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Lobsang talks about dimensions, parallel worlds and 

prophecies, proving the reader with a deeper 

understanding. Lobsang also answers questions about 

religion and Christianity. Religion serves a purpose 

which many disregard as we can clearly see society and 

communities crumbling away. 
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It is better to light a candle than to curse the 

darkness. 
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A Lady of Germany 

A Light in the Darkness, 

A friend throughout the years. 

 

 

Chapter One : 

A COMING WORLD LEADER  

 

THE tall, rank weeds at the edge of the unkempt vacant 

lot stirred slightly. The broad leaves of the ragged old 

dock plant waved sideways, and the two unwinking 

green eyes stared out into the gloom of the dismal 

street. Slowly, and with considerable caution, a gaunt 

yellow tomcat emerged on to the uneven sidewalk. 

Carefully he stopped to sniff the night air for signs of 

enemies. Friends ð he had none, for cats in this street 

lived a near-jungle existence, with every man's hand 

against them. 

Satisfied at last that all was clear, he sauntered across 

to the centre of the roadway and there, sitting, he 

commenced a meticulous toilet. First the ears, then the 

back of the neck with a well-moistened paw. Finally, 

with the left leg pointed skywards, he continued his 
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careful grooming. Pausing for a moment to draw 

breath, he looked about him, looked at the dreary street. 

Dirty brick houses of another era. Tattered curtains at 

soot-smeared windows, with paint peeling from the 

rotting window frames. Occasionally there came the 

loud blare from some discordant radio, to be quickly 

turned down as a screamed curse testified to some other 

occupant's disapproval. 

Yellow glimmers of light came from such street 

lamps as had escaped being broken by the local 

children. Great patches of black shadow sprawled 

across the area of the broken lamps. The yellow tomcat 

turned again to his toilet, unmoved by the garbage 

littering the sidewalks. From far away, from the better 

area, came the muted roar of the traffic and reflected 

from the sky came the glow of many neon signs. But 

here, in this street, all was desolate, a street of the 

hopeless. 

Suddenly the yellow tomcat was all alert, ears erect, 

eyes staring into the gloom, muscles ready for instant 

flight. SOMETHING had impinged upon his 

awareness. Springing to his feet, he gave a warning 

HISS before merging into the gloom between two 

houses. For a moment all was normal in the street, the 

fretful wail of a sick baby, a man and woman 

quarrelling with lurid anatomical overtones, and the 
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distant screech of brakes suddenly applied in an 

adjacent street. 

At last, there came the faintest of unusual sounds, 

slow, shuffling footsteps ð not a drunk, that was 

normal here ! ð but aged, halting footsteps, the 

footsteps of one who was tired of life, who was hanging 

on by the merest thread to a miserable and uncertain 

existence. The shuffling came nearer, like the slow 

grating of sand beneath sandaled feet. The dark chasm 

of the gloomy street, but poorly relieved by the 

infrequent street lamps, made seeing difficult. A vague 

shadow moved feebly across a lighted patch and was 

swallowed up again by the darkness. 

The sound of wheezing, asthmatic breath smote 

harshly on the ears as the shrouded figure approached. 

Suddenly the steps halted, and there came the raucous 

noise of harsh expectoration, followed by a painfully 

hissing intake of breath. A heavy sigh, and the tottering 

steps resumed their weary cadence. 

Dimly a whitish shadow materialised out of the semi-

darkness of the street and came to a halt beneath a 

feebly flickering street lamp. An aged man clad in dirty 

white robes and with tattered sandals upon his feet 

peered near-sightedly at the ground before him. 

Stooping, he fumbled to pick up a discarded cigarette 

end lying in the gutter. As he bent the burden he carried 

reflected the light ; a placard on a pole, with the crudely 
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printed words : óRepent, Repent, for the Second 

Coming of the Lord is at hand. Repent.ô Straightening, 

he moved a few steps farther, and then climbed 

painfully down some stone steps to a basement 

apartment. 
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(Repent ye for the second coming of the Lord is at 

hand. Repent.) 
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óDon't know why ye do it, Bert, that's a fact I don't. 

Ye only get's laughed at by the kids. Give it up, will 

ya ?ô 

óAh, Maudie, we all got our job to do. Guess I might 

plant a seed of thought somewhere, you know. I'll keep 

at it a while longer.ô 

óA while is all it'll be, Bert, ye'r eighty-one now, time 

you give it up I say, afore you drop dead on the street.ô 

 

*     *     *     *     *     *     *  

 

The old lych-gate was gleamingly resplendent under 

the weak afternoon sun. The fresh varnish brought new 

life to the age-old wood. Farther along the path the 

ancient grey stone church of St. Mary's looked mellow 

and benevolent. The great iron-studded doors were 

open now, waiting for worshippers to the Eventide 

Service. High above the bells clanged their eternal 

message, óHurry now, hurry now, or you'll be late.ô A 

thousand years of history was locked in the old 

churchyard. Great stone tombs of bygone days, with 

their archaic spellings, vast stone angels with wide-

spread wings. Here and there broken marble columns 

signified a life óbrokenô in its prime. 

A vagrant shaft of light, bursting unexpectedly from 

suddenly parted clouds, shot through the old church and 

threw the stained-glass windows into vivid life, laying 
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the shadow of the castellated tower across the graves of 

those who were buried so long ago. 

People were converging on the church now, coming 

from all directions, talking animatedly, dressed in their 

Sunday best. Young children, self-conscious in their 

finery, and embarrassed by freshly scrubbed faces, 

tagged along behind their parents. An old Verger 

appeared briefly and gazed worriedly down the path 

before retiring into the dim coolness of the church. 

From over the stone wall came a burst of laughter, 

followed by the Rector and a clerical friend. Skirting 

the old tombstones, they followed a private path 

leading to the vestry. Soon the wife and children of the 

Rector appeared, making their way to the main entrance 

so they could mingle with the incoming throng. 

Above, in the bell tower, the clang-clang, clang-

clang continued, urging on the tardy, reproaching the 

churchless. The crowd thinned to a trickle, and came to 

a stop as the Verger peered out once more, and, seeing 

no one, closed the main door. 

Inside there was the hallowed atmosphere so 

common to old churches of any Faith. The great stone 

walls soared upwards, to give way at last to massive 

rafters. The sunlight shone through the stained-glass 

windows, throwing shifting patterns across the pale 

faces of the congregation. From the organ loft came the 

lulling strains of a hymn whose history was lost in the 
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mists of antiquity. A last peal from the bells, and as 

their echoes were still dying away a door creaked 

faintly, and the bell-ringers came into the nave to find 

seats at the back. 

Suddenly the organ changed its music. People 

stiffened with an air of expectancy and there was 

subdued commotion at the rear of the church. The tread 

of many feet, the rustle of vestments, and soon the first 

choirboys were filing up the aisle, to take their places in 

the choir stalls. There came the fidgeting and 

murmuring so common to such occasions as the 

congregation prepared for the service to start. 

The Reader droned on, reading the Lessons as he had 

done for years past, reading automatically ð without a 

thought. Behind him a bored choirboy with a rubber 

band and some pellets of paper proceeded to find 

amusement. óOuch !ô said the first victim, involuntarily. 

Slowly the organist-choirmaster turned on the organ 

stool and fixed the culprit with such a ferocious glare 

that he dropped the rubber band and shuffled uneasily. 

The Guest Cleric, ready to give the sermon, slowly 

mounted the steps of the pulpit. At the top he leaned 

against the wooden ledge and gazed out complacently 

at the congregation. Tall, he was, with wavy brown 

hair, and with eyes of that shade of blue which so 

appeals to elderly spinsters. The Rector's wife, sitting in 

the first pew, gazed up and permitted herself to wish 
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her husband could have such an appearance. Slowly, 

taking his time, the Preacher gave as his text THE 

SECOND COMING OF THE LORD. 

He droned on, and on, and on. In a far-back pew an 

old retired farmer found it too much for him. Slowly he 

lapsed into slumber. Soon snores resounded throughout 

the church. Hastily a sidesman moved towards him and 

shook him awake before leading him outside. At last 

the Visiting Cleric finished his Address. After giving 

the Blessing he turned and made his way down the 

pulpit steps. 

There was a shuffling and stirring of feet as the 

organist commenced to play the closing hymn. 

Sidesmen moved along the aisles passing the collection 

plates and shaking a reproving head at those who did 

not give enough. Soon they formed into a group of four 

and marched up the centre aisle to give the plates to the 

waiting Rector. Later, in the vestry, the Rector turned to 

his guest and said : óThe Take, nineteen pounds, three 

shillings, and eleven-pence halfpenny, one Chinese 

tael, one French franc, and two trouser buttons. Now, I 

am very concerned about the poor fellow who has lost 

two trouser buttons, we must hope that he reaches home 

without untoward event.ô 

Together, Rector and Guest wended their way along 

the little path between the age-old tombstones, with the 

shadows lengthening and pointing to the East. Silently 
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they crossed the little stile set into the wall between 

churchyard and Rectory grounds. The Rector broke the 

silence : óDid I show you my petunia beds ?ô he asked. 

óThey are doing well ð I planted them myself. We 

shouldn't talk shop, but I rather liked your sermon.ô 

óSeemed to me appropriate, with all this talk about 

God being dead,ô replied the Guest. 

óLet us look at the croft,ô remarked the Rector, óI 

must get some of the apple trees pruned. Do you obtain 

your sermons from the same Agency as I ? I just 

recently started with them ð saves a lot of trouble.ô 

óRather a large acreage you have here,ô responded 

the Guest. óNo, I do not deal with the Agency now ð 

they let me down twice and I am not going to risk a 

third time. Do you dig the garden yourself ?ô 

óOh !ô said the Rector's wife, as they were drinking a 

mild sherry before supper. óDo you REALLY believe 

in a Second Coming as you said in your sermon ?ô 

óNow ! Now ! Margaret !ô interposed the Rector. 

óThat is very much of a leading question. You know as 

well as I that we cannot preach nor say all that we 

believe ð or disbelieve. We have subscribed to the 

Articles and we must preach according to the Rules of 

the Church and the dictates of the Bishop of the See.ô 

The Rector's wife sighed, and said, óIf ONLY we 

knew the truth, if ONLY we had SOMEONE who 
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could tell us what to expect, what to believe, what to 

hope for.ô 

óTell me,ô said the Guest, turning to the Rector, ódo 

you use natural manure or chemical fertiliser on your 

strawberry beds ?ô 

 

*     *     *     *     *     *     * 

 

The grey, shifty-eyed old man sidled ingratiatingly 

towards the thin-faced man sitting uncomfortably on 

the battered park bench. óWha' time does dey give da 

'andouts, Mate ?ô he enquired anxiously, in a hoarse 

voice. óI gotta get da food inside me quick, or I croak, 

see. Does ye 'av ter do them yimns first, eh ?ô 

The thin-faced man turned and yawned elaborately 

as he eyed the other from head to foot. Carefully 

manicuring his nails with a broken tooth-pick, he 

replied languidly, óJolly old Oxford accent, you have, 

old boy. Old Borstalian myself, Feltham House. So you 

want to EAT, eh ? So do I ð so do I. Often ! But it is 

not THAT easy ; the Johnnies make us work for it, you 

know. Hymns, prayers, and then the jolly old rock pile, 

or wood to saw or split.ô 

The evening shadows lengthened as they stole across 

the little park, lending a welcome privacy to young 

couples who strolled wistfully among the trees. Minutes 

ago the shops had closed for the night, and now the 
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grotesque and improbable male and female manikins 

were left to display their clothing as figures forever 

frozen into immobility. The lights were on at the 

Salvation Army headquarters just down the road. From 

somewhere afar off came the óbumm bumm bummô of 

a heavy drum being pounded with more vigour than 

skill. Soon there came the sound of marching feet, and 

the beating of the drum grew louder and louder. 

Round the corner came a group of men and women, 

all dressed in dark blue serge. The men with peaked 

caps, and the women with old-fashioned poke bonnets. 

Now in the main street, the band, which before had 

been just bright reflections under the street lamps, came 

into action. The bugler expanded his puny chest and 

blew a mighty blast through his cornet. The drummer 

enthusiastically whacked the Big Bass Drum, while one 

of the Salvation Lassies ð not to be outdone, clashed 

her cymbals as if her place in the Hereafter depended 

upon it. 

Just opposite the park gates they stopped and the 

flag-carrier grounded the butt of the staff with a happy 

sigh. The lady with the old accordion got into her stride 

as she squeezed off the opening bars of a hymn. óLah-

de-da-da, lah-de-da-da, brumm brumm brumm,ô 

quavered the old grey, shifty-eyed man. The little band 

of Salvation Army men and women formed a circle, 

and their captain adjusted his glasses and waited 
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hopefully for a crowd to collect. Along the edge of the 

sidewalk volunteer workers held out copies of the War 

Cry, while other Salvation Army Lassies walked into a 

public house energetically shaking their collection 

boxes. Over on the park bench, the two men ð now 

joined by a third ð watched the proceedings with 

interest. 

óYou gotta confess yer sins if you want a double 

helpin,ô said the newcomer. 

óSins ? Ain't got none !ô said the shifty-eyed man. 

ôAincha ?ô said the first. óThen you'd better invent 

some quick. Reformed drunkard goes over well. Yer 

can't 'av that ð that's mine. Tell ya, yer better be a wife 

beater wot seed th' light.ô 

óAin't got no wife, don't 'av nuthin' to do with THAT 

truck !ô said the shifty-eyed man. 

óGor bless yer, man,ô snorted the other in annoyance, 

óyer can INVENT a wife, can't yer ? Say as 'ow she run 

off 'cause you threatened ter knock 'er block off. Yer 

gotta say it OUT LOUD, though !ô 

óDo you fellows believe in God ?ô asked the Old 

Borstalian, as he turned his idle gaze towards the 

Salvation Army group. 

óGawd ?ô asked the shifty-eyed man. óGawd no ! 

Never 'ad time fer Gawds nor fer wimmin neither !ô He 

turned and spat contemptuously over the back of the 

seat. 
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óHow come you interested in Gawd ?ô asked the 

newcomer of the Old Borstalian. óI knewed ye was an 

old con soon as I seed ye.ô 

óOne has to keep one's faith in SOMETHING,ô 

gently replied the Old Borstalian, 'in order to keep one's 

sanity ð such as it is. So many people nowadays say 

that God is dead. I don't know what to believe !ô 

A sudden outburst of music made them look towards 

the park gates. The hymn had just ended, and now the 

band was playing louder to attract attention for the 

Captain. Looking about him, stepping a few paces apart 

from the others, he said, loudly, óGod is NOT dead, let 

us prepare for the Second Coming of the Lord. Let us 

prepare for the Golden Age which is so close upon us 

but which will be ushered in by toil and suffering. Let 

us know the TRUTH.ô 

óAll right fer HIM,ô said the shifty-eyed man in surly 

tones. óEe don't know about hunger, óee don't 'av ter 

sleep in doorways and under benches and git some cop 

come and say, ñMove along, there, move along.ò ô 

óYou fellows give me the creeps,ô said the Old 

Borstalian óRemember we are PERFOMING DOGS ð 

we must do tricks before we get our food.ô 

Shrugging his shoulders and nodding to the two 

other men, the Old Borstalian graduate shambled off 

towards the park gates. Soon he was in the midst of the 
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Salvation group, confessing his sins out loud to an 

uncaring world. 

A fat old woman, watching the proceedings from a 

caretaker's apartment window, shook her head 

dubiously. óI don't know, I just don't know,ô she 

muttered to her tabby cat. óTHAT don't seem to be the 

answer ; I wish SOMEONE would tell us the TRUTH 

of it all !ô 

 

*     *     *     *     *     *     * 

 

In little tin-roofed mission huts, in prayer-meeting 

groups held in the open, and in great cathedrals, men of 

óthe Clothô were preaching of the Second Coming of 

the Lord. Many of them had not the slightest idea that it 

was not a SECOND coming, but just one of many. 

Far away in a distant land beyond the burning sands 

of a grim and arid desert, where the West was not yet 

the East, but where the East had not quite thrown off 

the shackles of the West, a baby boy was resting on his 

back, gurgling, and sucking his thumb. A baby who 

was to become a Great Disciple of the soon-to-be 

Leader of Man. Yet again in another city where East 

meets West, and both are soiled thereby, a two-year-old 

baby boy solemnly fingered the yellowed leaves of an 

ancient book. Gazing round-eyed at the strange 
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writings, perhaps even then he subconsciously knew 

that he, too, was to become one of the new Disciples. 

Yet farther into the East a small group of old 

Astrologers ð like the Three Wise Men of old ð 

consulted the stars and marveled at what they saw. 

óHere,ô said the eldest, pointing a gnarled finger at a 

chart, óthe Sun, the Moon, and Jupiter will conjoin 

under the Pushya star which then will be in the Sign of 

Cancer. It shall be in the second or third new Moon.ô 

Gravely they looked at each other, and bent again to 

check and recheck their figures. Obtaining the hoped-

for confirmation, they called in responsible men, 

messengers ð 

Throughout history there have been reports of a 

Second Coming. Actually the One to Come is the 

TENTH to come in this Round of Existence ! 

Heedlessly, in the sprawling lands of this world, 

people went about their mundane occupations, 

quarrelling, bickering, swindling, always trying to get 

óone overô a neighbour ð quite uncaring that not so far 

away two babies, first and second assistants to the 

Leader of Destiny soon to be born, crowed and crooned 

in their cradles. 

The Wise Men of the East, well knowing of the 

immature West, gave their edicts that westerners be not 

told of the dates and places of these Events. For, if the 

information had spread, maddened hordes of frenetic 
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pressmen would have swooped across the world on jet-

propelled wings, to scoff, deny, and misreport. 

Yammering feature-writers and undisciplined television 

crews would have invaded the sacred places, bringing 

dismay and harm wherever they trod. But only those 

with special knowledge know where these sacred 

places are. In good time, in a few years, the world will 

hear more of these things, and by then the Young Ones 

will be adequately protected. In good time these Young 

Ones, under a brilliant Leader, will show the Way into 

the Golden Age at the end of this cycle of Kali, the Age 

of Destruction. 

 

*     *     *     *     *     *     * 

 

Many people have the quite mistaken idea that this 

world was but recently populated and history is 

complete. That is far from being accurate. 

For millions of years there have been different 

civilisations upon this Earth. This Earth is like a school 

building to which various classes come. As in the case 

of classes, one can be exceptionally good, another can 

be exceptionally bad. 

Presumably the same thing happens in the case of 

wines where wines of a certain óvintageô are especially 

prized. In the case of the Earth crop, which, of course, 

is humans, there are fairly set cycles. For example : The 
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Hindus believe that each world period is divided into 

four classes, or stages, or cycles, each of which is 

864,000 years. The first cycle of 864,000 years is a 

very good one, people try, people have faith in each 

other and in the essential goodness of mankind. They 

try to help and there are no wars, not even rumours of 

wars. But unalloyed bliss is not a good thing because 

people ógo to seedô. An example of that can be found in 

the great civilisations of India, China, and Egypt ; these 

were great civilisations indeed, but through excess 

power, through lack of suitable opposition and 

competition the civilisations degenerated. One can see 

the same thing in the history of Rome of many years 

ago. 

The second cycle is that in which people, or rather, 

the rulers of the world, realise that they have to 

introduce a ósnakeô into óEdenô, and so the second cycle 

has some difficulties and controversies in order that it 

may be ascertained how much people can think for 

themselves and overcome opposition. 

Presumably at the close of the second cycle the 

óschool reportsô of those who have taken part in that 

particular class is not considered very satisfactory, and 

so the third class, or period, of 864,000 years which is 

then starting is a bit more severe. People have wars, 

they go out to conquer others, but even so their 

particular wars are not the sadistic, barbarous affairs 
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which are present in this cycle. People were not 

treacherous in the third cycle, they had wars certainly, 

but it was more in the way of a game in the same way 

as two small boys will get busy with their fists and each 

try to alter the features of the other, but that does not 

mean to say that either would want to kill the other ð 

just make a few structural alterations ! However, wars 

are infectious and it was found that by introducing a 

few judicious stabs in the back and assorted treachery, 

one could win a battle before it really started. 

Things in the third cycle go from bad to worse, and 

get very much out of hand. It is like a forest fire which 

is not checked in time. If some moron drops a lighted 

cigarette end and sets the undergrowth on fire an 

observant person can soon extinguish the conflagration. 

But if the fire is not noticed in time it will really get a 

hold, and get out of hand, and then many lives will be 

lost, much property will be ruined before the fire can be 

brought under control. Life is like that ; if evil be 

allowed to grow and flourish unchecked, it will become 

more and more, and become stronger and stronger, and 

like weeds choking the life out of a beautiful cultivated 

flower, evil will crush out what faint instincts for good 

Man originally had. 

At the end of the third cycle conditions were very 

much out of hand. One can say that the rowdy elements 

in the classrooms which were the countries of the Earth 
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stood up to the teachers, and abused them and would 

not obey their orders. So the fourth cycle came into 

being, the fourth cycle which is known (from the 

Hindu) as the Age of Kali. 

The Age of Kali is that in which people suffer. If you 

wish you can think of it as the Age when men and 

women are tortured in the fires of war that they may be 

purified, and so that the dross may be burned out to 

prepare them for the next and better Round, for life 

goes on and on, people grow better in the natural course 

of evolution, they get more experience, and if they do 

not make a success of their life in one stage of 

evolution they come back to that stage as a schoolboy 

who cannot pass the end-of-term exam often has to go 

back to the same classroom, or same grade, instead of 

being promoted. 

In 'You ð Forever !', which certainly has gone 

around a bit, I refer to the Jews on page 109 of that 

book. I said, óThe Jewish people are a race who, in a 

previous existence, could not make progress at all.ô 

This has produced some very friendly correspondence 

with Jewish readers throughout the world, and in 

particular some very erudite ladies in Tel Aviv have 

asked me to give more details about Jews. This request 

has been supported by Jewish people in Argentina, 

Mexico, Australia, and Germany. So, let us go a little 

more deeply into óthe Jewish questionô. May I at this 
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stage say that I have quite a number of friends who are 

Jewish and I have a sincere admiration for them, for 

they are an old, old race who have knowledge which is 

the envy of those less gifted. 

First of all we might ask, óWhat are Jews ?ô The 

general idea is a complete misconception, for óJewô in 

its present form is a misnomer. Actually, this word 

óJewô has not been in use for very long. 

If you asked the average person who was the Father 

of the Jews, you would undoubtedly be told, óWhy, 

Abraham of course !ô But as history proves 

conclusively, this just is not so because in the true sense 

of the word Abraham was not a Jew ! 

If you study your ancient history, either by going to a 

public library, or, more conveniently, by getting at the 

Akashic Record, you will find that Abraham was 

actually a native of the place called Ur of the Chaldees. 

Many places have two names nowadays, so if it will 

help you, Ur was also known as Ur Kasdim which was 

in Babylonia. That brings us to the interesting point that 

Abraham, far from being a Jew, was a Babylonian, and 

his actual name had no corresponding name or 

counterpart in Hebrew. The original name of Abraham 

was Abram. 

Abraham lived 2,300 years before the birth of Christ, 

at a time when the word óJewô was not even thought of, 

but about 1,800 years after Abraham had gone to his 
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ójust rewardô the word óJewô referred to people who 

lived in the Kingdom of Juda, and that was in the South 

of Palestine. 

Those of you who are sufficiently interested can look 

in your Bible, in Kings II.16. 6. Here you will find 

words written 600 years before Christ, and the word for 

Jew in those days was Jahudi. 

Back to your Bible again, this time to Ester II. 5. 

Here you will find that Jew is mentioned for the first 

time, and remember, also, that the Book of Ester was 

not written until some 2,400 years after the death of 

Abraham, that is, in the first century A.D. So ð we 

find that Jahudi is that which we now call óJewô. 

In each cycle there have been twelve óSavioursô or 

óMessiahsô or óWorld Leadersô. So when we refer to 

óThe Second Comingô we are rather behind the times ; 

we can refer to Abraham, Moses, Buddha, Christ, and 

many others, but the whole point is that in every cycle 

of world existence there has to be a World Leader of a 

different Zodiacal sign. There are twelve signs of the 

Zodiac, and a Leader comes first in one sign, then 

another, then another, until in all there have been 

twelve Leaders. On this particular cycle of Kali we are 

now approaching the eleventh, and after ð there will 

be one more before this actual Age ends and we are 

really into the Golden Age. 
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Naturally, with each World Leader there have to be 

those who can support Him ð disciples, if you like, or 

assistants, or ministers, call them what you like. But 

there have to be these men who are born specially to be 

of service to the world. 

In 1941 the first of the disciples was born, and others 

have been born since. The actual 'Saviour' will be born 

early in 1985, and in the interim the disciples will be 

preparing the Way. 

The óSaviourô or óWorld Leaderô ð whichever you 

prefer ð will have very special education and training, 

and in the year 2005, when he is twenty years of age, he 

will do much to confound godless people who do not 

believe in Gods, Saviours, etc., etc. 

Again, there will be a case of transmigration. If those 

of you who know the Bible well will study it with an 

open mind you will find that the body of Jesus was 

taken over by óthe Spirit of God ð the Christô. In much 

the same way, the body of the new World Leader will 

be taken over by a very high Personage indeed, and 

during the few years after that there will be remarkable 

events, and the world will be led along those essential 

steps which will prepare it for the start of a new cycle. 

For some 2,000 years the world will make progress 

by following the precepts of the church to be founded 

by the new Leader, but at the end of that 2,000 years 

yet another Leader shall arise ð the twelfth of the 
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cycle, completing the destiny of the Zodiac traversal. 

Conditions shall improve, and so, gently, in the due 

course of time, people shall be led into a new Age 

where they have different abilities from those now 

existing. There shall be clairvoyance and telepathy as 

there was before the so-called, mis-called, Tower of 

Babel, in which through abuse of special powers 

mankind lost their telepathic abilities for the time 

being. The whole story is given in the Bible, but it is in 

the form of a story. Actually, Man was able to 

communicate with fellow Man and with the animals, 

too, but through treachery to the animal world mankind 

was deprived of telepathic communication and so there 

was the utter confusion of people trying to converse in 

what were local dialects, and which in time became the 

languages of the world. 

This world can now be likened to a train. The train 

has been going through various stages of scenery, it has 

been traversing pleasant sunlit lands which can 

correspond to stage 1, lands in which there was 

beautiful scenery and amiable fellow passengers. But 

then we come to stage 2, when the passengers all 

changed, and this new lot were not so friendly, nor was 

the journey so pleasant because there was an uneven 

track with many clattering switchpoints, and the 

journey continued through depressingly gloomy terrain 

where the smoke of various factories belched vile 
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chemicals into the atmosphere. Here the passengers 

were quarrelling and almost coming to blows, but 

worse was to come. At the third stage the passengers 

changed again and a lot of bandits got aboard, bandits 

who tried to rob other passengers, there was much 

stabbing, much sadistic action. The train, too, rocked 

along the edge of narrow gorges where landslides made 

travel precarious. All the time there was discordant 

noise and the continual quarrelling of the unhappy 

passengers. 

Again the train stopped and took on fresh passengers. 

This time conditions were even worse, the new 

passengers were almost wrecking their train, damaging 

the fittings, torturing, swindling, and engaging in all 

those activities which the decent person finds 

abominable. 

The train went through increasingly difficult land, 

with badly laid rails, with many detours and 

obstructions. At last there came a long and gloomy 

tunnel ; the train plunged in and there appeared to be no 

lights anywhere in the train. The passengers were in 

darkness, like the people of the world itself, leaderless. 

The gloom became gloomier, and the atmosphere more 

dismal, until the train was pitching and tossing in 

absolute darkness, with a darkness that comes in a 

passage through the heart of a mountain. But our train 
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is now in its darkest phase, it cannot get darker, 

therefore it must get lighter. 

As the train goes rocketing along it will get lighter 

and lighter, and eventually, as a New Age approaches, 

the train will burst forth from the mountainside, and 

below the passengers will see a fair and pleasant land 

with sparkling waters, herds of cattle grazing 

peacefully. The sun will be shining, and as the train 

goes on and on, ever changing passengers, they will 

find that conditions become better and better, where 

men respect the rights of others, where there is no 

longer terrorism, sadism, and torture. But much has to 

be done at the present time because before the Golden 

Age shall come there will be much more hardship and 

suffering on this world. Prediction is dealt with in 

another Chapter of this book, but possibly it would not 

be amiss to say something here. 

According to the age-old art of astrology many sad 

events are going to take place on this Earth. Round 

about the year 1981 there will be a very substantial and 

unexpected increase in the world's heat, with a 

reduction in rainfall and a drying up of crops, and fruit 

and other plants will wither up before they can be 

gathered. This great heatwave could easily be the result 

of an atom bomb dropped by the Chinese ; the Chinese 

are making haste to develop a super bomb, and the 

present-day Chinese are like mad dogs, without thought 



31/369 

for the rest of the world, because the rest of the world 

keeps them in virtual seclusion and they do not know 

what is happening elsewhere, and it is a sad fact that 

one always fears the person one does not know. Thus, 

the Chinese, in their xenophobic state of mind, are 

ready to lash out at that which they do not understand. 

One also has to bear in mind that it was bad enough 

when only the United States had the atom bomb, but 

now the Russians, the French, the Chinese, and perhaps 

others have this device. Conditions have reached a most 

precarious pass. 

Much preliminary work has to be done before the 

advent of the New Leader. Certain people have to be 

given hints of what is happening, when, and how. But 

certain other people have to be excluded from getting 

much knowledge. 

In addition to the disciples who are now born and 

who are still but children, there are those much older 

people with special knowledge who have to write about 

such things so that the knowledge will be disseminated, 

and who will thus ópave the wayô. These older people 

will not, of course, be upon the Earth at the time of the 

New Coming, but like those who are to come after, 

these forerunners will have done their task by taking 

upon themselves the hatred and the suspicions which 

always come to the innovator. 
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People fear that which they do not understand, and so 

if it is said that a person has changed bodies with 

another, then he is automatically the subject of much 

persecution. But it is necessary that there be incidents 

of changing bodies to bring it into the public 

consciousness so that when the New Leader comes 

people will be able to accept the truth of transmigration 

of souls and the changing of bodies. Thus, while those 

who are undergoing the scorn and ridicule and active 

persecution of an ill-informed Press at present, they 

will know in the fullness of time that their suffering and 

misery has been justified. 

Often people will say, óOh, but if these people have 

such great powers why do they live in poverty ? If they 

were truly what they say they are, they would have all 

the money they wanted.ô This is utterly ridiculous 

because a person who comes to this Earth under 

different conditions is something like a splinter in the 

body of the world, and if you have a splinter in your 

thumb you agitate, and fidget, and you mess about until 

eventually you get that splinter dislodged, and you 

spare no liking for that splinter ! In the same way, 

people who come to this world, and change bodies, and 

try to prepare a way for another, they too are like a 

splinter, the world finds them strange, people may be 

uncomfortable in the presence of such a being. Rather 

than blame their own lack of development they always 
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try to put the blame on the other person ð óOh, he is 

queer, he makes me have such an uncanny feeling when 

he touches me.ô 

So, the old world goes rolling along full of trouble, 

but the darkest hour is before the dawn, and when 

things are at their blackest there is the happy thought 

that any change can be for the better. And this world 

and the peoples of this world, after their blackest hour, 

will go on and on into the light when mankind shall be 

tolerant of mankind, and when the little people of the 

animal world shall be understood instead of 

misunderstood, feared, and tormented as they are at 

present. So, beginning with the year 2000, the world 

shall have pleasures, and a Golden Age shall dawn. 

 

Chapter Two : 

MANY MANSIONS  

 

ALONE he was, alone in the old rambling house in the 

heart of the Moor. Far off at the end of the long, 

cultivated garden, a noisy brook went tumbling over the 

rocks and hissing across the stony stretches. On a warm 

day he was wont to stand by that babbling brook, or 
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perch on one of the large rocks overhanging the 

tumultuous torrent. Farther along there was the little 

wooden bridge with the shaky handrail by which he 

crossed on his way to the small hamlet for his mail and 

shopping. 

It had been pleasant here, he and his wife. Together 

they had tried to make a home, tried to keep óbody and 

soul togetherô while he painted and waited for 

recognition. But, as usual, the Press had not understood 

ð nor tried to understand ð his art, and so the critics 

had damned his work with faint praise ; recognition 

was as far off as ever. And now he was alone in the old, 

old house, his mind and mood in a turmoil matched by 

the gale outside. 

Across the moorland heather the gale screeched in 

unbridled fury, lashing the yellow gorse, making it bow 

to the mighty wind. The distant sea was a boiling white 

mass of foam, with mighty waves breaking in thunder 

on the great granite shore, dragging back the pebbles 

with a nerve-jarring scream. A lone gull soared 

backwards overhead, blowing helplessly inland, 

powerless in the grip of the storm. 

The old house shook and shuddered to the ceaseless 

pounding of the elements. Flecks of cloud, driven low, 

whipped by the windows like ghosts seeking entry. A 

sudden metallic clatter and rumble, and a sheet of 

corrugated metal went spinning across the garden, to 
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strike the bridge and shear through the old timbers. For 

a time the broken ends vibrated like an overtaxed violin 

string, then, one after the other, they shuddered and 

tumbled into the brook. 

Inside the house, oblivious of the turmoil, the man 

paced back and forth, back and forth. Seeing again and 

again, the moment when he had returned from the 

hamlet and found his wife gone. Re-reading the bitter 

note in which she told him that he was a failure ð and 

she was going elsewhere. Grimly ð as a sudden 

thought struck him ð he strode to the battered old desk 

and wrenched open the centre drawer. Rooting in the 

back, he dragged out the cigar box in which he kept the 

rent and living money. Even before he opened it he 

knew that it was empty, the money, his ONLY money, 

gone. Groping his way to a chair he sat down and 

buried his head in his hands. 

óBefore !ô he whispered. óBefore, this has happened 

to me before !ô Lifting his head he stared unseeingly 

through the window against which torrential rain was 

beating in an unceasing stream, forcing its way through 

a loose-fitting window and collecting in a spreading 

pool on the carpet. óI've lived through all this before !ô 

he whispered. óHave I gone INSANE ? How could I 

have known about this ?ô High up among the eaves the 

wind shrieked in derision and gave the old house an 

extra shake and judder. 
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Against the ancient stone hedge the little moorland 

ponies huddled head to wind in abject misery, trying to 

get even slight shelter for stinging eyes. Away in the 

hall the telephone rang and rang, jarring him from his 

lethargy. Slowly he made his way to the jangling 

instrument, which ceased its clanging even as he 

stretched out his hand to lift it. óThe same, the same,ô 

he murmured to the uncaring walls. óIT HAS ALL 

HAPPENED BEFORE !ô 

 

*     *     *     *     *     *     * 

 

The old Professor plodded wearily across the 

quadrangle on his way to the Lecture Hall. The years 

had been hard ones indeed. Born in very humble 

circumstances he had been the 'bright boy' who had 

slaved and earned that he could put himself through 

college. It had been almost a lifetime of clawing his 

way up against the opposition of those who resented his 

humble origin. Now in the evening of his life the 

weight of Time was showing in his white hair, lined 

face, and feeble step. As he stumbled slowly along, 

oblivious of the greetings of undergraduates, he 

pondered on many obscure facets of his specialty, 

Ancient History. 

Completely the model of the Absent-minded 

Professor, he fumbled for the door-knob of a door 
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already open, and not finding it, turned away, 

muttering, óDear dear ! Most strange, MOST strange ð 

there used to be a door here. I must be in the wrong 

building.ô An understanding student ð one who had 

profited from the old man's brilliant Lectures, took his 

arm and gently turned him round. óHere, sir,ô he said. óI 

have opened the door for you. In here.ô Gratefully the 

Professor turned and mumbled his thanks. Entering the 

Lecture Hall he became a man transformed ; HERE 

was his life, here he expounded upon Ancient History. 

Moving like a man rejuvenated, he crossed to the 

rostrum and smiled benignly upon the assembled 

undergraduates. They smiled respectfully at him, for 

even though they did at times make fun of his 

forgetfulness, yet they still had a genuine liking for the 

Lecturer who was so willing to help them to the full 

extent of his power. Remembering his own struggles, 

he took pleasure in HELPING the student in 

difficulties, instead of flunking him as was so often the 

case with other Professors. 

Glancing about him to see that his class was 

complete, and all were ready, he said, óWe are going to 

continue with our discussion about one of the great 

enigmas of History, the Sumerian civilisation. Here was 

a mighty civilisation which seems to have appeared in a 

most mysterious manner and disappeared in an equally 

mysterious manner. We have tantalising fragments, but 



38/369 

no clear picture. We know, for example, that three 

thousand and five hundred years B.C. the Sumerians 

were preparing beautifully written manuscripts. We 

have fragments of them. Always fragments, and no 

more. We know also that the Sumerians had a musical 

system which differed from any other system of 

musical notation throughout the old or new worlds. 

There has been discovered a clay tablet which by 

scientific methods indicates an age of some three 

thousand years. The tablet has engraved upon it musical 

symbols which lead us to suppose that it was a hymn, 

but it has defied musical interpretation.ô 

The old man paused, his eyes opened wide as if 

seeing something beyond the normal vision of Man. 

For a minute he stood thus, gazing into the Infinite, 

then, with a strangled groan, he dropped to the floor. 

Stunned amazement held the class motionless for a 

moment, then two students rushed to his side, while 

another hurried out in search of medical assistance. 

A hushed assembly stood respectfully aside as two 

stretcher-bearers carefully lifted the unconscious man, 

placed him upon the opened stretcher, and bore him 

away to the waiting ambulance. The Head who had 

been called, appeared full of bustle and dismissed the 

class for the afternoon. 

Away in the cool hospital room the old Professor, 

now regained consciousness, muttered to his doctor, 
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óStrange ! Strange ! I had the distinct impression that I 

had lived through this incident before, that I KNEW the 

origin of the Sumerians. I must have been working too 

hard. But I KNEW the answer, and now it has faded. 

Strange, strange !ô 

 

*     *     *     *     *     *     * 

 

The middle-aged man squirmed uncomfortably upon 

the hard wooden bench, crossing first one leg then the 

other. From time to time he lifted half-frightened eyes 

to gaze about him. From the end of the room came the 

harsh, impersonal voice of the nurse grating out her 

monotonous orders : óGarland, you are to see Dr. 

Northey. Here are your cards. Take them in THAT 

door, and wait until the Doctor speaks to you. Rogers, 

you go to Therapy, they want to do some test. Here are 

your cards. Go down the corridor THERE.ô The voice 

continued like the voice of a bored Announcer quoting 

the Fat-Stock prices. 

The middle-aged man shuddered at the rows and 

rows of people before him. Patients unaccompanied, 

new patients with relatives with them, and some with 

burly Attendants waiting near by. The hours dragged 

on. Here and there a man or woman screamed in the 

grip of some mental fantasy. Nearer, a man shouted, óI 

gotta, and when you gotta you gotta.ô Jumping up, he 
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rushed across the room, scattering people right and left, 

elbowing aside a clutching Attendant, tripping a clerk, 

before diving headlong through an open window. 

Throughout the ensuing commotion the nurse's voice 

droned on imperturbably. 

Outside, the dull red-brick buildings shimmered in 

the increasing heat. The glass of the many windows 

threw back the sunôs reflection, and showed the 

thousands of bars across the windows. Scores of blank-

eyed men stooped and shuffled as they grubbed along 

the gravel of the paths in search of weeds. Attendants 

loitered alertly in any available shade as they 

supervised the toiling men. Farther along, where the 

grassy slopes met the main drive, lines of dowdy 

women bent to the task of picking litter and stones from 

the grass before the mowers could do their work. 

Beneath a spreading tree a gaunt woman stood in the 

pose of utter majesty as she scornfully surveyed the two 

watchful women Attendants who were poised in 

anxious expectancy. 

At the main gates two Attendants stopped cars 

entering that the occupants might be directed. An 

inmate, appearing casual, tried to slip out behind an 

Attendant's back, but was soon stopped. óNow, Alf !ô 

the Attendant admonished. óBack in you go ð none of 

your tricks, I'm busy.ô Beyond the high stone walls and 

heavily barred gates pedestrians peered in curiously, 
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getting a thrill out of a forbidden peep at Life Inside the 

Walls. 

In Admittance the middle-aged man stood up 

uncertainly as his name was eventually called. Rising to 

his feet he walked to the Nurse at the desk and said, óIt 

is all a mistake, I ð ô 

óYes, yes, I know, you are as sane as can be,ô 

interrupted the Nurse. óThey all say the same.ô Sighing, 

she picked up a card and some papers and signaled to a 

waiting Attendant. óYou had better take this one to Dr. 

Hollis,ô she said, when the Attendant appeared. óHe 

says it is all a mistake and he is sane. Mind he doesn't 

get away.ô 

óCome on, fella,ô said the Attendant, grasping the 

middle-aged man by the arm and leading him through a 

small door. Together they trudged along a corridor 

lined with doors. From behind some came sighs, from 

others screams, and from yet another a queer bubbling 

sound which made the Attendant jump to an alarm and 

energetically summon assistance to one whose life was 

bubbling away through a cut throat. The middle-aged 

man shivered and seemed to shrink. óScared, eh ?ô 

asked the Attendant. óYou ain't seen nuthing yet. YOU 

WILL  !ô 

At last they stopped before a door, the Attendant 

knocked and a distant voice called, óCome in.ô Pushing 

the middle-aged man before him, he entered and placed 
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the card and papers on the desk. óAnother one for you, 

Doctor,ô said the Attendant as he turned and withdrew. 

The Doctor slowly reached out a languid hand and 

picked up the papers and compared them with the card. 

Then, without paying the slightest attention to the 

middle-aged man he settled back in his swivel chair and 

began to read. Not until he had read every word, and 

made notes, did he look up and utter a terse, óSit !ô 

óNow !ô said the Doctor as his patient sat shakily 

before him. óWhat's all this about ? How d'ye think you 

can be in two places at once ? Tell me all about it.ô He 

sat back with an air of bored resignation and lit a 

cigarette. 

óWell, Doctor,ô said the middle-aged man, ófor some 

time I have had the strangest feeling that another part of 

me is living in some other part of the world. I feel as if 

I were one of identical twins sometimes almost 

completely in rapport with the other.ô 

The Doctor grunted and knocked the ash off his 

cigarette. óAny brothers or sisters ?ô he asked. óThe 

report says none, but it could be wrong.ô 

óNo, Doctor, no brothers, no sisters, and no one with 

whom I am sufficiently friendly to account for this 

feeling. It is exactly as if I sometimes get in touch with 

another ñmeò somewhere else, someone who also is 

aware of this feeling.ô 



43/369 

The Doctor stubbed out his cigarette and said, óHow 

frequently do you have these remarkable occurrences ? 

Can you predict their onset ?ô 

óNo, sir,ô the middle-aged man replied. óI may be 

doing something quite ordinary, then I will experience 

a tingling in the navel, and after that I feel as if I were 

two telephone lines which have been crossed and both 

parties are receiving their own telephone calls as well 

as those of the other.ô 

óHmm !ô mused the Doctor. óDoes it inconvenience 

you in any way ?ô 

óYes, Doctor, it does,ô the middle-aged man replied. 

óSometimes I speak out loud and say the DARNDEST 

things !ô 

The Doctor sighed as he remarked, óSo I see from 

this report. Well, we shall have to commit you to an 

Observation Ward until we can get the matter 

straightened out, you seem to be living in two worlds at 

the same time.ô 

At the Doctor's signal the Attendant entered the 

room. óTake him to Observation B3 please. I will see 

him later in the day.ô 

The Attendant motioned to the middle-aged man, and 

together they turned and went out of the Doctor's 

office. The Doctor sat motionless for a moment, then 

pushed his glasses up to his forehead and energetically 

scratched the back of his neck. Lighting a fresh 
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cigarette, he leaned back in his swivel chair and put his 

feet on the desk. 

óIt seems we have a lot of people in nowadaysô, he 

said to himself, ówho believe they are living twin 

existences. I suppose next we shall have people saying 

they are living in parallel worlds or something.ô The 

óburrr, burrrô of his telephone jerked him back to the 

present, and slipping his feet off the desk he reached 

out for the phone and got ready for the next patient. 

 

*     *     *     *     *     *     * 

 

There are such things as parallel worlds because 

everything must have its counterpart in a reversed state, 

just the same as you cannot have a battery which is 

only positive or only negative ; there must be positive 

and negative. But that is a matter to be discussed in our 

next chapter, now we have parallel worlds. 

Unfortunately, óscientistsô who have been afraid of 

losing face or something, or sinking into matters 

beyond their depth, have confused the issue because 

they will not face up to the thought of having genuine 

research. Yet in India the Adepts of years gone by 

referred to their óLinga Shariraô, which means the part 

of the body which is in a different dimension ð beyond 

the three dimensions of this world ð and so cannot be 

perceived normally by a person existing in this three-
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dimensional world. We have to remember that upon 

this world we are confined to three dimensions, for this 

is wholly a three-dimensional world and to the average 

person who has not studied anything about metaphysics 

the fourth dimension is something to laugh about or to 

read about in some remarkable science fiction. 

Not merely is there a fourth dimension, but beyond 

the world of the fourth there are the fifth, the sixth, the 

seventh, the eighth, and the ninth. In the ninth, for 

example, one attains realisation and is able to 

comprehend the nature of things, one is able to 

comprehend the origin of Life, the origin of the Soul, 

how things started and what part mankind plays in the 

evolution of the Cosmos. In the ninth dimension, also, 

Man ð still a puppet of the Overself ð is able to 

converse face to face with his Overself. 

One of the greatest difficulties is the unfortunate fact 

that óscientistsô have set up all sorts of extraordinary 

and arbitrary rules and if one dares to contradict 

anything that these óscientistsô say, then one is really 

ostracised. An example of that may be found in the way 

in which the medical profession was completely 

crippled for hundreds of years because of the works of 

Aristotle, it was considered to be a great crime to do 

any investigation into the human body because 

Aristotle had taught all there was to know ð ever. So, 

until the medical profession could escape from the dead 
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hand of Aristotle, they could do no dissections and no 

post-mortems, and they could do no research. 

Certain astronomers had much the same difficulty 

when they taught that Earth was not the centre of 

creation because some early Wonderful Man had taught 

that the Sun revolved round the Earth, and that 

everything existed for the comfort of mankind ! 

But now we have to get on with our dimensions. 

Here on this Earth we deal with that which is 

commonly known as three dimensions. We see a thing 

and we feel a thing, and it appears solid and real to us. 

But suppose we had to deal with an extra dimension, 

the first thing would be ð well, what is this extra 

dimension ? Possibly we could not quite comprehend it. 

What could be a fourth dimension ? Worse, what would 

be a fifth ? And then go on up to the ninth, or even 

beyond the ninth. 

The best thing is to consider first an ordinary tape-

recorder because most people have access to a tape-

recorder or have seen one. We have a tape-recorder 

running at a very slow, slow speed, less than an inch a 

second. At such a slow speed one could have a tape 

message last for an hour. But supposing we made that 

tape play back at, for example, a foot a second ; then 

the speech would be quite unintelligible to us, the 

message upon the tape would not have altered in any 

way, the words would be the same, but in effect we 
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would have moved our speech to another dimension 

and so we could not comprehend the speech. Before we 

could comprehend that which was upon the tape we 

should have to play the tape at the same speed as that 

employed in recording it. 

Incidentally, marine biologists have used tape-

recordings and have discovered that fish of all kinds 

talk. There is, in fact, a special phonograph record 

giving sounds of the sea in which there are the sounds 

of the fish talking to each other, and even lobsters and 

crabs communicating. If you find this hard to believe, 

remember that dolphins have had their speech recorded 

on tape ; dolphins speak many, many times faster than 

humans, so the speech was recorded on tape and was 

quite unintelligible to humans but the tape was slowed 

to a dimension (speed) acceptable to human ears. Now 

the scientists are trying to decipher the tapes, and at the 

time of writing this it has been stated that these 

scientists are able to compile a vocabulary so that 

eventually they may be able to communicate in extenso 

with dolphins. 

But ð back to our parallel worlds. Many, many 

years ago, when I had escaped from the Russians and 

was making my slow and painful way across Europe to 

eventually reach a free country, I chanced to stop in 

war-torn Berlin then being desecrated by the savage 

Russians. I was walking about wondering what to do 
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next, wondering how to pass the time until nightfall 

when I should hope to be able to get a lift upon my way 

towards the French border. 

I walked along looking at the still-smoldering ruins 

where allied bombing had reduced most of Berlin to 

shattered rubble. In a little cleared spot beneath twisted 

steel girders now turning red with rust, I saw a 

ramshackle stage set up surrounded by those bomb-

racked buildings. There was scenery of a sort upon the 

stage, scenery made from bits of material salvaged 

from the wreckage. They had some poles, and from the 

poles were stretched pieces of sacking so as to obscure 

as much as possible a view of the stage from those who 

had not paid to enter. 

I was interested and looking farther I saw there were 

two old men, one was standing before a curtain taking 

money. He was tattered and unkempt, but there was a 

certain air of ð something ð majesty, I suppose, about 

him. I forget now how much money I paid to enter, not 

much because none of us had much money in war-torn 

Berlin, but as I paid he put the money in his pocket and 

courteously motioned me through the tattered and 

bedraggled curtain. 

As I went beyond the curtain I saw some planks 

bridging rubble, and on those planks people were 

sitting. I took my seat, too, then a hand came through 

the curtain and waved. An old, old man, thin, bent with 
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the weight of years, shuffled to the centre of the stage 

and made a little address in German telling us what we 

were going to see. Then turning away he went behind 

the backdrop. For a moment we saw him with two 

sticks in his hand and from those two sticks depended a 

number of puppets, inanimate lumps of wood, roughly 

carved to represent a human shape, dressed up in gaudy 

rags, with painted features and lumps of hair stuck on 

top. They were crude, they really were crude, and I 

thought that I had wasted money which I could ill 

afford, but ð I was tired of walking, tired of just 

ambling about attempting to evade Russian and 

German police patrols, so I kept to my hard seat and 

thought that as I had wasted the money I would waste 

some time as well. 

The old man shuffled out of sight at the back of his 

little ramshackle stage. Somehow he had rigged up 

lighting of some kind, these were now dimmed and on 

this very makeshift stage appeared figures. I stared. I 

stared hard and rubbed my eye, for these weren't 

puppets, these were living creatures, gone completely 

was the crudity of hacked wood daubed over with 

colour, topped with horsehair and swaddled with bits of 

rag salvaged from bombed ruins. Here were living 

people, people each with a mind of his own, people 

intent on the task at hand, people who moved of their 

own volition. 
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There was no music, of course, and no sound, no 

sound that is except for the asthmatically wheezing of 

the old, old man now hidden in the back. But sound 

was not necessary, sound of any kind would have been 

superfluous, the puppets were Life, every movement, 

every gesture was expressive, speech was unnecessary, 

for these motions were in the universal language of 

picture, pantomime. 

There seemed to be an aura around these puppets, 

these puppets who had now become people, they 

seemed to take on the identity and the personality itself 

of that which they were at the moment representing. No 

matter how much I peered I could not see the strings 

going from the heads, these were indeed artfully hidden 

against the background. Before me scenes of life were 

being enacted with absolute fidelity to the human 

counterparts. I lost myself in following the actions and 

the motives, we watched human drama and our pulses 

raced in sympathy with the under-dog. This was 

excitement, this was real, but at last the show came to 

an end and I roused myself as if from a trance. I knew 

that a real genius was controlling those puppets, a 

master of masters, and then the old man came out from 

behind his stage and bowed. He was shaking with 

fatigue, his face was white with the strain and covered 

with a thin sheen of perspiration. He was indeed an 

artist, he was indeed a master, and we saw not a 
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tattered, battered old man clad in rags, but the genius 

who manipulated those crude puppets and brought them 

to life. 

As I turned away I thought of the things I had 

learned in Tibet, I thought of my beloved guide the 

Lama Mingyar Dondup, and how he had shown me that 

Man is just a puppet of his Overself. I thought also how 

this puppet show had been a wonderful lesson on 

parallel worlds. 

Man is nine-tenths subconscious and one-tenth 

conscious. You have probably read quite a lot about it 

because the whole science of psychology is devoted to 

the various facets and idiosyncrasies of Man's 

subconscious. Remembering that Man is so little 

óconsciousô does it not occur to you what a shocking 

waste of time it is for a powerful, powerful Overself, 

gifted with all manner of abilities and talents, pulsing 

with the power of a more vibrant world and of a 

different way of life, who comes to this world laden 

with troubles and obstacles, and then to function at, at 

most, one-tenth of its ability ? Supposing you had a 

motor-car, oh, let us say an eight-cylinder car because 

there do not seem to be any ten-cylinder cars to make 

the allusion more exact ð let us say we have an eight-

cylinder car, then, just for the purpose of this 

illustration. 
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We have this eight-cylinder car, but we find that it is 

working on one cylinder alone, seven cylinders are not 

in any way contributing towards the function of the car, 

they are in fact holding it back even more because of 

the inertia. The performance is deplorable. But think of 

it in terms of human existence ; mankind is like a ten 

cylinder car only one cylinder of which works, the 

other nine are ósubconsciousô. Wasteful, isn't it ? 

The Overself of a human ð or any other creature 

either, for that matter ð does not waste energy ; the 

Overself of a human has a number of tasks which must 

be accomplished. Supposing we have an evolved 

Overself who is anxious to progress to other planes of 

existence, one who is anxious to go up and up and up to 

different dimensions. In that case the Overself might 

devote one-tenth of its ability to dealing with the body 

on Earth, and the rest of its abilities might go to dealing 

with bodies on other planets, or other planes of 

existence. Or it might even be without puppet bodies on 

other planes of existence and be moving in what one 

might term, pure spirit, instead. But if the Overself is 

not that far evolved or has a different scheme of 

operations, it might do things in a different way. 

Supposing our Overself is more or less of a beginner, 

then you can say that it is the same as a student in 

secondary school. The student has to attend a number 

of classes instead of having to learn just one subject, 



53/369 

often this means that the student has to walk to different 

classes or to different centres, and that really does 

waste a lot of time and energy. 

The Overself is in a far more satisfactory position. It 

is the puppet master. Upon this world which we call 

Earth there is a puppet which is the Earth body, and 

which functions with one tenth of the Overself's 

attention. Upon a parallel world in another dimension 

the Overself could have another puppet, or perhaps two 

or three, or more puppets, and it would then be able to 

manipulate these between various tasks. To go back to 

our student, one might say that this is like a student 

who can remain aloof in his private room and send his 

deputies to the different classrooms so that he can gain 

all the experience required through these different 

sources and 'connect them up' later. 

Let us assume that the Overself is having to rush 

things somewhat in order to catch up with the cycle of 

evolution. Supposing the Overself has been a bit slow 

or a bit lazy, and has had various setbacks, and this 

Overself does not want to be left in the same class or 

state after the others have passed on, so he has to take, 

in effect, a cramming course the same as a child or 

older student takes extra lessons in order that he may 

keep up with others who are more advanced, and so 

remain in close touch with them. 
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The Overself may have a person living one life in 

Australia and may have yet another person doing 

something else in Africa. Perhaps there will be another 

one in South America or Canada, or England ; there 

may be more than three, there may be five or six or 

seven. These people might never meet on Earth and 

they would still be very much in affinity with each 

other, they may have telepathic rapport without in any 

way understanding why, but then occasionally they 

would meet in the astral just as travelling salesmen 

sometimes meet in the sales manager's office. 

The poor wretched Overself with seven or eight or 

nine puppets would really have to get a move on to 

manipulate them all at once and avoid ócrossing the 

wiresô. This is one explanation of some curious dreams 

because frequently when two compatible puppets are 

asleep their Silver Cords might touch, and would 

produce an effect similar to those crossed telephone 

lines wherein you hear pieces of others' conversations 

but, sadly, sadly, and to one's immense regret, we miss 

all the most interesting bits. 
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But what is the purpose of all this, you might ask. 

Well, thatôs easy to answer : By having a number of 

puppets the Overself can have vast experience and can 

live ten lives in just one lifetime. The Overself can 

experience riches and poverty at the same time, and so 

weigh them in the balance of experience. One puppet in 

one country could be a beggar making a miserable 

living, hardly existing, in fact, while in some other 

country the next puppet could be a prince gaining 

experience of how to handle men and how to shape a 

nation's policy. The beggar would be gaining 

experience of misery and suffering so that when his 

lifetime of experience was blended to that of the prince-


















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































