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NEDOURE
PRIESTESS OF THE MAGI

BY T. J. BETIERO, M. D.

Ezplanatory Prelude

I am what may be called a “globe trotter,” was forty-
one years of age last month; am also looked upon as a
rather eccentric bachelor. In fact, I have shared the
fate of many others who, being neither rich nor hand-
some, pass through earth life in comparative solitude.

At the age of twenty-two I had the good fortune of
being remembered in the will of a deceased uncle, whom
in life I had never met. One day a large business
envelope arrived from his attorney containing notice that
I was sole heir to his estate.

My uncle, John McKay by name, had worked hard
the greater part of his life. By rigid frugality during
a lifetime of about seventy years, he had been able to
amass the modest competency of forty thousand dollars.
This sum was invested in United States bonds, and a
ranch of three hundred and sixty acres in the western
part of Kansas, near the Colorado staje line.

If I remember aright, it was near the site of the
present town of Rocky Ford, which lies in the heart of
the great watermelon region, which is now so well known
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to every Denverite on account of its luscious melons and
annual picnics.

As I had no inclination at that time to become either a
rancher or vaquero, it was soon disposed of for a fair
price. This enabled me to cultivate a long-cherished
desire for travel and study.

My attention had for several years previous been
directed toward the occult, and, as the reader may have
realized, when once this science is undertaken, the in-
vestigation is rarely if ever relinquished until we are
ourselves liberated from the physical tenement.

Nineteen years have now elapsed since I began my
still hunt for knowledge, or, as may be expressed by
that illustrious man who in passing, exclaimed, “Light,
more light.” )

During this time I have given silver to the fakirs of
India and the fortune-tellers of China. I have a speak-
ing knowledge of seven languages, and my face is well-
known in most of the old book stalls and curio shops of
both the new and the old worlds.

About seven years ago, while looking through a col-
lection of old books and manuscripts in the Quaides
Grand Augustin, Paris, I found stowed away in one of
the dusty pigeon-holes, a roll of papyrus, which showed
unmistakable signs of great age. It was written in the
Pali-Sanscrit, a meagre knowledge of which enabled me
to decipher, at the beginning, the word “Nedoure.”

Curiosity tempted me to purchase it and love of
knowledge caused me to seek an old Hindu and bargain
for its translation. Thinking it may be of interest to
the modern brotherhood and lovers of mysticism, both
ancient and modern, I give it here as translated, with
the exception of a long letter of warning to the un-
initiated, who might read it, and several of the mystic
rites of the Magi.

Google



CHAPTER 1

To be born, to suffer misfortune, sickness
and finally death, is the fate of the great
majority.

To know and live the law is the privilege of
all, yet few avail themselves of it.

Environment or the law which governs birth,
placed me in a land of mysticism. The very
atmosphere was charged with the vibrations of
its ancient beliefs, rites and philosophies.

Opportunity, and temperament, guided no
doubt in the circle of fatality, brought into my
life strange experiences which I feel it my duty
to record.

If they should illuminate the path of any
seeker for truth, this work shall have fulfilled
the aims of the writer.

My earliest memories were confined to the
old Ouri monastery of Kashmir, where my
childhood was passed with no other compan-
ionship than that of earnest devotees and
ascetics.

No young voices, laughter, nor associations
with those of my own age were vouchsafed me.

One figure alone among those serious monks
stood closer to me than the rest. That was
Gobab, my old preceptor.

On the afternoon with which this narrative
begins, he had taken me for a swim in the
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‘Jhelum with hundreds of others who daily
availed themselves of its cool waters, as it
meandered leisurely through the valley of
Kashmir to the great ocean beyond.

While disporting ourselves about the boat-
houses, Gobab swam toward the bank, shout-
ing for me to follow him.

As I reached the shore with bantering

laughter, I observed an expression of terror
on his face that at once dispelled all thoughts
of mirth.

Wondering what could have given him such
an unusual shock, I turned about in a dazed
manner seeking our robes. However, they
could not be found. An instant later Gobab
reached me, and seizing my hand with the
same expression of alarm, cried:

“Come, quick, we must not meet the king.”

He then made an attempt to drag me with
him, but this was scarcely necessary, as with-
out awaiting further explanation, I leaped
forward and together we bounded in a state
of nudity toward the trees which covered the
hillside.

Seeing our ludicrous flight, the Maharaja,
who had just arrived on his way to the hunt,
gave orders, no doubt in a spirit of amuse-
ment, that we be brought before him.

As we rushed on and on, heedless of all
surroundings, it soon became apparent that
we were pursued, for between our heavy
breathing we could hear rapid footsteps ap-
proaching.
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About this time my corpulent companion,
who was well nigh exhausted, stumbled and
fell, pulling me over with him as he rolled on
the ground. I regained my feet in an instant,
and not being aware of any real cause for
flight, sought to raise my preceptor.

It was then I heard the stern words that
struck terror to my heart. “Halt! In the
name of the Maharaja we command.”

A few seconds later we were surrounded
by a number of fine, handsome men, dressed
in neatly fitting waistcoats of green, trousers
of light color and turbans of dazzling white.

Two servants appeared at this time bearing
our clothing, which in our excitement we had
been seeking in the wrong place.

It required but a moment to don them,
when, as I thought, our sacred calling would
become apparent, and we would be allowed to
proceed on our way.

Just then a messenger arrived from the
Maharajah, who was watching us from his
palanquin, to say:

“His majesty wishes to give alms to the two
monks and desires their blessing.”

A hasty glance at the face of Gobab showed
that he would have preferred to forego the
alms rather than meet this haughty ruler of
Kashmir.

Yet as a monarch’s wish, once expressed,
becomes a command, we had nothing left but
to obey.

With but few words qur guards conducted
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us toward the group where the ruler was
waiting. .~

As we approached his presence, our captors
‘'made low bows at intervals until within a short
distance, when following the actions of the sol-
diers both Gobab and I fell upon our faces.
Thus we remained in silence until the deep,
sonorous voice of Kashmir’s ruler bade us
arise.

The “Lion of the Punjab” had in the mean-
time left the gorgeous palanquin with its hand-
worked cushions, tapestry and curtains, some
of which must have required the efforts of a.
lifetime in their fabrication, and approached us
with an erect bearing.

As he stood gazing upon us with an ex-
pression of amused curiosity, I thought if he
was not a good man he was at least a very de-
termined one.

True, he was of lesser size than the superb
footmen who surrounded us, yet he was hand-
some and admirably formed withal. His ap-
pearance was not unkind, until he attempted
a smile; this then became the most fearful part
of him. His smile should perhaps be called a
grin, for as he discovered the even rows of
white teeth which contrasted noticeably with
his dark brown skin and regular features, one
could scarcely fail to note the look of con-
tempt mingled with a consciousness of power.

At any rate, I for one felt ill at ease, yet
this ' might have been accounted for by the
peculiar glitter of his black eyes, which seemed
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to pierce beyond the exterior.

His attire was simple yet rich. His short
blue jacket was girded at the waist by a belt
of cobra skins, inlaid with costly gems.

At his side he wore a short curved sword
whose jewelled hilt was partly covered by
his left hand. His right arm was free and
unadorned save with a bracelet of gold. His
neck was encircled with a unique chain of gold
so wrought as to represent a serpent. From
this hung a large diamond, which danced and
sparkled on the blue background like a ball
of fire, as it concentrated and dispersed the
vivid rays of the afternoon sun.

A hasty glance at his uncovered head
showed that he was past the prime of life and
more to my confusion his eyes were directly
upon me. '

As I attempted to lower my gaze the great
pendant jewel attracted my attention. In
fact, it held me spellbound. Though I could
still feel his penetrating gaze, I was powerless
to look either above or below.

Thus I stood gazing abstractedly at the
flashing gem, which seemed to grow larger .
and larger and, if possible, more brilliant.
Finally it assumed for me the form of a huge
eye, so large indeed that I could see my own
image or reflection therein. It appeared as
real to me as if gazing into the depths of a
placid pool.

Strange to note, although the face was with-
out doubt my own, the costume worn was
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identical with that of the Maharaja.

During this state of fascination my sur-
roundings appeared dim and uncertain as if
in a dream. I was conscious of moving fig-
ures about me and heard the hum of voices as
if from afar.

How long I remained thus, or what oc-
curred during this strange trance, I may never
know, as when consciousness returned I was
lying on my cot in the plainly furnished cell
at the monastery. Old Gobab was at my side,
yet save a pained and troubled expression
which clouded his features, no explanation was
given me. In fact, his few solicitous queries
concerning my condition, gave me the impres-
sion that he did not desire to discuss the
episode.
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CHAPTER II1

Three months had now passed since the
events above narrated. What change had
come over me? Had I suddenly become
stupid, or was my reason impaired? Such
queries flitted almost continuously through my
mind. From a youth who had been consid-
ered at least fairly bright, I had now changed
into a gloomy day-dreaming young man.

If my old preceptor or any of the brother
monks noticed it, they evidently did not desire
to speak on the subject. Gobab now left me
abruptly after reading the daily lesson with
the commentaries. Whereas, previously our
greatest mutual pleasure followed the pre-
scribed lesson, as nothing gave me greater
satisfaction than his personal narratives of the
revered Caky-Mouni and his twenty incarna-
tions, to which I listened with rapt attention.
All was now changed. When the manuscripts
were laid aside he would at once bid me fare-
well with a strange look of indecision, doubt,
fear or pity in his kindly eyes.

More than once in passing his cell I saw
him glance up from his slowly revolving pray-
er wheel as if he wished to speak with me upon
some weighty matter, the nature of which I
could not even guess. A moment later he
would relapse into his meditations as I con-
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tinued on my way. We no longer took our
accustomed strolls through the lovely vale of

. Kashmir, nor did we again bathe together in
the refreshing waters of the Jhelum.

With the loss of this old man’s companion-
ship and perhaps confidence, time passed
drearily within those gray walls. Quiet days
passed into the still more silent nights, and
the nights in their turn gave place again to
uneventful days.

In my dreamy trance-like state perhaps it
made but little difference whether the sun
reigned in the heavens, or whether the moon
was pouring upon the earth her reflected light.
The present was fast becoming as much of a
blank to me as the past had ever been. As a
matter of fact I knew nothing of my past and
did not imagine it a very eventful one. From
my earliest childhood I remembered no other
home than the monastery, and had known no
other friend than Gobab, who had treated me
as a father, while the other monks of the insti-
tution had given me but slight notice.

What this old man then, father, monk or
teacher, knew concerning my origin, could
only be surmised. To me he had never men-
tioned the past nor the future more than to
inform me that at some time I would become
a monk. Whether of the red or yellow class
would depend upon my inclination and tem-
perament. The former are allowed to take
wives, while the latter must assume vows of
celibacy.
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Of one thing I was certain: my family
must have been a good one, for I was permitted
to wear upon my brow the painted emblem,
which proclaimed me a Brahmin of the highest
caste. This was confirmed also by the ribbon
about my neck. From a remark carelessly
dropped by Gobab, I felt sure that a sum of
money came at intérvals from some unknown
source. Further than that, I knew not, cared
not.

One year had passed since meeting the Ma-
haraja on the banks of the Jhelum. It was
the exact anniversary of the uncertain and, to
me, unsatisfactory event. For some strange
and unknown reason it had proved the turning
point of my life. Since that time in a listless,
dreamy condition, the diamond worn by the
monarch had danced almost continually before
my eyes and, on account of this hallucination,
it had been impossible for me to become in-
terested in anything else. There were also
strange sounds ringing in my ears. Whether
assisting in the usual chants to Brahma, or
singing the sacred songs to Ohm, diabolical
shouts and laughter would shock my nervous
organism. When in the midst of the ceremonial
rites, behind the High Priest, I would some-
times see a horrid, grinning face, whose dis-
torted visage always bore a striking resem-
blance to the Maharaja of Kashmir. At times
the great sparkling diamond, which had so
strangely fascinated me, would be seen dan- -
gling from the breast of the apparition. At
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other times this same phantom would appear
with one eye only, the socket of the other being
filled with the glittering gem. I often won-
dered if these peculiar sights and sounds were
detected by eyes and ears other than my own,
but I dared not ask.

Thus the time had slowly moved on—days,
weeks and months—and the setting sun on this
particular day would exactly complete the year
which had wrought so great a change in my
life. Silence reigned over the old monas-
tery. It was near the hour of midnight. The
monks had long since retired to their cells. The
historic gray walls of the old building were now
surrounded by darkness, now and then pene-
trated by the pale rays of the moon, that peered
out ever and anon through mourtains of somber
clouds. The Ouri monastery was at this time a
very old building, according to the records it
had stood for some centuries. In harmony
with the prevailing customs, its site was high
upon the mountainside, almost at the extreme
summit, so as to place both the Neophytes and
Initiates in a region of purest atmospheric con-
ditions, far above the disturbed vibrations con-
tinually emanating from humanity. The moun-
tain peak upon which it was thus located
formed part of the range that enclosed the
beautiful valley of Kashmir. The side of the
mountain which sloped toward the valley was
thickly covered with trees and foliage; the
opposite side was, however, totally barren of
any vegetation. Along the rugged road which
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formed the highway up the mountainside and
past the monastery, could be occasionally seen
a vehicle slowly climbing the tortuous path,
or one or more pedestrians with their earthly
possessions swung across their backs, labori-
ously climbing by aid of their long sticks. F'rrom
the monastery the road took its course in zig-
zag fashion down the step incline toward the
village of Horis, which was plainly visible,
though a dozen miles distant.

Horis was but a small hamlet, containing
about four hundred souls, composed princi-
pally of guides, inn-keepers, servants and their.
families. The inhabitants waited in compara-
tive idleness the greater part of the year that
they might reap a golden harvest in the pil-
grim season. When accommodations could no
longer be had in the village, the travellers
sought shelter at the monastery. The doors of
this gloomy building, which was a prison to
me, were always opened to any weary pilgrim
or belated traveller who might apply.

As before stated, it was past midnight and
all were asleep. Did I say all? All perhaps,
but one. I had prepared to retire more than
once, but as many times refrained. For some
unaccountable reason I felt restless, apprehen-
sive and I might say fearful; yet fearful of
what? That question I was powerless to
answer.

As a solace to my mind, I took from the
shelf against the wall, one volume after an-
other. First, I tried to decipher some prob-
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lems from the Chastras. Failing in this I tried
to become interested in .the Pouranas which
treat of law, theology, medicine, of the crea-
tion and destruction of the world and other
equally profound and abstruse subjects, but
all to no purpose. When in disgust I had
replaced the last of them, an unearthly yell or
mocking laugh of derision rang in my ears.
Such phenomena had long since ceased to sur-
prise me, and at this particular time I actually
felt defiant.

In this decidedly unpleasant frame of mind,
I turned from the book shelf with the intention
of resuming my seat at the small wooden table
which stood in the center of my room. Then,
horror! I found myself confronted by a most
realistic apparition or reflection of my own
self, seated in the chair I was about to occupy.
At any other time such an apparition would
have startled me beyond measure. Now, with
the shrieking semblance of laughter from the
invisible plane still ringing in my ears, I found
strength born of impotent anger to defy even
Siva, the great destroyer himself.

The mild expression of the visitor’s face,
however, when turned fully upon me, indi-
cated clearly that he was not a destroyer; but
on the contrary, a messenger of good tidings.
Though sufficiently familiar with my own ap-
pearance to recognize in this strange being a
double, yet I felt certain that my features had,
never shown such an illumination as I saw in
the one before me.
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Thick, massive, dark curls fell about his well
shaped shoulders and formed an appropriate
setting for the thoughtful young face, with a
forehead of such size as to become the notice-
able feature. The large, expressive, dark-
brown eyes, small mouth and full lips, with
the dark-brown complexion of the Brahman,
presented a somewhat flattering likeness of
myself. It may be further added that the ex-
alted expression of the face was not mine;
from it beamed a blissful, contented and happy
light, rarely seen upon this earth.

As I gazed wonderingly into those large
liquid eyes, a smile lit up the features of this
being beyond the power of words to portray.
At the same time he held out his hand in silent
assurance to me. Seizing it with confidence, I
felt a powerful magnetic current flowing up
my arm, and from thence it pervaded my
whole system, as it flowed up one side of my
spinal column to the brain, then downward
on the other side to the Lotus of the Kunda-
lini. The most delightful thrill I had ever
known permeated my whole frame. I felt re-
vivified, exhilerated; in short, I was perfectly
happy. Wohile I was lost in this state of bliss,
he began the inspiring chant of the Upani-
shad, in a low, musical voice which held me
spellbound. The words, as I recall them, are:

“Ohm, to Brahm that is ‘All hail’
Ohm!, may Brahman of the Sacred Teachings,
All in All, perfect my members—
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Speech, Life, Sight, Hearing, Strength,

As well as all my powers.
May I not be cut off from Brahman;

Brahman not cut off from me;
May there be no cutting, for me no cutting off.
Let all the virtues in the Sacred Lore repose in me,
Who find my sole delight in that self;

May they in me repose.

Om! Peace, Peace, Harih Om!”

As this bright being sang, an ecstacy took
possession of me, so that when the last of the
hymn was reached my voice had uncon-
sciously blended with his own. As the last
sounds died away, he arose and motioned me
to the seat which was, by the way, the only
stool in the room. I attempted to remonstrate
but he placed his fingers to his lips to enjoin
silence, and again motioned me to the seat,
which I reluctantly accepted. He then folded
his arms upon his chest and regarded me with
a look of ineffable kindness and love. He re-
mained thus a few seconds, but in my state of
suspense I thought it much longer. Finally,
in the same low, musical voice, he said:

“Brother, as you possess not the knowledge
which would have enabled you to come to me,
I have now come to you.”

I essayed to speak and ask him who he was
and why he had favored me with such a visit.
Though my lips moved no words came forth.
However, he must have read my thoughts, as
he answered:

“I am your higher self, and have come to
tell you that which you should know. Know
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then that you must choose this night, whether
you will be a king, ruler of men, or a priest,
servant of Brahma.”

“I do not know if I entirely comprehend
your meaning,” I ventured hesitatingly. “To
begin with perhaps I do not know just what
is meant by the higher self.”

“Ah,” said he, “that is as I supposed. Man
is and ever will be in his infancy concerning
things of most import. It is for that reason
the great Self incarnates from time to time
during the ages of the earth. It is through
the great Budhas or teachers that the wise
Creator propagates truth throughout the
world. _

“Man is composed of soul, spirit and mat-
ter. Every thing animate and inanimate has
a spirit, but man alone of all the corporeal
creatures has a soul. That which you now see
before you, my brother, is your own soul,
clothed in the shell of your astral body. Since
the time you beheld the sparkling gem upon
the breast of the Maharaja you have existed
apart from your own soul. You were at that
time entranced, or in other words, became so
negative that the adhesive power of your con-
stitution was overcome by the force of spirit
attraction, which is ever struggling between
the world of causes and the world of effects.”

“Kind friend,” I said, “may I again expose
my ignorance by admitting I do not know
what is meant by the World of causes and the

World of Effects?”’
' 21
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“The World of Effects,” he replied, with a
look of kindness akin to pity, “is the material
world with which you are most familiar. In
the material world you observe constant
changes. There is ever growth and decay,
the masculine and feminine, the positive and
negative, the organic and inorganic. The
differences between the latter are not near so
complicated as many suppose. The difference
consists solely in what is called vitality, which
is simply the power to retain heat indefinitely,
saturated with light. The World of Effects
is also justly called the great illusion. As no
material thing is lasting, it cannot therefore
be real. Change is the continual cry of earth,
nothing ever remains the same for one
minute.”

As I stood regarding him perplexedly, he
continued:

“You would now ask concerning the great
World of Causes, all the truths of which you
are not at present to receive. Yet I may say
that in the World of Causes there is also an
endless chain of transformations as in the
world of effects. Castes are also observed in
the spiritual sphere of which there are seven
grand divisions. Here let me impress upon
you the importance of the number seven, as
success will in a measure depend upon your
familiarity with the properties of this sacred
number. Especially will you realize the eso-
teric' value of numbers in the studies you may
assume later. Know also, that there i1s one
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unity principle which operates in all spheres.”

“Pardon me one moment,” said I, at this
point.

“Speak without fear, brother,” said he, “for
he who asks questions and he who answers
them are one.”

“You have said that seven is the number of
power; at the same time you tell me that the
unity principle operates in all spheres.”

“True,” he replied, in the soft melodious
voice which gave confidence and again re-
stored my equilibrium. “It is true that man
has seven principles; the earth has seven ages;
the solar universe contains seven planets, there
are seven holes in the head and seven colors.
The number seven consists of two trinities,
with the unit for a pivot or equalizing prin-
ciple. As my visit to you this evening is in
part for your enlightenment, I will begin by
instructing you in esoteric addition, so that
you may better comprehend the qualities of
the number seven. When we begin at the unit
—1, 2, 8, 4, 5, 6, 7—and add together the
figures, we have twenty-eight as the sum. If
we continue, and add together the 2 and 8,
we have 10—the unit in a different octave;
dropping the cipher, we have 1, and thus the
added powers of seven give unity. The pro-
cess of reducing any given figure thus is called
esoteric addition, which you will do well to
remember, as from the ultimate atom to the
Central Sun of the universe, nothing is the
result of chance. Kverything vibrates accord-
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ing to the exact law of numbers.”

“How intensely .interesting,” I exclaimed
with some excitement; then as a thought
passed through my mind I became once more
sad and asked:

“Since the time of my entrancement, dear
master, I have heard strange shouts in my
ear, and have seen at times peculiar forms.
Would you kindly explain their cause and
origin?”’ |

“By the superior knowledge of a wise and
provident Creator, the physical eyes of man
do not permit him to see the myriad forms of
spirit life with which he is at all times sur-
rounded. Spiritual forms vibrate to a higher
rythm than can be sensed by the material eyes
of man in his normal state. Yet such forms
and sounds are not imaginary as the unini-
tiated would have us believe. It is only neces-
sary that the individual should slightly tran-
scend the ordinary, to see and hear either the
beauties or horrors of the astral plane. Al-
though men generally believe they are créa-
tures of absolute free will, such is not alto-
gether the case. It is true that the once-born
have not as yet evolved to the state of per-
ception. They attribute their misfortunes to
chance, without comprehending that each act
of life must and does bring its own reward
or punishment. But woe to the twice-born
or individual of higher attainment if knowing-
ly he violates certain laws. His punishment
is not always deferred until that change called
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death. He may be, and often is, tormented
during life by dread denizens of the astral
plane. Such a state is known as obsession.
Man must not attempt that which Brahma
himself avoids; that is interference with the
soul or inner mind of a human being. En-
trancement without preparation is always dan-
gerous and whether by chance or design,
brings dire results. That was, in fact, the
cause of our disorganization, and left you a
tempting prey to malicious spirits and unseen
demons.”

“Yet, my brother,” said he, with sudden
seriousness, “as I may not converse with you
too long, perhaps it were better to discuss
those matters upon which our future depends.”

My visitor then paused for a moment and
cast his gaze upward. His lips moved as if
uttering a prayer, or conversing with some
invisible being. Continuing he said in a clear
voice:

“Fifteen years ago grief and lamentation
filled the vale of Kashmir. Both old and
young were ruthlessly stricken down by that
invisible monster, the oriental plague, which
is even now following its cruel destiny in the
land of Cathay. Among the first to fall was
Rundjid Sing, followed shortly by his be-
loved wife. Their bright orphan child, the
prince, was left in the care of the deceased
king’s only brother, Rama Sing. The sur-
viving brother promised faithfully to love and
care for the child as his own. With sacred
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vows of fidelity and protestations of love, he
also agreed to hold the throne in trust for the
prince until he reached the proper age.

“Rama, the regent, whose grief seemed deep
and sincere, retired within the beautiful palace
of black marble, for the exclusion of his grief
and to devote himself to the memorial services
of his departed kinsman, the deceased Maha-
raja.

“Today this usurper holds the confidence
of the common people, yet there are those
nearer to him who have become cognizant of
his crafty and cruel nature.

“And tonight as this false Maharaja sits
upon the throne, he is to all intents a murderer
and perjurer, a slayer of the infant kinsman -
he had sworn to protect. When the designing
regent conceived the dark tragical scheme to
remove from his path the innocent child that
alone stood between himself and the throne,
he took to his side and admitted to his con-
fidence one person only, the old royal phy-
sician, who had in fact assisted at the partu-
rition of both the victim and destroyer. When
informed of the regent’s intentions he was
sorely shocked and horrified as such a brutal
and cold-blooded purpose could not be miti-
gated by soft words and elegant phrases.

“Yet the old physician did not betray his
wounded feelings by either word or expression.
With grave brow, his cautious reply was:
‘Thy will, O Great Maharaja, is the will of
Brahma, so it shall ever please thy humble
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servant to do thy bidding most faithfully.’

“Saying which, he begged leave to retire to
his private apartments. As he entered his
gorgeously appointed rooms, furnished with
all the elegance that wealth and a refined mind
could suggest, he paused a moment in deep
meditation. A wave of anguish swept over
his features and a mist gathered in his eyes.

“Then a halo of light seemed to play, for
an instant, around his venerable brow; the air
moved as though disturbed by an invisible
presence, and shook an embroidered hanging
at the further end of the apartment. He
smiled, nodded his head, and, approaching the
still swaying silk, he drew it aside. Now was
disclosed a being of frightful mien, who with
upraised sword of glistening steel, seemed to
start half through the gilded wall, as if ready
to destroy the rash being who should unveil
him.

“Drawing the hanging behind him, the ven-
erable physician reached his left hand upwards
and grasped the fist closed fast around the hilt
of steel; then, with his right hand, he pressed
upon a little sash ornament over the left breast
of the menacing figure. The image here
moved noiselessly backward and aside, its
body straightened and its sword came to a
salute. ‘Ah, my sentinel,” murmured the royal
physician, ‘How well you have guarded my
secret place all these years; would that I
could be as calm and unfeeling as you when
I am as terrible’ Releasing his hold on the
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figure, it again assumed its menacing attitude
and moved swiftly around to its former place.

“Stepping from a niche into which he had
retreated on releasing the guarding image, a
flight of narrow stairs presented themselves,
down which he passed. Opening a massive
door by means of a hidden spring he entered
his secret laboratory. This retreat appeared
to be cut out of the living rock in which the
famous black palace had been built. Abso-
lute quiet reigned here supreme. Its ample
dimensions were lit up by a swinging globe,
whose oil of gold gave forth a perpetual
radiance, the glory of which disclosed such
a multitude of those wonderful treasures of
the secret sciences as would have delighted
the heart of the most exacting alchemist.
Walking slowly over to a row of shelves he
selected a small black ebony box.

“This he carefully carried to a stool, a small
key was brought forth from the seclusion of
his robe with which he soon opened it. With-
in could be seen half dozen small and pe-
culiarly carved horns. Scrutinizing them
closely he found the one he sought and lifted
it from its resting place. As he did so the
suspended light of the laboratory grew dim.
The flood of soft golden light that filled the
spacious apartment changed to a sickly red.
At the same instant a cloud or shadow ap-
peared upon the face of a large mirror before
him. The shadow assumed the form of two
figures, one bending over the other. The one
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above was that of the MaharaJa, the other was
his own.

“ “The omen,” he muttered, ‘I must initiate
my successor.” Again the golden globe shone
with its former radiance, as the old mystic
quickly relocked the ebony box, replaced it,
and while restoring the key to its hiding place
together with the fantastic horn, he quickly
hastened away.

“A few days later it was whispered around
that the infant heir to the throne had been
seized with the plague. The child was iso-
lated in the same old wing of .the palace that
had witnessed the passing of its parents. No
one was permitted to visit him save the trusted
old physician, Pondichery, and a number of
nurses and attendants. Finally the sad news
was proclaimed that young Keshavah was no
more.

“So dreadful was the ravage of the plague,
however, that the populace gave but little at-
tention to the event, which under less distress-
ing circumstances would have called forth
widespread grief and sympathy.

“The perfidious regent appeared almost
overcome by his assumed grief, and after
ostentatious funeral ceremonies had been held
over the young heir, Rama Sing was pro-
claimed Maharaja of all Kashmir, and the
royal child was soon forgotten.

“The night following the funeral services
of little Keshavah was dark and dismal, and
but few lights shone in the stricken city. As
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midnight approached even these began to
vanish, one by one, until the city was lost in
almost total darkness. .

- “Up the winding road that led to the royal
sepulchre on the mountain side, Pondichery,
the old court physician, might have been seen
slowly ascending, bearing upon his shoulders
a small white bundle, which contained the
body of a child.

“The solitary guard walked to and fro in
front of the royal sepulchre, casting now and
~ then a glance of fear and impatience down
the tortuous road.

“In due time the old man reached the house
of silence, there a few words passed between
himself and the lonely guard; an exchange of
the small bodies was then made, at the same
time a well filled purse of gold found its way
into the hands of the watchman and the work
was finished. On his return down the path
the old physician still bore upon his shoulders
a white bundle, but it now contained life in-
stead of death.

“When he reached the wide dusty road at
the foot of the mountain, he found Gobab
awaiting him, with a cabriolet. The bundle
with its precious contents was placed across
their knees and a few seconds later they were
speeding away to the Ouri Monastery.”

“What, to the Ouri Monastery,” I ex-
claimed, as I perceived the overwhelming sig-
nificance of his words.

“Yes,” said my higher self, “to this place,
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and as you have already comprehended the
truth, I will confirm your belief that the
bundle contained the infant Maharaja—your-
self.”

On the way here, Pondichery and the monk
exchanged but few words, Gobab contenting
himself with asking:

“How did you arrange with the guard?”

“His aunc color caused the mystlc pentacle
to vibrate,” Pondichery rephed ‘a few gold
pieces sufficed.”

“Have no fear for his silence as he would
not live even a day if the Maharaja had the
slightest suspicion of the truth.”

“What is the mystic pentacle?’ I asked,
“and how did Pondichery use it?”

“The mystic pentacle,” he replied with pa-
tience, “is one of the four great emblems of
the most secret book of divine wisdom among
the Magi or wise men of Egypt. The other
three symbols are a cup, the Magi’s wand and
a sword. The use of these emblems is de-
termining the starry spaces, in measuring the
interstellar depths and distances, in navigating
the deep to unknown shores, in evoking and
commanding the elementals of earth, air, fire
and water, and in discovering the most secret
things of the triune worlds of Divinity, Man
and Nature, is the reward of the Magi initiate.
You have but to choose to obtain this sacred
wisdom.”

“Under pretense of carrying out the mur-
derous design of the scheming regent, Pondi-
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chery administered to the child one of his
secret potions. This potent draught induced
a state so nearly resembling death that the
heartless usurper was easily deceived, and
even the old physician feared that he might
have administered a drop too much. After
making arrangements with his old friend,
Gobab, to receive and care for the young
Maharaja, he substituted the body of a poor
child that had died that day and whose body
he secured for that purpose.
. “Arriving at the monastery, Pondichery, in
the seclusion of Gobab’s cell, quickly restored
-the child to normal life. This accomplished
his face lost its look of haggard anxiety. Then
kneeling by the side of the infant prince, he
gave thanks to Om that he had been able to
protect and preserve his ‘sacred trust’ A
short time afterward, the great, good and
learned Pondichery was secretly executed, or
murdered rather, by order of the usurper, who
said to himself that ‘dead men tell no tales.’
“It was during a dreadful storm that Rama
Sing sent for the court physician to come be-
fore him in his private audience room. As he
bowed before the regent, he fell dead from one
swift and treacherous blow from behind. Thus
was the dread omen of the laboratory fulfilled.
According to the law of compensation which
sometimes acts quickly, the concealed assassin
did not escape. As the regent looked down
at the lifeless body of his victim, a fearful
flash of blue light pervaded the apartment.
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The swordsman fell dead beneath its stroke.
With a cry of mortal fear the regent fell
across the bleeding body and the sword of the
executioner.

“Again the blue lightning flashed, and in-
delibly imprinted on the flesh of the regent a
vivid picture of the sword and the wound it
had made. The sight of this, which he care-
fully conceals, has ever filled his heart with
fear, and the wiley ruler would give half his
wealth to be rid of it.

“Before his tragic end, Pondichery, with
his usual forethought, had placed a sufficient
sum of money in the care of Gobab for the
education and proper maintenance of the royal
child. He charged the faithful monk not to
impart to the boy for some years any infor-
mation of his royal birth, and as a necessary
precaution, you were renamed Hari in place
of Keshavah.”

He again paused a moment and then con-
tinued:

“Now you know all. You are the rightful
ruler of Kashmir. Proofs are in possession of
Gobab and others, and a faithful following
will place you upon the throne. This will, of
course, give you earthly power. Yet, as I
said before, you are to choose this night
whether you will become a ruler of men or a
servant of Brahma. Tomorrow the ILamas
will arrive and you have already been decided
upon as the chela selected for initiation into
the Egyptian mysteries.”

88

Google



After giving out this unusual information,
which strange to say, neither startled nor sur-
prised me, my visitor stood silent and regarded
me with a look of mute appeal. I felt sure
that he wished me to spurn the kingly honors.

‘After reflecting a moment I asked:

“What benefits will one receive by initiation
into the Egyptian mysteries?”’

“He will learn hidden laws of nature. He
will learn how the worlds are constructed.
He will come to know the manifestations of
Universal life; of what man is composed,
whence he came, why he is here and whither
he goeth. One will learn to develop the soul
which will hasten the return to unity.”

“Cannot one learn to develop without so
much preliminary study?’

“One may walk around a building and
closely examine the materials, yet such an
inspection, alone, will give him no knowledge
of the general form of the structure. He
may on the other hand, view the structure
from some neighboring eminence, he will then
have an idea of its form, but no knowledge of
its materials. To know the secret of an atom
is to know the secret of the Creator. Hence
to become an initiate you must learn the hid-
den laws of life and creation. To attempt
use of the great forces of nature without
knowledge results only in destroying the ig-
norant operator.”

“One who enters the domain of occultism
must become either a Magus or Sorcerer. The
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former understands the forces evoked and
knows the results, while the latter is like a
child playing with fire.”

As my higher self continued to talk in a
low voice, with scarcely any change in his
position, I began to feel an indefinable sen-
sation creeping over me, and to feel a love
for this being which words were powerless to
express. I also became filled with an ab-
horence for the throne with its attendant
power and pleasures. Nor did I find in my
heart a desire for revenge. I experienced,
instead, a feeling of compassion and pity.

As T sat thus in silent reflection, my visitor
made a movement as if to depart, when I
impulsively rose to my feet and cried out in
a voice that sounded strange and husky:

“Stay, do not leave me.”

He smiled sweetly and sadly as he again
motioned me to my seat.

“Brother, it is not my desire to go hence
from you. I have longed for you every day,
every hour and each minute since our sepa-
ration.”

“Why, then, did you leave me?”’ I asked.

“Because as before stated you had not the
necessary power of cohesion. It is dangerous
for one to enter such a negative state without
the assistance of a strong guiding spirit. The
human body is but an incompatible compound,
held together by vitality. When this vitality
or life departs the physical body soon returns
to the elements from which it came. But this
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is not all; man consists of other principles,
among which will be found the spiritual, which
-is ever seeking separation from the physical.”

“Where then, O mysterious one, have you
been during these months of absence?”

“Ah,” said he, “the question was not un-
expected. Though separated from you in one
sense, I was and am still attached by the in-
visible silver thread.

“To begin with everything upon the earth
has a spirit. As there is an ascending scale
on the physical plane, so will the same be
found in the spiritual. Some make the error
of dividing things into animate and inanimate
forms of existence. The correct terms of
differentiation are organic and inorganic as
everything has life varying only in degree.

“As man consists of the most perfect phy-
sical form, so the perfect man has also a su-
perior spiritual essence.

“Thus it is possible for the developed man
to hold intercourse on the two planes. The
ordinary mortal develops the physical only,
he is therefore restricted to the physical plane
alone. Yet there are those who develop their
spiritual sense while yet in earth life and are
thus enabled to receive knowledge from the
Universal Spirit.

“Since our separation I have dwelt in com-
panionship with such developed mortals, and
their harmonious chain of vibration gave me
the strength to exist apart from you.”

“Tell me more of them, I pray,” said I,
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scarcely able to suppress my great interest,
for I had often meditated upon that part of
earth life of which we have so little knowledge.

“Before you can comprehend much con-
cerning them, dear brother, you must know
more of yourself; you will then realize the
One Great Self which embraces all. Though
we cannot go beyond that first inconceivable
beginning, we may study and comprehend the
immutable laws that follow its manifestations.

“In the study of occultism we' shall find
that a few general laws apply to a vast num-
ber of facts. Man works during the day and
rests at night. So after a vast period of
creative activity, the Universal Principle rests.
As all things are only visible by vibration,
when that thrill ceases the visible world again
merges into the great invisible matrix. Such
a period of inactivity is called the night of
Brahm. Then manifestation begins again.
The first motion is produced by the Unity
dividing itself and again seeking re-union.

“The first, or active Unity principle, is rep-
resented by the number One, and is called
Intelligence. The second principle, resulting
from this division, is passive, and may be rep-
resented by the number Two. It is known as
Matter.

“The action of these two principles, one
upon the other, gives birth to a third, and is
indicated by the number Three. This prin-
ciple is called Force. These form the sacred
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Trinity of the Infinite, and are further ex-
pressed as Brahma, Vishnu, and Siva.

“The Universe of mighty suns and planets,
stars and worlds, came forth from the womb
of this great Intelligent First Cause. As man
is but an infinitesimal miniature of the Great
Father, he is also a trinity.”

“Tell me more of these grand truths,” said
I, as he appeared about to cease.

“No one can learn much in a single life
time,” he gravely replied, “and few can learn
all the great lessons of self in many incarna-
tions.. In my present free and untrammeled
state I can look back over the vista of past
incarnations and recall the teachings of all
ages, yet I am no more than a neophyte. In
my present state, however, no earthly con-
siderations can compare with true wisdom. I
desire nothing so much as that light of truth
which will hasten my return to the Father.
When you and I are again re-united, the
lucidity of my vision, and my understanding
of right and wrong, will be entirely subservient
to your active mind. I shall be able to mani-
fest my desires and guide you through the
faculty known as your conscience.

“Yet, my dear brother, I look forward to
the time when we may again contemplate each
other. Such a time may come when you enter
the inner circle of light in the Brotherhood of
the Magi. The life of a true Magus is a
brilliant shining light for men. He reflects
the light of the Creator as the moon reflects
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the life-giving rays of the sun. The choice
now remains with you.”

I choose to become one of the Magi.

“Well said,” he exclaimed, with joyful
emotion. “You have chosen the reality in-
stead of the illusion. I am now with you to
part no more,” saying which he threw himself
into my arms. A feeling of inexpressible
happiness stole over me, my eyelids became
heavy as if under the influence of some power-
ful soporific, and I remembered no more as
I sank into a deep and peaceful sleep.
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CHAPTER III.

Early the next morning I was awakened by
the usual rap on my door. While resting one
elbow upon the small table beside me and
wonderingly rubbing my still drowsy eyes, I
tried to recall to my mind the peculiar occult
circumstances that had caused me to fall
asleep in this unusual attitude. As I me-
chanically extinguished the still burning
candle, the events of the previous night be-
gan to flit through my brain like the memory
of a realistic dream. Arising, a stiffness was
observed in my limbs. A few rapid strides
up and down the small room did much to
arouse me, and I began to feel a vigor of
body and clearness of mind to which I had
been a stranger for many months.

“Peace be with you, Hari, my boy; you are
looking well and I see for once that you have
arranged your room before breakfast,” said
Gobab, as he appeared at the door and cast a
glance of friendly greeting toward me and
another of surprise in the direction of my
undisturbed cot.

“You must remember that our most ex-
alted Dalai Lama arrives today,” continued
the corpulent little monk, as he rubbed his
hands slowly together and fastened his

~ thoughtful eyes upon the floor. He seemed
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about to say something more, but suddenly
turned and walked away down the corridor,
while my mind had been so active that I had
neglected to answer or make reply to his re-
marks, though I should have liked to have
heard more about the Lama’s visit. It was
the custom of the Dalai Lama to visit the
various monasteries of that region once in
every seven years. At such time he selected
seven of the promising chelas for transference
to other institutions. Such selection was the
reward of merit and, was highly prized by the
students. The chosen neophytes were then
assigned to one or other of the seven great
temples of the world.

As I pondered over the L.ama’s coming I
was happy and sad by turns. Later in the
day I found myself strolling toward the
mountain top. The morning sun charged my
whole being with magnetic energy, as I stood
upon an elevated knoll, by the side of the path
and gazed admiringly over the picturesque
valley below.

Its settings of wooded mountains and green
covered hills sloped gradually downward to
the junction of the Indus and the Jhelum,
whose foaming, rushing waters joined here
into a more dignified and placid stream which
flowed majestically southward to finally be-
come a part of the Arabian Sea.

The valley of Kashmir is about eighty miles
in length, dotted here and there along the
river as far as the eye can see with beautiful
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hamlets and villages. With the waters of the
Jhelum winding through its center like a huge
silver serpent, it formed without doubt a pic-
ture rarely seen and never to be forgotten.
As if to complete the natural beauty of the
panorama, scores of many colored boats and
floating houses, in which whole families re-
sided, lined the stream for miles. As I stood
thus silently enjoying the scene unrolled be-
fore me and taking deep breaths of the ex-
hilerating atmosphere, a light touch was felt
upon my shoulder. Turning I beheld the sad
kind face of Gobab. Without a word he
silently placed in my hand a sealed roll of
manuscript, saying, “Take this, my son and
master, for of right you are my master, though
the hand of fate made you my son for a time.
You will soon be called to the higher walks of
life and must leave your humble friend and
servant, who loves you as a father. I may
add that it will be best if you do not read
these documents until you have attained the
illumination.”

“Hari, my son,” he continued, as tears be-
gan to dim his aged eyes, “when you are far
away beyond those mountains I hope you
will think sometimes of your old servant and
friend Gobab. Send to me an occasional
thought of love and strength and I will be
happy.”

Although I had not before admitted it, even
to myself, this honest and faithful old monk,
who had been to me tutor, companion and
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father, held a strong place in my heart. As
I contemplated his genuine grief, it was hard
to restrain the tears that welled up to my own
eyes. Before I was scarcely aware of it I
had thrown my arms around him, saying:
“Dear Gobab, I shall never forget you. Al-
though I know not all that you have done for
me, enough is understood to make you my
best and dearest friend.”

“Say no more, Hari, I am happy. Your
nature is a peculiar one that shows neither
love nor hate, which is correct according to
the master. But your kind words have made
me happy in the midst of my loneliness.”

Thus happily understanding each other we
wandered for hours about the vale, conversing
as only dear friends can before a long and
uncertain separation. The old monk spoke
with less reserve than usual, though known to
all as a man of great learning. In regard to
the science of life, few, if any, had ever
guessed the profundity of his knowledge.

It was past midday when we turned our
steps toward the monastery.

As we descended the mountain, a glorious
scene met our eyes. The Lama with his re-
tinue was ascending. From the direction of
Horis the picturesque cavalcade came slowly
forward.

First came the foot soldiers armed with
bows and cross bows. Next came the horse-
men bearing glittering lances. Behind these
with dignified steps moved the procession of
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elephants. Of these huge creatures we could
count seven. With their rich trappings of
silver and gold, their gayly dressed attendants
and enclosed riders, they’ gave truly a regal
tone to the company. Behind these could be
seen quite a number of L.amas, some mounted
upon asses and others riding in cabriolets. In
the rear was a miscellaneous gathering of the
faithful, struggling along on foot.

For several months preparations had been
made for the reception of this lineal represen-
tative of the religious faith and aspirations of
the Buddhists. The Dalai L.ama was looked
upon as the regent of Brahma upon earth,
As the cortege of monks filed past, Gobab
and I joined their ranks. As the two pro-
cessions advanced to meet each other, an im-
pressive silence hovered over all. 'When with-
in speaking distance both the monks and the
hosts of the Dalai came to an abrupt halt.
The heralds of the Heaven born, blew three
loud blasts from their conch shells. As the
sounds died away, all fell upon their faces.
A few moments later a clear voice was heard
saying:

“Arise ye children of the true faith, the
heaven born commands.”

At the sound of this voice all arose. Then
a party of yellow robed priests mounted upon
asses, rode forward. As they neared the com-
mittee of welcome, one who appeared to be
the leader, raised both hands with the fingers
extended. He called aloud some words which

44

Google



were to me inaudible. These were fol-
lowed by a great shout from both parties.
The lines then parted, to make room for the
elephants and their riders. Without increas-
ing their speed these huge tabernacles of flesh
made their way through the long line of aes-
thetics. As they entered the enclosure of the
monastery they were followed by the remain-
der of the party, the monks bringing up in
the rear.

The next morning all monks and high dig-
nitaries of the monastery were gathered in the
chapel to welcome the leader of the faith.
When we were all seated in the spacious hall
redolent with incense, the visitors entered ac-
cording to their rank. Seven of the elderly
Lamas ascended the altar, where each took a
seat behind the candelabra. According to
custom the Dalai Lama came regularly once
in seven years to a number of monasteries in
the district and so great was the veneration
for his name that it was rarely mentioned
above a whisper. Wonderful stories were
sometimes related of the vast wealth stored
deep in the underground vaults of his palace
at L’ Hassa. Though the devotees could as
a reward of their pilgrimage see the golden
Buddhas, He alone could look upon the
famous “White Buddha”. His power was
unlimited and his decisions were final in all
matters pertaining to the sect whose temples
and monasteries extended over the whole
Oriental world. All were more or less reticent
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in giving his description or age, even the
devout disciples who had visited the Thibetan
shrine. Therefore I must admit a certain
curiosity to behold this revered personality.
As I examined closely the strangers, I thought
that one of the seven elders might be the
Great One, but was forced to await some sign
by which I might know him for certain. After -
services were opened in the usual manner, we
had a drill in intense corporeal and mental
concentrations. These were in turn followed
by the Mantrams.

After these, each of the seven visiting
Lamas spoke in turn, some with beautiful
delivery and all with marked earnestness on
monastic and religious subjects. As on other
important occasions, the whole concourse had
kept their seats without relaxation or refresh-
ment of any kind. Still no one had yet ap-
peared whom I could recognize as the Dalai
Lama. We had not long to wait, however,
for just as the lamps were lighted, and the
last of the elders had finished his discourse,
the massive panel slowly moved aside and
through the dimly lighted passage, a throne
on rollers was moved slowly forward. Seated
high among the cushions a young man could
be seen, calm and immovable, still retaining
the freshness of youth.

Foot Note—“The Dalai Lamas are never allowed to grow
old in office. After the age of twenty-eight the Lama selects
his successor. Thus this exalted position is always held by a
young man.”
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~ As the throne came under the candelabra
of the altar, the young man gravely bowed.
At the same instant, the Dalai I.ama was pro-
nounced aloud in a distinct voice. At the
sound of this name, venerated by all Bud-
dhists, the vast assemblage bowed as one man.
Silence reigned for some minutes, as the au-
dience remained prostrated, then a clea,r boy-
ish voice rang out:

“Greetings to all my faithful servants.”

As soon as all were again seated erect, he
pronounced a blessing which was followed by
the esoteric sign; his throne was then noise-
lessly withdrawn, the panel closed and the
first day’s meeting was at an end. Three
days later found me on my way to the home
of the Magi, in Egypt, the land of Mystic
Light.

Six years quickly passed, during which time
I worked hard in order to master the pre-
scribed studies before my initiation into the
Egyptian Mysteries. Although even more
secluded than when at the dear old Owuri
-monastery, time passed quickly. Under the
tutelage of the world-famed Pheros, in the
company of less than a dozen other neophytes,
my mind had already reached that degree of
unfoldment wherein I realized that a long life
was far too short for one who would delve
into the wisdom of infinity. In the great en-
closed gardens of the temple, myriads of
strange plants were cultivated, whose virtues
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were known to the advanced neophytes and
Hierophants.

As Pheros one day said:

“A life time might be easily spent in study-
ing the secret virtues of herbs and plants.
For instance you see there the Cadi plant with
the small yellow flowers, that is the basis for
the elixir of life. It contains large quantities
of lime and phosphorus; two substances which
play an important part in the economy of life.
This plant like all others has its spirit or active
principle, which by means of chemistry, can
be extracted and concentrated so that the
potency of that large plant may be contained
in a single drop of colorless fluid. On the
other hand, this thistle known as the Tama
may be said to furnish under similar treatment
an ‘elixir of death’.

“One drop introduced into the human body
would show no perceptible symptoms until
the evening of the third day, when the blood
in the body would begin to evaporate, the
tissues would begin to atrophy being con-
sumed by an invisible fire. The hair of the
vietim would turn white; wrinkles and fur-
rows come into existence, as if the young man
of twenty years were an octogenarian. In the
meantime, the sufferings of the victim would-
be indescribable. The large ungainly weed on
the other side furnishes a juice which produces
insanity. Thus you see dreadful poisons and
invaluable medicines grow side by side. Yet
wild animals in their native state never mis-
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take the harmful for the beneficial. Certain
unmistakable signs should also warn the stu-
dent of nature. The inner spirit is always -
manifested in the outward form. Though the
chicken had never seen the hawk, nor the
young gazelle had yet gazed upon the lion,
nevertheless each one knows his mortal foe.”

In the basement of the grand temple of
Edfou, where both my days and nights were
so interestingly spent, was the most perfectly
appointed alchemical laboratory in the known
world. “Chemistry is the science which de-
composes, while Alchemistry is the science
which recomposes.”
~ During the period of my studies, Thebes
was not only the beautiful Pearl of the upper
Nilus, but was also at that time the grandest
known repository of art and science. Sur-
rounded by a great white wall, penetrated by
numerous gates, over each of which the handi-
work of the sculptor could be seen in the
towering forms of immortalized heroes, the
charming city extended on both sides of the
river. From mountain to mountain and with
sufficient length from north to south to form
a square, Thebes at that time truly repre-
sented “The Lily of the Valley.”

On the eastern side of the Nilus, amid gor-
geous palaces and princely homes, towering
stately in their magnificence, stood the tem-
ples of Edfou and Medinet-Abou. To the
westward amid architecture scarcely less
grand, were the famous temples of Luxor
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and Carnac. Edfou and Medinet-Abou were
for the exclusive use of the Magi while those
on the western banks of the river belonged to
the pagans.

At last the day arrived for my initiation
into the first degree of the mysteries. Fol-
lowing behind our beloved instructor, Pheros,
and dressed in the plain white robes and pe-
culiarly constructed caps of the neophytes,
six in number, we stepped lightly into the
graceful river boat awaiting us at the foot of
the wide stone stairway that led from the
temple gate to the water’s edge. Mindful of
the wholesome advice of Pheros, each neo-
phyte felt himself imbued with sufficient cour-
age to meet with fortitude any unknown test
that might await us in the dread initiation of
Medinet-Abou. \

The sun was about to sink behind the dis-
tant mountain range, to the westward, as the
six powerful Nubians dipped their oars like a
single man in the placid waters of the Nilus.
As the Darbeeyah sped lightly over the dark
water, the black oarsmen burst forth in a rude
barbaric chant. This wild African melody,
with its sad refrain, seemed to soothe and calm
the suppressed excitement which filled my
breast. Never before had I realized so com-
pletely the natural harmony of the untrained
voice. As their song arose they warmed to
their work, until the muscular cords played
under their dark shining skins like entwined
serpents. On the raised deck at the stern sat

50

Google



a tall, morose Egyptian with his hand upon
the long pole rudder with which he guided the
boat through the maze of craft about us. As
we sat around in the open cabin all save one
held within his bosom a fluttering heart.
Pheros alone was devoid of excitement. Tall,
thin and angular, he towered  like a giant
above his students. With a small head, black
hair and eyes that glittered in marked con-
trast with his sallow complexion, he looked
more like a desert wanderer than the pro-
found genius he really was. Totally devoid
of beard, his face looked much like an aged
mummy. It was left for the eyes alone to
express the intelligence of that small but
powerful brain.

As our boat glided on its way, each mem-
ber of our party maintained an outward
serenity, being content to listen to the din
of the noises that rose at times above the
monotonous river song of our boatmen. Yet
I, for one, spent the time in a restless cate-
chism of myself.

When we had passed the crowded portion
of the river and found ourselves comparative-
ly alone, Pheros, whose keen eyes had been
moving swiftly from one to the other of us,
said abruptly:

“My dear boys, though I cannot go with
you in person through the trials which con-
front you, I hope that you will bear in mind
my parting advice and caution.
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“To Know, to Dare and to Keep Silent are
the watchwords of the Magi.”

At these last words he fastened his glitter-
ing black eyes upon us as if he would burn
these thoughts into our very souls. Con-
tinuing, he said:

“Where the profane are content to study
physics, the Magus proceeds into the realm of
Natural Magic and metaphysics. The former
ends in chemistry, while you progress through
alchemy and Hermetic philosophy. The unini-
tiated study natural history only, whereas you
investigate still further into living Nature and
her higher principles. The profane may learn
physiology, but you soar into the realms of
Psychurgy and Theurgy. Where one is con-
tent with the shadow, the other demands the
reality. |

“When the creative energy became active,
ample provision was made for all the lives
which were to be evolved. Those creatures
who subsisted upon vegetables, found not only
an abundance, but a profusion amid the fauna
- upon which they were to feed.

“The carnivori were born in a land where
prey was obtained on every side.

“The Creative force throws out intelligent
energy which nourishes and at the same time
controls the movements of all created bodies.

“Man alone, of all created creatures, has been
entrusted with free will and liberty of action
at all times. With this also came a respon-
sibility; man must bear the results of his
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intiative efforts, whether good or bad, wise or
foolish, he is doomed to experience either hap-
piness or pain. This is the eternal law of
compensation. Many realize that physical ef-
fort may be made according to their will and
desire, yet few know the higher truth and
greater possibility of the power of mind.

“When man sends out an earnest concen-
trated thought, which he is able to hold by
power of the will, both forces and particles
of the universal plastic material conform to
his plans and provide the means of attainment.

“Therefore our faith, based upon knowledge
of the material, magnetic and mental planes,
is far in advance of all cults which expects
personal help from the Being who exists in
his grandeur and glory, yet controls all by
eternal laws.

“It is for us to keep our bodies and especially
our nerve centers charged with the energy of
light, so that our thoughts shall become actual
servants in bringing to us what we require.
Bear also in mind, that what we need was
already ours since the wheels of creation began
to move.

“Intelligent effort alone is necessary to at-
tain it. Furthermore, we know the secret by
which we can send thoughts of chastisement..
But this is a matter in which absolute justice
must determine whether we will or not. By
permission of the Creator, man is great but
the profane know not their greatness. In the
temple greater mysteries will be unfolded.
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“With souls filled with faith, hope and cour-
age, you will be honored, and I will be made
supremely happy. Nothing will give me more
pleasure than to salute you as brothers Pasto-
phoris (First degree).” '

As each neophyte bowed a mute reply of
thanks, our boat swept with a graceful curve

into the canal leading to the temple of
Medinet- Abou.

On each side of the canal the wide prom-
enades were filled with a vast concourse of
people who walked to and fro, gravely discuss-
ing the temple discourse which they had at-
tended. Richly dressed men and women min-
gled with plainly clad sages, formed a throng:
that extended back within the temple gates.

With our preceptor in the lead, we left the
boat and ascended one of the numerous stair-
ways which lead from the water to the prom-
enade. Here we continued onward until we
reached the imposing gateway of Medinet-
Abou. The temple was constructed in the
form of an immense oblong. Extending
around it so as to form a square was a stone
wall about twenty cubits in height. On each
side of the main gateway stood two tall pillars
of pyramidal form. Entering we found our-
selves in a spacious paved avenue about sixty
cubits in breadth by two hundred in length.

“This is the sacred Dromos of Anubis,” re-

Foot Note—The ceremonies during the day were public, but
the night services were reserved exclusively for Initiates.
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marked Pheros. Through the whole length
of the dromos and on each side of it, sphinxes
were placed, facing each other, at a distance of
six cubits apart. As we continued along
the avenue of the Sphinxes, our master, who
rarely omitted an opportunity of 1mpart1ng
knowledge to his pupils, stopped abruptly in
front of one of them and with a wave of his
hand, said in his rather discordant voice:

“Observe that this mystic emblem, the
Sphinx, combines the characteristics of an an-
gel, an eagle, a lion and a bull. It has the
claws of a lion, the flanks of a bull, the wings
of an eagle and the head and breast of a
woman. The head is to Know, the claws are
to Dare, the flanks to Desire and the wings to
Keep Silent. The symbol of the unity is ex-
pressed by the combination of all these strange
forms in one. Truth is indicated by the head
or knowledge, being placed above the lower
elements. The symbol of the Absolute is
shown by the mystic quartenary.”

After leaving the avenue of Sphinxes we
passed through three propylae, when the gran-
deur of the temple proper, burst upon us.
On each side of the great doorway were two
tall, artistically carved pillars, extending the
full height of the structure. As we stepped
on a huge marble slab, the ponderous doors
swung slowly open. = Proceeding we passed
through a vestibule with six richly carved
pillars on each side. With Pheros still as our
guide, we silently entered a large rotunda,
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filled with priests and other high functionaries,
who were divided into groups, conversing in
low but earnest tones. An officer who was
apparently expecting us, moved quickly over
to the side of Pheros and after a short whis-
pered consultation, made a sign for me to
follow him. I glanced hurriedly toward my
preceptor who with a look of assurance ad-
vanced and gave my hand a farewell pressure.
Then with a low muttered farewell, I set forth
upon my trying mission.

Following my new conductor up many
flights of stone stairs, we finally arrived in
front of a closed door, on the upper floor of
the temple. After a few peculiar raps, the
door silently swung open and we were ad-
mitted.

The scene which now greeted my eyes was
a strange one indeed. A continuous divan
extended completely around the spacious
room, which occupied the entire upper floor of
the temple. The walls were covered with
huge slabs of onyx, against which leaned hun-
dreds of the Magi in their white robes, and
many colored faces. Although the eyes of all
were fastened upon me, I could not refrain
from noticing the unusual arrangements for
lighting.

In the center of the ceiling was set a large
reflector which seemed to concentrate and then
disperse the rays of the sun. Aside from this
they availed themselves of a luminous stone
brought, as I afterward learned, from Ethi-
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opia. Extending the full length of the room,
on both sides, were a number of sandstone
pillars. Around the walls, graven on the
onyx slabs, could be seen numerous astrologi-
cal emblems traced in gold and silver. At
the eastern end of the hall was a most realistic
representation of the sun, wrought in gold.
In the center of this gorgeous emblem was a
circular light of such power and brilliancy the
eye was almost blinded in its contemplation.
Directly in front of this stood two prisms so
arranged as to send a flood of many colored
lights over the room.

The brilliant rainbow effects were not only
grand but awe inspiring, and filled me with a
holy respect for these men of wisdom and a
thirst for knowledge of the great divine prin-
ciples so beautifully symbolized. At an altar,
a short distance from the white light, was
seated one whom I easily recognized as the
Grand Magus. Similar altars were also placed
on the south side of the hall. Through the
center of this great room, during an impressive
silence, I was led to the officer of the south
who recorded my name, age, experience and
other personal matters on a sheet of papyrus.
He questioned me as to whether or not I had
any friend or acquaintance in the order who
would be willing to act as my sponsor or God-
Father. My answer was in the negative,
whereupon he began to scan a list of names
before him. While he was engaged, I was led
off to the Grand Magus. This old man who
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occupied the pinnacle of attainment, had a
kind and expressive face, which by its youth
and glow of health, seemed to contradict the
profusion of gray hair and beard with which
he was favored. As I stood before him with
my conductor immediately in the rear, he
scarcely seemed aware of my presence. He
raised his eyes slowly from some rolls of
papyrus before him and gazed over the audi-
ence.

'A moment later the officer of the south
arose and read aloud the data given him, place
of birth, age, time spent in the monastery, the
number of years spent under the tutelage of
Pheros, ete.  'While this information was be-
ing given to the brotherhood, my eyes wan-
dered aimlessly about the room. What did I
see? A Being far surpassing in beauty the
most extravagant dream. Motionless she sat
as one entranced to the left and a little behind
the Grand Magus. To me she appeared more
like an angel than a creature of earth. Her
features were as finely chiseled and as perfect
as the most artistic representation of the god-
dess of beauty. As she sat with her head
slightly inclined a great mass of golden hair
partially obscured the alabaster whiteness of
her neck and arms as it fell about her ex-
quisitely moulded shoulders. Altogether she
made a picture of such fascinating loveliness,
I can never hope to describe it.

Instead of being slight and fragile, like the
few women I had seen in my own country, she
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was of medium proportions, yet perfectly
formed.

As I gazed upon her, enraptured and lost
in admiration, she slowly raised her large
brown eyes and looked curiously at me for a
moment, then assuming her former abstracted
pose, appeared again to resume a train of
thought, which bore her far away from her
mystical surroundings.

During the moment that this transcendental
beauty turned upon me her great expressive
eyes, half hidden by their marvelous drooping
lashes, I felt as though I had been electrified.
Though I turned my eyes in every direction,
save toward her, I found it impossible to
banish the dream of loveliness now imprinted
upon my whirling brain.

With the desperation of despair I looked
full into the eyes of the old Magus, who was
still listening to the details of my past. How-
ever, her large, lustrous eyes and face of clas-
~ sical beauty could not so readily be banished

from my young and impressionable mind.
Though I dared not look toward her again,
now and then I felt a peculiar tremor that
made me aware of her gaze. In the meantime
the Grand Magus fastened his bright thought-
ful eyes upon me, looking steadlly as if read-
ing my past, present and future. Presently a
dignified Magus came forward, and without
noticing me, bowed low before the old man,
saying: “Most revered Master, your servant
Moeris, who was to be the sponsor of the
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neophyte, has been hastily called to Helio-
polis.” “Other arrangements must then be
made,” replied the old man. With another
low bow the brother retired.

The Grand Magus then straightened him-
self in his seat and while his eyes assumed a
preternatural brightness, gave three loud raps
on the altar with a small metallic gavel.

This was followed at once by absolute si-
lence. Then in a clear, strong voice, he said:

“Brethren, extend your aid to the neophyte
who is about to tread the narrow path of
trials.”

At this point he leaned back in his chair,
closed his eyes, and appeared to go into a self-
induced sleep. As I stood there alone in front
of this strange old man and beautiful woman,
with my conductor at a respectful distance, I
felt the gaze of hundreds upon me. With an
exertion of my will power I was able to main-
tain a serene demeanor, though I was unable
to forget the vision of the lovely creature
near me.

Presently I felt myself lifted, or raised as
it were, into the air. Yet no hands could be
felt on any part of my person. It was asif 1
was yielding to some irresistible attraction.
During this time my mind or inner self also
experienced a change; I grew strong, hopeful
and fearless. Although this experience lasted
less than one minute, it seemed to me much
longer, when I was again by mutual desire of
the brothers, returned to the floor. The old
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Magus aroused himself and fixed his eyes
upon me as he said:

“Neophyte, whom we hope to later welcome
as brother, what you have just experienced
would appear to the ignorant as supernatural.
The explanation is simple:

“The brain is the storage apartment of the
human body, for the wondrous vital and ex-
hilarating currents of force with which the
substance about us known as atmosphere is
charged. With each breath we inhale, a cer-
tain amount of the chemical necessary for pur-
ification is taken in. This fact is known to all.

“However, your brothers, the students of
nature’s secrets, know more. With each in-
halation a certain amount of ambient elec-
tricity is also taken into the organism. KEach
act of inspiration electrifies the blood, which,
rushing back to the heart, gives to that organ
the power of continued motion. Herein you
have the secret force that causes the heart’s
pulsations. Furthermore, if the act of breath-
ing is properly done, the excess of electrical
energy proceeds to the plexuses, thus charging
the natural reservoirs of the system. There-
fore one who knows this fact is a continual
center of force. He is able to cure disease by
a touch of the hand, or may use this force to
repel or attract others. Properly used it may
bring success, health and happiness. There
are many other uses which you will learn later.
This explanation is given so you will under-
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stand the force which lifted you from the
floor.

“Fach Magus is at all times a center of
energy which may be made attractive or re-
pulsive. In your later studies of vibration
you will learn that the media known as atmos-
phere contains seven great currents or rivers
of flowing energy. It is by means of these
currents we are able to send thought messages
to one another at any time or place without
regard to distance. As you will note the
brothers are seated in the form of a horse
shoe. Your position places you in a vortical
center for energy projected by the members.
Though you may doubtless think it strange
that you were thus lifted into space by their
concentrated efforts, let me assure you that
had the intention been hostile, you might with
equal facility have been numbered with the
dead.”

In reply, I simply bowed. At the same
time I realized the truth of an oft heard ex-
pression, “Knowledge Is Power.”

Turning to the fair creature who occupied
such an important part in my thoughts, he
said

“Nedoure, Priestess of the Magi, you may
now impose the sacred and terrible oaths upon
this humble neophyte.”

Thus bidden the beautiful Priestess arose
and approached with a lithe and graceful step
to the side of the Magus.

As she stood there draped in spotless white,
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and wearing upon her bosom a small bouquet
of lotus flowers—one blue and two white—
- to me her incomparable loveliness grew purer
and more majestic than my soul had ever
pictured Isis, the Great Mother. After she
had read the binding oaths, which I am not
permitted to record, she remained standing by
the side of the old man, who proceeded as
follows:

“The Primordial doctrine of our esoteric re-
ligion is the real essential unity of the Divine
Nature. There is one sole producer of all
things, both of heaven and earth—Himself not
produced by any—the only true and living
God, self-originated, who exists from the be-
ginning, who has made all things, but has not
Himself been made.

“The name of this great being it is unlawful
to pronounce or write. He is not graven in
marble. He 1s not beheld, and vain are all
representations. His commencement is from
the beginning; he is the God who has existed
from all time. There is no God without him.
No mother bore Him; no father hath begotten
Him. He is a God—Goddess, created from
Himself. All Gods came into existence when
He began. .

“Though many Gods are worshipped in this
land, the Initiate recognizes in them naught
but the attributes of the Supreme Deity.
Num represents the creative mind; Phtah, the
creative hand, or act of creating; Maut repre-
sents matter; Ra, the sun; Khons, the moon;
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Set, the earth; Khem, the generative powers
of nature; Nut, the upper hemispheres of the
heavens; Athor, the lower world. Thoth per-
sonifies the Divine Wisdom; Ammon, the
Divine Mysteries and Osiris, the Divine Good-
ness. These Gods are but symbolical of the
One.

“In the mysteries of our order we must first
recognize the Great Triple Gradation: ‘First,
the infinite domain of Facts.” ‘Second, the
restricted domann of Laws, or secondary
causes.” ‘Third, the restricted domain of Prin-
ciples.’ .

“Following this gradation, man is but a
relative unit, contained in the absolute Unity
of the great whole, and like the Universal
ternary, contains three modifying principles
of Body, Soul and Spirit.

“The Soul is that which contains the pas-
sions, and presents, in its turn, three divisions
—the rational soul, the irascible soul and the
soul of appetite. The appetite faculty of the
soul consists of intemperance and avarice. The
faculty of irascibility of the soul consists of
Cowardice. The faculty of the soul’s reason
consists of folly. In this degree, O! untried
neophyte, it must be your aim to banish all
cowardice from your nature.

“Each of the four physical elements—F'ire,
Earth, Air and Water, embrace within them-
selves myriads of Elementary Spirits. These
beings willingly become the servants of the
man who has both courage and wisdom. In
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order to control the Gnomes, or elements of
the earth, he must descend to the bottom of
some dangerous pit. To control the Undines,
the elementals of water, he must swim
through a dangerous pool, or do something
equally daring. He must, in fact, show an
utter contempt for the elements before he can
hope to control any class of their spirits.

“As you go forth in your search for knowl-
edge many imaginary and some real dangers
will beset your path. None, however, will be
so great that you cannot overcome them with
a strong will and undaunted courage. But he
who hesitates is lost. Bear in mind that when
you enter the gate that swings ever inward,
there can be no turning back. Death or in-
sanity awaits the unfortunate who would re-
trace his steps.

. “Henceforth you will be known to the
brothers as Althos, and for the present my
daughter, Nedoure, will be your physical spon-
sor—your spiritual Guru will be met on your
Journey to the goal.”

Notwithstanding the dangers implied by his
words of warning and advice, I am proud to
record that I felt no apprehension where many
become frightened and withdraw.

When the Magus ceased speaking, the
lovely Nedoure advanced to my side and,
grasping my hand, gave me a look of encour-
agement as she said:

“Althos, my dear brother, be brave and
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strong; you cannot fail. Spurn all tempta-
tions and look ever forward to the goal.”

“With your aid, I cannot fail,” I replied.

To this she smiled sweetly and made a slight
bow; without further words, however, she re-
sumed her place by the side of her father and
continued to observe me thoughtfully.

The features of the Grand Magus now re-
laxed and he regarded me for the first time
with an expression of compassion and in a
lower and more kindly voice, said:

“Althos, you are aware that danger con-
fronts you in the trials upon which you are
now entering. Do you still desire to go for-
ward, or would you prefer to retire?”

From the hushed silence that followed this
question, I am sure the whole assembly await-
ed anxiously my reply. Clearly and firmly I
responded :

“I will go forward.”

This was followed by the heavy rumble of
many voices saying, “Amen, God speed the
brother.” |

The old Magus raised his hands as though,
to deliver a blessing: “Amen, God speed
thee.”

Scarcely had the words ceased to vibrate in
my ears when I felt myself sinking, sinking—
I knew not where.
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CAPTER 1V

At the time of which we write Kashmir was
among the richest and most beautiful cities
of all India.

It was the fourth hour of night, when
myriads of lights shone from the palaces and
cast their reflections into the crystal waters
of the lake, as if seeking to match the stars
in the blue vault far above.

The full moon added the effulgence of her
soft mellow light to the enchanting scene,
bringing into view thousands of lotus flowers
. resting upon the bosom of the lake. Extend-
ing in a semi-circle around this artificially
constructed lagoon could be seen the pic-
turesque Black Palace, known far and near
as “The Home of the Maharajas.” Although
but two stories in height, the grotesque beauty
of the architecture gave to this royal city in
miniature the appearance of a veritable fairy
land. Directly in front of the vast edifice, a
wide and artistically curved bridge spanned
the lake. At first glance it appeared to be
the work of nature, but closer inspection
proved it to be simply an ingenious creation
of man. It was nevertheless so profusely cov-
ered with rare flowers and ornamental vegeta-
tion as to be in perfect harmony with the real
works of nature. Along the shore of the lake
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and intersecting the grounds, could be seen
elegant, broad marble walks, shaded by trop-
ical flowers and stately trees. Here and there
resting among the lotus beds like small islands
were the famous floating gardens.

As before stated, the palaces were bril-
liantly lighted and wierd strains of music from
tom-toms and flutes came faintly through the
perfumed air. Yet the entire absence of wan-
derers in the garden on such an enchanting
night gave evidence of inner gaiety. Follow-
ing these soft melodious sounds, one would
have been led to the ‘“Palace of Diversion,”
a wing of the main structure, which was well
described by its name. Fierce looking guards,
some lounging in careless attitudes and others
standing erect, with their short curved swords
at their sides, were stationed at regular in-
tervals along the picturesque balcony, which
extended the entire length of the building.

Entering the spacious marble hall, a scene
of Oriental splendor and gaiety met the eyes.
A sumptuous repast had furnished the most
interesting diversion of the earlier hours.
Groups of richly dressed men and women
could be seen around the room engaged in
sparkling conversation. Looking through an
imposing archway, a number of the guests
might have been seen amid the banks of
flowers in the conservatory. By far the greater
number of court nobles and their ladies sur-
rounded the throne, basking in the smiles of
their sovereign Rama Sing. At a signal all
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the guests directed their steps in the direction
of the throne. Even the soft words and lan-
guorous glances of the conservatory were dis-
continued for the time, so that all might form
a part of the dazzling throng about the Maha-
raja. In that assemblage were princes,
dressed in their coats of gold cloth, studded
with glittering diamonds and precious stones
whose value few would even attempt to esti-
mate.

The dancing girls drawn by the pleasure
loving Maharaja from all parts of the world
were about to entertain the company with
their terpsichorean feats. The arched roof of
the large hall had been lately painted and
decorated by Egypt’s most famous artists,
so as to vie in splendor with the stately marble
pillars, whose ornamentation was still further
enhanced by sparkling gems of fabulous value.
At the farther end of the hall, seated upon a
splendid throne and surrounded by his richly
appareled courtiers, sat the Maharaja. Blaz-
ing forth from his crown, with unrivaled
splendor, could be seen the Koh-i-Nur, or
“Mountain of Light.” This famous jewel
once ornamented the sword of Afraesiab, who
lived 8,000 years B. C. and which was after-
ward taken from Shah Shuya of Persia by the
redoubtable Rundjid Sing.

Many of the nobles gathered to honor the
MaharaJa could trace their lineage back to
the age of Surya-Bans. On this occasion,
however, he outshone them all in splendor of
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dress. In fact his long robe of indigo color,
was almost completely hidden by a lavish
profusion of blazing jewels.

At the loud blast of a conch shell, all be-
came silent. A moment later three of Per-
sia’s most famous dancing girls appeared.
As they issued from a curtained nook, in the
side of the hall, all eyes were turned upon
them. Though comely and well formed like
most of the dancers of the east, their faces
showed but little expression. The costumes
worn were the short skirts, and armless jack-
ets usually affected by their profession. Kach
wore upon the head a garland of flowers,
which contrasted prettily with their rich black
tresses, which fell gracefully over the shoul-
ders to the waist line. As this interesting
group came forward in single file, the dark
eyes of the monarch. fairly glistened with
pleasurable anticipation. When directly in
front of their patron, they gracefully bowed
until their foreheads touched the floor. As they
arose the music began. The exhilarating
strains came from an invisible orchestra, hid-
den in an arbor of tropical plants. With be-
witching smiles, and eyes that glanced every-
where, yet saw no one, they began with the
Oriental march.

Every muscle of their developed frames
moved in rythmic harmony to the wild ex-
citing music. Their arms, heads, shoulders
and muscular centers kept such perfect time
that their movements, steps and contortions
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became contagious to the aristocratic audience.

- As a result, the spectators were converted
into a sinuous moving mass of enthusiastics,
unconsciously imitating the gay dancers. One
old Nizam especially, became so wrought with
the rythm of music and movement, that he
actually followed the pretty Persians to and
fro with fascinated eyes glued upon their
every motion, to the 1ncreased dehght of the
gay company.

As they proceeded w1th thelr sensuous evo-
lutions they appeared to lose consciousness of
their surroundings. Their dreamy eyes and
poetic gestures showed that, for a time at
least, they had entered that realm of idealism
sought by all true artists. It was plain to be
seen that even their souls were responding to
the harmonies of music.

After having been called and recalled by
royal approbation, the fair dancers finally re-
tired, each bearing a huge bouquet to which
was appended a handsome jewel. They had
scored a great success.

The next announcement was that of the
magicians, better known as fakirs. The gay
throng again became breathlessly quiet. By
previous arrangements the lights were low-
ered until the large hall was almost in total
darkness. While the spectators waited, with
suppressed excitement, the arrival of the
fakirs, a bright ring of light began to make its
appearance over the spot lately held by the
dancers. It formed in the air at about the
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height of a man. It then changed to a dull
red color and this was a few seconds later
interspersed with rays of vivid blue; the red
then became brighter and more brilliant until
scintillations, of green appeared.

Suddenly a loud, hoarse shout burst forth
from the center of the uncanny aura. The
lights were then turned on to their former
brightness, when, lo, before the astounded
audience stood seven stalwart men, draped in
long flowing black robes, bound at the waist
by belts composed of polished ivory rings.
As they stood thus silent, and immovable with
their gloomy black faces directed toward the
floor, they looked not unlike elementals from
the dark secret places of the earth. Stepping
from the human circle, one, who by his size
and stern appearance, was no doubt their
leader, gravely bowed to the right and to
the left.

This dark giant wore a heavy beard, at the
same time bore across his shoulders a robe
of dark material. From the moment of his
first movement, the assistants turned their
eyes toward him and followed his actions with
expectancy. As if unconscious of every pres-
ence save that of the Maharaja, he held up to
the ruler both hands with seven fingers ex-
tended. In silence he then made a gesture in
the direction of his companions and again held
aloft his hands with only six fingers visible.
Turning suddenly around, his dark features
assumed a wild and terrible aspect, as he
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shouted loudly to his followers in a strange
tongue. |

Whereupon, with himself in the lead, all
began marching, counter-marching, and inter-
mingling as in a drill. They thus moved to
and fro so rapidly that for a time it was well
nigh impossible for the eye to follow their
intricate evolutions. In a few moments they
came to an abrupt'standstill when, to the sur-
prise of all, only six fakirs could be seen.
Then, holding aloft the extended fingers of
one hand only, the leader of this body of
Black Tantrikas wheeled quickly as before,
and uttered his peculiar exclamation of com-
mand. They executed a similar march and
again came to a sudden halt, when only five
remained. _

Though the spectators had often seen simi-
lar exhibitions, it was none the less mar-
velous. These mysterious marches were re-
peated until only two were to be seen. The
interest and expectation of the audience was
now at fever heat, as word had been whis-
pered around that Tantras, the gigantic leader
of the mystics, held a surprise in store for
them.

As the two Tantrikas stood regarding
each other sternly, like ancient gladiators,
their heavy breathing could be plainly heard
above the subdued murmurs of admiration.
Then while the other, with a meek attitude,
let his eyes drop to the floor, Tantras, looking
upward and extending both hands aloft, ut-

78

Google



tered in a low voice some mystic prayer or in-
vocation. A moment later he gave vent to a
deep gutteral grunt of satisfaction as he
caught a large black horn that came from the
apparently empty space above. Without even
a glance toward the spectators he then seized
his companion in no easy manner with one
hand around the neck, and from the uplifted
horn in the other, began to pour over him a
dark ill-smelling oil or mixture. At this his
companion sank to the floor, when Tantras at
once covered him with his robe. The lights
were again turned low, yet the great figure of
the magician could be clearly seen bending
over the prostrate form. The room became
still darker, for a moment, when the lights
again blazed forth in their usual brilliancy.

To the surprise or horror of all, Tantras
was seen seated upon a small but richly capa-
risoned elephant. A smile of approval from
the Maharaja called forth a tremendous burst
of applause. With a bow and the first smile
‘that had appeared on his grim face during the
evening, the magician rode forth from the
building. Even in the land of mysteries he
had by this last feat called forth the admira-
tion and wonder of all.

A short time after the dispersion of the
gay assemblage, quiet reigned throughout the
palace. The royal village was in general
darkness, although here and there a faint glim-
mer of light escaping through the folds of the
rich Syrian curtains, indicated that some nota-
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ble still continued to burn the midnight oil.

However, the Maharaja had not retired, nor
did he intend so doing. With petulant impa-
tience he had dismissed the members of his
numerous retinue, and had alone with his
trusted chamberlain retired to his apartments.

The old servant, whose grizzled appearance
indicated years of faithful service, had not
failed to notice the tired and nervous ex-
pression shown in the monarch’s face. He
knew without the gift of divination what was
expected and so proceeded to arrange the
opium lay-out upon a gorgeous divan. After
assisting the profligate ruler to divest his
robes of state, the old courtier lay down op-
posite him and began to prepare the enticing
fumes. For about an hour they lay silently,
one preparing and the other inhaling the only
known poison that soothes and at the same
time stimulates.

When the pupils of his eyes had contracted
and the desires of habit had been appeased, the
Maharaja turned languidly on his back and
said:

“Gudakesha, my faithful servant, what
thinkest thou of thy royal master?”

“O Light of the World, who maketh the
‘Mountain of Light’ to look pale, thy servant
knoweth well that thou standeth alone, with-
out equal.” So saying the chamberlain again
extended the seductive pipe, made of rare
horn, and tipped with the finest ivory.

With a strange, thoughtful expression, the
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Maharaja consumed the portion with one
long, deep inhalation, replying as he returned
the pipe to be replenished, and gently blew
through his lips a cloud of heavy smoke:

“Dost think, O wise servant, that I am

happy?”
- “If thou are not happy, O Ruler of all
Kashmir, thou canst easily become so. For
who upon this earth could refuse to obey thy
commands, or withstand thy mighty arm?”’

“True, but knowest thou not, O Gudakesha,
son of my father’s servant, that the world hath
treasures that may neither be taken by arms
nor purchased with gold ¢’

“Even so, great heaven-born monarch, that
which cannot be purchased with gold nor
taken by thy arms, whatsoever it may be, can
certainly be secured by thy strategic brain, O
my master.” |

“Good,” said the monarch, with a smile of
genuine satisfaction, “Thy fertile brain and
apt tongue, O loyal servant, tempts me to
speak plainly with thee.

“Perchance thou recallest our visit to Egypt
a few moons past, that we might see and know
more of our friend and ally, Amasis. Thou
mayest also recall the houri of paradise, with
hair of gold and large brown eyes like the
gazelle, the beauty of whose face and form
was only equalled by her great wisdom. She
was priestess in some strange order, the name
of which comes not at present to our mind.
Though her name cannot be forgotten—it was
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Nedoure—Nedoure—Nedoure.” The monarch
then closed his opium bedimmed eyes for a
moment and continued to murmur, with a
blissful smile: ‘“Nedoure — Nedoure — thou
shalt indeed be mine, Nedoure.”

The servant made no reply but worked si-,
lently with his needle, preparing the narcotic
for his royal master. In a moment the Maha-
raja awoke from his dreamlike state, and with
a frown, terrible to behold, said in an angry
manner:

“Speak, slave. Why dost not give reply
to the query of thy master?”

“O great and undeteriorating one, terror
of foes, my diminutive brain can see no reason
why thy desires can be thwarted—Ileast of all
—by a woman. Canst not thy great magi-
cians give aid unto thee, when they are able to
set at naught the known laws of Nature?”

“Great mind, penetrating intellect, with thy
cunning reason thou hast given me strength
to carry out designs already formed. Thou
mayest leave me now, O Gudakesha, and may
thy dreams be happy, as thou hast rendered
a favor to thy master which will be repaid
ere the setting of tomorrow’s sun.”

At these words of dismissal the chamber-
lain silently gathered up the paraphernalia
of the opium layout and after carefully re-
placing it in a locker, walked backward to the
door, bowed low and was gone.

Left alone, the Maharaja’s eyes assumed a
feverish brightness as he rushed into an ad-
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joining room from which he returned a few
moments later, dressed in a long black gown,
bound at the waist with a belt similar to those
worn by the performing fakirs of the even-
ing. Casting his eyes furtively around the
room, he moved from one door to another,
carefully trying all the bolts. Apparently
satisfied, he moved toward a frescoed panel
in the wall and pressing a spring, hidden
amid the decorations, caused an unsuspected
door to swing noiselessly upon its bearings.
As the secretive monarch was evidently fa-
miliar with it and the dark passage to which
it led, he entered without hesitation, seized a
small lamp from a convenient niche and slowly
descended a narrow and almost perpendicular
stairway. At the bottom he found himself in
a small room, about three cubits square, with
no other furniture than a solitary stool.

He looked neither to the right nor left, but
proceeded at once to unlock a ponderous door,
the only visible exit from the underground
chamber. As it swung open a strong gust
of air almost extinguished his light. Shading
the lamp with his hand, he entered a passage
of sufficient height to enable him to walk erect,
yet so narrow that not more than two per-
sons could advance through it side by side.

This narrow tunnel had apparently been
hewn through solid rock. That it was old and
seldom used was evident by the thick layer
of dust which lay upon the floor. The Maha-
raja, however, went forward without hesita-
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tion on his secret errand. Continuing for
some time, he came abruptly into a large
cavern or circular room which appeared to be
the terminus. He stopped at the entrance,
raised the lamp above his head, and peered
anxiously into the darkness as if seeking
some one.

As his eyes became accustomed to the
darkness, he beheld almost opposite him, on
the other side of the room, the great figure of
Tantras, standing motionless and gloomy with
his arms folded across the chest.

“Ah, my good Tantras, as thou seest, I am
here,” exclaimed the Maharaja. Placing the
tips of his fingers to his forehead, the fakir
made a low bow and replied:

“True, O bold Maharaja, as thou hast come
thus far, there is no doubt that thou will go
still farther.”

Advancing, with his sparkling black eyes
fastened upon the fakir as if he would read
his very soul, the Maharaja, with grim deter-
mination, replied:

“Where thou goest, O Tantras, there shall
I follow.”

“Your majesty indeed hath no knowledge
of fear.”

“Why should I fear, O Tantras? I can-
not lose more than life and life without Ne-
doure were not worth the living. As thy great
power hath more than once caused her image
to appear before me in the magic mirror, so
verily I believe that thou canst bring her here
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by thy powerful charms and secret influences.”

Without appearing to notice his last ob-
servation, Tantras replied:

“If thou art prepared, O mighty Maharaja,
to go further, you will meet the Prince
Upadan, before whom my power is no more
than the shadow to an object.”

“I am decided to go as far as may be re-
quired.”

“Good,” rejoined Tantras, “and may your
majesty be found wanting in naught. Our
mystic work requires only a strong arm and a
stout heart, inviolate secrecy and a blind will-
ingness to obey. Forget, then, O great Maha-
raja, that thou art my king, for while in the
realm of the Black Tantrikas, we are hence-
forth brothers only.” Then, extending a small
flask, he added:

“Drink, O royal brother, that thou mayest
cross the threshold.”” Without hesitation, the
desperate monarch placed it to his lips and
drank long and deep. As he returned the

horn, Tantras seized the light from his hands
~ and extinguished it, leaving them both in total
darkness.

As the light was extinguished a covering
was thrown over the Maharaja’s head and
strong arms seized him from all sides. He felt
himself lifted and hurriedly borne away,
whither or by whom he knew not, nor did he
greatly care, as he had firmly made up his
mind to join the “Brotherhood of the Left,”
and was resolved to submit to their require-
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ments, whatsoever they might be. He could
form no idea of the direction in which he was
being carried. |

He might have been borne along a straight
road, through a winding passage, or he may
have been simply carried around the same
room in a circle. After a short time, with his
vision still obscured, he was placed on the
ground. If he could not see he was at least
able to hear, thus the sound of a number of
voices, united in a weird chant, reached his
ears.

Presently the covering was lifted from his
head. Looking around he found himself seated
on the bare ground of what appeared to be a
natural cavern. He could hear the trickling
of water, and the rough, rugged walls of jut-
ting stone were covered with a film of greenish
slime. By the flickering light of three large
black candles he saw a number of almost nude
forms, standing between the candles. In the
center of several circles of undressed kid skins,
his eyes fell upon Tantras. Near the black
magician, and a little to the rear, stood two
dark taciturn assistants. In the outer circle
were to be seen three more of the dark broth-
erhood. Each wore about the loins a bright
red covering, and upon the head turbans of
dark red. Otherwise they were entirely de-
void of clothing. Directly in front of Tantras
stood an earthen vessel filled with red burning
coals and ill-smelling incense. The Maharaja,
seated on the outer edge of the circle, gazed
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stupidly at the strange chanting devotees.
Tantras, with uplifted hands, began in a low
voice and unknown tongue, to call upon in-
visible entities. At first his face bore the
usual stolid expression; as he continued he
became more and more excited with his un-
intelligible appeals. His eyes rolled, while his
huge body swayed in unison with the chant.
As the incantation grew louder and louder, his
muscles stood forth in knotted cords. Yet still
louder sounded his hoarse, discordant voice,
while large drops of perspiration rolled down
his heated limbs. During this ceremony, one
of the assistants fed the fire with vile smelling
perfumes. The Maharaja still remained seat-
ed, a silent and listless spectator of the weird
scene. Finally, as if in answer to the be-
seeching shouts of Tantras, a low, ominous,
rumbling sound was heard, mingled with heart-
rending groans. It was as if the gates of the
inferno had been opened and the ears of
mortals were permitted to hear the agonizing
walls of the damned. These sounds, not un-
like the muttering of thunder, approached
nearer and nearer until they seemed to sur-
round and envelop the little band of Tantrikas.
Like an atmospheric disturbance which pre-
cedes a tropical storm, the whole of the un-
‘derground room became gradually illumi-
nated. This unhallowed light soon changed to
a crimson glow that shone weirdly upon the
awful scene. At this moment a terrific roar,
as of a thousand lions, rent the damp atmos-
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phere. The cavern shook and trembled be-
neath these unearthly vibrations. The actors
in this strange proceeding were encouraged to
greater activity. More incense was thrown
upon the glowing coals, while Tantras con-
tinued his exhortation with even more ardor
than before.

The roaring and rumbling now ceased, noth-
ing could be heard save the voice of the daring
fakir. At this time the crimson light illumi-
nating the scene, appeared to roll itself like a
scroll, continuing its circular motion until
naught but a huge ball of fire remained. The
burning globe then began making slow revolu-
tions through the air over the edge of the out-
ermost circle. A moment later it dropped to
the ground, bursting with a loud report and
sending up dense clouds of sulphurous fumes.
The explosion was followed by a cool draught
of air, which gently wafted away the noxious

vapors. When the dark green smoke was
~ blown aside, a new arrival was observed—a
small pleasant appearing man, dressed in the
robe of a red monk, stood before them. He
had a long moustache, waxed fastidiously at
the ends, and whiskers artistically trained to
a point. Upon his head he wore a small red
cap. The lower part of his body was ob-
scured by the rising vapors.

“Lo, I am here. For what cause hast thou
disturbed me?”’ asked the new arrival.

“Great Upadan, O my master,” said Tan-
tras, falling upon his knees and extending his

88

Google















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































