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FOREWORD

To you, the reader of this book, | want to say, this book is not written merely as a history of
my travelsin Tibet, neither isit meant to be adisplay of wordsto reveal the Truth, for the Truth
cannot be revealed in words. Neither should it be read from an intellectual point of view so asto
give pleasure to the mind; nor is it meant to give you anew religion or a new authority or belief.

It is meant to open up, to awaken the inner Being that is closed up, asleep, to become
aware of the powers and possibilities of the Real Self, so that you are no longer the little
personality with a limited life, but a centre of Universal action and in direct contact with
Cosmic Forces. Then you will no longer be the unwilling plaything of fate but a concious
Master of Nature, liberated from the imprisoned smallness and sufferings of the gross human
body.

It will take you beyond every mental idealistic culture of ideas and ideals belonging to
the mind, which are only half-truths.

It shows you how to bring the supramental power of the Divine Conciousness into the
ignorant mind, transforming the mind and body, thereby creating a Divine Life in matter.

To the critic | would say, do not criticise anything you know nothing about. If your
beliefs prevent you from accepting what | say, you will know why by reading this book with
an open mind.

To the dogmatist, this book can only help you when you understand what dogmais and
how you have acquired it.

To the reviewer, do no review this book if you do not understand youself - otherwise it
will expose your lack of wisdom.

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

A belief only hinders the revealing of the Truth. Believing or disbelieving, accepting or
rejecting, will not give you understanding. Cleanse your mind first by discerning impersonally
al you have read or heard, and you will find a silence that is not of time in which the Truth will
be revealed to you.

To the atheist, you think you are a disbeliever but you have just another belief which
prevents you from understanding. Search your mind and see what formulations you have
created there; then you will realise how ignorant you are of the Real Truth.

To those who are caught up in the various philosophies, religious organisations, etc., |
would say, examine what these are first before you read this book or you will be merely
reading you own conditioning into it. Free your mind from all fear, superstition and belief, and
then there will be be an immediate transformation, for the Truth is Eternal and Ever-present in
the Now.

Immediately you get rid of your mental formulations, your imitations, by
understanding what they are and how they have come about, the Truth will be reveaed
instantly. Truth is not a matter of time or becoming.

Becoming is always to-morrow---this is going away from Reality-Truth. Being now, is
Truth. If Truth is not Now, it will never be to-morrow. Living in the Now, moment to
moment, thisis Truth.
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There cannot be any memory, or right or wrong, past or future, when you live in the
Now; there can only be Love and Affection whichis Truth.

Being Now, is Real; Being Now, isloving and truly living: Being Now, is Eternal Life
in which there is no death. All elseis made up in your mind.

Your reactions will tell you how your mind is made up, because Truth is not made up,
and has no reaction. It isthe mind that reacts according to its conditioning; therefore watch your
reactions and you will see how you are caught up.

Everyone reacts differently according to his or her mental make-up.

If you believe or if you disbelieve, if you reject or accept, if you feel that it is disturbing
your pet ideas, your religious beliefs, if you are in any way mentally disturbed, it shows that
you are not free. Y our reactions may be automatic, which shows you are bound, hand and foot.

Note your reactions and you will understand the self with its bundle of theories, its
formulations, its likes and didlikes, beliefs, ideas, its hates, its jealousies, its antagonisms, its
wants. Then you will know how far you are from the Truth.

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

My friend is till in the flesh in Tibet, and though he has travelled in the astral many
times since helping me in my work, his name is purposely not mentioned, at his own request,
so that he may not be troubled by curiosity-seekersin and out of Asia

THE AUTHOR
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In my introduction to my book The Higher Power You Can Use | wrote the following words:

“| feel it is a great honour to be the bearer of this message to the world; but | do not
claim any special privilege, nor do | claim any spiritual quality that makes me any different from
my fellow-men.

“For many years | have been an earnest worker and a student of the Inner Teachings,
healing the sick and teaching what | knew of the Truth all over theworld, and | have met with a
very large measure of success. For this | alone was not wholly responsible - as | now know -
having been spiritually helped and guided throughout all these years of probation.

“It was not until one night when a mysterious Visitor appeared to me that | knew what
my real mission was. He spoke these words: ‘| have been with you along time but you knew
it not. But now the time has come for me to make myself known to you. | will guide you to the
Himalayasin Tibet, where you shall receive instructions for your real mission. Many are called
but few are chosen; are you prepared to leave al and follow me? Fear not, for the world will
rejoice - the message you will bear will take away the confusion from the minds of the people;
and those who will hear you are my people. | will be by your side and your strength shall not
fail, for whom God has chosen He shall sustain.” Then he took his departure as silently as he
had come.

“From that time on | was directed step by step to the great Himalayasin Tibet; and there
in the hidden recesses of the majestic snow-clad mountains where the atmosphere is so clear
and the vibrations so pure that heaven opens on to the earth, in that glorious state where heaven
and earth are as one, | was instructed what to do and where to go. During my sojourn there |
witnessed spiritual manifestations so wonderful that words utterly fail to describe them. Later |
will present to the world, in book form details of these happenings---what | saw and heard,
also my travels and experiences, with descriptions of the way to the most inaccessible parts of
the Great Tibetan Himalayas. | shall also reveal the joys and ecstasy of meeting daily with the
Masters, whose love, sympathy and simplicity is the secret of their mighty Power. For Loveis
God and God is Love. ‘For He so loved the world that He sent His only begotten Son, that
they who hearken unto Him will find eternal immortality.” When the Soul is ready the Master
appears, and those who are ready will hear and know the Master’ svoice proclaiming all nations
one nation, all peoples one people, al life one Life; one Tree with many branches, but the same
Lifeinal: Oneinal and al in One.

“1, myself, make no claim; | am just a voice in the wilderness calling to the sons and
daughters of God to hearken unto the Truth. For this| wastold | was born.”

| have since written nine other books, the names of which appear on the front page.
Now the time has come to write the book | promised in my introductionto The Higher Power
You Can Use.

Firstly, I am going to tell you something about myself and how the desire for this great
adventure first cameinto my life.

This is by no means an autobiography, for | would not like to write my own, | will
leave that for someone el se.

Many people have asked me why | went to Tibet. Well, behind it al there is a
fascinating story and | will make it as clear and brief as possible.

In most people’ s livesthereisaliving force that is seldom realised, pushing them on to
agoa of which they had no idea. That was the casein my life.

Now thisbook is neither aliterary display of words nor afairy tale; neither isit a book
to reveal the Truth - no book can ever do that. | will write jut as the thoughts and occurrences
come into my mind.

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

| was born and brought up in the Highlands of Scotland. As a boy | remember well the many
psychic experiences which began for me at the early age of seven years.

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

| would relate some of these experiences to my parents, and what | knew, but they did
no encourage me --- | was too accurate for most peopl€e’ s liking!

When | was quite young and going to school, some books came into my possession,
yet | do not know how. They were books of the ancient Y oga and you may think it strange, but
| seemed to know and understand with a clarity that amazed my elders.

Y et there was something these books could not tell me. | could not explain what it was.
But now, when | look back, | must have known what it was. The fact was, these books gave
me only an idea, but an ideais not the thing itself, and | have since realised thisfully.

The word “Life” or theidea of Lifeis not Life; neither is the word “God” God. Every
preacher and teacher istrying to tell you what Lifeis, yet they can give you only an idea of It,
and that is not Life. It is because we have so many different ideas that we have so much
separation and strife in religion, groups and nationalitiesin the world today.

| was about seven years old when | saw the face of the Master Jesus. It was a living
face animated with Life, not the refelection of a picture that my senses could have seen from a
book or reproduction. It was alive and living just like you and me.

The effect on me was too much, and | was put to bed and lived on rum and milk with a
beaten-up egg in it. Thiswas my only food. The doctor said my heart had moved two inches
out of its place.

This bed business was boring me to tears, when one morning | heard a voice saying,
“Get up! Go outside, run and jump!” | did so and was well from that moment . This convinced
me more than ever that there was no death, that others besides those in the physical were alive,
and | was determined to find out more about it. What amazed the doctors was that | was one
hundred per cent fit from that very moment.

It was after this that | found that |1 could jump from a great height and hold myself
almost in mid-air and come down lightly on my toes. Although | could not yet understand the
meaning of it all, | had read about it in the Y oga books which were my treasured possessions.

| read how the Y ogi could levitate themselves, and | must have been doing something
similar without a knowledge of the methods used.

The many things | did fearlessly caused my parents very many anxious moments.
Although they knew | was different from the others, yet their anxiety about me still remained
and | was very concious of thisfact.

The winter nights were a great pleasure to me. | used to sit in front of the huge log fire
in our ancestral home, my right foot always on the railing in front of the fire and my jacket on
the back of my chair. In my boyhood days, | always wore Scotland’s nationa dress, the
comfortable kilt, up to the age of fifteen years, and often wore it at the Highland games in
which | took part whenever the opportunity arose.
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Above the mantel piece hung the great claymore that my forefathers had fought with in
many battles, including the battle of Culloden Moor.

On both sides of the mantel piece were swords and pistols that the Clan MacDonad had
used in their raids on the Lowlands and over the English border.

| would listen intently to my father telling us of the many stories of adventure of the
MacDonald clan, he would also relate some of his own adventures, for he had visited many
foreign lands and we used to listen to these stories over and over again. | never tired of them
and they fostered in me that wanderlust, coupled with my mind’s desire for knowledge, that
was to lead me away into so many parts of the world. As | grew older this passion grew
stronger and stronger. | began to spread my wingsto take flight to distant lands.

All Scotch people are adamant that their children should have a good education, so |
was sent to the university and though | studied medicine it had no appeal for me; it was like
treating some dead thing, when | knew that Life was the only living power. Yet this
background helped me later in my work of healing al over the world. Some of the miraculous
results | will explain later in another book.

| made up my mind to go to India, and there | found the Y ogi and gained a great deal of
wisdom and knowledge, but | was not yet satisfied, even though it was leading me to the goal |
desired. Although | had visited India several times| was still not satisfied.

| sailed up the Persian Gulf to Basra. From there | trekked up the Tigris River and
crossed over the desert to the Euphrates. | lived with the Arabs and roamed the ancient city of
Baghdad with all its picturesque mosgues and minarets, explored the ancient ruins of Babylon,
and searched ancient Persia and Palestine for relics of old Bible stories.

When the first World War came in 1914 | joined a Highland Regiment, became a
commissioned officer and was awarded the Military Cross, aso aforeign decoration for saving
life under gun-fire and was wounded four times in doing so. After the war | again went to
India, through China and Japan. | went to French Indo-China where | explored the ancient
Cambodian ruins of a civilisation that seemed to have disappeared overnight and left behind
magnificent relics as the only evidence of its existence.

| then crossed Canada from east to west and west to east, motored more than six
thousand miles in the United States and visited Mexico and South America. | trekked through
Africaand explored the ancient ruins of Zimbabwe in Rhodesia where, it is said, a civilisation
existed four thousand years ago, and around which Rider Haggard wrote his books She and
King Solomon’s Mines. Similar ruins have been found in Brazil and | think that the similarity
of the ruins point to something in common. Some day our achaeol ogists may throw some light
on the origin of thisancient civilisation.

| retraced the steps of Livingstone and Stanley and explored the Zambesi River above
the mighty Victoria Falls. | studied the ruins of ancient Egypt and visited most places in
Europe, also travelled through Australia and New Zealand and the South Pacific Islands. |
travelled to the four corners of the earth and sailed the seven seas. | did healing and teaching all
over theworld and became well-known on the four continents, but the greatest adventure of my
life had not yet been fulfilled---my journey into the forbidden land of mysterious Tibet, the roof
of the world.

| had a unique experience. Already | had given up hope of ever reaching my goal and
then afigure appeared to me telling me to go to Africa, from where | would again go to India.
Thefigure gave me all details of the route | should take, telling me that | would be met by
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someone who would guide me in person beyond the Himalayas.

(This interesting and extraordinary incident comes back to mind, and | must relate it
because it has a bearing on what followed. | had just come away from Tibet and was giving my
first lecture in Montreal, Canada. It happened like this. | had been lecturing for about half-an-
hour, everyone was seated, and the doors were closed. Mrs. Chisholm and the ushers were
standing in the foyer outside, when the figure of a man appeared as from nowhere and said:
“Tell him | am pleased he has done what | asked of him.” No sooner than the words were said
the figure disappeared. Thiswas seen by severa people. | knew the answer, but they did not.
Some are till talking about this experience; only the other day | had a letter from alady in
Montreal who was there when the incident took place and she referred to it in her |etter.)

You can well imagine the excitement that set my heart beating as the ship Inchanga
sailed up the Hoogli River into Calcutta (this ship | had boarded at Durban, South Africa).

The great moment was near, and though thiswas the fifth time | had been to Indiathere
was something new and fresh about it. To meet someone | had never seen in the flesh was a
thrilling anticipation.

Asthe ship drew into the wharf the babbling voices of hundreds of coolies drowned my
conversation with the people around me.

| lost no time in getting ashore, and | was soon surrounded by dozens of willing hands
mostly looking for rupees and annas. But having been to India several times| had learned their
ways and was able to speak in alanguage they understood.

| searched all round, looking for someone to recognise me, and as no one appeared |
was crestfallen. Was al thisa hoax, | wondered? After most of the passengers had left | got
my own luggage on its way and proceeded to the Grand Hotel situated in the Chowringee,
opposite the Cal cutta Domain.

| settled there for afew days and visited my old friends Swami Y ogananda and Swami
Ramana, also a few more of the Yogi | knew. | discussed my problems with them and they
advised me not to give up but to go on over the Himalayas and beyond if necessary, and | was
sure to meet the one who spoke to me.

So in the afternoon | took ataxi to the railway station to arrange my train transport to
Siliguri in northern Bengal, the furthest point to which the main railway goes towards the Great
Himalayas.

The taxi-driver, a Sikh with an angelic face, regarded me as a raw tourist and was
taking mefor aride, for he proceeded in the opposite direction. | knew his game and decided to
teach him a lesson. So when we finally reached the station he said, “Five rupees, Sahib!” |
handed him two rupees, which was more than the normal fare, and | told him in his own
language that he was lucky | did not report him for hiswas a serious offence. Y ou should have
seen hisface! The angelic look disappeared, and without a murmur, disgusted with himself, he
drove off.

In the evening | visited a Colonel friend of mine who was with me when | was attached
to the Indian Army. He was a student of the deeper things of Life and we had enjoyed a close
friendship till he passed from this earth into the higher Life. Since he passed he has no doubt
satisfied his deep desire for greater wisdom and knowledge.
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He put on mufti (civilian clothes) and we went down to the Bhodi Institute, a select
Indian club, where the Hindu professors, doctors, Y ogi and the like congregated.

My friend, Professor Shastra, a professor in the Calcutta University, was giving an
address on Ancient Sanskrit, on which he was considered the greatest authority in the world.
Ancient Sanskrit isthe writing of an Ancient Indian culture seemingly far in advance of any of
our culturein the West, even today.

It was not long before | was recognised and after the address | wasimmediately invited
to the platform and was asked to give an account of my wanderings since | was last in their
midst and what | was doing now. So | told them, and | must say that their interest was
profound.

Some of the great Indian teachers were there, including Sri Aurobindo (of whom |
wrote in my book Spiritual andMental Healing), Swami Y ogananda, Swami Ramana the great
Indian scientist, Tagore India s national poet, and the great Gandhi himself, besides many more
of India’sleading lights.

My Colonel friend turned to me and said, “I abhor the inflated idea of superiority of
some of our own people here in India which prevents them from understanding the higher
things of Life, and when they leave they are even more inflated, but only with their own
ignorance unfortunately, which goesto show the depraved state of their immature mentality. In
the world it is the humble that are great, and we only become humble when we begin to get
wisdom, and when we acquire wisdom we are humbler still. This germ of greatness must be
born in the forthcoming generation or we are doomed to complete oblivion.” | agreed with him
and so do all right-thinking people.

Two days later | took my departure from Calcuttain the train bound for Siliguri. You
have to keep your carriage doors locked on the inside, otherwise your compartment will be
overrun with all kinds of people, notwithstanding the fact that you have your compartment
reserved, and a notice to that effect displayed on the outside. This, however, makes no
difference to the travelling mob, and it isamost difficult job to get them out once they get in.

When | reached Siliguri, the end of the main railway to northern Bengal, | saw thelittle
mountain railway train that would take me further on towards the Himalayas. As | changed
from one train to the other | sensed a nasty smell, and on looking round | saw aleper holding
out what were at one time hands, now covered in dirty sacking. Lepers were not allowed to
come nearer than within three feet of you.

| took pity on the leper and handed him arupee, when an Indian policeman came along
and hit him with his cane. | remonstrated him and said, “Y ou are hitting yourself, do you know
that?’

With an amazed look on hisface, | left him wondering, and walked of, letting him think
it out for himself.

Lepers today are mostly allowed their freedom; previously they were hounded down
and placed in leper colonies. This sent many into hiding and they spread the disease. But now
they are treated with injections of combination of chalmurga oil and other new drugs which
have been very successful in the termination of the disease.

The little mountain railway carriages were only up to my shoulder; the tiny engine was
painted green, and al the carriages were painted red. | had to bend down to enter in, and while
sitting, my head touched the roof. One could hardly credit that such atiny engine had power
enough to draw about adozen carriages behind it up very steep grades. My thoughts turned to
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the steam that made it possible. This thought made me realise that it is the Life that makes it
possible for usto do al the things we do; the body has no power of its own, just as the engine
has no power of its own.

Thus| started off on afurther stage of my journey. We crawled under viaducts making
complete circles, looping the loop, crossing over the very viaduct that we crawled under about
half-an-hour before, and still we crawled higher and higher up the mountainside. Zig-zagging
and looping the loop, we proceeded on our way till we reached about five thousand feet, where
we stopped at a place called Gillikola, and here | got off.

Thetrain goes asfar as Darjeeling, which isthe main town in Nepal, and it is situated at
the foot of the great Himalayas.

On the platform were waiting a number of sturdy little mountain women not more than
four feet in height, each with a strap over her head, hanging over her shoulders and down her
back. They immediately came forward and put the hanging strap under the heavy boxes and
lifted them asif they were so many matchboxes.

| was amazed to see their strength, but | found it was a knack; the drag was across the
forehead and over the shoulders, the weight resting on the back. | was told that one of these
women carried a piano al the way from Kalimpong to Darjeeling, a matter of thirty-odd miles.

| took the car | had ordered to meet me at Gillikola, and off we went, still climbing and
Zig-zagging up the mountain till we reached Kalimpong. This town in the Himalayas is the
starting point of the trade route between India, Sikkim and Tibet. From here everything istaken
over road and tracks which become very narrow, in some parts not more than afew feet wide.

In Kalimpong | found a motley crowd of people, Indians, Tibetans, people from
Sikkim, people from Nepal, people from Bhutan, and quite a number of White people who
were taking their holidays in the mountain air, away from the heat and the humidity of Calcutta.

The hill states of Nepal, Sikkim and Bhutan separate India from Tibet. So Kalimpong
becomes even amore important town than Darjeeling, especialy as the trade route starts there.

Here | gathered together my caravan, which included an interpreter, a persona bearer
and bodyguard, a man who knew the ropes of all the brigands roaming the trade routes. | hired
a Tibetan pony for myself, one for my interpreter, one for my bodyguard, and one for my
Indian bearer, two mules as pack-animals and three porters.

All goods coming from and going to Tibet are carried on the backs of donkeys, mules
and porters. From Kalimpong they are transported by road and rail to Calcutta, thence to other
destinations. The tea that comes from Darjeeling is conveyed by the mountain railway to
Siliguri, the on the main railway to Calcutta, then shipped to al parts of the world.

In Kalimpong | met a namesake, a Mr. MacDonald who kept the Himalayan Hotel. He
was half-Tibetan, the son of aMr. MacDonald from Scotland, at one time British trade agent at
Y atung in Tibet, and who had married a Tibetan woman.

Mr. Macdonald and | became friends. He could speak Tibetan, Hindustani and English
perfectly, and | got down to learning as much of Tibetan as| could in thetime | waswith him. |
could already speak Hindustani and this helped quite alot.
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| had to wait in Kalimpong until my permit to enter Tibet arrived, and during this period
| gave much thought to the stranger whom | was to meet. | anticipated that | would have to go
asfar as Tibet to find him. He had met me neither in Calcuttanor in Kalimpong when | arrived,
but | considered it would be foolish to turn back. | must go on. Something inside me said,
“Y ou must go on.”

| had been there for three days when | was walking down towards the town from the
house | was staying in. | saw a man dressed in a purple gown slightly more purple than the
Lamacloak. | could not take my eyes off him, so much did he attract me.

He came straight up to me and said, “Y ou have arrived, my son,” in perfect English. |
was so taken aback that | could not speak at once, for | had no thought of being met at
Kalimpong now, especially as | had not been met on my arrival.

He put his right hand on my left shoulder and | felt asif | was charged with electricity.
Then he said, “I have been with you a long time, but you knew it not.” | knew those words,
they had rung in my mind for avery long time.

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

| knew that he must have been with me for avery long time because my life to him was
an open book, and there was no use telling him where | had been. What | wanted most now
was to try to let him know what | knew. So | began to discourse on philosophy and higher
metaphysics. | went on for some time (I could not tell you how long, for time seemed to
disappear) and he listened to me very quietly. | thought that | had made an impression, at least |
would be worthy of hisinterest in me. Then he uttered these words:

“My son, it does not matter very much whether it is true or not, doesit?’

If you had struck me with a sledgehammer | could not have been more stunned. Then |
heard him say to me:

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

He then turned and went down the path, leaving me totally empty---that is what | was,
empty!

| thought deeply about what he had said, in those few words, and it completely changed
me. | could see that all 1 had, was made up in my mind. | had missed the greatest thing in my

life --- the Living Present. What | had, were mere words, ideas, images. What afool | had been
all these years.

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

The following day he came early, with asmile of satisfaction, and said:

“My son, | seethat you have had your first lesson of the Truth that sets men free. You
were bound, but now | see that you have begun to free yourself.”

“But,” | said, “you did it!”
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. “Oh no,” he said, “my words could not have done it unless you were ready to
receive.”

Then he said: “Y ou will leave here aweek today when your passwill arrive. | want you
to go through the jungle, along by the Teesta River and up through Sikkim to Gangtok; | want
you to have the experience of the jungle as well. From Gangtok you will cross the Natula Pass
oninto Yatung, thefirst townin Tibet. Y ou will then have further instructions from me.”

That week in Kalimpong was one of great joy, ajoy of anticipation. Only oncedid | see
him before | left and | was determined to ask him one question.

| said to him, “Meditation to be has been a difficult problem and | have found it so with
others. Could you suggest any way | should meditate?’

He said, “To know how to meditate is avery complex problem. To follow any system,
whether it be East or West, is not meditation. If you follow a system you shape your mind
according to a particular pattern and this is what you want to avoid.”

| said: “I know thereis alot of nonsense taught about meditation by those who know
little or nothing about it.”

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

| was not hurt by his remark, because | knew how true it was.

Then he said, “If you condition your mind you cannot be free; meditation must lead to
freedom, for only the mind that isfree can discover the truth. When you understand the process
of your mind, which you will do as we proceed during these months ahead, you will find
greater freedom”

(Months ahead! | had no idea of months ahead! But as a fact it was months before |
came away, and | could have stayed beyond the Himalayas many more months.)

While | was thinking he seemed to stop and listen to my inaudible thoughts, | at once
realised that he knew them.

He smiled and then said, “There can be no freedom through the discipline of any
system, for this would only make you more bound than you were before. Real meditation isto
discover what is beyond the mind. A particular system prevents the mind from understanding,
for it ismerely self-hypnosis which is binding and destroying.”

Then he stopped while | began to rearrange my thoughts. | was the first to speak again,
| said:
“Now | begin to see daylight.:

“Yes,” he went on, “in freedom alone is there true creativeness, and the mind must be
clear of al beliefs, systems, and discipline, free of al conditioning of any kind. Then you can
create through your own creativeness and not through the belief or idea of another, which only
makes you an imitator. To be aware of the whole process of thinking, you will begin to know
yourself and it is this which leads to freedom. If you merely have a belief or an idea then you
can never know what is beyond it, but if you know what is a belief, what is an idea, then you
can get beyond, and there you will find that which is Real, which is not an idea or a belief, but
aLivingnessthat is Eterna and Everpresent.”
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Y es, my mind was clearing. | was getting rid of my ideas, my beliefs, my philosophies.
A cleansing was taking place and | knew it. How could | show my gratitude, that was my
thought at that moment, when he uttered the words:

“Gratitude is the belief in separation, between yourself and Reality, but there is no
separation. It is but the illusion of the mind that is caught up in separation, in beliefs, in ideas
and thelike.”

Then he said, “1 have seen you sitting in a corner meditating, trying to focus your mind
on an image or an idea to the exclusion of al else, but you were never successful in doing so.
Isit not that other thoughts rose up in your mind to cause a conflict? There can never be aquiet
in the midst of conflict! The conflict must cease before thereis quiet. Quiet never comes out of
conflict. It is only when you understand conflict, that conflict ceases. Quiet is the natural state
of themind that is not in conflict!

“Is it not so,” he went on, “that you spent much of your time and energy in this
wasteful battle of conflict and gained nothing in the end? Y ou produced mental pictures, but that
was an illusion, not the meditation that leads to freedom and the discovery of that which is
beyond the mind, which aloneis creative.”

“Oh!” | thought; | drew a long breath, | felt the freedom | was looking for and his
words rang in my mind, “It does not matter very much whether it istrue or not.” |1 wastrying to
make an ideathe Truth, to make Reality out of an idea, and it could not be done.

Then he said, “Reality is not made up in the mind. Redlity is. You do not make It. It
comes into Being when your mind is freed and not before. Then you will know that your are
the Truth, that you are Life itself.”

| now understood more than | had ever understood all the years of my life. | felt thejoy
of living in freedom. | could not put it into words---there was something Real that | could not
define, but | knew that | was alive, that what | made up in my mind was not Reality.

The Creativeness was within and now | could let it express Itself, and the more free |
was from beliefs, from systems, from ideas, the greater It would become. | could see this now!
Thiswasthejoy, and | could not hold back. He saw it, for he said in hislovely voice:

“Son, that isdl thereis.”

“Yes,” | said; “my meditation was merely aform of self-isolation inwhich | carried my
private memories, my private experiences which were not understood. | know now that my
mind could never be free from that conditioning until | understood it.”

“Yes,” hesad, “may | put it thisway, you were forcing your mind into a state of self-
hypnosis by the constant repetition of words. But the mind that is forced into that state is dead.
Real meditation is a true expression of Life. You only dulled your mind, and when the state
ended your conditioning was more apparent, was it not?’

| knew thisto be true. Why could | not have seen this before? | thought. Again | knew
he was reading my very thoughts.

“Yes,” he continued, “you must know the ways of the self, your thoughts, by being
impersonally aware of them, looking at yourself in your realisation to others and the things you
talk about, just as you would observe someone else. There, in that state, is the echoing of your
conditioning which can be observed without condemning, without fear, freed from such
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conditioning. In this way you will discover yourself, you will see how you have conditioned
yourself, through your fear, your condemning, your criticism, your resistance, for these are the
ways of the self.

“In this freedom there is neither conflict nor illusion. In this process there is true
meditation.”

Then | said, “I see that freedom which is Truth does not come into being through the
search for It but through understanding the whole structure of the self, with all its desires, its
prejudices, its conditioning, its cherished illusions, and when these are discerned and
understood they dissolve away and what is|eft is Reality---the Real self.”

“Yes, that is true,” he answered. “Meditation is the discovery of the Real Self, not
separated from other selves, but that which is Whole and complete, which is without
conditioning of any kind. That experience is true meditation.

“When you see that your conditioned thought has a beginning and ending in the self,
being the product of the mind in bondage, there is silence, not the silence that is willed or the
result of hypnotisation but a silence that is not of time, a silence that is not created, but the
silence in which the Eternal isrevealed, this Silence being Eternity Itself.

“In this Silence there is the state of creation. This s the silence the Master knows and
which you also will know. It isthe Timeless that is Real, and is not conditioned by memories
or experience and where conflict does not exist.

“So without understanding how you have conditioned yourself and merely forced your
mind to meditate is awaste of time and energy which only creates moreillusion. To know your
thoughts and how they arise, and to understand your bondage, is the beginning of wisdom. If
you do not understand yourself, meditation has no meaning, for, whatever you project, it isin
accordance with your own conditioning and that is obviously not Reality.”

| was aware now, aware of the mightiness of Reality. | was aware of the mighty power
he possessed and in that humility | knew that God could express himself wholly. His presence
conveyed to me that same fegling, but | could not describeit.

He rose up and blessed me. He felt my love go out towards him, for he said, “No one
cometh unto me except through the Love of God.”

After he had gone | was speechless. It was as though some great mighty Power had
come, and left with me a sense of It and | knew it would grow as | got more freedom.

| saw him again in the morning before I began my journey over the Himalayas, and he
told me that he would meet meinY atung. He specially asked me not to mention hisnamein my
writings for reasons which you will understand later on.
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When | had my caravan ready the contents seemed considerable, but in fact | had only bare
necessaries. In addition | took about fifty one-pound tins of Huntley & Palmer’s biscuits, as
these are a great delicacy to the Tibetans, especially for the lamas. | depended upon them to
some extent for assistance, mostly from the head lama of the monasteries. This recognition
would be of assistance, as | would be likely to be welcomed by the popul ace al so.

| also took with me anumber of silk scarves, which are the traditional ceremonial gifts
in Tibet. | was informed of this courtesy previoudly. If you place the silk scarf around the neck
of the person receiving the scarf, it is a sign that you consider him your equal. If the scarf is
just handed to him he is considered beneath you.

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

| left the small town of Kalimpong and went down into the valley of the Teesta River.
Thisriver is considered the fastest flowing river in the world. Its colour is bluish white, caused
by the melting of the snow and ice coming from the great glaciersin the Himalayas, especially
the great glaciers of the mighty Kanchenjunga, the most beautiful peak of the great range of the
Himalayas and considered to be more difficult to climb than Mount Everest.

The valley became deeper and deeper and the road in parts a mere track. Thistrack is
forced to follow the roaring waters of the Teesta through the gorges which have been created
through the thousands of years of the waters continuous cascading. The atmosphere on the
lower levels were suffocating, and a sort of humid smell came from the thick impenetrable
jungle surrounding us on all sides.

Thisdeep green thick foilage, which it isimpossible to penetrate, isfilled with elephant,
rhino and the ferocious Bengal tiger, and there are hundreds of other wild animals and reptiles,
such as leopards, monkeys, snakes and pythons.

| was glad when | began to climb out of this dealy atmosphere. As we rose out of it, a
clearing could been seen here and there, revealing majestic scenery such as the eye seldom sees.
The blue sky like a canopy covering the green foilage, with colourful rhododendron trees on
sides of the mountains, while the treacherous Teesta River rushed over the jutting rocks with
the roar of an express train. These scenes are still deeply printed in my memory, and | can well
recall them as | write. | was fascinated by the wildness of it all; the mountains, the jungle, the
river, the track, the trees and the patches of green mingling together in one beautiful yet awe-
inspiring panorama.

To redlise that just off the track, hidden there in the jungle, might be certain death was
enough to make one think, and a dlip off the track into that howling torrent of the Teestawould
be aterrible fate.

As one clearing after another came into view | could see the peaks of the Himalayasin
the distance covered with the eternal snows, and | knew that in a day or two | must cross the
pass that separates these peaks.

| was exhilarated knowing that at last | was truly on my way to the great adventure of
my life, and | looked forward with joy and anticipation to what was going to happen in the
future.

| had no fear, because | wastold that all would be well with me, and | was ready to face
any danger with confidence.
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| knew that secreted somewhere beyond these great Himalayan mountains was the
mystery | was bound to solve.

The first day we travelled twelve miles, a good day’s march. We pulled up at a small
village on the side of the river. Around the huts which were built on poles several feet off the
gound there was a fairly large clearing with stockades where the beasts are kept at night, safe
from marauding tigers and leopards. There was an official hut on the way, but this was
occupied for the night, so we chose the next best thing.

| chose asmall hut on the hillside, above the village; this hut was made of grass canvas,
My bearer said to me, :Sahib, do you think it is safe up there?’

“Well,” | replied, “it is better than down among the cattle---and others must have slept
there before me, I'm sure.”

The hut was about two feet from the hillside which had been cut away so that it could fit
in. My bearer got out my sleeping bag, and after awash (a basin and a pail of water had been
provided for me) | had supper. Then | turned in. | had a healthy tiredness and fell off to slegp
amost immediately.

During the night | was awakened by the presence of an animal between the hillside and
my flimsy hut; it was obviously smelling for something and it made a growling sort of noise. |
knew it was atiger or aleopard and | must frighten it away before it got any bolder. So | took
the basin full of water that | had washed in and let it fly, followed by the pail, in the direction
where | thought the animal was. All this made such a hell of a noise that the beast must have got
aterrific fright, for it gave afierce growl and bolted. Shortly afterwards | heard the yelling of a
pig and | gathered that the beast got its meal after all---1 was glad | was not the victim. In fact,
though, | was not disturbed at al by this experience; | seemed rather to like it at first, but when
| told my bearer the next morning he said, “ Sahib, you had a very narrow escape.”

| laughed it off, but at the same time | resolved to take good care to choose a more
protected place the following night.

After shaving and cleaning up we had breakfast, which consisted of porridge with salt
in it (porridge without salt tastes insipid to me). We had tinned cream, a piece of bacon with
toast and tea. Truly | felt happy---1 can amost realise that feeling as | am writing.

We dtarted off in a very happy mood that morning, and my happiness seemed
infectious, for even the animals seemed in agay mood. We went higher and higher up the
mountain track, which rose steeply for thousands of feet, and away down below | could hear
the roar of the Teesta, though could not see it. |1 knew that part of the glaciers hundreds of
miles away wasin that river making its way to the sea.

“What atalethat river could tell,” | said to my bearer.
“Yes,” hesaid, “and many alife has been lost in that river, Sahib.”

Part of the track had fallen away and there was barely room to pass. We clung
precariously closeto theinside. | was afraid that the load on the mules might touch the side and
send them rolling down into the gorge a thousand feet below. Happily the muleteer was an
experienced man and he led the mules past with great care. | did not chance riding my pony and
walked gingerly past leading him behind me, but he also was an experienced beast---he had
travelled that way may times before. Shortly after we pass | heard a rumbling noise, and there,
coming down the mountainside, was a hail of boulders, some as big as the hut | had slept in on
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the previous night. We had just passed in time. What could have disturbed these boulders, |
wondered; could it have been a mountain bear? for there were plenty around those parts, or it
might have been a mountain goat.

During the rainy season, | was told, occasionally the track is impassable as the whole
mountainside would fall headlong into the gorge below, and then several dayswould be needed
to make a fresh track farther up the mountainside. Yes, it is a tricky business, climbing the
Himalayas!

That night we got to the border of Sikkim, where we had comfortable accommodation
in one of the well-constructed huts built by the Y ounghusband expedition.

A company of Gurkhaswas stationed there to prevent any unauthorised person entering
Sikkim, which isthe gateway to Tibet. | showed my pass, signed the book, and gave al details
of my expedition. On my return seven months later |1 signed below my previous signature to
prove that | was the same person who had passed that way before and that | had got back safe
and sound.

Chickens, eggs and potatoes were easily bought, and that night we had roast chicken
and baked potatoes, these tasted good, for we had done a two-day journey in one day.

The following morning we crossed the river into Sikkim and made our way towards
Gangtok, the capital of Sikkim. Here the political officer of Tibet, a Mr. Gould, had his
residence. | had an excellent dinner with him that evening. Next | paid my respects to the
Mahargja of Sikkim and we had a pleasant evening all round. His wife was a beautiful Tibetan
girl, member of ahighly cultured family in Y atung. She was charming and spoke English with
afascinating accent, which added to her charm.

Next day we started our really strenuous part of the journey, climbing up towards the
Natula Pass. The track here is not more than two feet wide in most places, zig-zagging up the
steep mountainside, and the higher you get the deeper the precipices and ravines become.

We passed several trains of donkeys, sometimes more than a hundred donkeys in one
train, and in some trains of yaks there are eight hundred or more, carrying everything on their
backs asthere is no wheeled traffic in Tibet, not even awheelbarrow. (A number of donkeys or
yaksiscaled atrain).

We met one train of donkeys on a very dangerous part, where the track is very narrow.
The outsides of the tracks are work away, the reason for this being that the animalsinstinctively
know that if they keep near the mountainside their protruding loads might hit against jutting
rocks and this could send them headlong thousands of feet over the precipice to their death,
with their loads and all.

We could hear bellstinkling, bells which the donkeys carry around their necks, and we
stopped at a passing place till they went by.

Y ou can imagine what my thoughts were on my first experience of thiskind.

At a night resting-place, farther along the trade route, 1 examined the backs of some
donkeys when their loads were taken off, and | found that most of their backs were covered
with sores from the rubbing of saddles on which the loads are carried. | was disgusted, to say
the very least, to see how these poor little animals suffered and | remonstrated, through my
interpreter, with the muleteers. They said they did not think that the donkeys felt any pain. They
showed me their own feet cut by the razor-like edge of the ice that forms as the ush
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freezes on the track after sundown, and they did not think that the donkeys felt pain either.

When the sun is up, the snow melts on the track; but when the sun has set this slush
becomes frozen with razor-like edges which crunch under your feet. Many of the Tibetanswear
asort of straw rope around their feet, and this offers some protection against the sharp edes of
frozen slush.

| marvelled at the terrific loads these little donkeys with their little spindle legs carried;
they struggle up the steep mountain track with aload almost equal to their own weight.

One morning, one of my mules started a kicking fit; he did not want to carry hisload
any farther and threw it off by kicking his heels up in the air every time we put it on. But this
was soon remedied. The muleteer tied a rope round the mule's feet from the back foot to the
corresponding front foot, and when the mule kicked again he fell flat on his nose; he did not
kick any more and we continued on our journey. Apparently it was not the first time this trick
had been tried.

Slowly we wound our way up the steep Himalayas and in two days we reached the top
of the Natula Pass, covered with the eternal snows. This is about 2,000 feet above the wood
line, about 16,000 feet above sea level---a sight | shall never forget. Away in the distance, as
far asthe eye could see, were the majestic peaks of the mighty Himalayas covered with snow. |
looked away above and beyond, and away down towards the Chumbi Valley. Here was a
strange land, strange that is to the ouside world and which the outside world was stranger. It
was like aland of dreams, and my heart thrilled at the magnificent sight, knowing that down
there, the valley would mean another step towards the fulfilment of my life-long desire.

As we reached lower down towards the Chumbi Valley the mountainside was covered
with rhododendron trees in full bloom, some pink, some red, some purple, some white, and
the floor of the green valley, 11,000 feet above sea level, was coloured with wild flowers. Here
and there you could see the red-topped Tibetan houses, surrounded by a patchwork of
cultivated land, some patches green, some red, some brown, and through the centre flows the
rushing Amo Chu River, the waters of which are turned into channels to irrigate the land. |
stood enraptured, gazing upon a scene unparalleled anywhere in the world.

As | looked upon this emerald green valley coloured as it was with wild flowers and
dotted here and there with the red roofs of the houses surrounded with a patchwork of
cultivated land, threaded by a rushing river, and all this surrounded on all sides by towering
snow-clad mountains, | saw wrapped in the midst, secluded in the mountainside a mysterious
Tibetan monastery, a school of mystery, where knowledge of a forgotten age still existed. It
looked for al the world like a crazy carpet that one could look upon for hours without being
tired for the looking.

Werested for the night at a comfortable hut on the mountainside. The following day we
would wend our way down into Y atung.

The Natula Pass we had just crossed separated us now from the outside world. We
were now in the land of mystery, the forbidden land on the roof of the world.

It is true that one finds what one is seeking. Some seek pictures of the beautiful, the
rugged, the dangerous. | was not seeking pictures; | was seeking something eternal and | knew
| would find it.

A fire was made up in my hut and | sat before it, thinking deeply what the morrow
would bring. | must have sat for a considerable time, for the fire was now low.
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| put out the candlelight and went to bed. Asthe red glow of thefire grew dimmer | was
startled out of my reverie. Close behind me a figure appeared at my bedside. | thought my
bearer had returned for something and | said, “What do you want, bearer?’

There was no answer. | looked again and saw that it was a person robed like alama. |
felt atingling through my body; | looked at the face and saw that it was a very fine Mongolian
type, ahigh brow, with piercing eyes, hisfacelit up asif the sun was shining from it. His eyes
were set well apart and the face was beautifully formed. | saw hislips move but could not hear
what he said; he smiled a smile as of one who knew, and gradually he disappeared from view.

| am not in the habit of having hallucinations, nor imagining things, for | have a very
searching mind and do not accept things without due consideration. This indeed must have been
avisitation of some kind and | knew that the morrow would give me the answer.

On reaching Y atung the following day | was met again by my friend. | call him “my
friend,” in fact he was more than afriend to me, now. | told him of my experience, but he said
nothing about it.

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

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

When the next day arrived | was deeply interested in the person | was going to meet.
We started out alone, just the two of us, and | asked, “How far have we to go to meet this
person who knows me?’

He pointed up the valley and said, “ There is Lingmatang. Thereis amaster there whom
| want you to meet, the one who knows you. He lives in the monastery, though he has long
ago passed by their beliefs and dogmas and ritual, but it suits him to stay there. He is
reverenced by all lamas, infact throughout the whole of theland, asagreat Master. Y et he will
tell you, it is not a master you need, for that which is greatest is within yourself, and there,
only, will you find the answer to what you seek.”

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

The monastery was cunningly situated in the mountain-side and | did not see it until |
was right there. A more inspiring sight is seldom seen. We came upon it al at once. | wondered
how such a massive stone structure could have been built on the side of the mountain and
which it stood.

| stood for a minute, wondering deeply what was in store for me. After climbing the
huge rock steps we reached the massive door of the monastery, which must have been at |east
thirty feet high. The huge door swung open silently as if the hinges were on ball-bearings.
Apparently they must have seen us and were expecting us, for we were immediately attended
by several lamas, who led us through several halls into a winding passage until we reached a
door panelled in gold. At the side hung along piece of brocade to which was attached a golden
tassel. When one of the lamas conducting us pulled it, | could hear a gong sounding in the
inside.

Then the door opened and we entered, and there stood before me the great Geshi
Rimpoche himself, the very face | saw two nights before in the hut. | could not take my eyes
off him. This meeting had atremendous effect on me and | realised that at that moment | was
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on the verge of a great mystery. He welcomed me as his brother, and a warm feeling
immediately went through me. | knew that | had felt thisinfluence before, yes, for along time,
it must have been for several years.

| felt extremely happy and we talked about my journey and the world I had come from,
for he himself had travelled all over the world and could speak severa languages.

Little more was said and we adjourned for some food which was aready prepared for
us. | was shown my comfortable quarters and told that | needed rest and tomorrow we would
speak together again. Needlessto say | dlept as | had never dept before.

On the following morning my friend, Geshi Rimpoche and myself, the three of us,
walked slowly among the wild flowers, until we came to a secluded spot beside a stream where
the water gently slid over the polished rock, polished through the ages by the continuous flow
of the silent stream of water.

The air was electric. Geshi Rimpoche spoke about his visit to me in the huit.
He said, “ Y ou know that astral projection isvery easy in this atmosphere.”

“Yes,” | replied, “but that is not the first time you have visited me. The same influence |
have sensed for many years. Now | understand.”

My words seemed to flow very easily, for | felt a sense of complete contentment, and |
said, “What | want to know iswhy | have been singled out for this work.”

He answered, “My son, for this you were born,” and he continued in a voice that |
could listento forever: “To agreat extent our desires are often the will of the Creator and all the
forces of Heaven and earth are brought into action to expressthat will. A higher power had the
planning of your being here now.”

He was silent for aminute. Then he said, “Did you plan your coming on this earth?’
| replied, “It is believed by some that reincarnation is atruth, you know.”

“Ah,” he said, “now you have accepted what another has told you or what you read in
books, but you do not know whether it is true or not, nor does it matter! There can only be
‘One’ Lifeand Lifeisnot divided; the Life that isin you and me must be the same Life, there
can be no separation in the Life that is*One’. This Life in the body, you will find, is the same
Life beyond the body, the totality of al Life cannot be separated in you or me.

“There can be no separation even in what you see and feel! Matter is a name you have
given to the material world, but do you know what it is? When you try to find out what it is, it
changes into something else, and when you try to find what that something else is, it changes
into something else, and this goes on ad infinitum Thereis no finality; there is no finality in
Infinity. The mind can never know ‘ Truth’ which is beyond the mind; the mind can only create
an idea of Truth, an image of Truth, a belief in regard to Truth, but thisis obviously not Truth
Itself. Therefore you will never know what Truth is, but you will know that Truthis, and only
within yourself can Truth be found.”

| said, “1 know that very well now. There is a mass of books in circulation telling us
what Truth is. Now | can see that those who wrote these books are, themselves, just searching
for that which they do not know. All they have is but ideas, words, that create an endless
stream of further ideas and words.”
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“That is true, my son,” he said, “but they have their value. It shows that they have
begun to think for themselves and their value to othersis of asimilar nature.”

“But your work,” he continued, “isto show what an ideais, what an image is; to show:
that which is made up in the mind is not Truth. But you must have an ideafirst before you can
understand what an idea is. You yourself were filled with ideas which you thought were the
Truth. But that which you made up in your mind is not Truth, because Truth is not made up,
and you will hear that again and again.

“Yes,” | said, “ | know that now, and | would be the last one to condemn another for
having ideas.”

“Yes,” hewent on, “But there are those who will condemn you for not having an idea
or image of the Truth, though you know very well that an idea or an image is not the Truth, for
the Truth is neither an idea nor an image.

These things are mental creations, but the Truth is not created. Truth isthe creativeness
behind all Creation. Y et that which is created is not Truth, only the Uncreated is creative, and
that is the Truth. ‘1 am the Truth, | am the Life,” the Master Jesus said. It is the same for you
and for usall, for thereisbut ‘One inal,and al in‘One’.”

He had just finished when the chonghas (ceremonial trumpets) sounded calling the
lamasto prayer.

| said, “Then do you condemn all thisform and ritual?’

“No,” hereplied, “if | condemned it | could not understand it, but now that | understand
what it is | no longer take part in it. The Christian religion has form and ritual too. It may be
dightly different but they are al similar.

“Ritual is mental, not spiritual; the ways of performing it may be different, but it isall of
the mind and this is what you have to understand, otherwise you can never be free. If you
refuse to understand it, you are till bound by it, whether you believe it or disbelieve it.
Spirituality isthe silent expression of Love, Wisdom and Power, not the repeating of ritual.

“Now we will go in and take part in the ceremony so that you can understand it, and
also for the experience; then you will see that al religions are similar. The words may be
different , the chanting may be different, but the mind is following an idea, that isall. But it is
not the Truth that sets you free. You can only be free when you understand what the mind if
made up of, and how and from where it is made up.

“Why are some Buddhist, and others Christian, why are some Mohammedans, and
others atheists? Are they not fundamentally all the same? They may be different religions, but
they follow an ideal, and so doesthe atheist. Believing and not believing isthe samething; itis
al inthemind, isit not? It is but the conflict of ideas.”

The chonghas kept sounding with their long booming tones, like the boom of a giant

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

We entered the great hall where all the lamas were now sitting lotus-fashion, chanting
Om Mani Padme Hum which means, “Hail the jewel in the lotus flower!” When one section
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. At intervals
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the great gongs would be sounded, their heavy booming tones vibrating and mingling with
many little bells as the voices of the lamas grew louder and louder.

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

| could understand now how some of the lamas became ascetics through the repeating
of the words Om Mani Padme Hum; it was a matter of self-hypnosis.

After the servicewas over | said | was greatly affected by the power of the sound of the
chanting, the gongs and the chonghas.

“Yes,” said my friend, “the lamas may know the power of sound, but if they knew the
source of it, they could lead the world. The Spirit alone has voice, you know,” and he said no
more.

These were the first words he uttered that day.

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

| could see that Rimpoche wanted to relieve the tension, for this day was a very
wonderful one for me, and | was still caught up with the many things | had seen and heard. The
Master knew his pupil, as all great Masters do. So we adjourned into hisinner sanctuary where
he kept a magnificent gramophone with a perfect tone.

We partook of alight meal and listened to the music of the great masters, of Beethoven,
Wagner, Grieg, Mozart, Bach, Mendel ssohn, Chopin and others.

After thiswe retired each to his own quarters.

| started the outcropping of my mind, watching, observing what was rising to the
surface impersonally. It was not long before | grasped, “ That which the mind is made up of is
not the Truth.”

Eventually, there was asilence, not a silence that | was accustomed to, but asilence that
came from a mind that was freed from conflicting ideas and images. And in that Silence |
experienced a sense of Redlity. In that “moment” was Eternity, and all the power and glory of
Its expression was “ Now.”

If I could only hold this tremendous source of wisdom, love and power! But then |
started thinking and logt it.

| tried to recapture it that moment but it was gone, it was now an experience, amemory,
the moment that was past was no more. Yet | did not realise that in that moment was the
Eternal, and to live from moment to moment was the Living Truth, the Oneness of all things
was Now. There was no beginning and no ending. When | realised this | was no longer in
separation. | was one with al, the Creator and His Creation became one with me.

Words cannot explain or reveal this state of Being, it was mine now and forever, and |
was satisfied; the search was over, and now | could go further. |1 knew that nothing outside
myself could revedl It, | had to realise It for myself.

| stayed in my own quarters for the remainder of the day, and in the evening | passed
off into a peaceful deep.
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Next morning | felt light, as if a great burden had been taken from me. | lived in the
moment of Eternity, | was no longer anxious, my craving ceased. | was free.

| went outside, the sky was clear, the stars were still gleaming and sparkling like
thousands of diamonds set in adark blue canopy lighting up the mountains and valley in relief.
Gradually the sun began to creep up from behind the great mountains covered with snow, and
the colour display was apanorama of beauty. The twinkling of the stars gave way to the rays of
the rising sun, the dark blue canopy faded into a light blue reflecting all the shades of the
dazzling colours of the rainbow---firstly, a dull red with streams of light bursting amid the
edges, then the red and pink would come into view, intermingling with each other, spreading
rays in al directions reflected from the snowclad mountains piercing the blue sky, while the
shadows dissolved away in the valley below.

Asthefirst rays of the sun cameinto view they lit up the portals of the monastery and |
could hear the lamas chanting Om Mani Padme Hum which was echoing down the valley,
with the incense wafting on the gentle breeze. My senses were forming an indelible picture that
has withstood the millions of impressions gathered since. And asit comes into my mind | can
see before me now that most exhilarating sight and feel the exhilarating atmosphere and hear the
sounds of the rushing river and booming of the great gong, the sounding of the chonghas, the
chanting of the lamas and the enchanting aroma of incense. Y es, it was unforgettable, to say the
least.

| was gazing into space, | don’'t know for how long. As | turned | saw my friend just
behind me, doing the same thing.

“1 see you are enjoying the splendour, my son.”
“Yes,” | said, “I feel entirely different in this atmosphere.”

“Yes,” he said, “since every thought wave creates a different motion in the atoms and
cells of the body the facial muscles reveal the expression of the thought waves and | see that
you have become younger, my son. The beat of your heart and your breathing have already
revealed a change in your functional oganism. Cause and effect are one, my son.”

| listened attentively to his words because | wanted to understand everything he said.
Thiswas important and | knew he could read my mind.

“Yes, my son, the Divine Creation is the transformation of the Eternal Ever-present
Intelligent Energy into form, emanating from the Divine Mind and changing into greater
splendour according to your capacity to receive. Vibration is the keynote of creation and the
rhythmic organisation of atomsinto the pattern we see before us.”

“It will,” he continued, “maintain health and strength in mind and body, and Its
magnetic attraction and inherent intelligent action can be used for higher purposes and greater
accomplishments that will yet stagger the imagination of man. Not only does this intelligent
action manifest itself in theindividual but it also rushes beyond the confines of theindividual in
ever-widening circlesto envelop the whole earth’ s circumference, and according to the Divine
Law of ‘Loveyour neighbour asyourself’” we will reflect the beauty of the Divinein our own
souls and those who come after us will manifest a greater expression of the Divine Nature that
created us by the Word that was in the beginning---the Christ of God behind and within all
mankind.”

He stopped for a minute and there was a silence.
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Then he said to me, in a subdued voice, “Y ou know that Geshi Rimpocheisleaving his
earthly body for good soon, that is why we desired you to see him in the flesh. He looks
comparatively young, but he has passed through over two hundred years of constant work for
the world at large, yet the world does not know him. Here he comes now,” and when | looked
at him he did not seem to be more than fifty years of age. His very presence rejuvenated me.

He must have sensed what we were saying, for he said in no uncertain way, “Yes, the
intelligence that created all you seeis ever-present, and, when man prepares himself for Itstrue
expression, through man will come things that we can yet only dimly dream about. Yes,” he
went on, “the same Intelligence that is active throughout the whole Universe is active here and
now. The only deterrent to Its expression is man himself, yet through man will come things that
will stagger the imagination. Man is the focal point through which it can manifest, and how
mighty is Its omnipotence, waiting to reveal 1ts Omnipresent Omniscience!

“Life does not end when we leave the body, there isno division or separation in the Life
in the body and the totality of al Lifein the Universe, It is one, and so-called death does not
divide or separate It.” And there was a deep Silence which we al felt.
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On looking down on the green plains of the Chumbi Valley | saw a large number of yaks
grazing. They were grazing in the morning mist, for the grassis sweeter when the dew ison it.
It seemed afamiliar scene to me, though in a strange land. In the Highlands of Scotland in the
early morning mists| used to watch the Highland cattle grazing, and sometimes there were wild
deer which had come down in the early morning to graze in the green pastures. Thefirst thing |
used to look for when | got up was to see if there were any wild deer down from the hills. And
here was a similar scene, for the yaks is an animal with shaggy hair not unlike the Highland
cattle, with the exception that the yak has a hump where the neck and shoulders meset.

| asked, “Whom do al these yaks belong to, | did not see them there last night?’

“Look over to the side of theriver,” replied Rimpoche, “and you will see alarge pile of
wool bales. That is ayak train of about four hundred, | would say, carrying Tibetan wool to
India. It is quite a common event here. When they have had their morning feed the teamsters
will gather them together and load them up for the next day’s trek over the pass. Let us go
down amongst them, it will be an experience for you.”

So we walked down to the floor of the valley and sure enough there were about eight
hundred bales of Tibetan wool. Each yak carries two bales, one on each side of its saddle.
Tibetan wool is eagerly sought in India because of its fine texture.

“The history of the yak is a very interesting one,” said Rimpoche, “for they supply all
the needs of the Tibetans. The hair is woven into great tentsin which the nomads live. The pelts
are used to make boots and shoes, the flesh is eaten for food, and the butter and the milk supply
ismore than ample. A great deal of butter is used in lamps, especialy in the monasteries, and
some lamps are kept burning continuously. Yak dung is gathered and used to make fires, to
cook the food and to heat the houses.The yaks are also used for ploughing the lands and they
carry everything on their backs that the Tibetan needs. So, you see, the yak is the most useful
animal in Tibet and there are hundreds of them roaming wild in the plains.

“There are valleys in Tibet where no living person has ever been and there are also
valleys in Tibet where people live and no one knows anything about them; neither do they
know anything about what is outside. The livein aworld of their own, hemmed in by the great
mountains, and they have made little or no effort to know what is beyond.

“In my travels into these isolated parts, | came upon a monastery where the Bon-Bon
worship was still in operation, and on rare occasions human sacrifices are practised. The lamas
have stamped most of this devil-worship out in Tibet and, though steeped in religion, dogmas
and supergtition themselves, they have at least done this one real service to the country.”

“Yes,” | said, “I would like to see more and hear more about the monasteries and lamas;
they interest the outside world alot, and weird tales have been circulated about them.”

“Yes,” said Rimpoche, “wherever you have dogma and superstition at its height you
will find ignorance and poverty among the people. This is undoubtedly a great hinderance to
progress. Wherever you find religious superstition, the people are poor, because they are
prayed to, prayed for and preyed upon, and as long as they can be kept ignorant the better it is
for those who rule through superstition and fear. But this is fast coming to an end . Even in
Tibet, the most remote country in the world, there are those who are beginning to think things
out for themselves.”

“Doyou know,” he continued, “that there are over three thousand monasteriesin Tibet -
the largest being Drepung which is situated near Lhasa and has over nine thousand lamasin it.
These lamaseries are like cities; they are completely self-contained. The next largest is Seara,
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not far from Drepung with over eight thousand lamas.

“Ganden Monastery which is beyond Lhasa has about five thousand lamas. Thisisthe
great centre of learning in Tibet and here flock the ablest of the student lamas. | taught in this
monastery for years.”

“That isinteresting,” | remarked, “what do they teach there?’

“They teach philosophy, mysticism and magic, astrology and the study of ancient
literature and metaphysics, healing and other studies. There are some very great Tibetan
scholars and mystics there as well as those who work magic, and | intend that you shall meet
some of them.”

The oldest monastery in Tibet is Samye. This monastery was founded by the wizard
lama Padma-Samb-Hava some hundreds of years ago. The legend about this wizard lama is
that he caused the spirits of the Malgro lake nearby to bring in a great quantity of gold and
precious stones which were secreted in the vaults hewn out of the great rock upon which the
monastery is built. These vast stores of gold and precious stones have been kept there intact for
several hundred years.

“My own opinion,” said Rimpoche, “is that Padma-Samb-Hava made the lamas dig in
the mountains for gold and search the lake nearby for precious stone, for thisareais considered
the richest in the whole of Tibet. Anyone finding gold and precious stones must bring them to
the monastery; to keep them for themselves would be sacrilege. So you can see why the
monasteries are so wealthy and the people so poor. People are told what to think and how to
think and what to do, and only comparatively few are able to think for themselves and gain
freedom.”

“It ismuch the same in the West,” | said.

“Yes,” he affirmed, “people are seeking the truth while living in the false, but the false
will remaintill they seethefalse, then the false will ceaseto be. The false can never contain the
truth, ignorance does not contain understanding.”

| could see at once that Rimpoche had passed into a state of inspiration and | would not
interrupt by asking any more questions. So we sat and listened to this ancient sage full of
wisdom and truth, and | was filled with alonging to seek deeper into the Reality of things and
as| listened | felt what he was saying had a transforming effect upon me.

“They cannot see the false,” he said, “because they are caught up in it. They are
conditioned by their prejudices, by their belief, and what others tell them. They have failed to
assert their creative faculty of discerning that which isnot true. The only truth about the falseis
that it is false and they will still be caught up in it till they understand it, and how they have
been caught up init.”

Now he took on therole of the teacher. “1 want you to seethis clearly, my son,” he said
, looking at me, “ otherwise you will retain the false, hoping to see the Truth. But it cannot be
done.”

“Firstly,” he said, “you must see what makes you believe in anything, then you will see
what makes you antagonistic to another belief, or idea, or people. If you came here conditioned
by your own opinions, then you will see only through that conditioning, but if you are free
from your own conditioning you can see us free from ours. Then you will see me as| seeyou,
stripped of all form, al nationalities, al religions and creeds. Then we will know each other to
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be made in the image and likeness of our Creator, made out of the same Substance, the same
Life, and having the ‘One’ Conciousness within, for there cannot be any divisioon, God being
infinite in nature, there can only be God, there can be nothing else and thisis our Being.”

| breathed asigh, for here was the secret of the brotherhood of man and the Fatherhood
of God, and he put it in such afew words. | did not move, nor did | reply one way or ancther,
| must not break the spell, | thought. His eyes were closed now, his face took on an angelic
look as if a great angel messenger was speaking through him, and it could be so, through one
who knew the inner secrets of Life. He continued in that beautiful mellow tone of hisand every
sentence stood clearly out by itself.

“You organise yourselves into separate groups of religions, of nationalities, of
ideologies, each believing that what you stand for is the real thing. So you wrangle with one
another and when wrangling cannot solve the problem you butcher one another. Now is there
any Truth in that?’

| felt mysalf saying, “No,” but my tongue wastied. | felt adeep feeling within me and it
was coming to the surface. Something was preventing me from uttering a single word.

“You are afraid because you do not understand. So you want a guide, you want a
belief, so you are further caught up in the conflict, and because you are in conflict you are
afraid. So you want an ideal so that you can look at your fear, but this only covers up your fear
while you do not understand. When you understand your fear, you are freed from your fear,
then your conflict will disappear.

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

“Truth is not made up in the mind, TruthIs! Y ou do not make it up! What is made up,
isnot Truth!

“Y ou can see the false as you discern your relationship with people, ideas and things. I
there is antagonism, if there is fear, if there is craving, prejudice or conflict, there can be no
relationship.

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

“When you see the false you will know it, you will no longer be part of it, and then the
True comesinto being, because It dways|s, ItisReal and Eternal and everpresent, moment to
moment, never changing. It is only your mind that changes from one idea to another. When
you know what a belief is, what an idedl is, then the mind will freeitself, and in that freedom
thereisthe Redl.

“It is so important to understand that the mind is made dull through condemning,
through blaming, through avoidance, through acceptance and through resistance. Only in your
relationship, freed from all conditioning is there freedom, and in this freedom there is peace,
and in peace thereis Love.

“If you are filled with likes and dislikes you are merely projecting your own
conditioning.”
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| thought for a moment how true that is, for the other person is but amirror in which we
see ourselves.

“You will see some so-called pleasant and unpleasant things as you pass through
Tibet,” he said, “but if the unpleasant upsets you, you are resisting, you are not free. When
there is Love we observe the facts but they do not repel us. | know you have the capacity for
this Love, otherwise you would not be here, my son.

“Some repeat words---mantrims, these things do not fill the heart. On the contrary they
empty the heart of whatever it has. The heart can only be filled when the mind is not
fabricating. When the mind is not caught up in opposites, in ideas, prejudice and the like, then
only isthe heart aive with Love.

“Then one knows what it is to have that warmth, the richness in holding the hand of
another. Love being perfect in its own Eternity knows no resistance, no opposition, neither will
you fear any more, because you will befilled with Eternal Love, for God is Love, and He alone
exists. That which hides Him is but a mental fabrication. Now | know that the false is falling
away from you, my son. It is said in Isaiah 65; 17, ‘For behold, | create new heavens and a
new earth: and the former shall not be remembered, nor come into mind.””

With these last words he opened his eyes, in them there was a far-away look. | could
see that soon he would dissolve his earthly body into the substance from which it arose, for he
was truly in the mind of God, his Spirit was freed from all desires, al craving for both Spiritual
and material had ceased, he knew he was Life, he had found “Being.”

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

| was left to myself for the remainder of the day. Both Rimpoche and my friend
purposely left me. | knew it was for the purpose of letting me work things out for myself. For
on several occasions | would ask aquestion and all | would get would be avacant look. | know
now how stupid those questions were, but | did not think so at the time, for they were of great
importance to me then. But now | have the same habit; when people ask me alot of question, it
may seem rude not to answer but no rudeness is implied, only deep Love rules the heart,
knowing that an answer would only mean another image.

Perhaps you are also grasping the fact, my dear reader; if an answer were given it
would merely create another idea which would only hinder and not help to free the mind from
its own formulations, beliefs, prejudices and fears.

Facts are facts, but a fact is not a belief nor is a belief a fact. When facts are seen as
facts, not abelief in afact, then there is understanding.

A scientific question can be answered, or, at least, the way of finding out facts can be
taught. But the belief in afact isnot the fact itself, for abelief in afact can never reveal thefact.
When | saw thisclearly | stopped asking questions.

| must have been sitting by myself for hours. My mind was emptying itself out; | could
watch my thoughts asif they were pictures on a screen, quite impersonally. | was beginning to
understand now what my mind was made up of. | neither judged, praised nor condemned; it
was asif | were observing the mind of another.

Then the deeper stratas of the mind were giving up its cherished ideas, things that | had
held fast to were being loosened one after another. | could see clearly now how and from where
my mind was made up. It was the result of hereditary tendencies, countless thousands of
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impressions, ideas, prejudices, most of them being received from the opinions and suggestions
and statements of those who were caught up in their own conditioning, caught up in the false,
which prevented them from seeing the Truth of the only “One” in which there was no division.
| could also see how | accepted without question or examination; thus | was conditioned.

| could now see that | could live in the false without condemning and without being
affected by it, because | knew how it al came about, and | resolved | would never again be
caught up in it, even should | be surrounded by it on al sides.

| could see why | must be aware, wide-awake in questioning the opinion of others. |
could now search their statements with the speed of lightning and realise that they were merely
imitators, they were merely gramophones.

Yet | knew that was not enough; | must question my own thought-feeling-reaction to
see where it was moving, what was moving it and why. What was the motive behind it?

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

| could see how the light was shown on the path which | must move along by myself,
for no one else could reveal the Truth to me. | had to find It out alone, and | saw how important
this was. It was my own now, not the idea of another, for the truth of another could never be
my truth. If it did it would be merely an idea, abelief, and | would still be bound. How clearly
| saw this now, that | must experience the Truth by myself. | understood the way | was being
shown how to move along under my own guidance, that guidance of the Spirit that is Eternal
and Ever-present within me “NOW.”

| saw that this moment was Eternal. | could only “Be,” each moment. The moment just
past became a memory, to try to recapture it would merely be a mental image. | must live each
moment to be free from the past or the future. | could see that both the past and the future only
existed in the mind and nowhere else. “Now” was the only Reality. | was the Life Eternal, |
could be nothing el se, anything else would merely be an idea, a self-created image.

| was becoming conciously free and | experienced a power that was beyond the mind. |
was the focal point through which the All-ness of the Universal Power could manifest. My faith
was no longer the opposite of fear. It was now a knowing, for | had experienced Reality.
Although | do not know what It is| know that It is, and there is nothing else but It, therefore |
am It to. “I and the Father are one.”

| could sense the power of the Master, “It was the Father who ever remained within
me,” He was the operator, and there was nothing now to prevent this power from acting. | had
only to be conciously aware, and through this awareness, only, could Reality be expressed.

| thought, how did | ever miss this wonderful thing, this knowing? It was so smple,
and | could discern now how | had been caught up in separation, in belief. | was separated
from my fellows by my ideas, my beliefs, my prejudices, my fears. | could see it al now. |
knew that the Real Self within was the same in each and every one---and now | knew, really
knew. It was no longer a platitude or a mere saying, what | did to another | did to myself,
“Whatever you do unto one of these so you do unto Me,” did it unto Him who sent me, for |
wasin the Whole and the Whole was in me.
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| could never go back now. | actually felt within myself that freedom, that wisdom and
love, that isall power in heaven and earth.

| knew now the healing power of the Master and | felt also at that moment that | could
say, “Arise and walk,” and it became so, for throughout the world, ever since, | have heaed
thousands of people, some whom | have never seen. Age has disappeared from me and my
youthful appearance mystifies everyone who knows my age.

It sounds like a great romance but it is greater than any romance ever known. Yet al
have the same power, and the only thing that is preventing Its manifestation is, because It is
covered up with the false, with separation, not only between man and man but also between
man and God through a belief in separation, yet we are “One” in Redlity. It is this that the
ignorant cannot see yet.

Good and evil, | saw, wererelative, afabrication of the mind, for there could be no evil
in the Divine which alone was Real, Eternal and Ever-present. | could see the falseness of the
preaching about evil, hell and the devil which existstoday, how people are caught up in the evil
and can see nothing else. What the mind sees, so must that mind be likewise, istruein fact.

Y es, the teachings of the Master Jesus are covered up with sanctimonious formalities by
those who profess him, they mystify themselves and confuse the people.

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

| was brought out of my reverie, again, by the sound of the chonghas the ceremonial
trumpets calling the lamas to prayer. The sun was now setting behind the mountain into which
the monastery was built. The magnificent colour display was something never to be forgotten;
from pinks to dark reds with rays spreading in all directions, the monastery nestled init asif in
agreat fire.

| made my way back to the monastery and my friend and Geshi Rimpoche came to meet
me. | must have had a radiant look about me for my friend said, “You have regained your
youth, my son.” It was true, for | felt it, felt as if the burdens of thousands of years of
inherited conditioning had slipped away from me. | was free, with afreedom | cannot explain.
Words have no meaning to describe the ecstasy of that freedom and the power that it gave me.

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

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

| was conducted by one of the lamas called Tsong Sen who could speak English well;
he was not more than twenty-five years old. He had been educated at an English school in
Darjeding. Y et his desire to become alama brought him back to Tibet.

“l am fortunate in being able to speak English, which gives me the honour of
conducting you through our monastery,” he said.

“Itisagreat pleasureto have you,” | thanked him, for indeed it was a pleasure for me to
have a guide who could speak English well.
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We first went into a room where some of the head lamas were having tea and | was
asked to partake teawith them. | considered it an honour because of the fact that their sanctum
is very secluded, but when they heard that | was a pupil of Geshi Rimpoche they were
delighted to have me. | knew beforehand what the tea would be like, though | had not really
tasted it before.

Their tea comes from Chinain the form of a solid reddish brick, thisis scraped into an
urn, into which is put a piece of rancid butter and some salt. Then boiling water is poured on to
it and allowed to simmer for hours. The taste to me was more like castor oil, which | disliked
intensely, having been given castor oil once every week when | was a boy.

In the ordinary way lamas dwell over their tea talking on many subjects relative to the
monastery, and they take sips of tea now and then; this goes on for hours. When | tasted it |
nearly vomited, but | could not show my dislike of their wonderful tea, so | gulped it down
quickly, trying not to taste the rancid butter and salt as it passed down m