrjection
can enter, which suits me perfectly. | will now resighe art of
astral travel completely.” The secret passage tini® valley is
known only to the Hermit himself; no one yet hasrdseen there
in the physical but himself.”

“Well,” | told my friend, “the Hermit said | wa®tstay with
him for a while.”

“Yes,” came the reply, “and then you will trulyale to
speak with the gods. | only hope | may have thegilpge of
coming with you.”

Next morning lying on the table beside my coucls &a
thick parchment giving details about the way to Hegmitage,
also advising me what | should take with me. Onfrgnd’s
table was a similar copy. By some miraculous meese
instructions had been apported during the night.

| said to my friend: “This is more mysterious tharer.”

He replied: “A material object is very easily tsmorted
by those who know how. After certain developmeng & able
to contact the Yogi who have passed from the physied who
understand all about apporting. They do this woekjdiently in
Tibet.”

| said: “Then it appears that the Hermit can wdtavn
instructions and ask these Spirit Yogi to transpioem?”

“Oh yes,” he replied, “that is easy. You see, tkegw the
secret of materialisation and dematerialisatioru Mave already
heard that matter is but an invisible substanceclwluan be
made visible. All is mind—there is no such thing raatter.
Matter is a name you have given to something tbatsee and
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feel, but the name of a thing is not the thinglitsEhe name
merely becomes an idea in your mind and that igall know
about it. But, you see, the Hermit is a Master Mugiself, and
with the Spirit Yogi, both of them understandingréations of the
various densities of substance that you call matin apport
an article any distance.”

“Now,” he went on, “everything being a vibratiam mind,
and consciousness being the ruling factor, the Heansciously
knows how to raise the vibration of material subs&into its
astral vibration and can hold it there, for he bhsady freed
himself from the idea of the solidity of matter.el'ogi work
with him and, by their combined efforts, that pi@tgarchment
you see there with the writing on is raised in athon, writing
and all intact, and is held in that state whilengeiransported
through the ether; then it is materialised and s@eiit before you.
There is no magic about it when you know how denaditation
and materialisation are done.”

“Yes,” | remarked, “I have seen apporting at anséaof
Mr. Bailey’s in Sydney. Infact, | still have some of the of the
apports in my possession.”

“We shall hear more about it when we see the Hegraaid
my friend. “He is considered to be as great agtkat Milarepa
himself.”

“So,” | said, “how soon can we start? You knowalvha
not verymuch time, and time is flying now.”

He replied: “We will start tomorrow.”

“I am so glad you are coming with me,” | confidkedhim,
“I do really think | could not do it without yougelides, travelling
alone is not much fun, especially in unexploreceTib

“l am glad | am coming with you,” he assured md/e*
will not take much with us; we will travel lightof it is going
to be a difficult journey. If it was easy, otherswld be there. It
Is, in fact, the most difficult place to reach. Tha why the
Hermit chose it.”

On the following day we started; only the two ef because
of the difficulty in reaching the place and becaaseers would
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not be welcome to the Sanctuary of Sanctuariesd&deled to
pick up on the way what food we could, and the past of the
journey we left in the lap of the gods.

We struck out towards Gyantse in the early morniag
howling, freezing wind was blowing down from theddtolhari,
which was still covered with clouds. The country were now
passing through was barren and stony, yet | coat some
yaks feeding, and | wondered what they were eating.

My friend pointed to the way the Everest expedgidake.
“But we will keep to the trade route as far as &yantse,” he
said, “and then we will branch to the left till weach the Tsang
Po, the great Brahmaputra at Padong, where wegeilh yak
hide coracle.” (He knows all about it already, dulyht.)

We reached a place called Dochen that eveningwand
went down to a lake of clear water. Beyond it wasaggnificent
range of mountains, covered with snow. We watchnedfish
which could be seen clearly in the still water.

“How long will it be still?” | wondered, for any ament a
fierce storm might rise.

We fixed up our beds for the night and after suppe
went out to watch the sun setting. The reflectiothie lake was
truly beautiful. The mountain range reflected itselthe calm
surface. | took a picture with my small pocket ceanand you
could not tell the real from the reflection

| was anxious to hear my friend speak again alblogit
things we both loved so much, and | said:

“If this were America it would be artificialised twelve
months.”

“Yes,” he replied, “the majority of people knowlgrihe
objective world, a world which formulates laws, wégions,
creeds, and dogmas. They live in a world that ifi@al and
therefore they know only the artificial, so theynw#&o change
Nature also to their own standard of existencey Hne caught up
in their own creations and lose the creativenetiseof/ncreated.”

He was like Geshi Rimpoche now; he spoke slowlg an
distinctly, so that | should not miss the meanihgleat he said.
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“Life remains lItself,” he continued, “no matter what
form It is expressing ltself. When this is undeostdully the
creativeness becomes a Reality in you. The forthissliving
Energy in manifestation. Pluck a flower and Ithere; and in a
handful of earth that you hold in your hand, Ithere. Then the
world is no longer a prison house, for the air, $kg, reveals
Its Living Presence.

“Now, if what | am saying is to be of any valuetou,
you must experience this in a deeper state of counseess. It
must be a livingness that is not merely a mentahtdation.
This comes as you clear the mind of all hindranees] it is
done automatically as you see the false; then yiluknow
that a mental formulation is not the Truth, and yalli know
also that if we make this merely an intellectuacdission you
will miss the experience and transformation thatsimiake
place within.

“When you see that your mental formulations regayd
matter are problematical you will cease to regastidgy as
something to be carried, something to stumble d¥éren you
realise that it is the manifestation of the Unmestifyou will
free yourself from these mental formulations thaitlyou. You
will know freedom in a free Universe where formetigre was
to you nothing but limitations.”

He stopped here for a minute, for he knew thahwatio-
matic change was taking place in my mind. Thendmicued:

“You can reach that state of consciousness thables
the Creative Life to work with effortless spontagedb achieve
the perfection which It Itself is. You will realigbat the ‘One’
Life is creating within you with effortless perfem as it is
manifesting throughout the whole Universe, for éhés no
separation between the Life in you and me and tfeethat is
Universal in Its omnipresence, in Its omnipotenoe & Its
omniscience. Wherever there is perfection, theeeAhsolute
has found release through the mind that has beex firom its
own formulations. The Absolute has found releaseuth Its
own Creation. Only through your continual awarenesss this
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be done, only through the silent awareness thattise does
the Absolute function.”

“So you see,” he went on, “when the mind is fréman
its own formulations, its beliefs, its ideas, theognes a silence
beyond time, a silence in which you become conscifuthe
Reality of your Being. In this freedom there is tleéeasing of
the Creative Energy, with a conscious directive @othat is
unknown to the ordinary man.

“In great works, in industry, in the arts and t3ain healing
and in oratory, there is the hand of genius whangmoperate
in freedom with Life’s Creative Intelligence, anlil laok with
amazement on what has been accomplished. This @Gréativeness
within, being given free expression through theamfitioned
mind. The Unmanifested—the Uncreated—the Absolge i
released through the mind that has freed itselinfite own
conditioning.”

He paused for a moment and then went on: “Undsaista
this clearly. Man and not God made yesterday ametmw; you
will notice that they are but formulations in yaurnd. Where
Is yesterday and where is tomorrow.”

| ventured to say: “I can see now that they eardy in
the mind. For God is ever-present in the Now. Ydsiebecomes
a memory and tomorrow is but a hope; NOW is thg tinte.”

“Splendid!” he exclaimed, “I was waiting for thidlow
we can go further.”

Then he said: “To live in the ever-present is dicaa. For
there cannot be any good or evil; no past or futumesuccess or
failure, no health or ill-health. None of these ogites exists in
the Presence that is eternally Present. They exigtin the mind
that is caught up in opposites and is merely mobiagkwards
and forwards from one to the other.”

“Oh,” | exclaimed, “I see now why people struggle.

“Yes, and their struggle is a further burden. Tieist, the
only begotten Son of the Father, exists in the wholeuphanity
and does not age or die. When this is discoversdigin your
awareness moment-to-moment the Eternal Chrisvesated.”
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“‘As ye know ME as | am, so shall ye be,” " | gad.

“Yes,” he said, “the same Christ today as was ttvenisand
years ago. ‘All power is given unto Me in Heaved an earth.’”

“Now,” | could not help saying, “everything hasartged:
the old ideas of limitation, of hell and the deald other ideas,
all have vanished.”

“Yes, that falsehood exists only in the conditiomaind,
but when all conditioning is dissolved away we vinlve the
Truth that sets man free. No longer will there iffelchg creeds,
antagonisms, conforming to a ritual or to a patt@nno longer
will there be a pattern to follow. To follow a att is to imitate,
and imitation is not understanding. Not until magek himself
from his own conditioning can he find the Truthttlsats him
free.”

“Yes,” | remarked, “man is still eating of the irwf the
Tree of Knowledge of Good and Evil. Not until heds out
what he is doing will he cling to the Tree of Lifg@hich alone
Is his salvation.”

“Yes, that is so,” my friend affirmed. “The TreEKnowledge
of Good and Evil grows out of man’s own mind white Tree
of Salvation—Life—grows out of God, being eternatizever-
present, and it knows nothing of good and evil. Wein is
preaching good and evil, hell and the Devil, andls® blind
lead the blind. Man must become aware of his oreewdth the
Ever-present and not be caught up in the strugeieden good
and evil, fear and faith, God and the Devil, andosth.

“Reality is not something afar off. Reality is beand
now, and when this is realised then will come peaget as
the world gives its peace, for that peace comeobutar and
conflict, but the peace that is eternal and evesg@mt, coming
only from God. Then our relationship will be onehafppiness
through understanding.”

He paused reflectively and then continued: “Wike t
personal self there is always pain and conflictalationship.
But when man discerns his illusions man will fifng tunlimited,
the ‘Beloved,’ within himself. Then his affectiorilMbe free from
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attachment, free from possessiveness and glonolts expression,
for he will know his neighbour to be himself. ‘Whagver you do
unto the least of these so you do unto Me.””

Then silence enveloped us both, and, in thatcglemans-
formation was taking place within. | was no longee same
person as when | met him. All the things that weeyenting true
expression were being dissolved. It was this ti@nsation that
| was experiencing at that moment. My happinessincasnparable.
| was no longer seeking or searching in anxietyas freed from
a burden that had weighed me down since | was a boy

That night | slept the sleep of freedom. Can ymoagine
a truly free sleep? It has to be experienced tonakerstood.

The following morning we were up before sunrise\king
that we had still many miles to do. We were onway as the
sun was rising. | have always been thrilled by sbarise and
sunset, and that morning everything looked to méesawtiful
and peaceful. The sky was blue and a calm blankeloods
was covering the valley. It was cold, yet no witlthugh any
time now it might rise and perhaps become a hureca

Both of us were now dressed in the robe of thealdvtany
lamas were coming and going and, as we passed)essehl
each other according to custom. We were now frem fthe
gazing eyes of others for we were dressed in tistinguished
familiar garb of the highly-respected lama whompleeple are
taught to reverence.

My friend asked: “Do you think you could do a déab
distance today?”

“Yes,” | answered, “I feel exceedingly strong noy.was
thin, having shed surplus flesh, and my muscleg \ikex steel.)

“Yes,” he said, “I can see that you have gainechéndous
stamina.”

“Well,” | agreed, “you cannot be a weakling wheswvelling
over these mountain passes, and | have becomet@mespert.”

We were travelling light, having left everything®k Valley.
Just a few things we took in a haversack which avaed on our
backs.
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We passed along the lakeside where hundreds caiydk
goats were having their morning meal. At the endhef lake
we came to a river, and beyond it was a vast vdbeyted here
and there were large black tents, the tents ohtimeads, who
are like the Bedouins, a fearless good-looking tgp@eople.
Around them were their flocks of yaks and sheep.

When we reached the floor of the valley these msma
came to welcome us, and my friend (who was a Gdédbgsed
them. We partook of some food with them as is tastam.
Everywhere, when we came across a village or a aagnpf
nomads, we were made more than welcome, and iftayed
under their roof for a night that place was halldwe

My friend said to me: “These people, the nomads)der
all over Tibet; they live in these yak hair temich as you see,
are large and black. They are black because ofrieke that
comes from their fires, which more often than nmet made from
yak dung and dry grass and are lit inside thetent.

“But might it not burn the tent down?”

“No, you see it is in the centre, and they sleguiad it.”

My friend said that we were on a long journey awvel
must be on our way, so the head nomad or chiefgbrtoaut
some clear liquid, which looked like water to mehéff | drank
it | thought | was on fire! It was spirit made fromaize and
barley. | felt the glow to my fingertips, and | dao my friend:
“l think we should take some of that stuff alonghwis.”

“No,” he replied, “there will be plenty of it algrthe way,
and it is not advisable to have too much when ym reot
accustomed to it.”

| thought to myself that it was better than sontasky
| knew of, and | could not help laughing at the noeynof my
father. When he was offered whisky, the usual thintp take
water with it, but when the water was brought tm e would
say: “There is enough water in it already.”

There is another story of a Scot who went to lsealoctor.
When the doctor had examined him he said: “My astacyou,
Mr. McPherson, is to give up drinking whisky.” MvicPherson
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got up, and, as he was going out the door, theodoetled him

back and said: “Mr. McPherson, you have forgot@mething.”

“No, | don't think so,” said McPherson. “Oh, yesuyhave forgotten
my fee of three guineas for my advice.” “Oh,” exoled McPherson,
“but ‘am no’ taking your advice.”

These black tents were the only shelter the norhads
summer and winter. The clothes they wore were waven
themselves from yak hair and wool, and some worg an
sheep-skin with the wool to the inside. All thearments were
covered with thick grease. When they get a new gatrthey
grease it up with rancid yak butter and they ugestiime thing
on their bodies; you can thus imagine what thethels looked
like, for at no time do they use water except fanking.

Their meat is usually dried meat, dried in the sumilar
to the biltong* that is so popular in South Africtrips of the
dried meat are hung up inside the tent.

The nomads grow peas, and corn and barley, ahdthair
large herds of yak, sheep, goats, donkeys and aevuwh shaggy
Tibetan ponies, it made a picture | would not Hikezl to miss.

The following day we reached the town of Gyanigeich
Is surrounded by mountains on all sides. Beyondidiner we
could see the monastery on the mountain slope sulex by a
great wall on all sides. At the top, at the rigatal side, was a
huge wall where the holy carpet is hung for a feurs once a
year. This carpet took eleven years to make, sad told. It
measures approximately one hundred feet by onerbdrdet,
with a huge picture of the Buddha in the centre.

My friend, being well known to the Geshi of the dbyse
Monastery, told him of our sojourn, and we were enaglcome;
we stayed there for the night. This monastery ngilar to all
the monasteries with the exception that in thereawas a huge
chorten or shrine (60 feet high) depicting the felements,
earth, water, air, fire, and ether. The top portbnhis chorten
was plated with solid gold.

In the morning just as the sun rose the lamas w@ating
Om Mani Padme Hurmand we were given the blessing of the

*  Strips of sun-dried lean meat (antelope, Hoffatc.).
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Buddha for a safe journey, for it was from herd tha should
soon be leaving civilisation behind. The trackhe tight led to
Lhasa and the track to the left led to Shigatsesdhbeing the
normal trade routes. The route we were going te tas over
the Yung Pass, nearly 18,000 feet above sea landlihis area
was mostly uninhabited.

So we set off with many blessings and were eagbnga
prayer-flag called tungha. As we went down theeyaillve could
still hear the lamas chanting and the boom of tleatggongs
and the sound of thehonghaslt would seem that we were being
given a farewell by over 2,000 lamas.

We crossed the Yung Pass about midday, and a mgpwili
blizzard was blowing on the pass. In some partstimav was
several feet deep, and in the narrow path and qihgs we
were up to our waists in the deep snow. It was bQaimdg and if
| had not had previous experience it would have epossible.
| could see why so many had perished in these passe

On the other side of the pass we reached a snlialyje
which is known by the name of Yakpeo. We were maeleome
in one of the best of these peasants’ houses.

The ground part of the house was used to shietesrtimals,
yaks, donkeys, poultry. The loft above in which slept had a
stove in the middle. It was a unique experienceryhody, male
and female, slept on the floor together. The dosk®jighed all
night and you could hear the yaks chewing the tudhe far
corner of the loft was a square hole in the flodrere these
peasants sat to relieve themselves. The droppaigsfo the
muck below and were trampled in by the yaks andkeyps
How | wished then that | had plugs for my nose eacd to keep
out smell and noise; and it was not surprising tieatt morning
| said to my friend that | would rather sleep ie thpen in future.
No huts were provided for travellers in this outtloé-way part
of the country, as nobody used to pass in thictioe.

| was glad to be on my way again, for | had notlye power
to make myself oblivious to these conditions. \assed several
rivers on the way, some of them rushing with grapidity towards
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the great Tsang Po, with ice snow mixed with théeewa\t parts
there were shallows, and at these we crossed. By Inoad
become accustomed to the wet and the cold; thisaswasveryday
occurrence, and only the strongest could surviuetli® anticipation
of being with the great sage of Ling-Shi-La wasfisignt to
carry me on my way rejoicing.

The following day we reached the great Tsang Bwere
wise called the great Brahmaputra, the oldest anhiédt river
in the world. We were on the steep mountainsidefantielow
was the Tsang Po, the one river | wanted to sei castained
the ice and snow coming from the great Himalayasuiph the
ages past. This river was about a quarter of awmde, and the
noise of the roaring water was terrific as it rushierough the
gorges. It was dangerous going, for a false stepldveend us
hurtling into the deep roaring water below.

Eventually we reached the bed of the river, tliesiof
which were covered with wild flowers, and on thep&s were
wild roses, rhododendron bushes and wild poppiegr@profusion,
hardly ever looked upon by human eyes.

| said to my friend: “This alone is worth comirgdee.”

We had not spoken for hours. We did not have oo
tunity to do so, as we had to travel in Indian fashmost of
the way, because of the dangerous going.

We camped on the side of the river for the nightit was
getting late, and it would be impossible to travethe dark.
Besides, Padong was still some miles away. Thereowdd cross
the Tsang Po—how, | did not know. Anyway | was emritto
leave it at that.

While searching around, my friend came upon a ,cave
and to our surprise a solitary man was there. Ngnft asked
him: “How long have you been here?”

He replied: “Twenty-five years, today.” It was @rwidence
that we should arrive on that very day.

“What does he live on?” | inquired.

“Oh, fish and various roots he knows of,” my fdereplied.
“There is good fishing in the Tsang Po.”
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This man recognised my friend as one of the liWfagters
and wanted to follow us. He was a fine-looking mame of the
nomads who had by some means struck upon the soiértbe
occult. My friend was struck by his bearing and bissious
sincerity. He told him that it was impossible far to take him
with us as we were on a special mission.

Then my friend asked: “What have you accomplisimed
your twenty-five years?”

He replied: “I can walk across the Tsang Po.”

“Is that all?”

“Yes.”

“Well,” said my friend, “what a waste of time!”

Then he told the man something of what | myseli ha
learned in the short time | had been with him. Tingde the
devotee all the more keen; he seemed to have npades umind
that soon he would be ready to come to my friertth wodded
In assent of this desire and said: “When you akyresady | will
come for you. My sanctuary is at Zamsar, away bdyidmsa
by the Kyi Chu River. One day you will find the pleaf great
price, my son.”

We left him there staring after us, for in his tie®as the
impelling desire to know the Truth. | looked bacidagave him
a wave; and we went on our way.

How everything was provided for us in the way obd
and shelter amazed me, but my friend had abscditte 1 had
often doubted, but he never. | used to say to mhyéebish | had
your faith, | could move mountains.” At times hewla get my
thought and he would say: “You will.” These two wsmrang in
my ears, for at that moment | knew why he was trester of
every situation.

We rested about a mile farther down the rivertiier night.
We had fish for supper, also for breakfast next dgw my
friend managed to get the food | do not know ts thay; | felt
| could not ask him.

We were now only five miles from Padong, and vacihed
it in four hours after we had set out. The goings\mard and
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dangerous, and one mile in just over three-quadeen hour
was slow work for us who could do about twenty siile a
day.

Few people had passed this way. In some places Waes
no track at all. | wondered how we were to crossTéang Po and
said so to my friend, and he replied: “All has beeavided!”
Perhaps he was disappointed with me for my laditth. But
my faith grew stronger, as one event after anogpheved that
all was provided. There seemed to be an Intelligdrehind all
things, great and small, even the smallest detad taken care
of, and | gradually reached the state of mind inclwH knew
that this was so and eventually | had the assurantcd knew
there was an Intelligence that ruled the Univense @at the
same Intelligence was ruling us also, and beinfepem ltself
| knew that no detail would be missing. This hasrbeith me
ever since.

Therefore | do not plan but leave it to the Ingghce;
everything works out a thousand times better thahad planned
it myself. When | did plan | found | had to contnte-planning.
| then realised that when | planned, things did toh out
anything like when the Intelligence that knows tiewv of all
things was leading me. It was a case of “Lead, Kindght,
lead Thou me on. | do not want to see, one stepginfor me,
lead Thou me on.” The words of the Master camefendo
me, “What | see the Father do | do likewise,” whitleans
action with faith knowing that a perfect Intelligenis guiding
every move even to the smallest detail.

When we reached Padong | could see no means lmhwhi
we could cross the Tsang Po, for here it was wadl @ quarter
of a mile wide. My friend said: “Sit down here!” Heas silent
for a few minutes, and then he said: “We will haveoracle
here in a few minutes.”

No sooner had he said this than a Tibetan carg/iogracle
over his head came out from nowhere.

(A coracle is a boat, or a kind of boat, made afnboo
covered with yak skin tightly sewn together andeagrover the
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bamboo sticks which makes it into a sort of squarat three
feet deep and about five feet wide, and seveniridength. The
amount that these contraptions carry is amazingtiAer type
of boat they use is the log of a tree with allittede cut out; the
bottom is then flattened, and the result is an k@ecanoe.)

At this place the river is smooth, like a sheeglaks; there
was only a slight ripple caused by the gentle rabat was
blowing. My friend went up to the man with the cdeaand
said: “Will you take us across the river to theesthide?”

“Yes,” answered the man, “the Hermit of Ling-Ska-told
me you would be here today, and | was just comiit the
coracle when | saw you. My name is Pede Dong.” kignfl
asked no further questions.

We got into the coracle and away we went, PedegDon
paddling for all he was worth, for though the waters smooth
it was silently but swiftly flowing, the current ing strong. We
reached the other side about half-a-mile downitres.r

These coracles are light and are of various sso#se are as
much as 10 feet long by 8 feet, wide and can beecheasily
on the head and back; they weigh only about 8®IB5 Ib.

Now we were on virgin soil, a part of Tibet whishd not
yet been explored, yet there were numbers of yg#ats and
sheep. The nomads were there with their great fhdstjs to
protect the flocks from the snow leopards and tbé/egs which
at night come down to devour what they can findeSéhfierce
mastiffs attack and kill these marauders.

These dogs would not hesitate to attack a straagdr
destroy him. So we kept one eye open. Eventuallg®eon to
a track which would take us over a high pass. Fsu®y told
us it was 19,000 feet above sea level and thawihes were so
strong that no living soul had ever crossed itegtthe Hermit
himself who lived beyond in the valley, a valley ialh was
said to be the most beautiful in all Tibet.

My friend took the lead, as he always did, thisetiwith a
determined look; he knew what was in front of us.
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He turned round to me and said: “You know thatfets
are told about such places as these. Some of treetrua, some
are just legends, but | think there is some trutlthie legend
about this pass.”

“Look!” he exclaimed. And there on top of the pass
could see the snow whirling up into the sky as hhericane
wind tore into it. If | had been by myself | woufskver have
tackled the journey but | knew that the faith of frignd would
overcome all obstacles.

With steady steps and strong wills we trudgedcbmbing,
climbing, climbing, | wondered how much more. Wed Haft
the wood-line now and were in the open, and asmered the
snows the wind blew fiercer and fiercer. | thougWill we
ever reach the top of this pass alive?”

We had to pick our way, as there was no real fpatjuide
us, just a goat track here and there; one godt tkaaild lead
one way and one another, but my friend always gicke right
one.

The snow was extremely deep, but the surface arasviith
the continual freezing, and it held fast. | wonderghould the
crust break, how far | would sink into the snow dxh me. Like
Peter on the water, | was wondering. My friend ninzste caught
my thought, for he said: “The snow is like a rockler your feet!”

The wind by this time was terrific; it was forced between
the mountains on each side which formed a funmeuth which
it gained momentum. As one gust followed anothevas just
as if a gigantic force was pushing the wind throtighgap that
separated the towering snow-clad mountains on siaeh The
sight was certainly glorious but it was an awe-imsgp one. The
great glaciers, those rivers of ice, could be f$erring their way
down the mountainside, crunching their way to takey below.

For a while we took shelter in a sort of caveli®yway, and
watched the awe-inspiring scene, when we heardirddrous
noise. We looked up, and lo! a gigantic avalandtsmnow and ice
was tearing everything before it. Millions of toaksnow and

178



CHAPTER 10

ice thundered down the face of the mountain indodibep ravine
where other avalanches had gone before.

“A sight for the gods alone,” | said, “for no oneuld ever
pass this way.”

My friend did not answer; | did not think that keas
worried—I knew him better than that. At last hedsdiet us
go on.”

We had reached two-thirds of the way to the tophef
pass when he stopped. “Look!” he exclaimed, andetivee
could see the Hermit about two hundred feet belsvom the
rock face. We could hear him calling us not to gxfer up but
to climb down on to the face of the rock and onrjat side,
and there we would find no wind blowing. We did and
reached a ledge that ran along the mountainsidaldout two
hundred yards. Then we saw the valley below: a gorgeous
sight | have never seen.

Away in the distance was a lake, in the middlevbfch
there was an island, and on that island was a hexsetly as
| had seen it in my reverie. The valley was pakegr covered
with a carpet of wild flowers of varying colour$iet lake also
looked a pale green, reflecting the valley andsthew-capped
mountains surrounding it. Lower down, the mountaivere
covered with wild roses and rhododendron bushtslibloom.

“What a wonderful sight!” | said to my friend, #hHermit
has the loveliest place in all the world, and ne bias seen it
but himself.”

Here and there | could see wild yaks and wild auysk
grazing peacefully in the valley, and | was eagegét farther
down when we again heard the Hermit's voice thmeeticalling:
“Be careful and be patient, and watch for fallimgks above
you. The goats sometimes dislodge a rock which se
avalanche of rocks down the mountainside. You ao¢epted
and all will be well.”

| knew then that all would be well. We got dowsiganow
to where the Hermit was. There was rejoicing atrageting in
the flesh.
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| said: “How is it that there is no wind here?dare replied:
“Look at the formation of the rocks; do you seesth@reat
rocks jutting out above you?” | looked up and saead) jutting
rocks.

“The wind,” he explained, “is deflected above thesd
leaves this area free; that is why no living scas kbrossed that
pass, and this is the only way, my secret way, imgovalley.”

“What about the other side?” | asked.

“That is even more difficult to enter,” he replied

“All the valley to yourself! How wonderful!”

“The time,” he said, “will come when the valleylhbe
populated; people will eventually find their wayrdaeAt present it
is hallowed ground. Heaven and earth here areddiogether.
Only spiritual beings and those who can travehm astral have
access, and | may tell you there are many.”

We wended our way down together, and the resieoiviay
was easy. We reached the edge of the lake, anoketngty was
unsurpassable. The foliage was even more beattdnl | first
thought. The over-all shade was a soft pale mossgngand by
the side of the lake was a coracle. We got inemd the Hermit
paddled us across to his island sanctuary.

Never shall | forget the sight. Natural foliagketl the area,
right up to the edge of the natural green grassi\sawvhich
some sheep and goats kept short by eating lusgidistn came
palm trees which seemed to have been planted aguwlafip
cared for. | could see that they were of the sapeziss that
studded the natural foliage. The Hermit said tihatsé grew
from slips which he had planted and, as they greended
them so as to make them into a regular formatidnthA foot
of the palms were wild flowers and large Chinespppes of a
very delicate blue, and in the centre of all thealty was built
a charming house of stones neatly fitted togefhee. roof was
constructed from bamboo covered with thatch maole fpalm
leaves, and inside was a beautifully clean floodenfxom fine
sandstone taken from the rock nearby. The furnivae made
of bamboo and grass worked into exquisite designs.
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There were also cooking utensils which he haddirbaver
from Gyantse on his many trips in and out of hisceaary. The
couches were made of bamboo with grass knittetiytigito various
designs. As | sat on one | said: “This is comfertspnified.”

He built the fire of dry wood gathered from thiusd and
with the use of a piece of flint and a piece okbktee lit dry
leaves and blew them into a blaze. Then he laidvib@d upon
it and in a few minutes there was a lovely, conmfigrfire.

| said: “You are a very self-contained person!”

“Yes,” he explained, “but my work takes me all oviee
world. Just as you saw me in Ok Valley so | traastrywhere,
healing and influencing minds towards peace andinags.
You will learn much of that here with me, my son.”

His long grey hair and beard and his deep set €yieing
brilliantly with intelligence gave him a dignity dfearing seldom
possessed by any living person. His look contathedvisdom
of the ages. He stood over six feet, and he gasdlenfeeling of
a mental as well as a physical giant. | said toatftyST'his is truly
the wisest man in all Asia.”

181



BEYOND THE HIMALAYAS

7
N 1 Ganden *

“Hermitage of Ling-Shi-La” //
LHASA

Shigatse Yakpe(0) g Rong cp,

A Yung La
Gyantse @

T I B

e
<
;/ :
[ \'\ Dochen @ @ Dochen Tso _‘ﬁ/’?-"\ N
't‘ e __,/. .' - 4‘..\.*’\./“‘ "\
> } o Ny
Vd
— i A'W _ Chu  -River, stream
. . Chomolhari La -Mountain Pass
\¢ . Phari ® /J 2 _“OK Valley’ _Il__ing -I\Iilinkor Monastery
S0 -Lake
e e Lingmatang + -Major Monastery
|, — ."
‘ 7 THIMPHU
V4
D -
7
7’
% B H U T A N
™~
\t
\l
\'ﬂ
\'\ Lt e ’__'-/.\. /]
el —a / N, ~ /
- . — /‘ N - < =~
.~

MAP 4. (“OK VALLEY” TO “L ING-SHI-LA”)

182



CHAPTER 11

AS we sat round the fire for a little while talginthere
was a sense of perfect harmony. We all felt aseifwere one
family. There was nothing strange or strained asetiusually is
at a first meeting and | felt that much more wobé&revealed
to me here.

Although we had done the journey in six days, Whi
just half the time it would ordinarily have takdrgid not feel
tired. There was such an atmosphere of peaceoatharus. | felt
exhilarated—yet | could do with a wash! The Hermitst have
sensed my feeling, for he said: “Take that pathetfigoointing
to a path that led down to the lake, “and you Wil a pool in
which you can bathe; the water is warm. There l®taspring
at the edge of the island and the hot water rutts time pool
which | have made, only be careful not to go toarriee spring
itself because it is boiling, and while you are ingva bathe
and wash-up | will get supper ready.”

My friend and | then walked down the path. At Hees
all the way down were wild flowers, especially Gisa poppies
of exquisite colours and very large, the largdsad ever seen.
When we reached the lake we could see at the smblaling
spring of boiling water which ran into the lake.relé¢he Hermit
had built two walls out into the lake which kepethot water
in an area of about thirty feet or more before érged into the
lake of cold water.

| stripped, got in and swam to the end of the olkén
between the two walls. The water near the spring @ but
as | got farther out it became cooler until it feedt cold water.
The water here was clear and | could see manysfissinming
round.

| said to my friend: “What an ingenious contraptitot
and cold water at call. The Hermit has everythimdpis hand.
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What a wonderful place! Put this down in the midofidengland
or America and thousands of people would be swagrtonit
every year.”

We swam about in the pool—I do not know for how
long—when we heard the Hermit calling: “Suppeready!”

| said: “What do you think he has got for supper?”

“That will be a surprise,” came the reply—and iedeat
was. There, laid on the table, were grilled fiskesh butter and
plenty of milk, and bread which he had made himself

“Where in all the earth did you get this bread@xtlaimed.

“Oh,” he smiled, “you will see my corn and barliégids
tomorrow and my little mill with which | crush theorn and
barley.”

The fish was delicious, and the bread was madahe fnixed
barley and cornmeal and it had a nu#yture. | never tasted
such excellent bread before, and the butter wdseak as if it
had just come from the churn.

| turned to my friend and asked: “Did you evettdasny-
thing like this?” It was a good meal and we enjoytedor we
had not eaten since early that morning.

Supper over, we sat by the fire again and talkexliathe
things we had done. This pleased the Hermit, arghite “You
are the first two people that have ever enteredsamctuary,
and you, my son,” looking at me, “you are the fpsetson from
the outer world who has had the privilege of beiamgght by
the great Masters on all the Sciences of the atcult

“Yes,” | said, “it is a great privilege and | anmdeed grateful
to you for your very kind invitation and welcometiis wonderful
sanctuary of yours.”

“Nothing happens by chance, my son,” he said. ‘Maave
been called but few are chosen. You have followat for which
you were born; few ever do, the world has swallothed up.”

| thought to myself: “What an apt term, for it miga
swallowed me up too.”

“You have come here because it was ordained tbat y
should,” he continued. “Your work is unique and Warld needs
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your message, but you have to be prepared foragrdangs to
come. You will also write books, of a kind that hesser been
written before. Books have been written by othbtg,they do
not help man to know himself.”

“We have been watching over you for a long timies”
added, “both those who are in the flesh and thdse ave out
of the flesh.”

| said: “I do not feel worthy of all this.”

“We are not concerned with your worthiness; we are
concerned only with how the Truth can best be niambsvn to
the world. You are a good instrument and we knoat §fou
will be a better one after this.”

Then he said: “As your time is limited, | do notand that
you should waste any of it, so we will start workimght away.
Tonight | would like to instruct you on certain rtesis pertaining
to the work before the actual practice.

“What is necessary to a consciousness that is da#ot
only a free mind, freed from all that is false, bl#o a conscious-
ness that is creative. The mind is the instrumentitois the
consciousness that has creativeness. Your conse&s)$ he said,
“Is like point which has the totality of all Creatiness behind
it, and your thought expressed is in exact proporid your state
of consciousness. If your consciousness is cayglim mental
images, beliefs, and such-like, then your creasigsens smothered
up because the consciousness is caught up in wdiefd) your
iIdeas, your images, your authorities and formufestjand you
will note that these are not creative.

“Now you must learn here through practice that ryou
consciousness can move in space and is creatargygioint in
space you desire, because the totality of all Greagess is
behind it.

“You do not know what your consciousness is, tfogee
you do not know what Creativeness is, but your clmsness
cannot be separated from the totality of all Cremttess in the
Universe, for there is only one Consciousnessgtibannot be
two, neither can there be two Creators. Your consciess then is
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the point through which Creativeness works andheés foint
through which you express Creativeness.

“Now, if your consciousness is caught up in a ntimat is
confused with ideas, it will merely express thisftsion, and
you will not know what is true and what is falsehaYis in the
mind is not creative. Creativeness is beyond thedmin a
consciousness that is free from the confusion edsd’

| said: “l am beginning to see further ‘now.””

My friend was also attentive, and | could see timtlso
was amazed at the wisdom of the Hermit.

“Therefore your consciousness,” he went on, ‘i |a
broadcasting station through which the Creatorisdsg His
perfect vibrations outwardly in all directions. Beevibrations
move through your mind, brain, and nervous systsfecting
the heart, glands, lungs, vaso-motor system anorgdins of the
body, thus registering its effects there, and thperout beyond
the confines of the individual into the world ohet that few
know and understand.

“It is only the idea of age that makes you old¢cdese
you are expressing the idea of age and not thetiGeaass that
Is Eternal and Ever-present.” This was in respomsay thought,
for | was thinking at the moment, “I wonder how glou are.”

Then he said: “The Creative vibrations rush ot ithe
atmosphere on their creative mission, harmonisusgy¢hing.

“If your consciousness is caught up in your ideasyr
fixed beliefs, then it is your ideas and beliefattlare being
expressed and not the Creativeness that aloneasive. Your
ideas are not creative because you do not knowhehéehey
are true or not.” When he said this | looked atfngnd for it
was he who had first said these words to me.

Now | could see that | was being taken furthenglthe way
to Truth. | could feel the transformation but coulot explain
it. Yet | knew it to be true and it was not an ideecause | could
not make an idea of it. What | created in my mimtrebt matter,
because what was in my mind could not be the Tirthth was
beyond mind but | knew It to Be my Real Self. | wasare
only in my consciousness and, when free, | wasiveea
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Then he said: “Man is not a mere physical beimggishin
Reality, a centre of consciousness in the totafitgll Conscious-
ness. Now this must not be a mere idea, and yot magry to
form an idea of it, because then you will losentliy must you
try to form an idea in your mind of what | say. Wham trying to
do is to clear the consciousness, so that ThathwkiReal can
manifest.”

| realised that what he was pointing to was beymad.
Divine reason would lead me to that which was bey@ason,
beyond mind.

“If your thought waves merely carry the vibratiohyour
conditioning, then you have done nothing. But wheur
consciousness is freed, then the Creativenesscthated all
things will express Itself without effort, becauseing effortless
there is no resistance, no confusion, no conditgymo reaction,
only pure action.

“There is no such thing as ignorance or fear enGneative-
ness. Ignorance and fear exist only in man’s mimmdugh lack
of understanding, and therefore have no existent®de man’s
mind. But when the Creativeness becomes activéraadhrough
a clear consciousness it sweeps through the slladrcells in
the body, creating Its own natural rhythm. Thus@neator and
His Creation become One.”

| said: “I have heard those last few words befbrg,now
they seem different.”

“There you go again,” he said, “you are merelyesup
Imposing another idea on the one you had beforg, mtause
this one looks better than the last one. Is thasa® This is not
an intellectual discussion; it is a transforminggass.”

| thought to myself: “How can | get over this?”

He said: “Let it all drop from your mind; free you
consciousness from the intellect—the intellect doet know
what is true and what is not true. Life’s Createss iSNow,
the intellect only speculates about It. Creativenssow! If It
Is notnow, It will never be, because you do not create It.”
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“I do not want you to make an idea of what | sayaou,”
he went on, “I do not want you to make what | sayou a
mere belief, for then it will be just another béleelittle better
than the previous one.”

| was now beginning to understand myself, my ideas
beliefs, my images. | could now see that none isfc¢buld ever
be the truth, nor could | make it the truth. Trutas the Living
Creativeness beyond the mind and would expred$ eee as
| understood that which was hindering Its true egpion.

“When you accept me as an authority,” he went“on,
any other authority, then you will begin to feandaconfusion
will result. Then you will express that confusioath in your
mind and body and beyond, and that is not Truth.

“Love is something you cannot define. Love is @veaess
In action. Love is Creative action. Ideas and eban only create
reaction, and reaction can never be Creative actyeative
action is the expression of the Divine Consciousndghin the
individual consciousness that realises It througtedom, the
individual consciousness being the point througltiwvthe Divine
Consciousness expresses Itself. Thus the indivigisldissolved
Into pure action, for there is only ‘One.” Now ysee it is the
self that hinders the pure action of Love.

“The release of this Divine Energy through younsmmous-
ness will harmonise your mind and body and alseehshom
you hold in your consciousness at that moment aligation.
The Creator and His Creation become ‘One.’

“This delightful effect sweeps through the cedistablishing
the Divine Rhythm. There is relaxation, comfortape and joy.
Possessiveness and fear pass away, for such asdrom
human desires.”

He paused for a moment and then went on: “Thendreis
freed will soon become aware of the effect of aevaffanger
or aggressiveness because that one feels the mimgrnmot that
it affects him in any way, but he becomes awang aihd knows
how false it is, having no power except that ofithmature mind

188



CHAPTER 11

that is expressing it. It is only the small mindtilengages in
these false movements.

“Since various human thought-waves, such as o, hat
jealousy, and fear have their effect upon the bagysee them
also expressed in the facial muscles revealingattered mind
that is hidden behind them.”

“Now,” he said, “here is the secret behind thengfeaof
form. Consciousness, being creative, alone crdatas and is
capable of transformation of matter-form througé threction
of the consciousness that is creative.

“Consciousness to be creative must be free, sotliea
‘Father can do the work.” Whatever the Consciousresks
through a directing and understanding faith, theh&afulfils
that direction, because there is no separatiomairdénce.

“Therefore as the Divine Creativeness transforims t
Eternal ever-existing Energy of the Universe irdo, so does
the individual consciousness that is aware of misyuwith the
totality of all Creativeness.” “ ‘What | see thatker do, | do like-
wise,’” | ventured to quote.

“Yes,” he affirmed, “no matter in what form, miagvegetable,
animal, human or angelic, Consciousness is Supreme.

“This is the secret teaching which Jesus gavestdisciples.
Therefore all power is in the Divine Consciousniesheaven
and on earth.

“Remember the Divine Idea is not a human ideajradn
idea is a mental image, but the Divine Idea isniamifestation
of the Divine lItself. ‘| and the Father are oneheéfe words you
yourself know, but to many they are mere words bsedheir
consciousness is a prisoner in their own creatiansl, they
only bring the idea into their self-created pristhre doors and
bars being their ignorance.

“The Divine Idea is the ‘word’ of Creation and meser
remain the same perfect Creative Word, the fornmgimay into
greater splendour to reveal the Divine Idea. Tloeeghe vibration
of Love is the keynote of perfect Creation and thgthmic
organisation of atoms into more perfect form.
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“Therefore you see that a clear consciousnesstibaund
up in human ideas but is the point through which Ehvine
Creativeness acts to combine the ether atomsyrotfte pattern
of the Divine Ideas.

“There is an Intelligent Force, a knowing-how,ttimmluces
magnetic attraction which binds the ether atomthadasis of
the form to be manifested in the realm of the plataatoms which
produce condensation, and the materialisation efatioms to
be seen by the physical eye.”

“Now,” he said, “tomorrow we will have definite gortice
in astral projection and, according to the freedwimpour con-
sciousness, so will you move in the astral and eaeming we
can have further discussions.”

And he added, “The sun has already set and youl&ho
retire for the night. Tomorrow morning we will watt¢he sun
rise and in the evening we will watch it set. | wgou to see
the whirling of the snow on the pass as the suays strike it.
It is truly a wonderful sight.”

“l can believe that from what | saw today,” | sditllove
to see the sun rising and setting.”

Around the main room there were small alcoves hnctv
comfortable stretchers were fitted. So | retired tlee night,
knowing | should have a peaceful, satisfying sleep.

Next morning | was awakened by my friend tugging a
me. | had not moved from the position in which tHain the
night before. He said: “Breakfast is ready.”

| was soon up, shaved, dressed and fed, and weowén
to see the sun rise. We watched it climb up fromrzkthe pass.
The snow was still whirling into the air and | cdidee the red
glow behind it. It was like a gigantic white veiitivall the colours
of the rainbow showing through it. It was a siglshill never
forget as long as | live—the sheer wildness ofitlled me
through and through. The pass then became visidié¢ eould see
how impossible it would be to cross it. The conguari between
the calm surface of the lake and the hurricanewaat blowing
nearly 19,000 feet high was like a calm sea, ahdracane that
would toss a giant liner as if it were a mere cork.
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“Now,” said the Hermit, “I want you to begin toden the
art of astral travel,” and we went inside.

He directed me to lie down and relax every muaotEfibre
in my body. | very soon found myself going intoears-trance
state. It was not a sleep because | was in a sfatemi-
consciousness. | heard his voice say, “Let go of pody,” and as
| did so | could feel myself soaring above my bodiooked
down at it where it lay and could see that | wae firom it.

“Now,” he said, “you must not fear anything or yuul
come back to your body instantly.”

| felt a calmness, the stillness of another wdricbuld still
hear his voice saying, “You are in the astral ndaw think of
the place you want to go to and the person or gepml want
to see and you will be there instantly.”

| did so and to my wonderment | was there watchvhgt
was going on. | was now caught up in the activitiethe people
| was watching, and it was a queer sensation.dt) fdelt | was
actually with them, though not in the physical.

| must have been so watching for about a quaftare
hour, when | heard his voice again: “Now leave adfiryown will
and come back.” | did so and came back into my baily a
memory of what | had seen.

“Now,” he said when | got up, “you see your memismot
merely a part of your brain, but it interpenetratear brain, in
an astral counterpart. In fact there is even a fimterpenetrating
body in which there is also memory, and this yoll vaach
very soon.”

Then he said: “I am convinced now that you hawe th
ability to travel in the astral naturally, and sogu will travel
further in the ether.”

This practice went on for days, and each nightliseussed
the work | had to do. Then one day he said: “Wé ndiv travel
together, this time out into the ether of space.”

This, however, was not so successful at first dftigr some
practice | could master it and said: “Interplangteavel is already
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accomplished in the ether; some day it will be damehe
physical.”

| knew now how the Hermit could come to a séanb#ew
living in the physical body. To him there was n@asp. Later
| made inquiries about those whom | visited andtwheay were
doing, and every detail | had stated of them wasect They
were amazed at my knowing so much about their mewsn

| was warned, however, by the Hermit never todran
the astral for curiosity, but only to help thosenged. In many
instances since then, people have seen me atbtuside when
they wanted help, and this was to me further podahy ability
to travel in the astral.

A certain Doctor W—, a friend of mine in Johannasj)
was startled to see me plainly in his room one mig¢hen he
told me of this | explained to him: “I was thinkimgeply about
you at that time.” This was automatic travel ang wery helpful
In healing work, and yet some people were upsséaing me.
Immediately | saw this | made myself invisible hetnatural
desire to do so, though | did not leave their prok.

Since then | have been able to travel at will ewéile in
the conscious state, and on nearly all occasianbdhling power
was felt by those who were being healed.

The Hermit was delighted with my progress and he
explained it to me in this way: “What happens imalire work
Is, the inner mind is impressed, and the impressi@ates a
subconscious activity through the nervous systdectiig the
generating cells and glands, and then all the oélihe body
become active. Miraculous cures are effected mway.

“These impulses travel in ever-widening circlessreually
affecting the whole of mankind. It churns into roatall the atoms
and cells of the body, with the consequent trams&bion of the
cells, and the reaction will be in exact proportiorthe state of
consciousness, because there is no separation.

“With the change in the rate of vibration in thedy, the
body reflects this activity upon the mind, and threduces a
feeling of well-being.
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“The very opposite takes place with man himselewim
fear. This unnatural vibration upsets the natugalildrium and
when a man is ignorant of the cause more fear ®atedl adds
fuel to the fire which man has already kindled Iy fegative
thought-action.”

He paused and then: “You see,” he said, “when man
caught up in his own conditioning and is influendeg his
surroundings, his mind reacts to these conditionfierwhe
fails to understand himself and the cause of higlitimning.

“Man’s consciousness permeates the whole of hrsdmi
and body. When he fails to understand that he sasobts in
Reality which is Superconscient, where the totalftall uncondi-
tioned Intelligent Energy exists, he flounders is fear because
he is ignorant of his true nature.”

“Then,” | said, “man’s consciousness, when fresglly
exists beyond the confines of his body.”

“Yes,” he replied, “you see consciousness idyiestpressed
through the mind, and then comes the influencinthefbody
through the brain and nervous system. The firstenplexus rules
the heart, lungs and glands, and other parts dfdtg The cranial
nerves are responsible for the transmission ofvibeation of
light, sound, and feeling that come from the exdémorld and
these must be interpreted without fear through tstdeding.

“The consciousness also moves downwards intortiee e
tional life of the individual through the solar pls and then into
the lower vitals to the physical, then to the taetfivity of the
animal, vegetable and mineral kingdoms—the Subdemis¢iere
all action that is behind all mineral, vegetabld animal planes is,
controlled and directed. Man’s consciousness enemumll the
highest in the Superconscient to the lowest irSililaconscient.”

“Yes,” | remarked, “I can see that the whole islenthe
direction of the Consciousness—Life being Consaiess and
Intelligence acts through the mind-substance. Bivtonscious-
ness, Intelligence and Substance are One.”
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“Yes,” he agreed, “but man, being ignorant of $udconscient
activity as a beneficent natural instinctive forsees evil and
as the result creates his own hell and the devhinself.”

“You see,” he went on, “the lower vital belongghe part of
the nervous system from the solar plexus downwdnd. includes
the animal, vegetable and mineral kingdoms whiehsabcon-
scious in man. The Subconscient activity belongheatotality
of all action in the mineral, vegetable and anikilagdoms and
Is subconscious in man.”

He continued: “When the consciousness becomeseawar
it frees itself from the fear which is engenderemtigh being
ignorant of the activity of these forces. Man hagrb given
dominion over all things above and below, but feavdngained
this understanding.”

“Now,” | exclaimed, “I see that the whole activily ‘One’
but man has divided it up in his own mind, and thdrat he
fears, he produces just as he fears.”

“Yes,” he said, “through the whole of the animailture
there is one complete mental activity which beloagsrely to
this plane. The same with the vegetable and thenmainMan’s
consciousness is the ruling factor in them all. wild animals
are controlled by man’s consciousness when he kimowself,
his thoughts, and his reactions, and when he utahes his
feelings and desires, his beliefs, his ideas, and they are
formulated in his mind. When ignorant of this hésfanto the
error of seeing a power that is evil or a powet tBagreater
than himself and he begins to fear nature. He agesver that
Is good and one that is evil, and so he eats ofrtheof the
Tree of Knowledge of Good and Evil and dies indiig his sin
being his ignorance.”

“Yes, | see now,” | said, “I see that our emotiofesars,
hates, anger and jealousy, and such-like, all fias® our ignorance
of the Subconscient, and when not understood datfiectvhole
body function. Through our senses we acquire abinij ideas
which we cannot correlate. Thus we have a confusad.”
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“Yes,” he said, “your fears, your beliefs, yourntag conflicts
affect the whole organism. Thus the whole of thbc®uscient
within the individual becomes confused, with theulethat the
body suffers; then the body talks back to the miftte mind,
unaware of what the cause is, succumbs to the wrahegtate
of the body. Paul says it is Eve that is deceived.”

“Oh, | see,” | replied, “Eve represents the saud &Adam
the body. So Eve is deceived and Adam, being tliy, boust
suffer as a consequence.”

“Yes,” he said, “you have it; truly you have it.”

He added: “You see, my son, as you have alreaiyte
through your training, the Spirit-Consciousnessnian is free,
and although incarnate in the flesh It is stillefr@therwise It
could never be free. Freedom is your natural siats; your
conditioning that is unnatural, created by yourself

“The easiest and quickest way man can find tliedom
Is through love and understanding. The Subcons@antit evil
In itself, it is the means of man’s growth. But n&ttaches evil
ideas to it, with the result that he begins to fehat he does
not know. But what does he fear? He fears his @leas and is
caught up in his own conditioning. Only when heibgdo realise
that it is his own ideas that he really fears dogdree himself
from his own creations and becomes consciously &eé then
he thinks purely. Then the Spirit-Consciousnes<hwis Divine
can transform his mind and body by Its own EteRralsence.

“Man is the image and Likeness of his Creatorcduenot
be otherwise, because God is all there is and waataexist
apart from Him.

“So, you see, my son, It is the Unknown alone ithateative.
What is known can never be creative, for the creaver remains
unknown. What you know is relative—external—creatadl can
never be creative.

“Others who know nothing of the Truth merely gixa an
idea, but that, you see, is relative and you meraliate their
ignorance. When you realise this and discern tisef@ss of it,
then the Creative, the Unknown, will be revealadt, Wwill still
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CHAPTER 12

IT was a month since | arrived at the Hermitageiraf-Shi-La
and | had gained more than | had ever hoped ferdélys were an
ever-increasing joy to me, and a deep affinity lgaolhwn up
among the three of us.

My friend who had met me at Kalimpong was now my
constant companion and | decided to stay with lnnttie rest
of the time left to me. His Sanctuary was beyonadd) at a
place called Zamsar, and we had many talks abowtttalked
also about what the Hermit had said and my frieadegme
much enlightenment on points | could not then grasp

My friend’s sanctuary was 200 miles away fromHeemitage
of Ling-Shi-La. The journey there together, and ¢xperience
and joy of the companionship, will have ke told in another
book which | hope to write later.

| had grown to love the Hermit during my stay witm and
he felt the affection | had for him, for it wasueted a hundred-
fold. | was his son, his true Spiritual son, and lvag¢h felt the
same way. To me he was a true Spiritual fathervemeh | told
him so his eyes would light up with joy, and | abdéel the
flow of that love that is beyond human understagdioming
from him as he put his arm around my shoulders.

He was the sage of sages and | drank in every eshid.
My friend also felt that warmth of love coming fraime Hermit,
although an adept himself he respected the wisdaimeosage
of sages and listened with an attention not knawthé ordinary
man.

The joy of this true Spiritual companionship canbe
expressed in words, for there are no words coingdweal the
true meaning.

In a few days | would be leaving with my friend ouar
long journey over the roof of the world. He himske#d come
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all the way to Kalimpong to meet me, nearly thremdred
miles. His adeptship was second to none; he haskp dnder-
standing of all that was false, and it was this gtahe beginning
helped me most. To cast off the burden that | hedied so
long put my feet on the first rung of the laddervamch | have
climbed steadily ever since.

During the last few days we fished on the lakddod only,
the Hermit's desire being that we should take dialy our
needs from day to day.

| asked my friend: “How old do you think the Hetns?”

“No one knows his age,” he replied, “and he wat discuss
it with anyone. But it is a very, very long timense he taught
at Ganden monastery.”

The Hermit was also an authority on rare plantsraots.
He had a wonderful knowledge of the rarest plantsraots in
all Asia, and he would explain to us what they waaré their uses.

The rarest of these plants, he said, grew ontiae@nhighest
mountain regions, and the difficulty of locatingeth, together
with the hardships experienced in the mountairoregiprevented
all except the most experienced climbers possasfsathximum
endurance to reach the coveted prize.

| said that | would like to search for these psarithad
always been keen on searching for the unobtainabt®| was
eager to go searching. My friend looked at me ashras to
say, “Do you know what you are letting yourselfan?”

Anyway, it was decided that we would try to firmuf of
the rarest plants, and we set out with that purff@saext morning,
each taking with us some food in a haversack antesearm
head-gear and gloves as a protection from the lastd of the
high mountains. We also took climbing staffs, am axe and a
rope in case we should need it, and a light spattewhich to
dig, in the snow.

The Hermit thought that the most likely place itmdfthe
plants would be up towards the pass, and we syeamitle our
way in that direction. | was amazed at the Heriné; could
outstrip us both and we were both experienced @mnd had
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already climbed many passes, and even before commimtpet
| had done much climbing in the New Zealand Algdso in
Europe.

It was getting dark when we reached the high seabbve
the wood-line in the eternal snows. The Hermit saldhis is
the time to find the Arhota; its root is the shapa human body.
It has a head, body, arms and legs, hands andafieetpresented
by its roots. It has a flower that sparkles likdiamond; it can
be found easier at night because it shines likgh&aih the snow;
It grows underneath the snow many feet deep, ybadt the
power to melt the snow around it and make its wapé surface.
Its petals are white, like the snow, and if it didt shine and
sparkle it would be impossible to locate it. It ggvoff a sort of
phosphorescent glow.”

“This plant,” he added, “is used by the lamas ggmeral
tonic for all ailments; the different parts of tm®t can be pulver-
ised separately and used for the different partthefbody it
represents.”

We kept our eyes open, you may be sure, and waeda
the snow upon which the moon was now shining. Tleentt
observed an Arhota first, and we dug down in thewsantil
we reached the root—and there, just as he had iegglat,
there it was with the shape of the human body.

It was exceedingly cold now and the winds wereobeag
very fierce.

The Hermit said: “I think we had better practiseno for
a while to generate heat in our bodies.”

In an aside | asked my friend: “And does the Hepractise
Tumo, too?”

“Yes,” he replied, “he is master of all the occlttiences.”
In a few minutes our bodies were like fire.

“In the morning we will look for the Ngodewiyavhich is the
flower of the angels,” said the Hermit. “lts nanseappropriate
and, if we can find one, you will remember its ldgdarever. This
flower is also most difficult to obtain, as it grewdleep underneath
the snow. The only indication of its presence isoke in the

1-2. See page 210
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snow about six inches wide. It grows mostly whdrere is
rock underneath. It generates a heat within itmetf melts the
snow all the way to the surface while it itselfhglden. We
must find it before the sun rises, otherwise thie lgets hidden
by the heat of the sun as the snow melts around it.

Again it was the Hermit who found the plant, thgoblevwa.
We dug down till we reached it, and | never sawtlaimg so
beautiful. It had a velvet surface, and the shias wnpossible
to describe completely. The petals were yellow, iognout of a
deep purple centre with Streaks of pink leading iatd the
centre of the petal right to the end. The petalewaé of uniform
size, with ends that came to a point dotted asif rad just
painted them with pink and purple spots.

The Hermit prized this plant as one of the raresil Asia,
and indeed it was a beautiful specimen. The rodhisfplant,
he said, had never yet failed to cure kidney, ldadd dropsical
conditions. When the lamas found this flower thegduit very
sparingly, even the smallest portion of it beinigetive.

| was now getting more and more excited. We hamh loeit
a whole day and a whole night. We already had twalsmand
we had enough left for a third.

“Now,” said the Hermit, “we will climb down to theocks
and there we hope to find the Chomdenda, which séHme
conqueror.’ This plant grows out of the rock in thigh rocky
regions. Its root has tremendous power, and wd bhak to
chop it virtually out of the rock. Its colour iseyr and black,
with a grassy stem, and at the end grows a gragsy t

“The properties of this plant,” he went on to saye that
it sustains you for days, even months. The lamasitushen
crossing the mountains on long journeys. It hamém@ous
sustaining power. The lamas believe that it hagptweer of the
mountain rock in it, and some call it the ‘Elixif bife.’ It is
brewed into a concoction with spirit made from ¢and it has
the power to rejuvenate the cell structure, amigvents wastage
when the adepts are on a long practice of ascutidibe effects of
a concoction of this plant, taken liberally, caasdeep trance or
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coma; the heart virtually ceases to beat, and sdspeanimation
sets in. In this condition the body can be put ioéd storage
or buried deep in the snow for weeks. The Tibetagi Yises this
concoction sometimes when he leaves his body iave and
he wanders several weeks in the astral, and, wh@omes back
to his body, there is no wastage of any kind.”

It was the Hermit again who found this plant, @G@mdenda,
and he had to cut it from the rock with an ice axe.

“If you don’t mind,” | said to the Hermit, “I wodllike to
take a bit of this with me.” We all laughed hegtildidn’t know
at what, but we kept on laughing for some timevds my friend
who had started us off. | asked him what we wargHang at and
he replied: “You should know.” But to this day Irdbknow!

“The last of the four rarest plants is called 3arGumb3”
said the Hermit, “it means summer grass and wingect. The
most extraordinary thing about it is that in winilebecomes a
root and in the summer it becomes a caterpillad, \&hen the
caterpillar becomes a root in the winter a flowssvgs out of
its head. These plants are very scarce and arensdtiind, but
| think we may find one. We will look for it on tHewer levels
as we go down.”

Sure enough the Hermit found it. “Now,” he saithis$ is
just in-between summer and winter, and you seedhdlfe cater-
pillar has already gone hard into a root, and yerithe flower
Is beginning to come out of the head.”

It was amazing to see the change taking place.

The properties of this animal plant have the effeic
clearing the brain. When the lamas find this pthel use it to
stimulate the brain centres so that they can steaka for days
without feeling the need for sleep. When on longrjpeys, in
the winter snows, to sleep would be dangerous; @hylsould
be buried in the snow in no time. Also it is a sfgonerve
stimulant, and by using it the lama can traveldays without
sleep or rest.

These rare plants fascinated me. Few people hgd
knowledge of them; certainly no one in the Westganld had

3. See notes page 210.
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ever seen them. They may have heard of them, dmnbt know
of anybody having seen them.

We reached the Hermitage that evening—we had been
away just two days and one night. The Hermit saas a
great achievement, for it took days, sometimes weiklocate
the Arhota and the Ngodevwa.

We had been travelling all the time except foirgpand
digging, and | felt tired. | dived into the warmg@and swam
around and felt quite fresh when | got back. We $iggper and
then retired for the night. | did not know it wasming until | felt
the usual tugging of my friend.

Time was passing rapidly and | was feeling sad tlie
parting was at hand. | felt | could stay here venych longer,
but the Hermit said: “My son, you will have to gadik soon
into your world to do the work for which you wererh.”

“You are going to stay with your friend,” he weon,
“during the time that is left. Make the most ofkte will give
you details whereas | have shown you the wholes Vil be
my last talk with you, my son.” So we all sat doveager to
hear what he had to say, and this is what he said:

“Divine reasoning and knowing the self will leaduyout
of the false. But even Divine reasoning must cdsefere you
can experience that which is Real, for the Relkigond reason,
beyond the mind. To discern that which is falsd ®mlable you
to free yourself from it.

“But, as | have already told you, the known is c@&ative;
only the Unknown is creative. The known can nevertlhe
Unknown.

“You see, my son, in every nation, in every grahgyre is
a conception of Reality which they call God. Bustis just an
intellectual approach to Reality-God. Most peopie discussing
Reality so as to discover what Reality is. Hencenaxe so many
different philosophies, so many different groupd egligions.

“Reality is the Unknown and alone is creative—ymaer-
stand that, my son?”

“Yes, 1 do,” | humbly replied.
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“The mind cannot comprehend Reality, but you candlate
Reality into your daily living by understanding ththe only
way to approach Reality is by true affection angtlorhen you
will find yourself giving expression to Reality &; in this way
you will translate Reality into your everyday lign

“Most people do not approach Reality through Lavel
affection but through antagonism and fear. Is itsm that the
members of a group while trying to approach Reality antago-
nistic to the members of other groups? This isidtapnsense,
my son.”

| was beginning to see more now; though the knaxas
not Reality | still wanted a way to express It.outd now see
that the key was in loving your neighbour as yoliirse

“Is it not so, my son, that you have in the paidt to
corner a bit of Reality for yourself?” he askedutBt did not
work. You desired Reality, only so that you couét ghat you
wanted. Reality to you was but a means to an ehi i$ not
expressing Reality; it is merely a suggestion ipagition to
another suggestion in your mind.

“Now you know that the only way to express Realidy
through love and affection, and then there is mstfation, no
opposition. But this affection does not mean tloat re merely in
love with the idea that by so doing you will getatlyou want.

“People everywhere are seeking the love of Godhbtg
their enemies. They are praying for peace but e¥pasing for
war. They want success at the expense of theihbeig, but
they are really cheating themselves.

“You see, my son, it is this inward poverty thaakas
them look to the external and they miss the Creags that is
ever-present and Eternal.

“In the past you were discussing Reality as aa,idad so
the idea became to you the Truth, when it washotuth.”

| knew that now, for my friend very soon disposédhat
fallacy with the first few words he said to me: dibes not matter
very much whether it was true or not.”

What | had, was not the Real—and | knew it at theat
moment, and | said so.
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“True, my son,” he affirmed.

Then he went on: “Nearly all literature on Truthphiloso-
phies discusses Reality as an idea. Reality is hified the mind
cannot conceive what It is, therefore it is usetegag to make
an idea of Life. But when you see that an ideautsal imitation,
a mental concept, it dies away. Then Life thatvisrgresent
becomes a Reality in you. You do not create It;twioal create
is not Reality. Reality is not an idea or a mefaamulation but
an actual Livingness expressing Itself in Love affdction. As
long as you have merely an idea of It you will mekeow or
experience It.

“You must realise, my son, that you live becausaliy
lives. Reality is Life—the Unknown is Life, and eifis creative;
you do not know what Life is but you know thatdt’i

“Yes,” | said, “I do now know that It is. | am théfe.”

“Yes,” he interrupted, “provided you do not try neake
an idea of It. You see, my son, if your prayersannerely
from an idea or a belief which is your own conditiy they
amount to nothing. This conditioning must ceasédpbefore
the Unknown comes into Being.

“You must never lose yourself in philosophy or sfien
another on that which can be realised only by yatir&ou
see, my son, if | would philosophise to you abd# wonders
of Reality you would build up only an idea of Ré&alBut you
can never give expression to Reality through arma,idmly
through the action of Love and affection.

“You do not know what Love is, but you can expece
Love. Possessiveness is not Love. Love is Eterndl Ever-
present, whereas possessive love comes to an end.

“God is the Unknown and cannot be known; The mamen
you think you know God it is not God you know, lautidea of
God—a projected image which hinders the discovdryhe
Unknown.”

“Yes, | can see that,” | said, “at first | wasagdrto throw away
the false. My mind always wanted something to hamgo. But
when | saw how false it all was and how my ignoehbtnded
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me to the falseness of it, the false fell away. freedom | felt
was beyond words. | was no longer caught up irefsglin ideas;
and my fears dissolved as | saw they were my owatmns.”

“Yes,” he said, “that is all very tru&ut Reality is never
the result of the false, or the elimination of fakse. You must
know that It is now at this very moment and dodgise out of
the false. The false has no foundation whatsoaeves;a myth.
It is a self-created illusion.

“You see, my son, beliefs are a process of thel amd are
born of the known. If you merely say ‘God is thekdown’
you create an idea of the Unknown. But your meataétion
of the Unknown is not the Unknown—the Creative—#eal.

“The man who accumulates wealth, builds templemnises
religions; the bishops, the cardinals, the prea;has well as
the man who drops the bombs, say that God is tlenpanion.
Surely their belief is but a form of self-expansidinis merely
their own conceit. Those who have conditioned theirds to a
particular pattern which they call their religioancnever realise
the ultimate Reality which is Love and Affection.”

“Yes,” | said, “I can see that, and that is theiss of all
antagonisms, each having a different pattern fardift religion, a
different idea, trying to make others conform teithdea, and
if they don’t succeed they look upon you as somgthpart from
themselves. They live in separation, which is thase of all
war, destruction and misery. They divide themseints groups,
nationalities, which is but a formulation in theinds. There is
only one God, one Creator, and all must be HisticneaThe
Creator and His creation are one.”

“Yes,” he said, “for the Unknown to Be, the mindish be
completely emptied of what you believe or disba&ieYou must
understand the whole content of your mind, the ehwbcess
of ideas and formulations, and by this means onlyyeu be
aware moment-to-moment, without any sense of actation.
Your mind must be utterly silent without acceptanaghout
resistance, condemning or blaming; when the salfdied then
only is there that which is Real.
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“Words are not important to you any more, for thex a
state of Creativeness which is not an idea or adwmrthe
expression of the self. You will then know wHat what is
Indescribable.

“A description of the Indescribable is merely dtigation
of memory. To verbalise the Indescribable—the Gveatthe
Unknown, is to put It into time, and that, whichoistime cannot
be the Timeless.”

“Now you see, my son,” he said, “this knowing t the
result of the known but knowing that the known @ ithe
Unknown—the Creative.

“It is not obtained through reason because Iltagoind
reason, but It does not run contrary to reasois. ibt obtained
through space or time factors, because It is eresgnt in Its
own Eternity. Therefore, every moment, all Lifee@centrated
at any point in Its omnipotence that you may chdosealise.”

“Yes,” | said, “I realise now that Divine Reasoelbs
towards Divine Realisation. | can reason towardsitimate but
reason must cease because it cannot go beyond Wiimeh it
knows that it can never know, at that moment tieeReality.”

“Yes, my son, | see that you understand now, aitd
this understanding you can go further, for therents ending.
Anything that has an end is not Reality.

“It is the Unmanifest that gives rise to the masif the
invisible gives rise to the visible. The Unknowabh& the
Creativeness within that creates, but will ever a@mthe
Uncreated, the Unknowable. The creation can be kndout
the Creativeness ever remains unknown.

“Those who seek to corner Reality for their ownfae
become antagonistic to others; therefore, themoisove, no
expression of the Real, only the selfidtthe self that stands in
the way.”

“Yes, ‘I of mine own self am nothing,’” | quoteé@hen Love,
Wholeness, comes into Being. In Luke 12: 20, | haasl these
words: ‘“Thou fool, this night thy soul shall be végd of thee;
then, whose shall then these things be which thstigrovided?’ |
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can see now why prayers, year after year, cankethe false out
of the world. If the teachings of the Masters hatllreen muti-
lated to suit the dogmatists and separatists mamdnoave
freed himself long ago from imitation, beliefs addas, which
are causing so much strife in the world.”

“l can see also,” | continued, “that good prayeour Love
and affection for others; false prayers are ourdsdr

“Yes, my son,” he said, “it is not an intellectuahction
that is needed, but an expression of Love and tafecSo,
transformation can take place immediately. Love &iettion is
action; the intellect merely reacts. Time will riowing It, only an
understanding of the self; then there will be amadiate
response where memories of right and wrong havsepaisito
oblivion.”

As | looked at him | saw that he was enveloped light
as bright as the sun, and to me came these wdrda) hot of
this world.”

But | knew now that to try to escape from the warbuld
not end its trouble. To isolate myself from the Mawould be
of no value, but what would be of value was to wiorkt with
others, knowing them to be my brothers and sistand, that
what | had was in common with everyone, becausevaik
struggling for freedom but did not know the waytto

| saw how all were caught up in a civilisation alniwe
had created ourselves with its clash of arms andoflisocial
problems. The world was the people, the peopletirv@svorld,
a world wracked with fear, insecurity and distriicause they
had failed to see the false, thereby failing toarsthnd the true
principles of Life which were Love, affection, coagsion,
forgiveness and good-will. The world has disregarthes things
that mattered while being steeped in the things thé not
matter.

Even now we are trying to remedy the effects mstef
eliminating the causes. We may well ask ourselvebera are
we heading? Not until we embrace the true Christciyle of
living scientifically, individually and collectivg] will we be
able to look upon the face of the holy man and‘bayther.”
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“l wish | could come with you into your world, nson,
but the people would not understand me yet, we lallwith
you always, even unto the end of the world, for¢his no
separation between us: the Spiritual and the phlsie one.
When this is understood the world will emerge friii@ darkness
into the Light that is eternally shining to show nked the
way.”

“I am the Light of the world and he who heedethshall
never know the darkness.” These words passed tinnoygmind
as he spoke.

There was a silence for some time; none of usepdie
were in silent prayer in a way that few could urstznd.

Then the Hermit spoke. He said: “My son, tomorngu
will be leaving me. In one way | am sorry to see go, but in
another way | am glad. And | am more than gladgame. There
Is no need for me to say that | love you as my”son.

| felt tears coming into my eyes, and | said: “Anlibve
you as a father, beyond earthly affection.”

| had to pull myself together to check the flowteérs.
Few can know that true comradeship that comes fnenmighest
motives and true Spiritual understanding. To bdr vhe Hermit
was to learn to love all things great and small,Hfe was the
expression of Love itself.

Next morning we were up before day-break, as wktha
get over the pass before nightfall. The Hermit cavite us part
of the way. Several times | looked back at that eesful sight,
the lake, the island, the house and all that itmhéa me. It
would be the last time | would look upon this scenth my
physical eyes, | knew that. So we climbed, oneofaihg the
other, the Hermit first, then my friend and | calast.

We left the Hermit just above the wood-line. Weilldosee
him standing there looking towards us as we climfather
and farther. His long white beard and white haireMelowing
in the wind. We climbed and climbed and still therkiit was
there. | said to my friend: “Although there is pagt in the
physical, thank God there is none in the Spiritual.
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“So say |,” he echoed.

| stood for a time and waved back to the Herroit,vfie
would soon be moving out of sight around the roakef to
escape the hurricane over the pass and then hel wmappear
from view.

| said aloud: “I will never again look upon youtwimy
physical eyes. It is a sad moment | feel now.”

Then turning to my friend: “There is no separatiorthe
Spiritual. I will have to leave you also one dayddhat will be
an even deeper sorrow, but | am glad | came artdabahave
met in the flesh. And | will rejoice in the knowigel that we are
not separated in the Spiritual.”

The Hermit had now passed from view. | wondere@twh
he was thinking at that moment.

We climbed now in Indian fashion, there being nom
for two on the path. We each had our own thoughsl they
were much the same. We reached the other side pbtts when it
was getting dark and we found a cave to sheltéarithe night.

We had taken some food with us and we ate it welish.
We wrapped our robes around us and soon fell astedipe
cave that sheltered us from the storm that wasihgwlutside.

Next morning we made our way down to the Tsangiver
to find the man with the coracle waiting for us. Myend
spoke to him in Tibetan and said: “But how did yaow we
were coming?”

He said: “The Hermit came last night and told noaiy
would be here today.”

When my friend told me this | said: “Wonders wikver
cease.”

We crossed the river and remained at Padong tbht.n
Next morning we started on our long journey of 1Biles to
Zamsar. It was a long journey but | loved everydbiit, for my
friend—who was more than a friend to me—was a 8peitual
companion whose knowledge was even more astournbdarg
| had first thought. He was a true adept. The jeyrand what
happened on the way, and what | learned on thatrrievbe-
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forgotten sojourn at Zamsar, will have to be taldanother
book which | hope to write in the near futdre.

* * * * *

This present book has been written mainly forgemén-
ment—mnot that you will find Truth in any book. # io be found
only within yourself and by yourself; no one elssagive It to
you.

Some people think they will understand Life bydaling
experts, by joining philosophical societies orgelus organi-
sations. But to know Truth—Reality—there must beeffom
from all these things. Freedom can never come gr@nother.
It is only when the conditioning influences of ¢land the
process of accumulated memory are understoodhbet then
comes a silence that is not enforced, and in tifetce is the
discovery of the Real. But if your mind is distudbgou are
reacting because of your mental formulations, ymiaaught
up in what you believe to be true or not true. Withth there
IS no reaction, there is action, and only in Lowdsdom and
Power—

And the Kingdom of these—the Kingdom of Heaven—is
within you.

1. The Southern Alps in the South Island, New Zsdla

2. Ngodewa (Gentiana Grandiflora) of Gentianaceae familyrbHéwvhole plant used). Found in
scattered locations (at 3,500-4,500 m) in Bhutah Eibet.

3. Yaartsa-gunbu(Cordyceps sinensis). Mushroom (whole plant) ré&xely rare; found at 3,500-
4,500 m in Bhutan and Tibet.

4. “The Yoga of the Christ” the sequel to ‘Beydhd Himalayas'.
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