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The spiritual Path is essentially a prac-
tical Path. It is only the spirit—
disencumbered and depersonalized —that can
undertake the spiritual journey. The inner
man, the soul in man, has to rise above body-
consciousness before it can traverse into
higher consciousness or the consciousness
of the cosmos and of the beyond.

KIRPAL SINGH

Introduction

THIS is the inner record of James, a disciple of Kirpal,
the great spiritual adept of the twentieth century. Whether
this record is read as fact or allegory matters little. If
some deem its narrative as allegorical or imaginative, it
may be said that allegory or imagination can mirror the

levels of consciousness.

Spiritual adepts, holy preceptors of the highest order,
have ever come into this world to impart an ageless

from him. One cannot realize this spiritual consciousness
by merely reading books, even though the inspired thoughts
of mystics have been inscribed in sacred books. Words
may precede the vision; but it is necessary to practice
inner spiritual disciplines in order that words may become
reality.

The present author of this book makes no claims on
his own account; he simply presents the individual spiritual
record of James, one of many sincere seekers for truth,
who found the living spiritual adept of his time and who
traveled over the rainbow bridge unto the ultimate vision
of his True Home.
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Chapter One
Prologue

AND 1, James, stirred after the interregnum between in-
carnations, which was the spirit’s waking dream of great
duration; and I wanted to see the physical world now,
as it truly is, and I yearned to meet the living spiritual
adept of this time. My longing focussed my consciousness
downwards; my spirit moved in a wide and glowing tangent,
then it veered earthward in a plummeting fall.

1, James, have known love, and love is an immense
madness of spiritual intoxication. I remembered that I
had once stood on the edge of a vast ocean of love, and
love had saturated my soul like music. Love is the eternal
primavera of the heart, arising out of the bleak sepulchre
of the spirit'’s winter. Before the creation of mind and
matter, my love was a boundless sea of all-consciousness.
The nature of James was all-bliss, sufficient unto myself.
Every electron, every atom, every particle of dust in my
personal creation was imbued with love. There was no
void in my universe of love, no place where love was not,
no place where love and bliss were non-existent. No other
being now existed, for I was love and you were love. We
were love and we are love. I am the self of all selves.
All was love and all is love—if I can but seize that truth
for ever.

My great madness of love had brought me into the
physical world many times, but now had dawned that
incarnation in which I would reach the feet of the living
spiritual adept of this time, here in the physical world.



That cumulus of mist which had hovered over my mother’s
bridal bed, an anxious James waiting to be conceived and

rage. But soon the mists of forgetfulness would be drawn
across the consciousness of the new-born child.

I had been caressed by the myriad tones of the music
of the spheres, and I had wandered the colonnades of
the lower heavens. I had been tantalized by ephemeral
glimpses of divine grace. I had conversed with the adepts
of the astral-mental realms, and I had stood in the glorious
vibrating flower garden, where the oriflammes of each
flower shine with the potency of a pearl. In that same
garden I had beheld t
phony of blue and gold
the shredded nerves of
headed fragments. I had reached the point of no return;
I was to enter a new incarnation: the most profound and
meaningful of my many lives.

The manacles of bone and flesh would again chain me
once more to the frantic bondage of sentient existence;
I would experience anew the kaleidoscopic chaos of the
senses. I, James, who had been a happy wanderer on the
bright highroad of the astral realm of the nightmusic,
now had to return the balance of past receipts and
payments in the cacophony of the physical world. But
this new life would be fraught with the greatest significance
of any human incarnation. Now I was to meet a living
spiritual adept.

The voice on one side of me helped my eyes to focus
on the vague mist, and the mist became a blurred
countenance. Soon the outlines of a face showed true. 1
had the first fleeting consciousness of a newly-arrived
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infant; and this itself would soon disappear. But it was
of sufficient duration for my spirit to know that I had
returned from the astral realm of the nightmusic into a
pew physical embodiment. And like all human incarna-
tions, I had brought my name with me.

The long drama of the soul would fast fade from my
new consciousness as I evolved into infanthood. I had
left the astral realm of the nightmusic far behind me,
and there were no memories at all of my former excur-
sions into the mental levels of life. There would be little
to recall of the splendid moments of the great flight, for
now I had received new birth into the physical world.
Now I was to be part of the natural order of things in
this latest version of my soul's estate. No longer would

I would have moments of inner vision, in which I would
catch a sharp flight of lyrical spiritual impulse. These
moments would evoke within me a keen soaring ecstasy
and, at other times, serene contemplative splendor.

And once I remembered a mystic adept who spoke
to me just before my departure from the astral realm
of the nightmusic. His words of wisdom moved jocosely
and gravely, fretting a cerulean clearness in their tonal
radiance. When he had finished speaking he had placed
his hands upon my head in a benediction of love. He in-
stilled into my consciousness that the true nature of love
cannot be adequately described in human language, for
its inmost depths lie far beyond the scope of words. In
the world scriptures, love has been used as a synonymous
term for God. And God and love are eternal.
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“Most social religions are of recent origin,” said the
mystic adept, “but love and God existed even before the
creation of the world. And so, if you find any person who
becomes a victim of love, you should never call him an
unbeliever. It is impossible to confine the concept of love
to the human and temporal levels. Remember the thousands
of so-called heretics and lovers of God who have been
condemned as ‘unbelievers’ because of their all-embracing
approach to the supreme Lord of Love.”

With the pressure of the mystic adept’s hands upon
my head, my consciousness became focussed into a force
that pointed uniformly downwards; but I still experienced
a vague yearning for my distant primal home, my lost
Eden. “To make the great ascent, you must first descend,”
the mystic adept said gently. My consciousness now
responded to the liquid gravitation of the blood; soon the
newly burning senses would integrate me completely into
my present physical body.

I was told, in a previous incarnation, that the body
is mainly a corrupt machine devoted to sensual pleasures;
it creaks and grunts with wellworn efficiency. It is a ver-
satile machine, however, for innumerable senses explore
its manifold paroxyms of desire. And this machine must
become the temple of the living Godself within man. Before
my present descent into physical incarnation my mentors
had warned me that it is the mind that can pervert the
senses, if the mind is not focussed upwards on the soul.
But I have often ignored the words of the wise where
the mind has been concerned; for I have been a mental
rebel, extolling the power of my own intellect, for several
past lives. Splendidly rebellious, my mind would never
lie meekly in the compartments my wise and good teachers
in the inner worlds have tried to create for it. My mind
thus provided much food for my innate egotism.

In a previous incarnation as a poet-theologian of an
intellectual bent, I endeavored to justify my ‘divine’ use

of my mind. My spiritual and corporeal compartments
are not watertight, I informed my readers and listeners,

r cunningly, inextricably woven by

hout. My inner journeys have pro-
. which my mind could grow into
its own glory. Gracing my leisure hours, blossoming
amongst the worries and depressions of the physical world,
my mind expanded like a flower in the trelliswork of my
cosmic self. In this way I believed that I had a place
prepared for beauty and for love; but the supreme egotism
of my personal musings on the glories of my mind and
intellect held me back.

It is impossible to confine love to the temporal and
transient levels of life, and it is impossible to confine the
grandeur and majesty of God to the dimensions of the
mind. When I had come to a partial realization of this
fact, wise adepts of the inner realms provided me with
guidance through the fragrant mystic universe, the spirito-

space, for I dwelled in a multiverse that was co-extensive
with all the ages. But my inner world was still limited
by the boundaries of creation; I needed the guidance of
a spiritual adept, within the physical world itself, to give
me new birth into the freedom of eternity.

pressing in onto my little self, joins forces with the fever
of my physical yearnings and seems to drive me further
from the physical world to seek the companionship of the
people of the astral realm of the nightmusic. But the astral



realm, like the physical world,
it is not the plane of ultimate
sometimes seems a foreign c
can be exhilarating, but at
difficult to live there.

And yet, to explore the far reaches of the inner realms
one must understand one’s true nature. Perhaps it is not
entirely the fault of modern man that he does not unders-
tand his own inner universe. He has achieved much, and
if such concepts escape his own consciousness it is because
he has no flaming falcon of the spirit on his fist to soar

s of the intellect. Men have
oon, but they know nothing
| music within themselves—
noon, beyond the sun, beyond
galaxies. But there are those
who have wandered among the darting comets and the
shimmering orbs of sounding fire. The soul-explorer is not
alone, for there are those who have traveled the highways
of the inner cosmos; far more than one may at first realize.

As I grew into maturity I proceeded with my voyage
of self-discovery in the darkness of the physical world.

At times I would and catch
a fleeting glimpse o of the high
crystalline palaces owing lake

of spiritual purification, and the kaleidoscopic colors of
the jeweled domes of eternal cities. I would still retain
a blurred memory of the cosmic journey through the blaz-
ing glory of the white expanse which led into the magnifi-
cent mists of diamonds and sapphires and emeralds, the
inner penetration of the ultimate essence of mineral beauty.

In other moments of meditation I seemed to remember
a little of that time when my soul was suffused with silent
wonder as I moved through the sacred city of burnished
marble. I remembered only a minute part of that vivid
ecstasy caused by a gaseous flare of blue lightning, a

?ddm tone of cosmic music, which infused the quicken-
img center of my being. I vaguely remembered the million
candles of yellow fire that fluctuated in intensity, con-
trdled.by vast rhythms of super-cosmic symphonies. On-
y a brief §park of memory now remained of that whirling
qln!l region arced in the vastness of infinite space, its
curving ﬂ}lid sphere orbiting about an immense white sun.
'l'I.Ese things remained submerged in my deepest con-
sciousness; the ambrosia of immortality is thus too often
dissipated by contact with the physical world.

) In some passing moment my inner sight held the vi-
sion ?f bright fountains of fiery sound, and I beheld the
dazzling whiteness of a full moon and the deep blueness
of t.he vast sky beyond it; and I thought of the ancient
oTzs in the higher astral realms of the nightmusic. My
mights and seasons in their far country would never depart
from my memory. And beyond the realm of the nightmusic
awe those who understand the true mystery of love. They
know that love is a fragrant infection and that it can
omly be caught from one who is a true lover. If we keep
the companionship of such a lover, I was told, we will
surely understand the mystery of love. He who prays loudly
to the §upreme One, and who constantly badgers his con-
gregation to repent of their sins, is a lamp without oil
a flower without fragrance, if he has no love in his heartr
Love does not preach; it transforms and liberates.

Love sees no duality in life; it is beyond the concepts
of good and evil. “There is no evil; there is no good,g a
mystic adept once informed me. “I am so absorbed in
t? form of my Beloved that He has become my form
within me, and I have become His form. We two have
become one. The attraction of God’s love is far more in-
temse than any of the manifold attractions of mind and
lntter It is the attraction of the devotee for the Beloved,
and it is the key that enables one to unlock the secrets
of God.” Such exalted love from the heart of the true



my new search for one who is a true lover.

Chapter Two
Prelude

the restless years before I came to the feet of the
spiritual adept I endeavored to practice my own
exercises. I followed several techniques, and in
of them I would retire into my inner self and try
the bright sunshine of the astral realm. On
meditative occasions I would be filled with peace
One day the purple flower with the orange stigmas,
beloved of many who dwell in the realm of the
appeared before me. It was a saffron. The saf-
became increasingly clear and bright in the
sunlight, and soon I could see the saffron color
the robe of a Buddhist monk. Then I could perceive
shaven head and serene countenance. His head was
by an aura of purple with orange shafts of
expanding from the center, like the orange petals
the periphery of that lovely purple disc-like flower,
saffron.

Then the person of the Buddhist monk became slowly

into the likeness of a Persian holy man. An

woice informed me that this was one of the greatest

to have blessed this world with his noble

1 had initially seen him in an earlier incarnation
Buddhist monk.

who are you, Sir?” I cried inwardly. “Who are you?”

"I matters little what I was called many centuries
the holy man, “but I was one whose heart



grieved greatly. I was full of lamentation because the home
of my Beloved was far off, and the road which led to
it was filled with mire on account of the rain of human
sin. But I persevered in my journey, for a true lover has
only the thought of the Beloved in his heart. When I
walked on the mired road my clothes became wet and
filthy and I slipped at every step of the way on account
of the mud. But I persevered in my journey, for a true
lover has only the thought of the Beloved in his heart.”

The holy man paused, as if to let the import of the
last repetitive sentence sink into my consciousness.

“My heart was sorely pained from separation from my
Beloved, and I did not want to break the continuity of
my love. I cried out to my Beloved that the rain should
be torrential and that my blanket should be drenched.
With such thoughts I went out to meet my Beloved so
that my love should not wane; for a true lover has only
the thought of the Beloved in his heart.”

“That is truly beautiful,” I murmured quietly.

“It is the plaint of the true devotee,” continued the
holy man. “Only one who has truly offered an inexpressi-
ble longing for the Beloved can comprehend the true nature
of love. He alone may solve the incredible mystery of
love and life who has done so. It is difficult to ascend
the summit of love. But a true lover can do so.”

The holy man paused, and I had a sudden thought
of the many people that I knew who were frantically pur-
suing transitory and nebulous goals.

“I was never afraid of losing my worldly goods, such
as they were,” said the holy man, picking up the thread
of my losing my youth and
my he God did not diminish;
for 1 her away for lack of
love for God.”

“How can I attain that consciousness of knowing the
Beloved?” 1 asked him. “I sense the reality of God, but
His living form is an abstraction to me.”

“You are fitfully trying to reach Him,” the holy man
replied, “but your own endeavors are weak and uncoor-
dinated. Nevertheless, it is written on your forehead that
you will meet the living spiritual adept of the present
age. You will behold your Beloved Friend in your prayers
and in your meditations. You will meet Him both within
and without. Then you must live in His remembrance and
remember Him inwardly as well as outwardly. In the wor-
ship of the Beloved make no one else a partner, for God
is One without a second. Also you must shun dangerous
and unlawful psychic and occult practices which are ever
fraught with danger. Always remember that man is not
the animal self. His physical body is a transient vehicle
for his eternal soul. God is love eternal, and the soul is
a spark of love eternal. The qualities of God are thus
the qualities of man, who is not the mortal body but the
immortal soul.”

“Is this path difficult?” I questioned haltingly.

*It can be difficult if your attention is in the wrong
place.” answered the holy man. “If you constantly focus
your attention downwards into the manifold attributes
of the world, you will become identified with matter. But
if you focus your love aspect constantly upwards into the
Being of God, you will eventually become merged with
the allembracing love of the Supreme Lord. Love is an
imherent quality of the human heart; and it is through
Jowe that the most potent truths of all creation are ap-

prehended.”
“But there seem to be so many faces of love,” I said.
“Indeed, love wears many garbs,” replied the Persian

mystic. “Love is part of the diversity of life itself. Love
amd Efe are inseparable; without the creative and attractive
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element of love, life would be non-existent. The soul of
love has taken many forms before becoming human.
We all live in the immense universe, but in all our various
births we wear different garbs. Sometimes we have come
into incarnation as one species and sometimes as another;
but we are all part of the same great Creator. Ultimately,
we reach the crown of life as a human being; and love
has its place in the mind and the heart of every human
being, but is often perverted into a constant desire for
worldly things. When such a desire appears on the scene,
true love makes an exit.”

“Should we then love the so-called higher things of
life?” I asked him. “I must confess that such pious exhor-
tations have often embarrassed me.”

“You have a reasonable point, my son,” replied the
holy man. “Many sanctimonious people focus their love
aspect upon abstract goals and nebulous ideas, claiming
that they have transcended their lustful attachments to
the things of the flesh; but they too are caught up in
a snare and delusion, for it is the lover of the Supreme
Lord and of His living embodiment who is the true lover.
Desire for material riches is transient and eventually
unrewarding; desire for abstract goals is somewhat to our
temporary advantage, but is ultimately of little use, for
the true seeker can only progress along a permanent path
of love. The purest and eternal rewarding desire is love
for the Supreme Lord.”

“What about love between man and woman, where such
a love is faithful and true?” I asked.

“Love between the sexes is a beautiful and natural
thing,” he answered. “But the expression of such a love
should be tempered by charity and compassion and respect;
it should not be used as an excuse for unbridled lust and
carnality. Love between man and woman, truly shared,
can become a basis for an all-embracing love. It has been

truly said that love begins in the flesh and ends in the
spirit. A life that is passed without love is surely a life
without any benefit, for love is the most potent elixir
of the heart. The truest love is not determined by the
degree of devotion for special circumstances connected with
a person, or for specific actions performed by a person,
ar for the qualities of a person. The attributes of every
homan being are the result of his own nature, and they
spring from past actions that may have little to do with
Jowve. And the highest form of love does not depend on
material circumstance, action or quality; it is not created
by these attributes, and therefore it does not disappear
when these attributes themselves disappear. Spiritual love
is meither dependent on the quality or actions of its ob-
ject. nor on its transient nature. As the soul transcends
tame and space, birth and death, so does the highest form
of love transcend all these things.”

“And so physical love does have a place in the scheme
of things,” I said.

“It most certainly does,” replied the holy man, “but
it should never be considered as anything more than a
primary step towards that ultimate spiritual love. If love
s solely devoted to the gratification of the sensual ap-
petite, there can be little thought of the high calling of
Jowe; there can be little room left for the Supreme Lord
im the thoughts of the devotee. Love for the world and
its attachments and its objects is a sickness which stirs
the emotions in a negative way, producing selfishness and
ether negative qualities. To taste the nectar of love, one
cammot be arrogant; for two of a warrior’s swords cannot
be sheathed in one scabbard.”

With these final words the Persian holy man made

a sign of benediction and faded from my consciousness.
during such moments of meditation he would
eccasionally return to give me transcendental instruction.
The pathway to the highest realms of life, my Persian
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teacher informed me, is by way of the unstruck music.
This music is the creative spiritual fiat, the rainbow bridge
of celestial tonal fire and supernal light that the pilgrim
soul traverses in order to reach that ultimate abode of
love. And I, James, a weak mortal, had caught some faint
spirant of that heavenly music in this incarnation.

All beautiful forms and tones are mere reflections of
some aspect of that ultimate love-music of the great
creative Word. Within the vast complex of creation, each
individual spirit is himself a spark of that eternal song
of love. Man himself has his sovereign and unique pattern
of individuality stamped upon him, and no other being
in creation is quite like him; no one is able to share the
precise totality of attributes that he possesses; no one
is patterned in precisely the same mold as he is. And
yet, in the vast and mysterious paradox that enfolds the
symphony of life, man is an integral part of the unified
kingdom of love. Love is the motivating power of all the
high transports of the spirit, and the praises of love have
been sung since the beginning of creation. Love is the in-
herent radiant quality of the human heart; and through
love I have seen a little of the sublime truth of creation.
I have seen a small part of the truth, but I have neither
apprehended nor understood all the truth. My journey
has just begun.

Chapter Three
Great Warlock

my physical meeting with the living spiritual
the time, I had some measure of inner experience
servants of the so-called Negative Power, whom
the astral realm of the nightmusic call the Great
This being rules the composite universe of mind
During one of my excursions into the pper
pealm, an adept of the egative Power revealed
snd the nature of the Great Warlock to me.

this particular night I ascended in my light-body
through the astral heights of great plain

I bebeld an immense concourse of arms. I was as-
by the magnificent sight king, clad n full
ssmor, seated on his teed before grea host of

is this?” I asked the astral adept who had accom-
me

is a servant of the ruler of this realm, an embodi-
of power,” the astral adept informed me. “The great
Sere is the supreme controller of manifestation. If
serve this magnificent being of light and power,
become a focal-point of wealth and influence in
But he is a jealous god; you must serve

mo other.”

can he be the true lord of all things?” I cried



“He is my lord,” the astral adept replied evasively. “He
administers justice and law. He punishes the sinful and
rewards the righteous. He is the lord of most of your
religionists in the earth-world. Surely you do not have
to know more than that? Serve him well, and he will serve
you well.”

“It all seems too easy, far too easy,” I said skeptically.

“Suit yourself, foolish James,” said the astral adept,
shrugging his shoulders; “you will learn.” Then he was silent.

My gaze focussed upon one specific point on the im-
perial field. An osprey crest on a knight’s helmet fluttered
in the regal breeze, and the point of a warrior's lance
brushed the branches of a tree. There before the king stood
a man with a scroll of parchment. The monarch’s nodding
gesture, under a metallic hood, silently commanded the
office of his scribe. And then the names of departed knights
were solemnly read out from the parti-colored scroll, in
a florid ornamentation of obituaries. I was transfixed with
wonder.

“What does this mean?” I asked the astral adept. “What
mysterious act is taking place here?”

“This is past, present and future, united in one regal
enactment,” he explained. “Swords that have been thrust
from ancient scabbards are now sheathed in our
sophisticated wars of words. But man’s words cannot hold
back the inevitable conflict between fire and ice. At long
last, the old impatient warhorse will again be liberated
from his stable, and battle will soon commence.”

“I see no sense in it!” I protested violently.

“Sense is all you can see in it,” answered the astral
adept, “for sense is the silent incubus, the drug-trafficker
of the hidden heart, the traitor and tyrant of our lives,
ever pulsating beneath the nuptial bridge of sighs. The
caduceus of sense springs to life like an agile serpent,
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and coiling and curling about the spine of the
warrior and the whimpering infant and the weeping
alike.”
sense is nonsense to me,” I insisted.

sound the vocables of sense through avenues of
the astral adept continued, unperturbed. “Notice
monarch has separated his knightly goats from
lambs. They were all given different color

the scroll.”

my gaze to a distant hill, where a vague mass
were huddled together in silent misery. I nodded
I now knew what was really taking

the division in the lower worlds of those who
and those who do not stand firm,” the astral
“Without regret we lordly ones die for
principles. But our mistresses love us for it
.awre alive, and our eventual sacrifice—plus the
that we reap—is the mitigation of all our
activities. It may be an invidious comparison,
smm-total of all our noble qualities is really self-
Like sullen serpents, slithering from sin to
flsunt our courage for the sake of some casual
im the conjugal tunnel of love. It is very true
activities boil down to sense. Cosmic rectifica-
retribution is meaningless to most peo-
when you consider the eternal battle waged
trammeled sheets of lust. Our lives proceed
the cydes of anticipation, subjugation, domina-
smmibilation. And the human spirit is kept in
penmry, like an unfinished poem declaimed in
deathscape in the realms of all the possible
lower worlds.”

sbep!” 1 cried out. “Your words hurt my inner
those wondrous things that I hold as good
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and beautiful and true. I, James, mourn for every form
of life in the entire world. I pray for the return of the
dove of peace and harmony within the hearts of all mankind
and within my own heart. Your bitter words are a desola-
tion of my spirit.”

“The inconsolable grief of the eternal mourner is the
earth-world’s only real certainty,” the astral adept con-
tinued blandly, the tenor of his message undiminished by
my outburst. “Catastrophes and cataclysms, paradoxes and
prognostications; these are the dovetailing rays of power,
irradiating all from amobea to star, before the dreadful
cosmic sepulchre.”

Suddenly a great figure appeared in the sky, looming
over the monarch and the concourse of knights. In an
ineffable robe of fire the awe-inspiring figure towered above
the great plain. The king sat still and silent upon his
steed. The scribe still intoned the words on his scroll.”

“O who is he? Who is he?” I cried out, pointing fearful-
ly into the sky.

“He is the Great Warlock, the cosmic director of this
entire spectacular show,” explained the astral adept, who
was enjoying my show of fear. “Soon you will witness
the mirror image of the king and his warriors, appearing
before the whole concourse. And then the two mighty reflec-
tions of power will be locked in a long, savage and grisly
struggle.”

“Are we to witness a great cosmic epic?” I asked the
astral adept in a trembling voice.

“No, James, we are not,” he replied. “Epics belong to
the ingenuous ages of long ago, to the first dawn of alleged
civilization. What you see here is the old eternal struggle
of man against man, and man with his own self. I have
already told you that sense is all there is to it. Someone
has to make some semblance of sense to man’s existence;

18

Great Warlock brings some needful organiza-
p=xpose into all warfare. The whole thing is quite

mot simple,” I insisted. “There is neither sense
here.”

is reason enough” the astral adept answered.
Warlock is a just ruler. His reason for war
one: pacis imponere morem; to impose the
peace. This constant warfare is the finest and
popular entertainment in the entire universe.
man himself is concerned, all war's barbarisms
are finally justified by the practical lessons
albeit how minute these lessons may turn

you are saying is quite monstrous!” I protested
the most preposterous and sophistical balder-
I have ever heard.”

you are right, James,” the astral adept

I have given you the Great Warlock’s

for war, so far as my limited understanding

follow them. Are man’s justifications for any

thet he wages in the earth-world any more
or less absurd? Are they?”

but I did not answer, for I saw the gradual
of a mirror image of the monarch and his army
surayed in battle formation before their mutual
When the mirror image had completely crystal-
of knights began to move menac-

each other.

be the victor?” I asked the astral adept
wim the battle?”

smd neither,” he replied simply. “The Great
watch over the opposing monarchs and their
the battle with his magical power.



The antenna of the Great Warlock’s wand receives
reverberant sounds of endless cosmic clashes, and to him
it is of little moment who is the victor in any one war.
These battles are part of the myriad phenomena of the
skies above us and the worlds below us. Life is comprised
of the paraphernalia of war, James; and you will have
to reconcile yourself to becoming a courageous and mighty
warrior, bearing an escutcheon of honor.”

“I cannot believe that the Great Warlock controls all
things,” 1 insisted. “He has no power over the Master,
who is my mentor and protector.”

“In the higher spiritual realms that may well be true,”
the astral adept replied evenly. “But the Great Warlock
is certainly the controller and manipulator of all things
in the universe of mind and matter. He commands the
deepest hell, infested with demons, and the angel-laden
levels of all explored paradises. You yourself, James, set
your gaze upon the Great Warlock, when you arose from
the truant tomb of flesh in your last incarnation; but you
denied your vision of him and your service to him when
you made your entry inta your present mother’s womb.
It was a great pity that you found it necessary to do
this, for the experience unhinged you somewhat insofar
as living harmoniously in the earth-world was concerned.
If you do not return to the fold of the Great Warlock,
my dear James, I fear that no door to the supernal light
will open for you. Only the monarch of death will stand
grinning beneath the portal of your skull, awaiting your
return as a prisoner in his domain.”

“You lie!” I cried out. “I, James, deny all that you
have said here. Over the head of the Great Warlock I
see the curving ladder of the rainbrow, which bespeaks
a true pathway to the highest heaven. I shall cry out
for entry into my apocalyptic dwelling; and the living
Master of my soul will hear me.”

voice sounded acros the plain, the tral adept
and their concourses  knights sudden
I found myself standing alone on a vast
plateau before the palace of the Great
I had mixed emotions of fear and deep respect,
that the Great Warlock was still near me,
he had momentarily disappeared from my
chaotic thoughts evoked the voice of the Great
imto my consciousness, and the outline of this
being, etched in vibrant crimson, stood out
astral stood perfectly still, for I ap-
have no will move beyond that place.

many gifts for you, James, both here and on
you would deign to accept them,” intoned the
Great Warlock

amswer. I stood as still as a sculptured stone.

not dumb, my friend,” continued the voice
Warlock. “But perhaps I must make myself
to your vision.”

outline of this nebulous giant began to

of bright color, creating a glorious robe of
for this magnificent being. Above the robe
finely-etched countenance took shape. The
of the Great Warlock gazed sternly down

voice, James!” he commanded. “Turn your
the great archives of wisdom that are set
You may have a wealth of knowledge and
have already received a trifle of these riches,
mite; and you were greatly and suitably
the scraps thrown to you from the rich man’s
you can be a man of endless mental and
Yes, yes, I understand that you have little
wealth and footling sensual desires.

these trivial and foolish pleasures,



and this is good. Such stupid pastimes have brought cons-
tant trouble to mankind, and mankind never learns any
lessons from this trouble. But it is true, James, that you
have a fine appreciation of the great creative powers
pulsating through my universe. And so I shall reward
you with lordship over many of these powers. I will give
you that treasure which your puny preachers and pom-
pous philosophers so often speak of, but of which they
have no real knowledge. But first, James, tell me: do you
accept me as your Master?”

My entire being seemed to be electrified into motion
by these final words of the Great Warlock. “Sir, I cannot
serve you!” I cried, “for you are not my Master and my
Lord.”

As I cried these words aloud, the sky was filled with
a blinding white light. The radiant form of him whom
I later knew to be the living spiritual adept filled the
mantle of the astral heavens. This being of light was
literally wrought out of cosmic music. The Great War
made a deep obeisance to the supreme mystic adept and
disappeared from the scene. I stood alone, on a
of tonal fire, with the pulsating light-body of the li
Master towering above me. He then spoke
and holy words to me, and then ended his discourse
framing a statement in the form of a simple

“You see?” he said. I raised my eyes unto the
heavens; and I saw.

Chapter Four
Living Master

power of the Great arlock had departed,
inner transport I beheld the adiant form
Master standing before me. He no longer
me; now he had taken the dimensions of
Or perhaps he had momentarily raised
A song radiated from his lips, but

tomes were inexpressibly sweet. I had ex-
of such ineffable beauty before. His song
unearthly, an ecstatic symphony of con-
serenity, a glowing apotheosis of tonal

appreciated and loved the music of ear-

amd I have loved all forms of great art. But
of all art is ensouled in the spiritual
Master. have experienced all the beauty
reflects the essence  life and love 1
world, and now I am prepared to take that
to my primal home, the Abode of Love.

Master’s song was  that pathway to
Love. And was the essence of all life
was the essence of that which is the eter-
of the highest human art, and which flows

as it flows through all beings. In
the beauty of artifice is latent
the distillation of life and love. Sud-

In some nation, in classical Greece
Indian or renaissance Italy, it bursts
the streams of human experience as
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the mills beside the River Nile convey water over the land,
fertilizing it with hidden riches.

Thus does the beauty of artifice enrich civilization and
human culture, entering back into the inner consciousness
of the people from whence it arose, rejoining the essence
of life and love and mingling inseparably with it. When
the bright stream has fallen back from the souls of its
originators, subsequent creators, in other lands and climes,
take it up and transmute it afresh.

And so I heard the essence of the song and symphony
of joy and liberation from the lips of the living Master.
It was no new song that he was singing. It had existed
always and everywhere. Worthwhile riches have ever been
passed on in a simple fashion. Moses, when he led Israel
out of Egypt, carried with him a branch of the vine, as
Noah took a sprig with him in the ark. The wine that
the great Solomon drank in his temple contained all the
suns of Egypt in it. So with the beauty and essence of
human artifice. It is conveyed from land to land in the
physical world; but its essential nature is of the original
essence of the spirit, the pulsing flood of all supernal ex-
perience in the human and angelic soul. And when the
distillation of that essence is completed, man must return
triumphantly to his primal home—the Abode of Love. This
was the import of the Master’s song.

The Master finished his song and addressed me: “Well,
my son, the time of our meeting in the physical world
is fast drawing near. Soon you will receive initiation into
the higher spheres of consciousness. But your mind still
possesses many questions and many doubts. You should
be an honest skeptic, and address these questions to me
as they enter your mind.”

“O, Sir!” I cried out, “my heart loves all truth, and
yet there are those who would erase the consciousness
of truth that I bear within me.”
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recent experience with the adept of the
demonstrates that the Great Warlock is
your inner direction,” said the Master. “The
is a jealous god; he wants no soul to escape
house of mind and matter.”

amly the Great Warlock,” I cried again, “it
of cynicism and skepticism that I

said the Master, with great love in his
can alienate the autumnal joy of a loving
who would attempt to destroy the plaque
in one’s inmost self only find their
with an Assyrian wreath of desola-
desecrators of temples, and ultimately pro-
with their own fitting punishment.”

of temples!” I exclaimed incredulously. “Do
the words of the priests and the ec-

better than that, my dear friend,” answered
was referring to the temples of the human
the majority of the theologians and their
interpret innumerable dogmas and doc-
mind. One workable principle of truth and
probably leave them speechless. The
preach, and a crowd-encountered word

is left to puzzle and perplex future

wviewed the pious platitudes of theologians

I said.

Golgotha makes man wary and suspicious
continued the Master “W find the
we have passed through the martyr-

And to understand the import of our
temple, the upward-reaching music
master the ungoverned flesh.”
P



“Do any of the priests understand these things?” I asked
the living Master.

“The world is lost in reading scriptures, yet never comes
to true knowledge,” the Master replied. “But to one who
has an iota of love within him all is resolved. I would
say that in the temples one finds robbers and in mosques
one finds swindlers; but true lovers of the Supreme
remain aloof from all these things. Most lovers of tru
show a healthy distaste for the machinations of the
fessional religionists. No amount of scholastic and
attainments can determine the true depth of man.
supreme saint ever went to divinity school? The
holy men have been weavers, cobblers and carpenters;
they are your real emperors of love, he mystic adepts.
Rites and rituals are completely useless if there is no
in the hearts of those who perform them.”

“And so the professional theologian warps the way
love into a foolish and sterile teaching,” I said. “Does
ever realize the enormity of his crime?”

“The absurdity of his doctrines occasionally dawns upon
the liberal theologian, drowsily reflecting on his deeds and
pretentions,” said the Master; “and so he becomes a trifle
more rational in the presentation of his ideas. He then
claims only to absolve man’s psychic fears, and he leaves
sin itself to a mythical devil. As for the hidebound conser-
vative theologian of the major Western religion, he
adheres to the misread story of the transmutation of
lower man into consciousness of his higher spiritual self.
The horrible pronouncements of the lower man, like
endless curse, have led to great conflict and
murder through successive ages. Christ has most
been crucified by his apologists and propagandists, and
the spirit of truth is thereby plundered by the merchants
of falsehood, who immerse the glorious vision and
transcendence into the enveloping mirage of dogma.
such a way the negation of the paid priesthood

truths without any foundation

of those who renounce the fables of the
I asked him. “What of their newly coined

aspire to private rebellions, and end up by in-

falsehoods,” the Master replied. “Faith is

eye of the beholder. You see what you wish

0 does the next man. This is the supreme

words. Ultimately, though, all men must

of their personal destiny in the realms

the Abode of Love. True lovers must

way by their very nature. Condemned

a great mystic drank a cup of poison

the sweetest elixir of life. Such self-surrender

of giving up one’s own individual autonomy,

a mindless automaton. On the con-

state of the highest attainment and produces

of love in which all material desires

ashes in that flame which endlessly burns
the distractions of the lower worlds.”

are strange, Sir,” I said, “but I believe
understand them.”

timeless brotherhood of the Word are ever
our phraseology with the charming and
of grace,” the Master said. “We see nothing
besuty, and our truths bud like the floral
We are our words, you see. Man’s words
than not, the camouflage of his own spirit.
fior that germinal pull upwards into the ra-
soul, emblazoned in cosmic splendor; but
pulls him down again. With false words

his poor existence.”

speaks constantly of eternal truths,” I said.



“Man' so-called eternal truths are mere
astimes, enshrined m the well-defined inscriptions of
mind until the whirlwinds of time sweep them way
plained the Master “To discover the true secret
one must first seek the mystic adept from the higher star
N seed must fall on for the A
of mind and senses, circling between defiance and
knows neither quarter nor vague neutrality ou
ames, must attain the highest state of grace if you
wear the garmen of true freedom

“How do I attain such a state of grace?” 1
“What must I do?”

ou must grasp the spirit’s sword of sounding fire,

the Master replied, and thrust through the final
of inner space. I will give you the
inner realms when you meet me in
will then be able to enter the or flame beyond
astral and causal regions and you will follow the

music of spiritual ace that leads eventually to
realm of love and ineffable blis The dark and for
men of the hidden planets will caution you to travel
further the somber warriors of the Grea Warlock,
cing from their crimson halls with their tall spears,
try to impede your progress The Great Warlock
will thrust his and power at you, seeking to
you and to dissuade you from the path liberation.
you will succeed because you have the heart of love
the knowledge of the spunding fire.”

“] wish to be a true spiritual aspirant, Sir!” T cried.

“Remember this pious resolution, then, answered
Master And when you meet me i the physical
you will man. You may give me the deference
respect that is accorded to all men  those who are
cvilized. ut you will remember that you met me in
place first. ou will remember that the spiritual aspir

his remembrance of God and of the mystic

is a manifestation of the true Lord. If a lover

all of his worldly possessions, he knows that

mothing. But  he has lost time tha should

spent in meditation and loving remembrance
Lord, then his loss is experienced

true lover the spiritual

his emotions, for if love

duatiful manner the emotions, the great

the lover's spirituali permeates all abou

reaches out to heart, and all are blessed with

emrents of love. The Supreme Lord, Who is

sll-wisdom, infuses the consciousness of the

comstant awareness of His grace. This con-

and universal. Man animals,

trees and flowers respond  it. The

s hymn of praise to love and we who
the physical world bring with us the

from the fountain of all life, and as we
towards that fountain, the fragrant spray

ocmmcrete intellect, separation from the Be-
wmbearable and the mind yearns for compa-
Ham_ In this intense state of love, the lover
awareness of his lower personality. He
comscious of his communion with the Be-
His inner vision captures a glance of the
form of the Beloved, and he is intox-
sight. His entire being  merged into the
of the Beloved. lessed indeed is he

iato the eyes of a God-intoxicated saint,
may cause the currents of love to enter
heart of the aspirant. This the ath

be trod by all who would attain union
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with the Supreme Lord: but few there sre who realize

this truth.”

“The great mystic adepts, the &
always merciful to suffering humanity: but kow many of
the people heed their words? The saints imcarnate into
physical bodies and live in the world, and they labor un-
tiringly to help humanity attain the troe Path. Thev even
take the burden of karmic sins the shoulders
« seekers. They offer freely the greatest of Efe's treasures —
‘spiritual liberation. And even then no one will follow them.
“And so you must learn to be a true lower of the Supreme

Lord, James. But you must be aware of the

of this love. Many people profess to lowe the Supreme
Lord because they are enamored of the hesuties of His
creation. Such devotion is quite satisfackory up to a point,
but we must understand that the true hidden gl

behind and beyond the outer symbeol The

and saints love God for His sake alk
goes far beyond that of the average pim
a simple matter to love God for the sake
;. blessings and favorable circumstanees: &
are unwavering in their intense love for G
they are made to suffer circumstances of g privation,
hardship and even torture. The true spiritual disciple re-
nounces all self-interest and considers both reward and
punishment as equal blessings. This is the oaly formula
for selfless love. You see, James. true love is complete
in itself.”

s of God, are

“I understand, Master,” I affirmed. “I
with your grace, in gratitude and love.™

go forward,

“As I have promised, when you meet me in the physical
world I will give you inner passwords of power,” the Master
said. “The spirit of man surely desires truth, goo
and beauty. In these words are ensouled the records of
the inner experience and highest creative imagination of
+ man. They comprise a charged verbal formuta, which both

— . S,
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- communion with the highest reality.”

protects you and is symbolic of all protection on the vsils}f;
journey ahead. If you will Mabal formula wit

the tongue of thought, keeping a constant mner gpﬁen@;g}x;,
you will become absorbed in ‘the supernal music BT't e
spirit, and you will be drawn inwards and upwards into





































the ruler of this realm. Many people look upon him as
the supreme deity; God Himself. And yet he is not even
the highest deity in this region, for he is subservient to
another god, who has his high domain in the causal realm
beyond this place. In fact, in relation to the deity who
rules this cosmic city, the causal god could be termed
God-beyond-God. And yet he is not, for he is still a second-
ary deity, the lord of the universes of mind and matter.
Beyond the causal realm are higher and more spiritual
deities. The one purpose of spreading the rumor concern-
ing the profound truth of God-beyond-God is to make peo-
ple‘ understand that they will constantly return to the
pain and the suffering of the physical world until they
have undergone the experience of God who exists beyond
God. God-beyond-God is ultimately the Nameless One,
Whom the mystics of the Trans-Himalayan School termed
with deep understanding, the ‘One about Whom naught
can be said.”

“It certainly sounds an incredible doctrine,” I said.

“What better place to explain it than in the realm of
t;he. incredible,” laughed the Master. “The secret of all cosmic
unity lies in the apparent duality of God and God-beyond-
God. Life is an immense circuit of power, stemming from
God-beyond-God in the first place and from God in the
Sfa(fond place. In that circuit billions and billions of en-
tities form and reform, again and again. God-beyond-God
creates the indestructible spirits; but the transient forms
are created by God, who is called by so many names in
the religions of the world. The conceivable and the in-
conceivable are two strangers and lovers constantly being
brought together in the holy wedlock of creation.”

“And yet I can fully understand why many believe
_the- rul.er of this realm to be the supreme God,” I said
indicating the majestic panorama of the cosmic city wit};
a sweep of my hand.
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“Well, this potentate does rule the astral and the
physical realms,” the Master said. “But he is still a lower
aspect of the Lord God, who truly rules there and here,
and beyond in the causal realm. This causal deity com-
prises in his corporate nature the past and the present
and the future, as understood by human beings. Never-
theless, it is impossible to predict a date when the cosmic
reign of this causal deity will come to an end, just as
it is impossible to fix a cosmic date for his origin. You
yourself, James, know that beginnings and endings are
unreal concepts, created by man’s outgoing faculties, which
see an apparent commencement and an apparent termina-
tion to everything that transpires in his environment. From
the viewpoint of the higher consciousness, that which can
be seen as the beginning of an event in the physical world
has previously been occurring as an idea in this region
of astral and mental energies. And far beyond this region
are realms which ultimately transcend time —or the second-
ary deity —itself.” '

«Phis secondary God is therefore only a subordinate
in the hierarchy of the cosmic universe, and yet he is
worshipped by millions of people as the supreme Lord
of creation. Naturally, we should look upon him as an
exalted being, an embodiment of light, wisdom and power.
It may be said that the ‘duration’ of the secondary God
lasts from one major cosmic cycle to another, during which
the composite universe of mind and matter remains in
its manifest form until its eventual dissolution.”

“What is the purpose of this secondary God, then?”
I asked wonderingly. “It appears that he is considerably
down-graded in comparison with God-beyond-God.”

“We should show the secondary God the utmost
respect,” the Master replied, “for his duty is that of bind-
ing all of humanity to the Wheel of Birth and Death in
the realms of causality. Mankind’s long upward struggle
against the downward-raying force of incarnation is
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designed by God-beyond-God for the purgation of our sins
and impurities, and to make us ready for our cosmic journey
to that far-off radiant center, the Abode of Love. The
incarnations of the secondary God, the avatars, the
messiahs and the prophets, whose mission it is to incar-
nate themselves in every age in order to root out
unrighteousness and evil, to protect the good and to punish
evildoers, thus bring the promise of redemption to the
righteous. But such ‘redemption’ is still bound and limited
by the time-scale of the lower universes and is thus not
lasting.

“Many of the righteous dwell here in this great cosmic
City of the Thousand-petalled Lotus. If you asked them
where they consider they are, they would probably reply
quite simply ‘heaven.’ But they themselves will inevitably
return to the physical world until they are ready for the
attention of some living Master, at which time he will
help them to transcend time, space and causality in order
to ascend into the Abode of Love. It is all so very simple,
James; so simple that few people would ever believe it.
This great City of the Thousand-petalled Lotus is itself
a copy, a pale reflection, of a high region that is known
as the Blissful Region, which is far beyond this realm.
You see, James, the secondary God and the Great Warlock,
which is his lowest embodiment, have placed many obstruc-
tions in the path of the aspiring soul by creating these
counterfeit heavens. In the physical organism itself, the
heart center or chakra is also a microcosmic reflection
of this great cosmic city; and yogis who meditate upon
this heart center often mistakenly believe that they have
been taken on a higher astral transport.”

And so 1, James, arrived at the beautiful region which
has its capital the City of the Thousand-petalled Lotus.
My master took me to a school of awareness, a temple
of wisdom, where my mind was awakened to the con-
sciousness that I had spent many incarnations in deep
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slumber. I was now apprised of the existence of the many
higher realms in the inner cosmos. 1 witnessed the way
my Master, who in the physical world was a simply dressed,
white-turbaned, bearded man, was looked upon with the
greatest reverence and awe by the wise ones who dwell
in this cosmic city. Even the Lord of that realm himself
paid homage to my Master. There is no surprise that my
Master should be accorded such veneration and respect,
of course, for he is a prince of love. And where love is
chief there can be no other rulers. Love is the beginning
and ending of all wisdom, and every true Master in every
age of man has professed that the kingdom of love is
the highest of all realms.

In the City of the Thousand-petalled Lotus I met many
who had been advanced yogic teachers and mystics in
the physical world. They had advanced to this region by
the subtle manipulation of the electronic ether-currents
of the human organism, which are known in the Orient
as the pranas. There were also millions of prophets of
greater and lesser degrees, together with incarnations of
minor deities, and spiritual hermits who are literally
stranded in these attractive regions. Unless all these be-
ings are released from the bondage of the secondary God
by a competent mystic-adept of the highest order, they
will be unable to proceed to the realms of pure spirituali-
ty. As previously stated by the Master Khusro, they can
ascend no further by yogic methods or similar mystical
means. Nevertheless, I found that the majority of those
whom I had met here were quite content to have ascended
thus far. But I myself could not be satisfied with this
attainment, for the vistas beyond the cosmic city were
vast and awe-inspiring, and challenging to my soul. Under
the grace and guidance of my Master, it would be a great
spiritual adventure to pass beyond these vistas. This I
had to do.
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