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windowpanes too: some days red, some orange, some yellow and so on. I put
a little rug on the table and then placed on it a few symbolic objects which
linked me to eternal truths. But above all, despite the lack of space, I had
managed to put an armchair in this room on which no one, not even I, was
allowed to sit. Who was this chair for? I had no idea, and yet I knew in the
depths of my heart that it was reserved for a messenger from the realms of
light. You can imagine my surprise when I learned that, a few years earlier,
the Master had lived in a house less than a hundred metres from our home! I
often used to walk past this house. Had I sensed his presence? Or did I intuit
that I was going to meet him and so reserve this chair for him?

Then, in town, rumours began to circulate... Peter Deunov was now in
Varna3: the clergy of the orthodox Church had been angered by him and by
his ideas and had succeeded in getting the government to banish him from
Sofia, where he had lived for several years. I did not want to go immediately
to see him, because I was still very weak from the illness which, for some
weeks, had kept me hovering between life and death; I did not dare introduce
myself to him when I was in such a poor state of health. But as soon as I was
better…

 
And then, one day, when I had gone out for a walk on the main street of

Varna, I saw a man coming towards me who attracted my whole attention. He
was dressed quite simply and, despite his beard, he still seemed young. But
his face had such nobility, such gravity, that I immediately thought, ‘That’s
him!’ I had seen many fine faces in my life, but not one had struck me as
forcefully as his, not one had left such an impression on me. He passed by
quickly, walking as only he knew how. My heart beat so strongly, and I felt
that now the moment to meet him had arrived. I made some enquiries and he
agreed to see me.

When I went to see him for the first time, at the Hotel London where he
was staying, one of his secretaries opened the door and introduced me to him.
Before my arrival, he had been busy composing the music for Chte se
razvesselia, accompanying on his violin the sister who was singing. I did not
know then that he had studied music and that he played the violin… I had
longed, since childhood, to play this instrument! After greeting me, he said,
‘You are going to sing with us.’ I was so overwhelmed that I could hardly
make a sound. I watched how he drew the music from his violin; his whole
face bore witness to an intense inner life. The tune developed little by little,





blindness. However, even though I did not understand it, I took this reply
seriously. And now I believe not only that love, spiritual love, leads to
clairvoyance, but that it alone gives true clairvoyance.

 
At that time I was a difficult adolescent. I did not want to listen to any

advice from anyone, and often not even from my mother, whom I loved and
respected greatly. But at the same time I was aware that my judgment was not
perhaps the best, and I began to have doubts. I said to myself, ‘Just because
you think this or that does not necessarily mean that you are right. That it
suits you is not enough. How can you really know?’ When I met the Master, I
felt immediately that he had such natural authority that I could do nothing
other than accept his judgment, his viewpoints, his criteria, and follow his
advice, even if it did not exactly match what I had thought or hoped. I was
like a sailor lost at sea, without a compass, and with no idea what direction to
take in order to come to harbour. That is why one of the first things I said to
him was ‘Guide me!’ How could his superiority not have impressed me?

I have never thought of myself as particularly wise and intelligent, but if
the wisdom and intelligence of a person are judged by the choices he or she
makes in life, in choosing Master Peter Deunov as both my model and my
guide, then, yes, I was wise and intelligent. So many people with great
intellectual, moral and artistic faculties have not achieved much, because they
did not know how to recognize those who could help them to develop them.
It is sad to see how many gifted men and women have ruined their lives,
simply because they were not guided. It is often preferable to be a little less
gifted but to be well guided.

As I took my leave at the end of my first visit, the Master asked me to
come back and see him. I could not then put words to everything I was
feeling. It was as if a sun was rising within me: the clouds dispersed, a new
light flooded me, erasing all my fears and suffering. Everything vibrated and
sang in my heart like the first day of spring. So, I returned to his hotel to see
him again, and I was present too when he gave his lectures. But more
convincing and more eloquent than his words was the life emanating from
him, a radiance, a breath of pure air, which enlightened and purified my own
life.

In great spiritual beings, the perfection of their features is not what is most
remarkable. Whatever their features, there is true beauty in their light, in
everything that emanates from them. Even when the Master was silent, his



whole being spoke, and when he spoke, his whole being underlined his
speech. For me, he was a book, the best book, a living book. Besides, we all
need living books; the others, once read, are put back on the shelf where they
are forgotten. Whereas living books are never forgotten; they are constant
reminders for us. And this is when I began to understand the difference
between intellectual knowledge and living knowledge. What is this
difference? The same as that between the smell of paper and of fresh bread! I
had discovered the Master’s existence and his teaching thanks to a few
brochures the bookseller had recommended to me, but the reason I wanted to
become and remain his disciple was because I saw, I felt, who he himself
was.

The Master’s face, its beauty, richness and depth, revealed a vast world to
me. In this magnificent face, the most remarkable feature was the nose. Much
later, despite consulting the works of the Swiss physiognomist, Lavater, I
never saw such a nose, and I cannot explain the thoughts that it inspired in
me. It was a perfect nose, and it immediately fascinated me. Yes, fascinated.
Just by looking at his nose, I understood that the Master was an exceptional
being. In this perfect form, I read wisdom, intelligence, strength of spirit and
the laws of harmony, and in the beginning I could not stop looking at it. Also,
I was even more bothered by what had happened some time previously to my
own nose.

In our neighbourhood in Varna, despite warnings from my mother, I was
used to climbing on the roofs of neighbouring houses, and one day I fell.
Luckily this fall was not too serious, as I had not fallen from a great height,
but I hit my nose, and in time a growth formed, which made it look like a
beak. It was not a pretty sight, and I suffered from it. So once, I spoke to the
Master about it, and he said, ‘Don’t fret about it. All will be well’. In fact,
little by little my nose regained its normal shape, and there was not the least
sign of injury.

 
What also immediately impressed me about the Master was the rhythm

and harmony that he put into his gestures, his words and his bearing. Such a
rhythm cannot be created artificially, it does not appear by chance; it is the
result of a deep knowledge of the laws of the spiritual world. These laws
must have been studied and internalized, over a long time, in order to make
the body conform. The Master never changed his simple, honest attitude; he
never abandoned this harmony, this marvellous rhythm which gave weight



and meaning to everything he did. I do not know if I am making myself
understood, but I can give you an example. When you sing or play a musical
instrument, it is not enough to pay attention to the notes, but you must also
respect the tempo, the rhythm, otherwise the greatest masterpiece will lose its
meaning and beauty.

I, who continually lived in extremes, was always astonished to see this
measure and equilibrium in the Master. He was not indifferent to what went
on around him, but whereas, in some situations, others would be worried or
agitated, he always maintained the same rhythm, and you could read in his
face that he was in command of the situation. I said to myself, ‘This is what I
must learn. My God, if I could only be like him!’ For a long time I tried to
guess his secret. Did I discover it ?... I can still feel today the effect that this
mastery, marked by harmony and benevolence, had on me. With what
attention I looked at him, I listened to him! I wanted to have the same
thoughts and the same feelings as he had; I wanted to act like him. I told him
this one day, and I added that I even wanted to look like him. He was silent
for a moment, then he replied, ‘Yes, one day, you will look like me.’

 
Little by little I abandoned many of the exercises I was doing before I met

the Master and, as he advised one particular practice, I began to go in the
morning to watch the sunrise in Varna’s large park, where we could see it rise
out of the ocean. At this hour, no one went to the park, but the Master and I
would often meet each other; one would be arriving as the other was leaving.
We would greet each other from afar, the Master raising his hat, a bowler hat
which many people wore at that period. At that hour we never spoke to each
other, as I felt it was not the moment to approach him. But I was always glad
to see him, and then I knew that I could go and see him during the day.

In the room where he received me, usually in the afternoon, there was a
simple table with nothing on it. But once, coming in, I saw a book on it.
Then, the Master picked it up, handed it to me, and asked me to read a
passage from it. The book was… The Count of Monte Cristo by Alexander
Dumas! And the piece I had to read was where the old abbot Faria shows the
young Edmund Dantes how, by putting two halves of a sheet of paper
together, he could reconstruct the contents of a will which would reveal
where a fabulous treasure was hidden. After having read the passage, I gave
the book back to the Master, who said not a word, and I dared not ask any
questions. Why had he made me read this passage? What did those two



pieces of paper signify for me? Was there somewhere a piece of something
and I had to find the other half? This was not the only time the Master left me
with unanswered questions or, more precisely, questions to which I had to
find the answers. But when?...

 
At that time, Bulgaria was at war with the Balkans and the government

had instituted a curfew. One evening the Master had kept me at his house
longer than usual, and when I left him it was already past curfew time.
Suddenly, at a street corner, I found myself confronted by two guards on
horseback who stopped me, saying, ‘Where are you going at this time of
night?’ ‘I am going home.’ ‘Well, come with us.’ And I had to follow them. I
walked thinking about the Master, and I was so happy with our conversation
that I did not mind spending the night at the police station… Then, equally
suddenly, for no apparent reason, the guards said, ‘Right then, be off with
you and go back home! We will come some of the way with you so that you
won’t be arrested again. But in future, don’t be out at this time.’ I was very
happy at this turn of events, but the next day I had already forgotten the
incident.

Several days later, when I went to visit the Master, he welcomed me with
a smile and said, ‘So, it turned out all right the other evening. The guards
treated you well, didn’t they?’ ‘What? You know what happened?’ ‘Yes.’
‘Did you do something?’ ‘I told the guards that you were a disciple of the
light and that they should let you go home.’ After that incident, I understood
that the Master, who was clairvoyant, was also able to speak to beings in the
invisible world. Those who question the reality of the power of thought –
whether it can travel through space, whether human brains are prepared to
receive it – should reflect on this fact. The guards had received an order, and
their souls had obeyed.

 
One day when the Master accompanied me as far as the hotel entrance, as

I walked away I believed that I could feel his eyes on me. I turned around,
and indeed, he was still there, looking at me. I had the impression that he was
observing how I walked. This surprised me… And then, a short while later,
during a lecture, he tackled the topic of how we move, by drawing our
attention to the different modalities of movement in animals, which,
according to the species, walk, crawl, hop, swim or fly. He then added that
we can draw conclusions about the character of each human being from the



way they walk, and even predict their future. This was new for me; I had
never before thought of dwelling on such details. Then, I, too, began to
observe my own way of walking, as well as all my gestures, and to compare
them with those of the Master: how he got up, sat down, turned his head. And
I could study his walk especially when he allowed me to go with him and a
few other brothers and sisters to see the sun rise over the heights of Varna.

We met each other and waited for the Master outside his hotel. When he
emerged, he paused motionless, for a moment, looked in front of him, then to
the right and to the left. He never started walking without being oriented first,
as if he was consciously owning his space, and then his step was both quick
and supple, yet full of dignity. I never saw him walking with a bent back or a
lowered head. It could be said that he found real delight in moving because
his steps were so light! Then with what joy we watched the sun with him, as
it rose deep red just above the sea; it spread light of such beauty that we
wanted to drink it. Afterwards, we did the breathing exercises and the
gymnastic exercises.5

 
One day, however, I arrived at the Master’s house absolutely

overwhelmed and in tears. I was so taken by this wonderful new life I was
discovering with him that I had forgotten that I should soon have to leave for
my military service. I had just received notice to present myself at a specific
time and date at the barracks. This departure was a tragedy for me; not only
was I devastated to leave the Master, his lectures, the sunrises but, as
Bulgaria was then at war,6 I was in danger of being sent to the front, and the
idea of bloodshed horrified me. Moreover, I had to fight the French, when, I
don’t know why, I already loved France. So there I was before him,
overwhelmed, and expecting him to share my sorrow. Not at all! He looked at
me calmly, almost joyfully, and said, ‘Don’t worry, Providence is looking
after you. You will be released very swiftly.’ As he said these words, he
looked at me with such intensity, such love, that I was swept up in such a
whirlwind of light that not only my grief disappeared, but I was in Paradise. I
have never been able to forget that look, for he never looked at me in that
way again. Although he gave me kind looks, there was never again one like
that day.

Now, if I tell you about my life as a soldier, you will really laugh. I turned
up at the barracks and, as I was not in any great hurry to get my equipment
when I arrived, the others had already helped themselves and I had to take



what was left: a uniform and boots that were far too big for me, a helmet
which covered half my face and a rifle without a strap. My God, it was
funny! Then, while the others marched with their guns strapped over their
shoulders, I carried mine on my shoulder, and what’s more I found that
looked much smarter. I made sure, however, that I brought up the rear so that
no one would notice me.

Sometimes, when we were summoned to the drill field, I would distance
myself a little to sleep in a corner. As I spent part of my nights reading,
obviously, I was sleepy. One day, a passing officer found me. He shook me
and, irritated at being woken, I told him to leave me in peace. I think he was
so astonished at my nerve that he did not punish me.

Others, however, began to question what strange individual they were
dealing with, for I was a sleepwalker. Yes, I was a sleepwalker for a long
time. At night, I got up and wandered around in my nightshirt. Obviously, the
soldiers on guard duty saw me and made out a report. Two officers came to
look into the matter, and when they found a suitcase full of philosophy books
by my bed, their faces were a picture! They put their heads together to come
up with a solution to my situation, and they decided to send me to a clinic in
Sofia for an examination. Instead of going there, I went back home to Varna.
I dressed as a civilian and went for a walk in the park by the sea. Someone
recognized me there and also made out a report. At that time, in Bulgaria,
people were beaten for the smallest offences, and it is extraordinary that I was
never beaten. My audaciousness, or just my simple lack of awareness,
undoubtedly made those in higher ranks think that I was a little bit cracked,
due to all my reading, so perhaps it was better to leave me alone!

Then, I got jaundice. So I had to go to the barracks’ infirmary to be treated
by the military doctor. But was he really a doctor? Whatever symptoms the
patient had, he used just one remedy – swabs of iodine tincture. He clearly
thought that he had found the universal cure-all. After a few dabs of the
brush, he said, ‘There you are, all done, you can leave.’ I did not stay long
enough to see how many he healed, but I, too, had my iodine treatment. I do
not know the connection between iodine and jaundice, apart, of course, from
the colour! Obviously, being daubed with iodine had no effect on me, and as
I was really ill I was discharged and sent home. So, just as the Master had
foreseen, I had been rapidly freed.

I was delivered from military service, but I still had to deal with the
jaundice, which really affected me badly. I was living in a state of torpor



which I could not shake off, and when I slept I woke up even more
exhausted. My mother took care of me, but to no avail. One day, a neighbour
suggested a remedy to her. In Bulgaria, and probably in France too, by the
roadside you can find a plant whose fruit is covered with a light down; when
it ripens, it explodes and throws out lots of tiny seeds. I had to crush these
fruits and then sniff the resulting juice up my nose. The juice burned my nose
horrendously; it felt as though I was inhaling acid, but I persevered. A
yellowish liquid began to pour from my nose and a few days later I was
cured. Yes indeed, such were the remedies we used in those days…

When he saw me again, the Master said, ‘You have severely damaged
your liver, and this is what you must do now. Each morning, on an empty
stomach, drink a cup of water. Drink it slowly and with love, mouthful after
mouthful, as if you are chewing it, and concentrate all your thoughts on it, for
water has great power. Talk to it, too. Say, “My dear water, we are going to
do some good work together.” Tell your liver the same thing, assuring it that
it will soon be healed.’

Obviously, I was very surprised. Drinking water while talking to it and
also talking to my liver, what strange remedies! But I did what the Master
advised, and little by little I felt changes occurring in my consciousness.
When I drank the water, I could feel a sort of pleasurable dizziness, as you
would leaning over a spring to quench your thirst. I think that the same thing
was happening to my liver, in order to rebalance it. With the help of love, I
was healed by water. Yes, water has indeed got great power.7 Then, each
time the Master gave me some methods or advice, I tried to follow them,
even if at first they seemed insignificant or strange.

In 1918, as everyone remembers, there was a pandemic of Spanish flu in
Europe which killed millions of people. In just a fortnight, more than one
thousand six hundred people died in Sofia. The Master told us, among other
things, to wash our hands frequently, to drink well-boiled water, and to eat
piping hot boiled potatoes. Doctors either laughed or were furious when they
heard he was prescribing these simple things, but in the Brotherhood we
followed his advice, and even if some of us became sick, no one died. Often
the simplest rules and methods are the most effective, on condition, of course,
that the lifestyle is sensible and does not hinder the healthy functioning of the
body. Nature has worked for millions of years for this to be so. What is
simpler than breathing? And yet, our whole lives depend on this simple
mechanism of inhaling and exhaling air.



The Master often said, ‘Look after your health. Whatever your ideal may
be, if you are not in good health, you will not understand things clearly, nor
will you serve the Lord correctly.’ At first, this astonished me; why did he
always talk about health? What I wanted was to surpass myself, to have
access to all the great mysteries. But then I quickly realized that the
conception the Master had of health concerned not just the physical body, but
also the psychic and spiritual bodies, and then I was able to have many
beneficial experiences.8

 
A brother had invited the Master to spend a few days at his home, in a

house he owned just outside Varna, close to some vineyards. And one day
when I was going to see him, the Master gave me a meeting time very early
the next morning. He said that he wanted to take me to the hills, much further
away, to be present at the sunrise. I was filled with such joy that I hardly slept
at all that night. Of course, I arrived promptly and we set off. I was so happy
that on the way I could not stop talking. He looked at me, smiled at me, but
he said nothing. After a while, a little anxious that he was not replying, I
became silent, because I sensed that it was better for me to be quiet too: in the
morning, when going to meet the sun, we must prepare ourselves inwardly to
receive all its blessings. But what do you expect? When we are young, we
don’t yet understand this, and I was so very happy to be walking beside the
Master!

As he had correctly calculated – he knew the Varna area well, since he had
lived there for a long time – we arrived just before sunrise. Then, we stopped,
we found a spot on the hillside, and the sun began to rise. For a long time, we
watched it rise in the sky. We did some breathing exercises, then the Master
said, ‘Now we are going to lie down.’ I was a little surprised that we were
going to lie down after the sunrise. Before we lay down, he had thrown some
pebbles in the air, one after another, and again I wondered why he was
throwing stones. We lay down flat on our stomachs so that our backs were
well exposed to the sun. Later, he told me that the spinal column is like a
battery which is recharged by the heat and the light of the sun.

We were stretched out, warmed by the sun, and we left our bodies… We
were not asleep but were in a state which was like it. Where did we go?...
After a long time, we both returned at the same moment. I was in a state of
ecstasy, I felt that something quite exceptional had occurred, that I had been
taken to a place of indescribable beauty, but nothing was clear in my



memory. The Master looked at me and smiled. He asked, ‘Do you know
where we were?’

‘No, but I would like you to tell me.’
‘You saw me tossing those pebbles: it was to announce our arrival to the

causal plane.9 That is where you went with me. The beings who received us
told me that you were not to remember what you had seen, and that is the
reason I had to draw a veil over you. But, you still feel, don’t you, that
something happened?’

‘Yes, Master, yes!’
We then ate a little, and we walked back down the hill. I felt as though the

air around us was vibrating differently, that the whole of nature became alive,
as if under a magic spell. That was the first time the Master took me to the
causal plane.

After that, I often accompanied the Master to see the sunrise from the hills
of Varna. You cannot imagine the beauty of the morning colours as the sun
rises over the Black Sea. We meditated for a long time, then we left our
bodies, and the Master took me to contemplate the reality of other worlds.
Each time, he warned the beings of these realms so that they would be ready
to receive us. Those were indescribable moments.

 
It is impossible to walk the spiritual path of light alone, as there are so

many risks of losing oneself. For years, I had prayed, searched, delved deep,
without true direction or support, and now, the guide I had so longed for was
at last sent by heaven. I was like a traveller who had been walking through
the desert for a long time. One day, he finally finds an oasis where there is a
crystalline spring where he can quench his thirst. It was so difficult for me,
every time, to leave the Master to go back home! Yet, now that I had met
him, I understood that what was essential was to be always conscious of his
presence. Whether I saw him or not, whether he spoke to me or not, I felt that
I had a Master, and I tried never to lose that sensation.

A Master has the power to guide his disciples inwardly. In the invisible, he
speaks to them, gives them advice, and the disciples must learn to be
receptive. Then, these words that they hear within, without knowing where
they come from, sometimes have greater effect than if the Master had really
said them. When he has something to say to a disciple, the Master is never
sure if the words he uses, or even the intention behind them, will be well
understood. That is why he speaks to the disciple’s soul through thought, for



he knows that the disciple will be more sensitive to this voice coming from
inside. I made great efforts to be attentive to this voice. From the moment I
met the Master, it was clear to me that I must give him my thoughts, my
feelings, my faith and my hope. Heaven had sent to me the one I had waited
such a long time for, and I dedicated my life to him. My love was there, with
him, nowhere else, and this love always protected me.
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2
A prophet confronted by the Church

So, it was because the Master had been exiled to Varna that I was able to
meet him and begin to have experiences when with him, the memory of
which has accompanied me throughout my life. I was so happy with this
meeting, yet I was totally unaware of his situation. For me, his presence in
Varna was a blessing from heaven, but what was it like for him?...

The Master was fifty-three when I met him, and as he spoke so rarely
about himself, I realize now how very little I knew about his previous life. He
was born in 1864 at Nikolaevka, a village near Varna, and his father was a
priest in the Orthodox Church. In Bulgaria, parents often give their children
the name of the saint on whose day they are born, and so he was called Peter,
because he was born on ‘Peter’s day’, (Petrov den, in Bulgarian), which is 11
July. His father, struck by the qualities and gifts he showed from a young age,
thought that his son would also become a member of the orthodox clergy. But
the Master, after having spent several years in a Methodist school, went to the
United States1 where he enrolled in a protestant theological college. In the
United States he also studied medicine.

When he returned to Bulgaria, he was expected to become a priest, but he
refused, saying it was not his vocation. He would be neither pastor nor
orthodox priest. The truth was that he felt more and more distant from the
narrow ideas the clergy wielded over the faithful. To accept a few articles of
faith, go regularly to mass, mumble a few prayers, sing some hymns and
listen to some sermons where God’s name was invoked for anything and
everything; how could anyone imagine that this was enough to awaken
people to the life of the soul and spirit? He said, ‘Religious people too often
have the name of God on their lips; they say it lightly, use it indiscriminately,
for they are unaware of the power this name possesses. When this power is
not released and received by those with pure hearts and luminous minds, it
can only produce chaos, trouble and destruction.’

The Master went on to say, ‘Religion must be a philosophical system
applied to life. First of all, there is a thought, and this thought descends from
the mind to the heart in order to be translated into action. The clergy is
mistaken in trying to banish the intellect from religion; if religion is only an
activity of the heart, if people are guided only by the heart, they will turn into
water’. Even if Jesus came to bring a message of love, he knew that this



message had to be founded on a solid structure of philosophy and science,
otherwise how would he have been able, at just twelve years old, to teach in
the Temple? But the clergy preferred to believe and teach that Jesus did
nothing but work in his carpenter father’s workshop, planing timber, until he
was thirty years old. The idea that he had not spent a single day without
studying, in order to be ready to accomplish the mission for which he had
incarnated, was foreign to them. Some will say that this does not appear very
clearly in the Gospels. That is true, but the Gospels tell us very little about the
life of Jesus!

When the Master began to give lectures and gather a few disciples around
him, the clergy of the Orthodox Church became fearful and immediately
began to unite against him. But he replied simply, ‘I am amazed to see that
the clergy are afraid of me. Why are they afraid? I have neither money nor
power. And if someone asks me, “Why do you shine the light of your lamp
on my face as if you want to expose me?” I would reply, “Forgive me, I just
want to shine light on the path I am treading, and as you are on the same
road, my lamp brings light for you, too. But I let you pass, and since you
don’t want this light, I will turn my lamp to one side.” (How considerate the
Master was!) You have no reason to complain about me.’

If he had converted to Buddhism, or Islam or some other religion, the
orthodox priests and the bishops would have probably left him in peace. But
the Master always asserted that he was a Christian, so why did he turn away
from the doctrines taught by the Church? They made him understand that he
was standing in their way and that he disturbed them. Once again, his
response was simple: ‘Those who are with Christ, those who are with the
truth, have nothing to fear from anyone, and they need not work out elaborate
schemes to defend themselves. Your attitude reveals that you are not in the
true religion of Christ; you are fearful and without love.’

 
Both orthodox and protestant adherents alike saw the Master as a lost

sheep, who needed to be brought back to the fold of the Church. But, for him,
the true Church was the one to which all the saints, prophets, initiates and
great spiritual Masters of all religions belonged, all those who, over the
centuries, brought light to humanity. As humanity evolves, the methods,
means, and forms cannot remain the same, and so each one comes to give a
new form to the same eternal principles,2 each one is a stone in this edifice,
the head of which is the Christ, but Christ as cosmic principle. For ‘the



Christ’, said the Master, ‘is this eternal principle which reaches out both arms
from the sun, in order to distribute its light and its warmth, or in other words,
its wisdom and its love throughout the universe.’3

To be part of the church of Christ, it does not matter whether one is
Protestant, Catholic, Orthodox, Jew, Hindu, Buddhist or Muslim. How can
we believe that the Lord is concerned with the dogmas and rituals which
seem to separate people? Master Peter Deunov was a representative of this
universal Church that was shaking up the official Bulgarian Church, and by
adopting his teaching, I too received the teaching of Christ, that is to say the
teaching of all the greater Masters of humanity.

One day when someone asked him, ‘What should we call ourselves?’ the
Master replied, ‘Disciples of the White Brotherhood.’4 Notice that he did not
say disciples of Peter Deunov, but of the White Brotherhood, from which all
religions come. The White Brotherhood never stops sending its messengers to
the world to enlighten peoples and nations. And why ‘White’? Quite clearly it
is not an allusion to the white race, but the term must be understood only in
its symbolic sense. Traditionally, white is associated with purity and
goodness, and white light is also the synthesis of all the colours.

 
By founding the White Brotherhood, the Master was not founding a

church. For him, everyone who works for good, harmony and peace in the
world belongs to this White Brotherhood; and it is linked to all the great
spirits of the past, both known and unknown, who contributed and still
contribute in the invisible world to the evolution of humanity. What was his
innermost thought when he composed the song Za nebesnia car: ‘To the
heavenly king’, car na pravda, mir i lioubov: ‘king of justice, peace and
love’?5 In the book of Genesis and also in St. Paul’s Epistle to the Hebrews,
there is mention of a most mysterious being, Melchizedek, whose ‘name…
means “king of righteousness”; next he is also king of Salem, that is, “king of
peace”. Without father, without mother, without genealogy, having neither
beginning of days nor end of life, but resembling the son of God’. In addition
St. Paul says that Jesus was ‘designated by God a high priest according to
the order of Melchizedek’. Jesus, who brought us the teaching of love, is
linked in this song of the Master,6 with Melchizedek.7

 
‘Preachers’, said the Master, ‘dwell too often on events which are no

longer of any interest to us. We know that Jesus was born in a stable at



Bethlehem, that he was baptized in the river Jordan by John the Baptist, that
he spent forty days in the desert and so on. We know, too, that the apostle
Paul went to Damascus, that he was baptized then forced to flee to escape
death. So why do we keep repeating it? It doesn’t do anything for us. What
really matters now is that we have a better understanding of divine law. For
example, the commandment ‘You shall not kill’ refers not only to the physical
realm, but also to the mental and spiritual worlds. The law forbids you from
physically killing someone, but know too that it also forbids you from killing
any good feelings or thoughts he or she has. Don’t think that you are an
honourable person just because you haven’t murdered your enemy.’

The Master was always emphasizing this concept of law. He said that
religion is based on universal laws in the sense that there exists an analogous
link between the laws which rule the psychic and spiritual worlds and those
which rule the physical world.8 One day, he put it like this: ‘The sheep knows
that it is a sheep and goes to be with other sheep. The wolf knows it is a wolf
and goes with the wolves. Human beings know they are human beings and go
to be with others. All beings know themselves and where they belong… And
you, where are you going? If you are light, you will go towards the light.’

That, defined by this clear image, is the basis of religion: everybody goes
towards the creatures, or beings, with whom they have an affinity, and this is
the way they shape their future. Each vibration tends towards finding another
similar vibration to merge with; all beings by their vibrations, their
predetermined wavelengths, relate to other beings and energies in the
universe which have the same wavelength and the same vibrations. This is
the law of affinity. So, through their thoughts, their feelings and their actions,
people are attuned to the realms and entities which possess the same
wavelengths, and through the force of attraction they must sooner or later
meet.

 
If we work on purifying ourselves in order to nurture only spiritual

desires, nothing will be able to stop us from meeting up with the luminous
beings who inhabit space, with the angels and archangels, all the way to God
himself. There is a cosmic structure, and this structure is implacable. Each of
us is attracted to, and drawn into, the region with which we resonate, and it is
we who determine ourselves by the choice of our ideal. On high, in the subtle
world, our decision is instantaneous, but obviously, in order to feel the
consequences on the physical plane, we must keep on working more and



more. The law of affinity, the law of cause and effect, the law of rebound,
are, in the spiritual world, all analogous to the laws ruling the physical world,
and it is on them that the Master based religion. This has far reaching
consequences.9

Take, for example, the law of cause and effect. This law teaches us that
every single one of our actions, our feelings, and even our thoughts, here and
now, represents a cause which unleashes consequences. But as our life does
not stop at the moment we die, these actions, thoughts and feelings, which are
living, active realities, will continue to follow us not only to the other world,
but when we return to incarnate again on earth. Reincarnation was, for the
Master, the logical extension of the law of cause and effect. Anyone who
does not accept that who they are and what they live now is affected by what
they were and what they lived in previous lives – and also that what they are
doing in this life will have repercussions in their lives to come – will never
understand divine Justice.

At that time in Bulgaria, it was easy to find books on religion and oriental
philosophy, which dealt with the subject of reincarnation, and the Church did
not have the power to ban them. The fact that the Master had accepted the
reality of reincarnation was a scandal for the Church. It stubbornly continued
to preach that the destiny of people is entirely dependent on the will of God –
a will often without rhyme or reason – and that after their death, condemned
criminals will burn eternally in hell fire, whereas the righteous will spend a
short while in Purgatory in order to be purified, and then go on to Paradise.
The Master, who was raised in these beliefs, could no longer accept them,
because refusing the fact of reincarnation makes divine Justice impossible to
understand, and neither can we understand the true dimensions of life.

The Master did not make the mistake of revealing past lives to his
disciples, nor did he encourage them to try to find out. He thought not only
would such a revelation not be useful, but it might be harmful. Those who
had not mastered their own inner life might be seriously led astray by seeking
out those earlier lives. If necessary, at the proper time, once the work is done,
disciples might have earlier lives revealed. It is because they realize that their
Master can open the future to them that their past will be revealed.

At the time I knew the Master, it happened, all of a sudden, that I had
various revelations about some people’s past lives. I questioned him in order
to check their accuracy. Sometimes he confirmed it and sometimes he didn’t
reply; in any case, he never encouraged me to do this sort of research.



Believing in reincarnation must serve only to make us aware that our destiny
is ruled by laws.10

 
Throughout history, God accompanies people with his love by sending

them beings who help them to evolve. So many Christians make the mistake
of believing that, after Jesus, God did not send any more of his sons, or that
before Jesus the world had been deprived of true light! God has never
stopped sending his sons to earth, and it is too bad if the Church does not
want to recognize them. As it does not have the power to force God to pay
attention to its points of view, he keeps on sending prophets, initiates and
great Masters, who have renounced the joys of Paradise in order to come to
help humanity.

As God’s love is infinite, he persists and will persist in revealing himself
through the most noble and most luminous of his sons. Why, instead of being
grateful for this sign of his love, do some people keep on fighting them? They
seem to think that they can say to the Lord, ‘Well, after such an initiate, or
such a great Master, we are not going to accept anyone else, so please take
note!’ What presumption! Will the Churches realize one day that, by
persecuting the most remarkable members of their communities under the
pretext that they were distancing themselves from religious beliefs, they have
done the most to encourage unbelievers and the desertion of sacred places?
They have tried to silence those who came to open their eyes and their hearts,
and now here are the results: Christians are seeking their nourishment
elsewhere.

 
In reality, whether they were orthodox priests or protestant pastors, neither

knew where to place the Master. He was the son of an orthodox priest, he had
studied protestant theology, he said he was Christian, and he always kept a
Bible close to hand, which he read and commented on. But he challenged the
rituals and precepts taught by the Church, and instead of attending services
took his disciples to watch the sun rise. And what were all those practices that
he made them do outdoors – the breathing exercises, gymnastics, and
paneurhythmy? And also what was this temple of nature in which he advised
them to learn, saying that it was created not by human hands but by God? Did
he want Bulgarians to return to paganism? And what crazy idea made him go
around the country measuring and studying the heads of so many people!

Many who were close to the Master and were impressed by his face, his



presence and his words said, ‘He’s a prophet!’ To which the clergy replied,
‘A prophet? Yes, but a false prophet!’ and then they quoted the words of
Jesus from the sermon on the mount: ‘Beware of false prophets, who come to
you in sheep’s clothing but inwardly are ravenous wolves.’ In order to
interpret these words of Jesus correctly, you must be unbiased and capable of
true discernment. Otherwise, it is so easy to use them to label as false
prophets all those who come to bring new light to help humanity move
forward.

Some people reacted even more violently to the Master and said he was
the antichrist. This has been said about other people: for example, Nero,
Napoleon, Stalin, Hitler and sometimes even me. But that raises another
question: how is it that God, in his love, has allowed the antichrist to return
so frequently, whereas Christ has come just once? Since he has forbidden the
Christ from returning, then the place is free for the antichrist.

Yet the Master was very careful; he never touched on certain aspects of
Initiatic Science; he just concentrated his explanations on the Bible, and
particularly on the Gospels. He revealed nothing about the Kabbalah,
alchemy, magic, astrology, or anything we generally call esoteric science. In
Bulgaria, at that time, to have commented on such topics would have meant
courting serious danger. First of all, he must have felt that his disciples were
not ready, and also that the clergy, who already were persecuting him, would
have certainly accused him of sorcery or something similar. Very few were
able to understand and accept even his commentaries on the Gospels, so how
would they have understood the sephirotic tree, the chakras, subtle bodies and
centres? One day he said to me that, in their spiritual work, disciples had to
go right down into their bowels, because that was where God lived. Even
though he gave me no explanation of this statement, I understood later that he
meant, without saying so, that a disciple must meditate and work on the hara
centre. And in one lecture, without dwelling on it further, he mentioned the
existence of Agartha, that inner land which I have shown you is related to the
hara centre. So I know that his knowledge and spiritual practice went far
beyond what he revealed.11

 
I had scarcely made the Master’s acquaintance when I realized the depth

of the hostility shown him by the clergy. The first time was in Varna, at the
time when I still went to visit him at the Hotel London. When I arrived, he
told me to come into the room, even though he already had a visitor. I saw a



very ordinary looking man, armed with a Bible, who was accusing him of
having strayed from the path of Christ. I have forgotten what the topic of the
discussion was, but he was behaving violently, almost rudely, whereas the
Master replied calmly with arguments which bore witness both to his wisdom
and to his great knowledge of the Gospels. But this individual, who was not
even listening to him, continued to lecture him angrily. And I looked on,
astonished, at one, then the other…

When he finally left, I was expecting the Master to say something to me
about this rude person… I thought, ‘Oh! What an imbecile, what a narrow-
minded man!’ But he said nothing, not even who the visitor was, and I did
not dare ask. Then, as if he had completely forgotten him – what a lesson for
the adolescent I was! – he began to speak with me about something
completely different. As I had arrived at that particular moment, he had
undoubtedly thought that it would be valuable for me to witness the
conversation, but he had no wish to dwell on it. Later I learned that the visitor
was a protestant clergyman.

Even though I was not present, I knew that type of incident happened
frequently, and I wondered, ‘The Master gives his life to enlighten people, he
makes sacrifices for them, but yet, from all sides, people came to lecture him
for departing from what they call true Christianity, true faith. Why did they
not go instead to preach the Gospel and morality to wicked and debauched
people, who are the cause of all the misery in the world?’ But no, they left
those people alone, sometimes even protecting them; they were part of their
flock and that was enough; they required nothing more. The Master, on the
other hand, was a public danger! Some of them scoured his books for phrases
they then presented out of context, and evidently this was enough to condemn
him. It is such a dishonest practice! In which author’s works will you not find
a phrase which, when taken out of context, is enough to condemn them?

 
Some years later I myself had a memorable conversation with a protestant

clergyman. It was at Rila. I was coming down from Moussala, when I found
myself confronted by a stranger, who immediately pulled a book out of his
pocket.

It was the Bible, and he started to read verses dealing with divine anger
and punishment, all the time hurling furious glances at me. In the midst of
this he told me that he was a protestant clergyman, but there was no need for
him to have told me as I had immediately suspected it.



To begin with I listened to him patiently… I have, of course, forgotten the
sermon he gave me, except that it was about faith, sin and eternal damnation,
but it was a very cold day. After a little while, I grew weary of his menacing
harangue, and I interrupted him: ‘My dear good fellow, I hear what you are
saying, and since you are a clergyman, I can tell you, first of all, that if you
had read the Gospels better, you would have shown a little more kindness.
You would not waste your time hurling thunderbolts at me, when you don’t
know me, or at any other poor people. You want to persuade me that there is
nothing better than the Bible, and in the name of your faith you would be
ready to sacrifice the whole of humanity. Let me tell you, however, that if I
had to choose between you and the Bible, I would hurl this book over the
cliff, whereas you, who are a living Bible, I would do everything I could to
keep you safe and sound.’

How can I describe to you the expression of astonishment which then
crossed his face! Clearly my words shocked him, but he was also clearly
pleased by them, because his whole manner softened. He must have said to
himself, ‘Oh, here is someone who really appreciates and values me, as he
would choose to save me, rather than the Bible.’ He had just learned that he
was a living Bible. I am sure that he did not really understand what I was
saying, but no matter! And then, as I saw he was still trembling with cold
(and perhaps from something else too), I poured some hot water from my
thermos into a cup and offered it to him. ‘Come on now, drink a little of this.’
He took the cup and began to drink. He drank…, he looked at me…, he
drank…, he looked at me. I drank some water, too, and everything was fine.
There you are: that is the story of my meeting with a clergyman on Moussala.
When I got back, I told the Master about it, as, despite the many reasons he
had for being exasperated by the attacks from the clergy, he was sometimes
amused by the comical aspects of it.

I remember him telling us one day that when he was visiting an orthodox
priest, a beggar came to the front door of the house. Not only did the
orthodox priest not want to give him anything, but he drove him away very
harshly. When he had closed the door, the Master said to him, ‘Why did you
behave like that? It was the Christ who came to you disguised as this beggar!’
‘Really?’ exclaimed the priest. ‘He was the Christ? But you should have told
me before he went away,’ and he ran down the street to catch up with him to
give him a few pennies.

It took the Master to tell him that the Christ had come in the person of this



beggar in order for the priest to act in a Christian way, and even then did he
understand the meaning of the Master’s words? Had he forgotten the passage
in the Gospels where Jesus said, ‘Just as you did it to one of the least of these,
… you did it to me’? He had chased after this wretched creature because he
truly believed that the Christ had taken on this disguise just for him, and he
felt embarrassed that he had failed to recognize him. How the Master laughed
and laughed as he told us this story… It was as if he was seeing the scene
once again, with the priest exclaiming, ‘Really? It was the Christ? You
should have told me before he left!’, and then running after him.

The orthodox clergy was indeed very powerful, but not powerful enough
to banish the Master from Sofia. To do that required the assent of King
Ferdinand,12 and he gave it. Why was this so?

In 1917, Europe had been torn apart by the First World War, and King
Ferdinand, who was originally German, hesitated when faced with the
difficult decision of whether to side with Germany and Austria, who sought
his support? At that time the Master was sufficiently well known in Bulgaria
that the king had heard of him, of his wisdom and his clairvoyance. So, he
invited him to the palace to ask his advice; the Master told him that Bulgaria
should remain neutral, because the Germans would lose the war. It seems that
this reply deeply irritated Ferdinand, who got up, turned his back on him, and
left the room without a backward glance. The Master went home, and a short
while later he was ordered to go to Varna. Before he left Sofia, he said to the
bishops, ‘You believe that by condemning me you are acting as instruments
of divine Justice, but I warn you, if your sentence is not in harmony with the
will of heaven, when I return, it is you who will no longer be here.’ And, in
fact, when the Master was allowed to return to Sofia13, he found not a single
one of them. Certain events had taken place that had forced them to leave
town, and King Ferdinand himself had had to abdicate.

After Ferdinand’s abdication, his son Boris succeeded him as Boris III. He
was very learned and gifted in many fields. Different from his father, he was
a king who was much loved by his people, to whom he always remained
close; he was even known to repair the cars of people who had broken down
on the road. He thought most highly of the Master, and wanting to make
amends for his father’s mistake had several conversations with him. He took
the Master’s advice, and it was with his support that during the Second World
War he opposed the deportation of Bulgarian Jews.

I never knew King Boris, but one day the Master, who knew that I studied



astrology very deeply, told me to come to his house and said to me, ‘I have
something important for you.’ The wife of a general, who was in King
Boris’s close circle and who came to the Brotherhood, had let the Master
know that the king wanted someone to draw up his chart. Handing me a sheet
of paper on which were written the place and date of his birth, the Master
added, ‘Take all the time you need, but do it well.’

I did in fact take a great deal of time. I used all my knowledge to make
very detailed forecasts, year after year. The king had many favourable aspects
in his chart, but I saw too a period when all the planets were in opposition or
had unfavourable aspects. How could I tell him that he would have to face
great dangers or perhaps even death? I thought for a long time about this, and
I just wrote that in such-andsuch a year he should be extremely careful,
because severe threats would weigh heavily on him. Someone took all the
pages that I had written to him, and it seems that he spent most of the night
reading them.

In 1943, the events shown in his astrological chart came to pass; he died
two weeks after a visit he had been forced to make to Hitler, and to this day
the circumstances of his death have remained mysterious. He had a weak
heart, and some people thought that the pilot of the plane taking him back to
Bulgaria had received the order to put the plane through all sorts of aerial
acrobatics in order to weaken his resistance.

After Boris’s death, his brother, Prince Cyril, was made regent, as his son
Simeon was too young to rule. But, with Soviet Russia having declared war
on Bulgaria, Cyril, who was considered an ally of Germany, was arrested by
the communists and shot, together with several members of his government
and other important people, including some who were also disciples of the
Master. Then, Queen Johanna, Boris’s wife, and daughter of King Umberto
of Italy, decided to flee Bulgaria with her two children, Simeon and Eleanore.
Many, many years later, I met Simeon in Spain, where he lived with his
family. We reminisced about all these events and spoke about many other
things I shall not talk about now. Yes, indeed, that was quite a time in
Bulgaria’s history.

 
The Master had been authorized to come back to Sofia,14 but that did not

mean that he was left in peace. One day, after further steps by the clergy, he
was summoned by the Criminal Investigation Department. He went there
with one of his disciples. He fully suspected what was being plotted against



him, and when he was called into the office he saw many important people
waiting for him. Without being invited to do so, he sat down and looked
sternly at them. He then spoke, saying, ‘I know perfectly well why you have
summoned me. You claim to indict and judge me, but you are mistaken;
understand me well, you do not have such power. Do you think that by acting
in this way you are contributing to the wellbeing of Bulgaria? Do you think
that the world will run more smoothly because you persecute me? Until now,
I have been patient, but now I am going to send a report to the Powers on
high, and you must expect to suffer the consequences of your actions.’

 
The authority emanating from the Master, together with his severe attitude

and words, discomfited his audience, for they were not expecting it. They set
aside all the threats that they had prepared and just said, ‘But Mr Deunov,
you are free. No one is stopping you from carrying on your activities.’ Then,
the Master rose and left, followed by the disciple who then told us what had
taken place.

 
When I arrived in France, in 1937, I met some people who had done

research on the Cathars and the Albigensians and who, when they heard me
speaking of the Master, wanted to see him as the heir of the Bogomils. They
thought that with him they would be on familiar territory since, we know, the
Cathars and the Albigensians were deeply influenced by the Bogomils. A
beautiful story is told of the priest Nicetas, coming from Constantinople, who
with a single look set the soul of Esclarmond of Foix on fire and converted
him to the new faith.

Who were these Bogomils? It is said that their name came from that of a
Bulgarian priest called Bogomil (which means ‘loved by God’), who in his
turn had been taught by a mysterious individual called Boian the Magus, son
of Simeon I15 and brother to King Peter. At this time in Bulgaria, the clergy,
like the kings, were strongly influenced by the brilliant Byzantine culture,
and the Bogomils reproached them not only for instituting matters of dogma
and rituals that did not have the original purity of the Gospels, but also for
living in opulence and debauchery, whilst holding the people in ignorance
and poverty. The Bogomils are known especially through the writings of a
priest called Kosmas. I knew these writings existed, but I had never read
them in Bulgaria; I didn’t even think that they could be found. Yet a few
years ago, a sister brought them to me, translated and published in French. I



read them and was stunned to read of the libellous accusations and insults
hurled with such hatred at the Bogomils.

Hounded and persecuted by the Church, many of them left Bulgaria and
settled all over Western Europe – in Italy, Germany, France, Spain, and even
in England. So, now, when you use the French word bougre (mean ‘poor
devil’) or the English ‘bugger’(as in ‘poor bugger’), you are using a word
which means ‘Bulgarian’. Yes, bougre and ‘bugger’ are versions of the word
‘Bulgarian’. When these wretched people, clad in rags, exhausted and
starving after months of travelling on foot, reached France and were asked
who they were, they replied, Bulgares. Certainly, this tickled people’s
imaginations, and so the word was used for any odd, but harmless
individuals. It seems that many people in the Auvergne are descendants from
these Bulgarians. Perhaps I ought to go and do some research there one
day…

But is there actually a connection between Master Peter Deunov and the
Bogomils? Yes, in the sense that he, like them, thought that the Church was
burdened by erroneous dogma and unnecessary rituals, and also that the
clergy did not always practise Christian virtues. He differed radically from
them on one point. It would take too long to give a detailed explanation, but I
will just say that the Master’s teaching, contrary to Manicheism, from which
the Bogomils and the Cathars were born, is not founded on dualistic theories
where light and dark clash in equal measure, or where matter is necessarily
the grave of the spirit and earth is a place where the soul can only be lost. On
the contrary, the Master’s teaching, like that of the Gospels, is a teaching of
oneness, whose ideal is the realization of the kingdom of God on earth. In the
Lord’s prayer, Jesus says, ‘Your kingdom come. Your will be done, on earth
as it is in heaven’. To work on the earth with the powers and means of
heaven – this is the Master’s teaching, as inspired by the Gospels.16

But how few of the clergy were capable of understanding it! In the first
years when I knew him, some people in my circle tried to persuade me not to
follow this dangerous individual who was watched by the authorities and
excommunicated by the Church. I was so convinced of having found my
Master that all the doubts my intellect could have presented me with were
silenced; my experiences, the truths being revealed to me, and certainly also
memories of a distant past when we had met before, counted far more for me
than anything anyone could say to me. He took me to realms where
everything was irrefutable; he enlightened my consciousness by teaching me



discernment and giving me criteria; he expanded my heart so that it could
encompass all beings, even the ignorant and the wicked; finally, he
strengthened my will to walk on the path of truth. How could I not have faith
in him? It is harmful to our souls to place our trust in someone who is going
to lead us astray, but it is even more harmful not to give it to one who is
worthy of it.

Religion must encompass all human activities so that we can live fulfilled
and abundant lives. That is what the Master taught. That is why, when I was
with him, I felt that I was discovering true religion, and how to practise it. If
the Church attacked or condemned him, what was that to me? The Church
was powerful, rich and influential, and he had to live like an outlaw in
poverty and obscurity, but when I was with him, I was finally able to breathe
and be nourished... I was alive! How could I ever doubt that my place was
there? The atmosphere around him, the words he spoke were alive, imbued
with the same vibrations I felt when I read the Gospels, and he often came
back to that verse from the sacerdotal prayer in the Gospel according to St.
John, where Jesus said, ‘As you, Father, are in me and I am in you, may they
also be one in us.’

The teaching of Christ was, for the Master, the only subject worth working
on. He was so immersed in it that, even without citing chapter and verse, he
could give us formulas which helped us to understand it and apply it.

One of the most well known passages in the Gospels is the one where a
doctor of law asks Jesus, ‘Master, which is the greatest commandment?’ And
he replies, ‘You shall love the Lord your God with all your heart, and with all
your soul, and with all your mind.’ Jesus implied in this reply that people are
made up of four psychic principles – heart, soul, mind (thought) and spirit
(power, for only the spirit possesses true power) – and that these four
principles must be used to serve the Divinity. How? The Master told us the
day he said, ‘Have a heart as pure as crystal, a mind as luminous as the sun, a
soul as vast as the universe and a spirit as powerful as God and one with
God.’ This means that we must love God with the purity of our heart, with
the light of our intellect, with the immensity of our soul and with the power
of our spirit. That is how the Master shone light on Jesus’s teaching for us.

The heart must be pure, that is, free of selfish feelings, of all the desires
and covetousness which transform it into a swamp, for the troubled waters of
a swamp cannot reflect the splendour of heaven. The intellect must be
luminous, that is, free of the dust it has gathered on all the twisting paths,



which prevents it from seeing clearly. The soul must be immense, and it is
love which expands it; when we are filled with love, we feel capable of
encompassing the whole universe. Finally, the spirit becomes powerful when
it links to the Creator, for true power comes from the divine Source.

 
The Bulgarian Church felt threatened by the Master, but in truth he had

many other preoccupations than to take it seriously… He thought only of the
Church that had been formed by all those beings who had searched, worked
and suffered in order to lead people along the path of light, for only this
Church is alive, and no one can destroy it. This is the Church the Master
wanted to serve. By founding the White Brotherhood, he rejected no religion;
he just wanted people to abandon their narrow-mindedness. Very much was
written! Now, none of those criticisms remain. What remains is his message
of love and light.

As for me, I have meditated for a long time on the teaching of Jesus and
that of my Master. I have made them my own, they have become my flesh
and blood, and speaking to you now, I am giving you my life, a life enriched
by those of Jesus, my Master, and all the initiates I have loved.
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3
The clarity of the spiritual world

When we are young, we naturally try to identify with the great heroes of
our country. Without exactly wanting to identify with him, I greatly admired
Alexander the Great, who at twenty-four years old had left the small country
which was then Macedonia, my homeland, and led his army as far as the
Indus, marching through Syria, Egypt, Mesopotamia and Persia, learning a
great deal at each stage. But I had also read the following tale about him, and
I had been a little disappointed.

On his arrival in India, Alexander heard tell of a great sage whom he
wished to meet. He found himself in the presence of a nearly naked man
sitting on a pile of stones, eyes closed, deep in meditation, his face expressing
only serenity and detachment. Very impressed, Alexander looked at him for a
moment and then said, ‘I am King Alexander of Macedonia. I have come to
see you because people have spoken to me of your wisdom and powers. I
want to take you with me. When I am back in Macedonia, I will set you up in
my palace and give you servants and gold.’ The sage looked at him smiling
and replied, ‘No, I will not come with you. I have no need of your palace,
your gold or your servants.’ ‘What?’ cried Alexander, who found it difficult
to accept the refusal. ‘You don’t want to grant my wish? Don’t you realize
that I can give the order to kill you?’ ‘No, you cannot kill me, for I have
conquered death.’ As he said these words, he gave Alexander a look of such
gentleness, showing that nothing, in fact, could seduce or reach him.
Alexander left deep in thought. What had he understood? From that moment,
I no longer admired him. How could he imagine that his riches and the
comfort of his palace would tempt a sage?

It is also said that already, in Greece, Alexander had received an even
more forceful reply from the philosopher Diogenes, who, to show how much
he despised material goods, lived in a barrel. One day, seeing a child drinking
from his cupped hand, he threw his own bowl away saying, ‘This child has
taught me that I was still holding on to an unnecessary possession.’ So
Alexander arrived, at midday, in front of Diogenes’ barrel and asked, ‘What
can I do for you?’ Diogenes replied simply, ‘Get out of my light.’

I admired all those beings who proved that, in living the life of the spirit,
people don’t need material possessions. Now that I had at last found my
Master, I felt able to give up everything in order to study and put his teaching



into practice. However, it is not enough to be filled with the noblest spiritual
aspirations; I still had a great deal to learn if I was to be capable of living
them.

 
To be able to see beyond what our physical eyes can see; to see the past

and the future, to see at a distance what people are doing, to read what is in
their heads or hearts, and also to see the entities in the so-called invisible
world – it is so tempting! How could this invisible world not arouse my
curiosity? That is why, during the first conversation I had with the Master, I
had asked him to show me ways in which I could develop clairvoyance. He
simply advised me to abandon the exercises I was doing, saying ‘Love makes
us clairvoyant.’

Fortunately, I listened to him, and later I had many opportunities to note
that, even if they are effective, most of the methods suggested to develop
clairvoyance and other mediumistic faculties often disturbed people’s psychic
equilibrium first of all and then their physical equilibrium. In the invisible
world, it is not only light and heavenly beings that we encounter, and what
we can see there is sometimes more terrifying than what we see on earth.
True clairvoyance is what allows us to reach the spiritual plane, and not to
wallow in the astral and mental planes. 1

So I stopped trying to develop clairvoyance, but I had such a need to leave
my body and travel in space that I could do so spontaneously and without
effort. Even though I was aware of dangers on these journeys, that never
stopped me; I did not care a jot for my life, as my curiosity and my longing to
explore the invisible world was without limits.

One day, I wanted to try and go back in time as far as possible. I
concentrated very hard, and I began to journey back in time, thousands and
millions of years. All at once I became dizzy, with the feeling that perhaps
there was no beginning, and it was terrifying. I then wanted to project myself
into the future. The sensation was quite different, but once again, it, too, was
quite terrifying. I never spoke to the Master about these experiments, but he
must have had his suspicions; I do not know, and he never spoke to me about
them. Maybe he thought that any warnings he gave me would not stop me,
and that it would be better for me to find out for myself. I believe that he
watched over me from afar.

But once when I found myself already very far from my body, I was
overtaken by an indescribable terror. I had arrived at a place where the



currents of energy were so strong that I felt as though I was disintegrating.
Fortunately, something much stronger than me stopped me from going
further and forced me to return to my body immediately. What I had just
experienced disturbed me so much that, this time, I spoke about it to the
Master. He said, ‘You had arrived at the region in space called the universal
abyss, where all the archives of creation are found. But as you were not yet
ready to cross that threshold, those who guard it prevented you from going
any further.’ Then, I understood that I should be humbler and not try to cut
corners.

The reality confronting me was different from the idea I had of it. You
cannot imagine what it was like to find myself suddenly at the gates of the
abyss. It was not enough for me to be daring and go through all the gates; I
had, as we say, to know the password, meaning I had to have acquired the
qualities and virtues thanks to which the guardians of these regions would
allow me to enter. This abyss, where all archives are kept, is symbolized on
the sephirotic tree by the sephirah, Daath, a Hebrew word meaning
‘knowledge’.2 I had to work for a long time before I had the right to access
this knowledge.

Later, I endeavoured to ascend to those regions where I could have the
vision of the structure of the universe: how it all holds together, how life is
organized from top to bottom. Only, there too, it is not enough just to be able
to leave the body. To be worthy of being received by the spirits who live in
these regions, you have to show them that you are capable of making the
greatest sacrifices. No knowledge is gained without effort and discipline, and
that is even truer as regards initiatic knowledge!

 
In those years, there were many esoteric movements in Bulgaria, and they

certainly awoke my curiosity. It was always very tempting for me to dive into
those occult sciences, but I also understood that I should follow only the
Master. Even if he revealed nothing of these mysterious worlds which I found
so fascinating and in which I was in danger of losing myself, he drew my
attention to the eternal truths of the soul and spirit, and there I felt safe. I still
wonder what I might have been dragged into if I had not met him at that time.

One day, I was approached by a man who had heard of me, I don’t know
how, and of certain psychic faculties I possessed. He was very rich and much
travelled – he had even been the Bulgarian consul in the United States – and
on his travels he had collected many books about occult sciences, which he



gave me to read. He himself had written on spiritualism. He was also a
translator; he had done the first Bulgarian translation of the initiatic novel
Zanoni by Bulwer Lytton, an author who is most well known for having
written The Last Days of Pompei. When I visited his home, he showed me all
sorts of objects that were used for magic rituals: mirrors, wands, swords,
special garments… As he did not have sufficient ability to obtain the results
he desired, he sought an aide, and he had found me.

The propositions he made to me were very tempting. In exchange for my
help, he would welcome me into his home – he had a very grand house; I
would have everything I needed, he would give me money, I would be free,
and so on. Yes, what temptation!... However I had known the Master for
some time, and I felt I had to talk to him about this man and ask him whether
I should accept his propositions. His reply was immediate and categorical,
‘No!’ and he even advised me not to associate with him any more. He said,
‘You are too young to know just how far people’s perversity will go, all that
they are capable of doing in order to gratify their ambitions, their lust for
money and power.’ And it’s true; I was young and without discernment. I just
saw this proposal as the answer to my desire to explore unknown worlds,
without asking myself where all that could lead me. ‘Have nothing more to
do with magic’, the Master also said to me. Fortunately, I listened to him!
Otherwise, I would perhaps have obtained many things, but at what cost! It is
so easy to slide little by little into black magic…

When I think back to this episode in my adolescence, I see that my story is
a little like Aladdin and his wonderful lamp from the Tales of a Thousand
and One Nights. You will say, ‘It’s like that kind of story?’ Yes. The story
takes place in a kingdom in China. Having lost his father when he was young,
Aladdin was a wild boy, the cause of endless worry to his mother. One day he
was playing around with several scamps of his own age, when a man who
claimed to be a long-lost uncle approached him. He was, however, an African
magician, who, having watched Aladdin’s behaviour and studied his face,
had understood that this was the boy he needed for his enterprise, which was
to penetrate underground where there was a magic lamp which would allow
him to obtain all the powers and riches he desired.

The magician promised Aladdin a wonderful future in exchange for his
help, but in fact he was really plotting to leave him to die underground, once
he had been given the lamp. They left the town and, when they reached a
particular spot, the magician told Aladdin to call out the names of his father



and grandfather, which had the effect of lifting the stone which blocked the
entrance to the tunnel. Then, he put a ring on Aladdin’s finger which would
protect him in his exploration. This underground vault was, in fact, a sort of
palace filled with treasures, and in the gardens of the palace the fruits of the
trees were precious stones of all colours. Aladdin finally found the lamp, but
then events took an unexpected turn.

As Aladdin came towards the entrance of the tunnel, the magician
stretched out his hand towards him and said, ‘Give me the lamp!’

‘Help me out first.’
‘No, first give me the lamp.’
‘But I want to get out first.’
Infuriated by the young man’s stubbornness, which he was not expecting,

the magician uttered a few words, and the stone, which closed the tunnel,
immediately fell back into place imprisoning Aladdin together with the lamp.
The angry magician returned to Africa.

Aladdin, imprisoned underground, found that if he gently rubbed the ring
on his finger a genie appeared who would serve him. Obviously, the first
thing he asked him to do was to bring him to the surface. He came out,
bringing with him precious stones he had plucked from the trees, as well as
the lamp, which he soon discovered had marvellous powers. Imagine his
mother’s joy to be reunited with her son she had believed was lost! And then
how astonished she was when he told her of his adventures, and that the so-
called uncle was a magician!

And then, one day, the daughter of a sultan, Princess Badroulboudour, had
to cross town to take a bath. The order was given that all citizens should stay
at home, because it was forbidden to even glimpse the princess. But Aladdin
could not resist the desire to see her, so he went and hid behind a door, and
from the moment he saw her lift the veil from her face he fell madly in love
with her. I will not go into the details of what followed as it is a very long
story, but after all sorts of ups and downs, and with the help of the genie of
the lamp, Aladdin was able to win the good will of the sultan – how could he
resist this audacious young suitor who had so much gold, silver and precious
stones? He also won the love of the princess, whom he married.

In my youth, I too was like Aladdin, a wild and undisciplined boy, who
caused my mother a great deal of worry, and I almost fell into the clutches of
an individual who wanted to use me for his magical enterprises. But the
Master saved me, and it was he who gave me the marvellous lamp: his



teaching. Yes, who can deny that the teaching I received from the Master,
which I am transmitting to you now, is a miraculous lamp? I believed in this
teaching, I worked with it, I ‘rubbed’ it, just as Aladdin rubbed his lamp, and
it enlightened me. Here are the treasures, the true precious stones I was able
to discover and attain thanks to this lamp.

You will say that I did not marry a princess. What do you know? For me,
the princess, the king’s daughter, lives in the sun, and I am engaged to her.
My fiancée is the idea of brotherhood, and no woman in the world can equal
her beauty, her grace and her nobility. Each day she inspires me; each day we
exchange glances and smiles. That is why I never feel alone or deprived of
love.

Yes, I think my story is very like Aladdin’s. Yours too, of course, can be
similar. In one form or another, everyone’s adventures are analogous to those
told in fairy tales. You can all be princes and princesses. Why not? All riches
are inside you: your heart, your intellect, your soul and your spirit are
treasure chests filled with gold and precious stones. Above all, you are
magicians: you have a magic wand – speech – whose powers you have yet to
experience completely.3 Yet, you know it: you say something kind to
someone, and you immediately see the results. Insult someone and you will
see different results: you have not touched this person, you have not wounded
them with a knife, and yet, they are wounded as if by a knife. Yes, words are
magic. So, instead of dabbling in books about magic, watch your words. But,
first of all, watch over your thoughts and feelings so that they will inspire
words that bring comfort, peace and joy wherever you go.

 
‘Life’ and ‘love’ were often the two words with which the Master began

and ended his lectures. But, at the beginning, when I heard him say the word
‘life’, I remained indifferent: life, of what interest was that? What interested
me was knowledge, the great mysteries, and in order to get closer to these
great mysteries I was ready to sacrifice my life. Yes, but when we lose our
life, how can we approach these mysteries? As for love, I did not even think
about it.

Before I met the Master I was also passionate about palmistry. Whenever I
could, I asked people I met to show me their hands. Often, I took their
handprints with warm plaster or else on charcoal blackened paper. In this way
I had a whole collection of hands I began to study.

One day, during a lecture, the Master turned to me: ‘Mikhaël!’



I stood up, and he asked me the question, ‘What was the first line to
appear on the hand?’

I replied, ‘The life line.’
‘Then?’
‘The heart line.’
‘And finally?’
‘The head line.’
The Master asked me because he knew how interested I was in palmistry,

but also, I am sure, to make me realize the importance of this life, which I
was so carelessly burning.

I did not doubt that life is the Creator’s most precious gift to us, but I had
not yet understood that in our own life, what is essential is life itself. I did not
think about all the creatures, all the powers of the universe which are there
just to keep us alive, nor about all that we receive from the earth, water, air,
the sun and the stars… Adolescents always feel that life is given to them just
for the satisfaction of their desires. They are alive, and that is enough; they
never stop to wonder who and what they should give thanks to for the fact
that they can breathe, eat, love and think, and because they are not aware of
what this gift of life represents, they waste it.

I speak of adolescents here, but are adults any more aware? Yes, later,
when they feel life leaving them, or when they become disabled or ill. We
say of old people that they are beginning to lose their faculties. Yet, they still
have the same organs, but the life, which they have let diminish in them, no
longer allows these organs to function as well as before. For most of the time,
what have they done except accelerate the ageing process by wasting time on
futile activities?

People are clearly living, but they are not alive. It can be said that, most
often, they are happy to be busy, without realizing that all these occupations
with which they fill their days make them forget to live. Breathing, eating,
moving about, sleeping, gesturing, speaking – how many of them are ready to
recognize that there is something to learn from these activities which they had
never thought about? Who is ready to say, ‘It’s true, I breathe, I eat, I walk, I
use my hands… but how do I? Is there not something there I could improve if
I was more conscious of the fact that, at each moment of the day, divine life
is manifesting through me?’ But I must admit that I myself was not
concerned with such questions before meeting the Master. That is why I am
so grateful to the Lords of Destiny for having put him on my path.



Instead of living, I wanted to know. But how can true knowledge be
gained if we have not first learned to live? Sine moi, pazi jivota, ‘My son,
cherish your life’, says one of the Master’s songs. Yes, guard your life,
protect it, purify it, intensify it, illuminate it, because not only does it nourish
our faculties, but it also awakens new ones that we did not know we had. The
Master had the same concept of life as Jesus, who said, ‘I came that they may
have life and have it abundantly’.4 What life was he referring to? When I read
this passage in the Gospels for the first time, I was amazed. I said to myself,
‘But his disciples were alive! What life did he want for them?’ It was those
words of Jesus, like those of the Master, which influenced me to investigate
the realm of life more deeply.

Now, of course, we must not confuse life with vitality. So many people
have amazing vitality! But this vigour of theirs is just of the physical body
and its instincts. They are not animated by the subtle life of the soul and the
spirit. When you meet someone, are you aware that, even before you look
closely at their facial features, you are sensitive to something which is not so
visible but which emanates from them? What emanates from them, in fact, is
their life, and you feel this life as something clear or dark, light or heavy,
harmonious or chaotic. When they are animated by a spiritual ideal, how
many people, whose faces are not particularly harmonious, become beautiful!
We immediately sense something vibrant and radiant.

I understood what this life really was when I analyzed what I felt when I
was with the Master. More than the beauty of his face, I was sensitive to the
atmosphere he emanated. As soon as I was in his presence, suddenly
everything within me became calm and clear. I never wanted to leave him
because I knew that as soon as I went away, despite all my efforts, I was not
able to maintain that peace and clarity. Sometimes, I asked him questions just
so that I could stay a little longer with him. I knew that I would have to leave
sooner or later, but with what regret! So, when I did leave, I tried to carry
inside me not only his image but, above all, this feeling of clarity that he
created around him.

Where did this clarity come from? One day I asked him what exercise he
would advise me to do which would link me to God’s presence. He replied,
‘Work with the light, because light is the expression of divine splendour. In
order to come into contact with God, the best method is to concentrate on the
light, immerse yourself in it, and take delight in it.’ I used this method, and
now I can give it to you too.



On this subject, I remember another thing he said at about the same time.
It was in Sofia. One day, before the lecture, a visitor was asking all sorts of
questions, and I was there, listening. The Master, always straightforward,
natural, dignified and serious, replied very pleasantly but also very briefly. At
one moment, the question was, ‘How does one recognize the evolution of a
person?’ He just replied, ‘By the intensity of the light emanating from them.’
Clearly this light is not actually visible, but it is felt in the look, the facial
expression and in the harmony of the gestures. It does not depend on
intellectual faculties or on education but is a manifestation of the divine light
in each person. It is this light we must seek without ever feeling sated.

When some people came to ask the Master about the existence of God, he
would often manage to avoid the question. Since all beings are alive with the
life of God, he thought it more important to teach them how to live than to try
and prove God’s existence to them. The day they discovered the true life,
they would ask no more questions about God, as they would be in no doubt
of his existence.

 
So the life line was the first line to appear on the hand, and this life line is

like a flowing river surrounding the mount of Venus: love. Life and love. Life
springs from its source in love. You know Botticelli’s painting The Birth of
Venus: it represents a magnificent young woman standing on a large shell
floating on the sea. Venus, the goddess of love, rises from the waters, the
symbol of life. Whatever the source of the spring is like, so will be the river
of life. If love is weak, life too will be weak; despite a long lifeline, the river
bed will remain empty and dry.

‘Love is a spring which does not stop flowing’, said the Master, and it
frees humanity from all chains and all limitations. It clothes the soul in
garments of light, the light of new life. Life is present where there is love.’
For me, who until then had believed only in knowledge and had nearly
destroyed my health by constant reading, the way the Master talked about
love was a discovery, and quite different from the idea I had of it from the
novels I was reading at the time. So, when I heard him say, ‘This love, which
is the subject of so many novels where we see the heroine blushing,
becoming pale, fainting, and the hero pining, ending his life or killing his
rival, is in fact just a sickness’, of course, I could understand. But I had to
spend twenty years with him to know what true love is, and still each day I
continue to learn more. Yes, every day brings me new revelations. It was in



the presence of the Master that I began to understand that love is a state of
consciousness. When love becomes a state of consciousness, we live with it,
in it, and we never lose it.5

At that time I had a notebook in which I wrote down the Master’s words I
had read or heard which particularly drew my attention. Many of them dealt
with this topic of love:

‘You think love is a form of attachment. No, love is not an attachment.
True love is so powerful that, if you made contact with it, you could
hardly support its vibrations, and just a few seconds would be enough
for you to remember for eternity.’
‘So much has been said and written about love! But of what use has it
been? We do not need to philosophize about love but rather learn to
manifest divine love, for which we must be the conductors. Those who
say, “I love” must know that they are not the source of their love. In the
universe, only God loves, and we are all just the conductors of divine
love. Since we are only the conductors of God’s love, when we love we
are the first to benefit from it; those whom we love are only
opportunities for us to manifest it. Those who love must not be
concerned with knowing whether the others love them too. What is
important for us is to love, to be the conductors of love. And may those
who are the objects of it know how to receive it in such a way that this
love strengthens them and brings them joy.’
‘Never ask God to love you, because he loves you without being asked.
Just try to remove all obstacles inside you on its path, and you will feel
loved.’
‘May those who love not speak of their love. God has never said he
loves us, and yet, what is the world but manifestations of his love for us?
The sun gives its light and its warmth, the wind blows, water flows, and
the earth is covered with trees, harvests and flowers. That is the love of
God.’
‘True love leaves beings free. That is the way God acts: by loving us, he
draws back in order to give us the freedom to express ourselves. If we
know how to express love, he rejoices in us.’
‘God does not need us to light candles for him, but if we light a candle
we must do it with love. A candle lit without love wastes away and
burns itself out. Lit with love, it burns forever. Where love is, God is
too. So rejoice when you love. It matters little whether you love a stone,



a tree, an animal or a human being; each one can be the way in which
divine love enters you.’
‘Love transforms suffering into precious stones; no harm can come to
those who love; their love changes evil into good. By loving, we hold
the most powerful weapon God has given us to protect ourselves. It is
said, “Love your enemies”. By loving our enemies, we disarm them.’
‘When love visits people, it reestablishes harmony and resolves all the
problems which could come between them.
Thanks to love, good men or women can see the evildoer as a brother or
sister.’
‘Have you made mistakes? Do not regret them. Regret only that you did
not know how to apply the law of love in your life.’
‘To show someone you love them, it is not necessary for you to
claspthem in your arms and cover them with kisses. Hugs and kisses are
not yet love. When Judas gave Jesus a kiss, was that love? When the
wolf hugs the lamb, is that love? Your hugs and kisses should be like
those of the sun, which never stops giving you its light, warmth and life.
When you think well of someone, you are giving that person a kiss. And
even if you are separated by a great distance, your feelings wrap that
person up in a hug.’
‘From the point of view of love, the universe represents a magnificent
organism where God lives and works, and human beings must be aware
that they are members of this divine organism. Once they know love,
they will feel that one and the same principle exists in all beings, and
that they are all joined together like links in an endless chain. Love is the
mother of the world. Everything that exists has been carried and given
birth by love. The whole universe is just a creation of love. The original
principle is love, not what you call love, but the love that created
everything, the love that works with the vibrant forces of nature. All
movement is the movement of love. Movement reveals that there is life;
life reveals that there is love; love reveals that there is a being who
thinks.’
‘The love I am talking to you about is that which places an ideal in the
soul, which compels the heart to feel rightly, the intellect to think rightly
and the will to act rightly. So, it is the result of an inner harmony, and
when we find this harmony, our thoughts, feelings and actions compose
a symphony.’



‘The day you feel God is present within you and in all beings, you will
understand why you must do everything with love. But how can you eat,
breathe and walk with love if your consciousness is taken up elsewhere
by all sorts of unimportant preoccupations? In order to do something
with love, you must be conscious of what you are doing.’
‘If you nurture the idea of love within you in its highest form, you will
be helped by thousands and thousands of loving souls, for love implies
the collective work of a multitude of souls linked together by this idea of
love. Divine love is the greatest power that exists. Never doubt this
truth, so that those souls who work in its name may always dwell close
to you.’

The Master also gave us this formula to recite: Bojiata lioubov nossi
peulnia jivot, ‘divine love brings abundance of life’.

Those who love God with wholehearted sincerity can never be led astray.
Why? Love can be compared to a piece of iron that sooner or later will be
drawn towards this great magnet that is God. Whatever difficulties are
encountered on the road, the love of God will guide and direct everyone to
him; they could even go forward with their eyes closed. Those who love God
will find the path, because love is of the same nature as God. Since God is
love, they will inevitably rejoin him.

Do you also know the story of the three kalandars6 as told in The Tales of
a Thousand and One Nights? One of them tells of a shipwreck and his
miraculous escape. The boat on which he was sailing had passed by a
magnetic mountain, and since the magnet attracts iron, all the nails which
held the planks together were ripped out and hurled towards the mountain.
The boat fell apart, and all on board fell into the sea and were drowned,
except for the kalandar, who was able to swim to shore. So, our love is like
iron which, attracted to God, hurries towards him, while everything which is
not love falls away. It is enough that we just love God for our whole being to
be irresistibly drawn to him and saved. I realize that this image is perhaps not
the best, but, for the moment, accept that this is the one I am using.

The Master also said to me, ‘Obtaining what you desire depends on your
love, for the destiny of each person is determined by the love they carry in
their soul. A pure, disinterested love is our best friend; it is what will lead us
to encounters and to live moments which will bring us light and joy. It can be
said that it creates our future. We just need to have a little patience and be
confident; it is our love which traces the lines of our destiny.’



This idea was so new to me that I asked him some more questions, and he
replied, ‘Love governs the universe. The beings, the objects we love, are in
some way surrendered to it. The earth, the stars, everything obeys love.’

When I left him, I reflected for a long time on what I had just heard. I
understood that anyone who aspires to a different life, a life lived in light and
beauty, must not be satisfied with making a few changes in their occupations.
If their love does not change, they can change all they like, but the love they
have inside them will bring the same difficulties, the same suffering; the
nature of their love will still attract them. And I knew now where the
Master’s serenity came from, his light and the harmony he spread around
him; they came from the fact that in him life and love were one.

So now, for my part, I will again tell you this: love the truths you are
given. If you do not love them, if you do not do everything you can to live
with them, either they will abandon you or someone will come and erase
them. How many things are erased from souls in this way! Love causes
things to belong to you, because they become part of you.

 
Of all the conversations I had in those first years with the Master, I

particularly recall what he explained to me one day concerning theory and
application, the true work. Nothing to me appeared to be worth more than the
activity of thought: reading, studying, reflecting and meditating. As he
certainly saw the dangers of this tendency in me, he said to me, ‘Anyone who
leaps into action without sufficient knowledge can only make mistakes. On
the other hand, the person who is merely content to acquire knowledge, as
elevated as it might be, remains unproductive. What is important in the
spiritual life is to materialize something, and to do that you need to know
very little, on the condition of course that it concerns what is essential, but
this small amount must be put into practice.’

He then added, ‘When people’s desires are greater than the possibilities of
their achieving them, they accumulate obstacles before them. Thoughts and
desires are living beings, and like all living beings they need to be fed. If you
do not have enough food to satisfy them, they die, one after another, causing
you needless suffering. In summer, a shepherd, no matter how poor, can feed
a great flock of sheep, because he can take them to graze in large grassy
meadows. But in winter, conditions are different; pastures are covered with
snow and there is no grass anywhere. Then, the shepherd, despite his low
income, has to feed them by buying in hay. If he cannot buy anything, they



will suffer, and he too will suffer. Each one of you too, in some way, is the
shepherd of your desires. You must not have more than you can feed. Choose
a few and feed them well, so that they can become independent and provide
for themselves. These desires, having become independent, will in their turn
be able to sustain you.’

But when we are young, it is so difficult to limit our desires! One day, I
read the story of François Schlatter, and I do not know if anybody speaks
about him these days. He came from Alsace7 and emigrated to the United
States. Once there, he declared that heaven had given him the mission to heal.
Thousands of people flocked to his home, and just by shaking their hands he
caused miraculous healings to occur: the blind regained their sight, the
paralyzed walked… Such a crowd of sick people thronged to his home that
he had to ask them to leave just a glove; by touching the glove, he healed
them from a distance. This seems unbelievable, but many people witnessed
the truth of these healings. Then, one day, François Schlatter disappeared; he
left a simple note saying that he had accomplished his mission and that God
needed him elsewhere. Despite searching all over the United States, he was
never found again.

I was so amazed when I read this story that I too wanted to have this gift
of healing. I saw myself doing miracles. Healing the sick, this was what Jesus
did…, and so I started to practise. However, being with the Master, I
understood that this was not my path and that it was better to teach people
how to preserve their health than to heal them. It has happened that on
occasions I have been able to alleviate some physical suffering, but I do not
have the gift of healing, and I have not really sought it. The only times when
I have really regretted not having the power to heal was when I saw
desperate, distraught mothers holding sick children who were going to die.
This was heart-rending for me. I so wanted to save their children!

 
One day when the Master had invited me to his house, he took from his

library a book in English on numbers, and he began to translate the first
chapter, which dealt with the number 1. I was interested, of course, and
listened very closely. When he had finished the first chapter, I expected him
to continue with the chapters about the other numbers. But no, he shut the
book, put it back on the bookshelf, and the visit ended. I longed to know what
followed. That’s why, when I went home, I said to myself, ‘I’m sure the next
time he asks me to come he will continue reading.’ But he didn’t continue,



and there was never any mention of this book.
I waited for a while, and I was a little disappointed. But as I had immense

trust in my Master, I knew that everything he did had a purpose. So I said to
myself, ‘As he did not read anything about the other numbers to me, it must
be because it was of no great importance, and so I don’t need it.’ I thought
about this for a long time; perhaps he wanted me to understand that in order
not to get lost in a multitude of details, I should begin by concentrating on
unity; after I had worked with the number 1, I could then work safely on
discovering the other numbers.8 Once again I was able to note how wise and
profound the Master was. He had travelled a very long road, and he knew
truth. That is why I thank heaven night and day that I met him and, of course,
also, that I have had his friendship.

 
‘University professor’. That was the answer I gave the first time the

Master asked me what job I wanted to have later on. How could I, who at
fifteen years old had decided to leave school, imagine that I would one day be
a university professor?9 And I also saw myself becoming a great scholar, who
would make useful discoveries for the whole world. In the meantime, of
course, I had forgotten all that, and I lived happily, free to learn whatever I
liked and to be taught by the Master.

Since I had left school, many of my school friends would look at me with
pity when I met them. I had not been very bright when I had had to learn, so
what did it matter if I did not learn anything more? However, I was learning
all sorts of other things with the Master. So when I did have the chance to
speak with some of my school friends and was able to give them explanations
on topics that they had never thought about before, they were astonished.
They did not know what to think, and they began to mock me: what
extraordinary and fantastic things I was saying, where had I gone to find what
I was telling them? Before, at least, I was a normal boy, perhaps a little
dreamy, a little childish, to be sure, but normal, whereas now with my
remarks and observations I embarrassed them. They could only react by
making fun of me. But I put up with their criticisms and mockery. What I was
studying, what I was discovering was so real, so tangible! What did it matter
what they thought of me? So, I carried on, I put up with it… Some years
later, the situation changed completely. Many of them wanted to meet me:
they asked my advice, and they were very friendly towards me.

Whatever their reactions, I really loved to have discussions with my



friends, and at that time, I can say that I really exercised my intellect. Now
that I had met the Master, I wanted to convince them of the superiority of his
teaching. I succeeded with some. Others remained very critical, though that
did not really upset me. The characteristic of the intellect is to progress
through oppositions and obstacles; it is always searching for new arguments.
It wants to flex its muscles, and criticism supplies it with numerous occasions
to do so; it is not afraid of confrontation, because its very nature is to resist.
How proud I was, even when I felt I had not succeeded in convincing
someone, if the person I was speaking to had no more objections to present!
Obviously there are some people for whom no argument can make them
change their opinions, and no doubt I wasted a great deal of time in these
discussions, but that does not matter; it was good practice for me.

One day, during a lecture, the Master said to us, ‘I am giving you all a
little book so that you can learn the alphabet. (In Bulgarian we call this a
boukvartche… And you? What would you call it?... A book of ABC’s?
Good, an ABC.) At the end of a year I will ask you to give it back to me.
Some of you will give this boukvartche back in mint condition, absolutely
clean: you will not have even opened it; you will not have worked with it or
learned anything. Others, on the other hand, will give it back to me all tatty,
torn and stained; they will have opened it hundreds of times, carried it
everywhere, even eaten with it… Yes, but now they will know how to read!’
The Master concluded, ‘I prefer that.’ I remember that, very timidly, I asked,
‘What category am I in?’ He answered, ‘You? You are in the second group.’
Of course, I was pleased, because I understood that that was better.

Yes, I don’t know in what state my boukvartche was when I gave it back
to him, but the main thing was that he had placed me in the category of those
who want to work, to make efforts. How many mistakes they make, how
many blots and stains they create, how much criticism and slander they
receive – that is not important. They must learn to read, they must do the
work…, they must finish the building.

 
Among the lads I went around with at that time, there was one of the

Master’s young disciples to whom I was very linked. We were the same age.
He had a true artist’s temperament: he was a poet, he spent his evenings at
concerts or at the opera, but above all, he played the guitar marvellously. His
name was Ivan Sotchev. Often, he improvised, and that was when he was
truly inspired. How many times he played for me! I have never forgotten



what I experienced, thanks to him: it seemed as if I was lifted out of my
body, and I journeyed far and long in space.

Piano, violin, cello, flute, harp, trumpet, clarinet, oboe – each instrument is
linked with a psychic realm filled with beings. This was a sphere I wanted to
explore, and in analyzing the effects that different instruments had on me, I
found that the guitar had a sort of hypnotic power which aided that separation
from my body, particularly if there was a recurring motif. I like the violin
very much, and I regret to this day that I never learned how to play it, but the
guitar still puts me into a very special and unique state, although no guitarist
has been able to inspire me as my friend did. Not even Alexander Lagoya,
whom I met in France, and who came to see me at Izgrev, where he played
especially for me. Perhaps this friend had certain indefinable affinities with
me which I could feel when he played. He died very young, but I still feel
that he is with me, for he is linked with so many other memories.

As he was very sensitive, I was able to carry out various telepathic
experiments with him. We would go, for example, to Varna’s park near the
sea. Once there, we would separate; he would go to a spot some distance
from me where I could not see him. I would send him an order in my
thoughts, from a distance, to do such and such a thing: to go round a tree, to
sit on a bench, to get up, to run, to stop… Then I would call him and ask him
questions. He would have done exactly what I had told him to do. For my
friend, this phenomenon was obviously a mystery, and it was for me too. But
we had to acknowledge that thought is a power, and after each experiment he
would look at me with astonishment.

One summer, we went off together on a hike. As night fell, we found
ourselves on rough, hilly terrain, filled with potholes and hillocks, and
surrounded by brushwood and prickly bushes. We were far from any houses,
and I said, ‘We are going to have to sleep here.’ ‘But how?’ asked my friend.
‘It’s not possible!’ And I saw, despite the darkness, that his beautiful eyes
were filled with anxiety. ‘We’ll find something.’ I stretched out my right arm
and turned in all directions, sending out thought waves, for the waves we
send out in this way return to us with the answers we need. After a moment, I
said to him, ‘Come, follow me’, and we set out carefully in the direction that
I felt we should go.

Soon, I stopped. ‘This is good, let’s stay here.’ We spent a good night, and
the next morning, at dawn, on looking around us, we saw that, given the
circumstances, we had actually found the best possible place. My friend



looked at me with amazement. I explained that it was possible to know, at a
distance, if a place would be good or not, because every place emits
vibrations, whether harmonious or chaotic. We just have to find them; but,
obviously, it takes a lot of practice.

One day, my friend arrived very happy to tell me: ‘Guess what? The
Master spoke to me about you, and he said, “Mikhaël has one of the most
penetrating minds”.’ The words the Master had used were oum, meaning
intelligence, spirit, and tanak, meaning subtle, penetrating. I still remember
my friend’s sincere joy and my astonishment. At school, where I had never
distinguished myself in my results, the teachers must have thought I was not
all that bright, and yet here the Master spoke of my penetrating intelligence. I
was so happy! And, particularly, because it was my friend who came to tell
me of it with such sincere joy.

To my friend, then, the Master had spoken of my penetrating intelligence,
yet one day he summoned me to his house to tell me, ‘Now, you must go
back to school to finish your studies.’ Well, I was flabbergasted! I had left
school five years before, and I still had three years to go. I was five years
older than the others boys,10 and I felt this to be such a humiliating ordeal!
How would I appear to these children?

I would have been able to study by myself at home and then come in for
the exams. But no, the Master insisted that I return to school, and I had to sit
on the same benches as boys who were so much younger. Of course, they
played all sorts of tricks on me, they teased me, and they would go behind me
so that they could pull my hair, and so on. Some of them really deserved a
good shaking from me, but I had decided to be very patient with them, and I
will not tell you all the amusing things that happened. Links of friendship
were also forged, because they saw that, being older than they were, I had
more experience in some realms, and so they came to talk to me, to ask me
questions on all sorts of subjects.

 
So I took the baccalauréat and, thinking that I had finally finished my

studies, I went very happily to see the Master to tell him of my success. But I
had not got to the end of my troubles, because he told me, ‘That’s very good,
so now you must go to university, for you will have a profession later, and
you need the qualifications.’ Once again, I was dismayed, because I was
aiming for something other than university diplomas, and so new torments
awaited me…



But, I listened to the Master. Whether I liked it or not, I knew that I had to
follow his advice, because he saw better than I did what was good for my
future. Later, I had to acknowledge that he had advised me well. And years
later, when I found myself, as a teacher, in the same situation as he was, I
imitated him: unless they were really not made for studying, I have always
recommended to young people, boys and girls, not to abandon their studies.
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4
The eternal student

So I followed the Master’s advice and began my studies at the university
of Sofia. I was not delighted about this, but I was curious, and provided I
could do it my own way, I had always wanted to learn. I wandered through
most of the disciplines on offer at the time, and that’s why, while the other
students graduated after four years, I can’t remember how long I took – eight
years?... ten years?... I was in no hurry, and fortunately the Master had not
given me a deadline.

When I went back to school, I had to become familiar with physics and
chemistry, which I would otherwise have avoided. Now, in studying optical
phenomena such as the prism, or acoustic phenomena such as the tuning fork,
and also crystal sets, radio and the telephone, I discovered that analogies exist
between the physical world and the psychic world. How enthusiastically I
reported my observations to the Master! He listened patiently, but above all
he encouraged me to research how the laws of the physical world can be
applied to the psychic life. Moral laws are, in fact, just nature’s laws as
applied to our psychic life, because creation is a unified whole.1

I also spent some time taking courses in mathematics. I particularly
enjoyed trigonometry; there, I discovered that sine and cosine, tangent and
cotangent, secant and cosecant can all be found in the structure of our hands.
In the book of Job it says, ‘God serves as a sign on everyone’s hand, so that
all whom he has made may know it.’ How can we study hands so that they
reveal to us what God has written there, so that we can recognize ourselves as
his creatures?

Soon I had to give up mathematics. Even though, when I was reading or
listening to the demonstrations, I understood very well, afterwards all the
formulas became confused and were erased from my memory. In these
conditions, it was impossible for me to sit any examinations, so I stopped. I
regretted it, but I had to acknowledge that mathematics was not for me.
Moreover, I had no memory for numbers, and that has not improved since: I
cannot retain dates, street numbers or telephone numbers, and if I am asked
for my own telephone number, I have to look where I have it written down. I
always retain the memory of places, and above all, of faces, because for me
faces are open books.

So I may not have taken exams in mathematics, yet I still continued



looking for analogies between certain ideas in arithmetic and geometry and
certain processes in cosmic life and psychic life. In the universe, as in human
beings, it is mathematics we see at work. Once again, I was emboldened to
present my ‘discoveries’ to the Master. As usual, he listened to me carefully,
then he said, ‘Yes, that’s correct.’

From all those years of study, what I have retained above all is that
mathematics, far from being a collection of abstractions, has its
correspondences in our psyche. The proof is in the four operations. If I ask,
‘Do you understand the four operations?’ the reply would be, ‘Of course, we
know how to add, subtract, multiply and divide.’ Well, I am not so sure,
because these operations are very difficult to perform correctly. How many
people suffer because they made a careless addition with someone and then
they didn’t know how to do the subtraction! It is our heart that does the
adding: the heart knows only how to add; it is always adding and blending
everything. The intellect subtracts, the soul multiplies, and the spirit divides
so as to share and distribute.

Consider human beings during their lives. A child wants to touch
everything, gather it up and put it in its mouth, even if it might be harmful,
because childhood is the time of the heart, of the first operation, addition.
Adolescence is when the intellect begins to appear, and young people begin
to reject everything that seems to them unpleasant, useless or harmful: they
subtract. Adults begin multiplication; their lives are filled with relationships,
children, expanding businesses, all sorts of acquisitions… Finally, old age
arrives: they think they will soon leave for the next world, they write their
wills to bequeath their wealth to this one and that one, and they divide. In this
way, human beings begin by accumulating, then they reject many things. We
must plant things that are good, so that they can increase and multiply. What
should we plant? Good thoughts and good feelings, for example. Yes, that is
true multiplication. What we harvest we can divide and distribute.

So we should consider studying these four operations of life itself. Later,
we can deal with square roots, powers and logarithms, and so on. But for
now, it is enough to study addition, subtraction, multiplication and division.
Many do not even know what they should add or subtract, and they multiply
what is harmful while neglecting to plant what is good…

 
For about ten years I was interested in a variety of disciplines, not only the

scientific disciplines – mathematics, physics, chemistry, astronomy, zoology



and so on – but also philosophy, literature and history. I also began to learn
several languages: French, Russian, Hebrew… and even a little Latin, but in a
very superficial way. Later, I got a good working knowledge of English, and
I also began Spanish and German. But I often had to stop because I was
drawn to other work, and when we stop for a short while we forget
everything. What I regret most now is that I cannot speak more languages.

Since the Master wanted me to attend university, to get some
qualifications that would lead to a profession, I finally had to decide on a
particular direction. I chose psychology and education. But even though I had
nearly completed all my studies, I was in no hurry to finish, all the more so
because there was something I had to acknowledge: however easy it might be
to gain a theoretical knowledge about human nature, it is correspondingly
difficult to help those around us or the people we meet, an acknowledgement
which diminished my interest in theoretical studies. So I was not a very
dedicated student, and I seized every opportunity to leave town.

In Varna, I had lived by the sea. In Sofia, which is near the Vitocha
massif, I discovered the mountains. Often, I went away for several days in
order to read, meditate and live in contact with a nature that I didn’t yet
know. I was alone, but the space around me was inhabited with living beings
who accompanied me and spoke to me. Much later, with what delight I
walked the streets of Paris! But there, among the crowd, if I sometimes felt as
alone as an abandoned child, it is because previously I had lived for a long
time in the solitude of the mountains, but a solitude filled with so many
benevolent presences! I let this atmosphere penetrate me to such a degree
that, little by little, it seemed to me that everything I saw around me – trees,
flowers, mosses, streams, waterfalls, rocks covered with lichen, great peaks
and deep caves underfoot – also lived in me.

As I was very poor, I had no camping equipment so I slept under the stars.
I wore only sandals or else walked with bare feet, and when it rained I
splashed about in the water. Sometimes, when I returned home, I had to take
to my bed, as I had caught a cold. If I caught cold, it was also because I did
not know that, in order to meditate, you must dress warmly. Why? Because
when you reach very high levels of consciousness, the blood circulation
changes: peripheral circulation is interrupted for the benefit of the internal
circulation, and as the surface of the body is no longer irrigated, we feel cold.
When I listen to music or something touches me deeply, I find that I am
suddenly very cold, and I need to put on more clothes. Sometimes I came



back from these stays on Vitocha shivering and feverish, but I was happy, for
I had gained so much.

 
I think it is Schiller who writes in one of his poems that God had just

finished distributing all the treasures of earth to people when the poet arrived;
there was nothing left for him. God asked him ‘Why didn’t you come sooner?
Where were you?’ And the poet replied, ‘Lord, I was singing of the beauty of
heaven whilst playing my lyre.’ God answered, ‘Well, in that case, heaven
will be for you.’ I certainly resembled that poet. Since the death of my father,
I had lived in such poverty since I was very young that I became indifferent
to the most difficult material conditions. Since destiny had determined them
for me, I accepted them willingly. I had accepted them even before I met the
Master, and I had even greater reason to do so after that encounter. Thanks to
him, I felt rich, fabulously rich, rich in the knowledge that he existed. I felt as
though my head and my heart contained all the treasures of the universe.

My student room could barely contain two people; but what did the size of
a room matter when all heaven could enter? I owned just a bed I had bought,
which I carried to whatever room I was assigned, a few blankets given to me
by my family and a few bookshelves the Master had given to me. I did not
have a desk, and that is why I became used to sitting cross-legged on the
floor, so that I could write on my knees. This habit stayed with me for a very
long time. Later, when I was a little more comfortably housed in a larger
space, with table and chairs, I continued to sit on the floor to write. This
position has a particular effect on me; I feel as though I am going back in
time and am like one of those Egyptian scribes you see in museums.

I paid no attention to my appearance and dressed in any old way: as long
as my clothes were clean, I did not mind if there were holes in shoes, or pins
in the place of buttons. That’s why many of my friends did not want to be
seen in my company. They invited me to their homes, but on my own,
because they did not find me at all presentable. Of course I could have made
an effort, but I never did. Why put on a tie? I did not wish to dress my body,
only my soul, and for my soul I prepared the most beautiful garments every
day, garments of light.

Do you know the story about the happy man’s shirt? Once there was a
king who was dying of depression in his grand palace. Yet he had a wife and
children who loved him, friends, servants and immense wealth, but nothing
could lift him out of this depression. All the wise men of the court were



brought together, and one of them said, ‘I know what can save our king. Let
us send messengers throughout the kingdom to look for a happy man and
bring back his shirt; when the king puts it on, he will be healed.’ The search
for a happy man, a truly happy man, was long and difficult. At last, they
found one… but, alas, he did not have a shirt!

So I spent years with scarcely enough to live on, but I am not happier now
that I have everything I need. I must also acknowledge that I had friends who
were not put off by my appearance and often invited me home. One of them,
who was called Bogomil, had an older sister who was married to a banker.
Bogomil was very nice, we got on well, but he was not always very sensible.
One day, I met his sister, who said to me, ‘My husband and I are worried
about my brother; you know how he is living and, despite all our warnings,
he still keeps bad company. But we have noticed that you have a good
influence on him. So, we wondered if you would come and live with him. We
ask nothing of you except to keep an eye on him.’ I agreed. The house was
very pretty, and it was located very near Izgrev2 where I often went to listen
to the Master’s lectures. When I was there, I talked every day with my friend,
and I believe that I did in fact stop him from doing some foolish things.

I also had an interesting experience while living at this house. The Master,
who had few material needs, lived extremely modestly, and so I was very
surprised the day he said to me, ‘Do you know that there is gold in the
Bulgarian mountains? It could be found by using a divining rod.’ He told me
how to proceed – I remember that there was copper at one end – and so I
made this rod. I never went looking for gold in the mountains, but I just
wanted to verify if the rod worked.

Since I was living in a banker’s house, I said one day, ‘Hide some gold
somewhere, and I will see if I can find it with this divining rod.’ They did
what I asked, and the rod automatically went straight towards where the gold
was hidden. All those present for the experiment were astounded to see how
easily I found the gold. But I stopped there, and when I left Bulgaria, I left
the rod behind, and I do not know what became of it.

Many people would think that, even if one is not personally drawn to
wealth, others could always benefit from it; all this gold buried in the depths
of the earth, why leave it there doing nothing? In fact, there is already enough
gold on earth to meet everyone’s needs; it is pointless to go digging and
rummaging around in the earth to find more. It is not gold which can put an
end to poverty and bring happiness to people, in fact quite the opposite, as it



would stir up greed, jealousy and hatred. We are not short of money; we are
short of light.3 What is gold? It is condensed solar light, and if people would
only go to greet the sun each morning, to be nourished by its light, that is
where they would find solutions for the whole world to live in abundance and
peace.

I have never said that people should live in poverty. If destiny has put you
in a situation where you have money, or even a lot of money, that is just fine,
but the important thing is that you should see it as a servant, whereas, for
most people, money is a tyrant; they put money in their head instead of
keeping it in their pockets. It is what governs their thoughts, their feelings,
and their actions, and it gives them very bad advice.

 
When I was a child, I met a gypsy on the streets of Varna who looked at

my hand and said, ‘You have many enemies… but you also have many
friends.’ I was much too young to have many enemies or friends, but what
she had seen came true later. I have certainly had many enemies, but I also
must say that I had many friends who helped me when they welcomed me
into their homes during the years when I was a student, and I am still grateful
to them today.

That was how I got to live for some time in a house that was filled with
the sound of piano music, as the owner’s sister had just finished her studies at
the Academy of Music. She practised every day and I listened. I sometimes
asked her to play for me, particularly Liszt’s rhapsodies.

Obviously, listening to music was not sufficient consolation to me for the
fact that I myself could not play an instrument, in particular the violin. I had
begun studying musical theory at the Varna Conservatory and received an
honourable mention. Then I had to interrupt my studies. I was twenty-three
when someone gave me the wonderful present of a violin, and I set to work
with great enthusiasm! I could play some sonatinas or little pieces such as
Wieniawski’s Legend, with a few wrong notes, of course. My family and
friends told me that I played with such love that when they listened to me
they felt uplifted and more alive. It was far too late for me to become a really
good violinist, but it was then that I got into the habit of using the power of
sound to lift me up into the spiritual world. I would concentrate on a
luminous and joyful image, and music would take me up and away to a very
high place of light and beauty. I felt as if a strong force swept me away…

Music is not just a collection of pleasant sounds; music is power and



vibration. With it, you penetrate, to a certain degree, the realm of magic, and
that’s what I feel above all when I listen to it. I feel that I can use this power
not just to project me into space, but also to create. Music helps mental work;
instead of letting your thoughts wander aimlessly, you must, on the contrary,
be conscious and use it to create something good and powerful in yourself
and in the world.4

Since my early childhood I have been sensitive to music. I could not
imagine anything higher. For this reason, later on, when I wanted to meditate
on the idea of God, on his immensity and his perfection, I would try to create
music in my thoughts, a music that I knew existed somewhere. I would feel
subtle centres within me begin to move, as if wheels were beginning to turn,
and then I would feel myself flung into space. My whole being would vibrate,
and what I experienced was so intense that I would find myself sobbing. That
was how, little by little, I learned to use music as a magic power; I would let
myself be swept up to the causal plane by it. Why the causal plane? Because
in order to create, this is the summit you must reach.5

It was also at this time that I began to reflect on certain signs used by
musicians and on the symbolic interpretation that could be given to certain
instruments. Since I could not play myself, I began to study music from a
different point of view, from an initiatic, philosophical point of view.

When someone is copying a musical score, before writing the notes they
place a clef on each stave. Let’s take the treble clef: what does it tell us? We
pray, we meditate, and through these prayers and meditations, we strive to
rise as high as possible. We cannot however always remain at this height;
sooner or later we must come back down. Which path do we come back
down on? The one we used to ascend? No, it is not, and the outline drawn by
the treble clef shows us a way to work with the sephirotic Tree. We begin by
concentrating on Tiphareth, the Sun, and then follow a curve which passes
through Hesed, Netzach, Yesod, Hod and Geburah, ascending up to Kether
after passing through Daath and Chokmah. We come back down passing
through Binah, then again Tiphareth, Yesod and finally arrive at Malkuth.





Among musical instruments, the lyre too, with its seven strings, gives us
another representation of the human being, each string corresponding to one
of the bodies: the physical, etheric, astral, mental, causal, buddhic and atmic.
As disciples in an initiatic school, we must study the nature and properties of
each string, of each body, and strive to develop them. These exercises affect
the whole being, and they require a new way of life that takes into account all
our activities, because the ultimate goal is that there should be no dissonance
between our different bodies. Those who have understood the deep
symbolism of the lyre become a lyre themselves vibrating in unison with the
whole cosmos, and they are received among heaven’s sons and daughters.

What do we discover if we interpret the signs for sharps and flats? The flat
lowers the note a semitone, whereas the sharp raises it a semitone. So that is
why we can see in the flat and the sharp the symbols of the two principles,
masculine and feminine, which created the universe: spirit and matter. Spirit,
the masculine principle, which is on high, descends, whereas matter, the
feminine principle, which is below, raises itself to meet the spirit. In this way,
the feminine principle is linked to the process of evolution, whereas the
masculine principle is linked to that of involution. Even diagrammatically, by
their shape too, the flat and sharp suggest the sexual organs of man and
woman.

However, that is enough about these correspondences, which can seem
strange. What we must retain is that, each morning, we must tune our
violins… or, if you prefer, our lyres, by calling on heavenly beings and
telling them that we want to be in harmony with them. On our own, we will
not be able to tune ourselves. Why? Because we do not have a tuning fork,
and God knows who or what we might resonate with! So we must call on the
beings of light, who inhabit space, concentrate for a moment on them, and
think how beautiful, pure and full of love they are. In so far as our desire is
sincere, through the law of affinity we will be able to reach these beings, and
something will move within us: our heart, mind, soul and spirit will vibrate in
unison with the divine world, and we will begin our day with a well-tuned
instrument. There are so many encounters and events in life to disturb us and
make us lose our peace! But whatever happens, we always have the power to
harmonize ourselves with the divine world, so that harmony dwells within us.

 
My life in Sofia was very full: studying the Master’s teaching, as well as

many other topics which interested me, the classes at the university, and so



on. From time to time, however, I tried to earn a little money. Once some of
my friends and I were hired by a building company: we did brick work and
painting… It was a particularly damp and cold winter – winters could be very
cold in Sofia – and the house we were working in had not yet got doors or
windows, so there were constant draughts. I was wearing my oldest trousers,
which were ripped on the right knee, and I did not think that this could have
consequences. However, after some time my knee swelled up so severely that
I could no longer walk. So for a while I had to abandon both the building site
and the mathematics course at the university, but I did not waste this time.

Since I was forced to lie in bed, I made use of the time by beginning to
study astrology seriously, for I was always fascinated by the idea that the
stars had an influence on our lives. At birth we enter the zodiac, and at that
moment, it is as though an imprint is made: according to their position, the
stars and planets draw a sort of diagram which shows the broad outlines of
our destiny based on what we have lived in our previous lives. Many people
refuse to call astrology a science, so let us call it an art, a difficult art. What is
difficult in fact is interpreting all the relationships between the heavenly
bodies according to their positions. But as astrologers say, ‘The stars show a
tendency, but nothing is fixed’; an astrological chart gives only an
orientation. I am not much interested in horoscopes now, but I see in
astrology a system of symbols which allows us to understand the mechanisms
of our psychic life in connection with the universe, in whose image we have
been created.6

Meanwhile, my knee was not improving. I stayed immobile for a whole
month, and it was then I realized how painful it was not being able to walk.
Friends came to see me and said, ‘Why are you not taking care of yourself?’‘I
am taking care, but it’s getting me nowhere.’

‘Well then, try to heal yourself by thought, because you know you are
capable of that.’

‘No, I would have to concentrate for too long, and I am very busy.’
It is true that, on one hand, I was not unhappy to have this excuse to study

astrology, and on the other hand because if I remained immobile I did not
suffer. But this situation could not be prolonged indefinitely. I was not seeing
any improvement, and my knee was really very swollen, even blue, yellow
and red in places… and it was a horrible sight.

So finally I gave in to my friends’ suggestions, thinking, ‘I am going to
try.’ I shut myself in my room, asking not to be disturbed, and I began to



concentrate. For several hours, I projected currents of light and colour in my
thoughts onto my knee with all the conviction and energy I could muster.
After some time, I began to feel a burning sensation in my leg, then, it was as
if a current of energy began to circulate again. Finally, an extraordinary force
penetrated my knee. Next morning, when I woke up, I was healed. I know, it
is unbelievable; even I could hardly believe it. I was obviously happy to be
able to walk again without any pain. But this experiment I had just done had
other consequences; in my heart and soul, it had even greater effects. This
effort of concentration was a totally unique moment in my life. If I had to do
it again, I do not think I would be successful, and I could not summon up the
same determination.

In any case, it is thanks to this experience that I really understand what it
is like not to be able to walk. That is why, when it would be a good thing for
you or someone else to go somewhere, do not protest that it is boring or
tiring, don’t be lazy, just go and do it. Otherwise, you may later regret the
time when you could move about without difficulty. And thank heaven that
you can still stand up and are active! When we are immobilized we fully
appreciate the gift of being able to walk, and then we say to ourselves, ‘Once
I am healed, I am going to climb to the top of the Himalayas!’ Every day, be
grateful for this privilege of being able to come and go, and tell yourselves
that when I give you this kind of advice, it is based on sound reasons which
originate from the experiences that I have had myself.

The next day, after my healing, when I went to find my friends, they were
astonished and so happy! They congratulated me, saying, ‘You see, you see,
you could do it! How did you do it?’ Some of these friends were the Master’s
disciples like me; others were not, but they too were looking for reasons
behind phenomena they could not understand, and so they asked me
questions. I could not always answer them, because to a certain extent
spiritual work must always be done in secret. Even with friends, you can
share only the results of your work. It is better to remain silent about the
work itself, its nature, the experiments you do, the states of consciousness
you live. I understood straightaway when I was with the Master that spiritual
life demands that we begin by being extremely humble. We must work, that’s
all, keeping silent about what we are trying to achieve, and even more so
about what we have achieved. We can speak, but in a different way, by
means of our emanations, our vibrations, by the example we give, and by the
good influence we have. Nothing more.



What is certain is that I would have liked all my friends to know the
Master. When we discover a mountain spring, we would like to take
everyone we meet there, so that they can quench their thirst and be purified
by contact with it. However, some of them were real hotheads, and nothing
could be done with them; there is a Bulgarian proverb which says, ‘While
wise men gather together to converse about wisdom, so fools continue with
their folly.’ This did not stop me from meeting up with them. We talked
about the books we were reading, or the plays and films we saw in Sofia and
Varna. Ever since then I have had great affinity with actors; I feel very close
to them, particularly those in the theatre. Years later, in France, I was happy
to meet some.

All this was a long time ago, but I remember how passionately fond young
people were of Homo Sapiens and De Profundis by the Polish writer,
Stanislas Przybyszewski, and The Mandrake by Hanns Heinz Ewers, and
Gustav Meyrink’s novels The Golem, The Angel at the Window of the West
and so on. I also remember plays like Schiller’s The Brigands, an adaptation
of Goethe’s novel Young Werther, Paul Lindau’s Le procureur Hallers, and
then a whole series of detective films whose main character was called
Zigomar. What interested me too was to see the effect these books, plays and
films had on my friends. But when the discussions took place in cafés, then I
would not go; alcohol and cigarettes were not for me, I could not bear them,
and it was impossible for me to talk in a smoky atmosphere. Other friends
wanted me to get involved in sports with them, but except for walking in the
mountains I had no interest at all in sports.

All the same, I had learned to swim well in Varna. When you live by the
sea, how can you not want to dive into such beautiful blue water? In summer,
as a child, I had spent whole days there with boys of my age, engaging in all
sorts of competitions. We would see who could dive the deepest, and to give
proof of our exploit we had to bring back a handful of sand. Sometimes when
we came out of the water we could not find our clothes; we were not very
vigilant and they had been stolen. Then, we would return pitifully home. In
the summer, fortunately, we did not wear much.

But as with all other human activities, I have always been curious to know
what qualities were necessary for the practice of such sports as swimming,
hunting, jumping, tennis, football, basketball. One day, an English brother, an
avid golf player, was surprised when I asked him to explain the game to me.
But it is true; I am always interested to discover which faculties are called on



for each sport.
I have not practised sports, but I worked a little with archery, a practice the

Japanese see not only as an art but also as a spiritual discipline. Taking a
bow, pulling back the bowstring, placing the arrow, aiming at the target and
shooting seems quite simple. For centuries bows and arrows were the main
weapons in war, but as a spiritual discipline archery demands a long
apprenticeship and a technique, I admit, I have never studied in depth.

What interests me in archery is the correspondence with the zodiac sign of
Sagittarius, the heavenly archer. The first interpretation that springs to mind
with this symbol is that the archer is someone who has learned to defend
themselves and has also learned to defend others. Then, the arrow can also be
the arrow of thought, which aims for a distant, elevated goal in order to
release energies from on high. But to achieve this, thought must not only be
concentrated but imbued with a feeling of love, because love is a force which
drives forward. Meditation and magic can be taken as forms of archery. From
the moment we begin such exercises, we become like an archer. The arrows
of those who do not know how to concentrate their attention and energies will
never achieve the goal; the arrows will fall at their feet.

Sagittarius is a fire sign, and the arrow he is preparing to shoot is a
flaming arrow, on its way to the stars. In my astrological chart, it is the first
house, where Jupiter is also conjunct Uranus. It represents a lot for me, and I
liked investigating the mythological creature, the centaur – half horse, half
man – which is associated with it. The centaur symbolizes the double nature
of human beings, lower and higher, animal and spiritual. The lower nature is
at the service of the higher nature: it uses its energies to run in the direction
that the higher nature indicates. I have never stopped studying this question
of the two natures, because when this subject is seen clearly, we have the key
to solve all the problems of existence.7

 
Since I spent ten years at the university, I was able to get to know many

young people, and we spoke a great deal together, for they asked me about
the teaching of the Master, whom they did not always dare approach. Among
them was Alexander, a friend who was younger than me and whose father
was the most important jeweller in Varna. He was handsome, intelligent, very
cultured, and I liked him a lot, as well as his sister, Milka. She was also very
beautiful, but more than that she emanated something very pure. She became
one of the most faithful of the Master’s disciples, whereas it was much more



difficult for her brother. Little by little, life events took him away, but I
always held him in great affection. Then I left for France, and here is the
letter I received from him years later.8

My dearest brother Mikhaël,
I am listening to Radio Paris, and this bridges the thousands of kilometres

between Sèvres and Botevgrad. So my thoughts are not only with you, but
perhaps at this very moment we are listening to the same piece of music.
Perhaps tomorrow too we could be linked, thanks to television, and be
looking at the same images. Are these transmissions of sound and images
across distance not based on the same principles as clairvoyance and
clairaudience, this sixth sense which you first talked to us about twenty years
ago?

So much time has passed since we last saw each other! But all this time
has been needed for me to reach a point where I could appreciate the true
value of all that you spoke to us about with such inspiration and depth. These
twenty years have been a sequence of falling down and getting up over and
over again, but I have always kept the memory of your words within me. Even
if I could not free myself, I sensed the value of these truths.

I may have been swept away by the seductions of life, but the basic points
of your philosophy never lost their power for me. Exactly a year ago, in May
1943, I felt more and more clearly the presence and the authority of my
guardian angel, and I had the feeling that my hour was near. It happened in
Berlin, where I lived from October 1941 to September 1944. On 28 May 1943
I said to one of my Bulgarian friends, ‘I feel the hand of my spiritual guide,
and feel him watching over me like a father.’

The next day, I was arrested by the Gestapo, accused of spying, and I
spent seventy-four days in prison. These seventyfour days were the most
sacred of my life, because they opened my spiritual eyes and showed me my
path, a path I had abandoned. In this isolation, within four walls, I was born
once again. All our conversations, all the talks you gave to our little group
twenty years ago, came back to my mind, and once again you became my
spiritual guide on earth. Everything I had heard you speak but could not feel
at the time as a living truth has now become blood of my blood and flesh of
my flesh.

There were days when for hours at a time I would feel myself filled with a
sensation of lightness, of joy, of light. I had at hand paper and pencils, so I
wrote down all my thoughts and all that my spiritual eyes revealed to me.



When I was brought before the examining magistrate and told him that the
days I had spent in the prison had been the most luminous days of my life
because I had found myself once again, he could not understand me.

During this imprisonment, I meditated on the problems of the world, and I
forced myself to find an answer to them. I grew more spiritually in those
seventy-four days than I had in the rest of my life. Your words were the main
reason for my achieving, in such a short time, this huge and decisive
transformation. Your words, spoken so long ago, had stayed in my
consciousness like ghosts, and during my captivity these shadows were
transformed into living creatures: they have now become my destiny and my
future.

My very, very dear brother Mikhaël, if you had nothing else in your life
and to your credit than this one transformation, that would already be a lot. I
want to write you so much, and about so many important things. For the
moment, I just want to say this: although the time has not yet come, I sense
that the moment is coming, when I will have to pay my debt to humanity, and
I am getting ready for it. I have been planning to write to you for a long time.
This evening, by chance, I went to S’s house. I saw your photograph on the
table. We spoke of you, and as soon as I got home I immediately began this
letter. How happy I would be to receive even two lines from you! I have been
appointed head of the Office of Public Insurance. As before, I shake your
hand most warmly.

I now have a little girl, who was born on 6 February 1939 at 15h48. She
looks a lot like me. My sister is fine and sends you her greetings; she too will
write to you. If you could send me a few of your talks, I would be most
grateful.

Alexander
This letter, which stirred so many memories, gave me tremendous joy. It is

worth making efforts, even if it is twenty years later that they bear fruit. This
is the fate of all those who want to draw people on to the path of light. For
years they will hand out treasures, great truths, and those who watch and
listen to them, say, ‘Yes, that’s very good, I will think about it one day, but at
the moment I have better things to do.’ And then, some years later, ordeals
arrive to remind them of what is essential. For each one, events are being
prepared, and this is how people refind the path they never should have left.
But these ordeals will strengthen and enrich them.

I have received other letters from Bulgaria like that one; until now I had



not read you any of them, for it would have been vanity. They all write to me,
‘Oh! Now we understand.’ But none of them touched me like this one, which
is why I read it to you. How could I not be touched by this conversion that
took place twenty years later? We cannot push away these great truths
indefinitely. Sooner or later, they become a reality which floods the whole
being, and, obviously, the sooner the better. But, sincerely, I was astonished
that my friend still remembered my words so long afterwards.

 
It is true, I wanted to share my knowledge with all the young people I

went around with at that time. We would meet often, and, as the Master had
done with me, I had to warn them of the dangers they were exposed to when
they did not know what to expect from a spiritual teaching and when they
concentrated on gaining psychic powers: being a medium, becoming
clairvoyant, and so on.

In my first meeting with him, the Master had told me, ‘Love makes you
clairvoyant.’ There are so many ways to interpret this truth! When you know
how to love a person, what do you see in him or her? Things which ordinarily
no one sees. Why? Because the first thing love does is to put people in a
different place from where they normally are. This new place shows them as
they really are: in their spiritual being.

Another time, the Master had said to me, ‘You will become clairvoyant if
you work in the way I suggest to you’, and he taught me to develop my
sensitivity and my understanding. Yes, sensitivity and understanding. The
only clairvoyance we really need each day is one which links the head and
the heart: to understand with the intellect and, at the same time, feel with the
heart. That is how we can see clearly. Every other form of clairvoyance
brings danger. That is why, rather than consulting cards, pendulums, coffee
grounds and crystal balls, many would do better to open their eyes to the
visible world, which offers so many irrefutable indications. When they have
problems to solve, they should remember that heaven has given them eyes to
see, ears to hear, a brain to reflect and draw conclusions… and a heart to
love.

Of course, there are people who have a natural gift of clairvoyance and, if
the opportunity arose, I would meet them. The visible is always there to
support the invisible, and it is interesting to study how it reveals itself in
those who have the abilities to see and to feel what is not accessible to our
five senses. At that time, I had heard about a clairvoyant who lived in a



village near Sofia. What most intrigued me was that I had been told that she
proceeded in a very specific way. Near her house, there was a tiny shop
which you had to go into. There, another woman would give you a tiny metal
receptacle containing a small piece of wax that you had to melt over a flame
and then pour into a vase containing water. The wax formed a round disc, and
you were taken in to see the clairvoyant with this disc. The most
extraordinary thing was that she would not look at her visitor; she turned her
back to you, and with her back turned she took the scrap of wax given to her.

So I introduced myself with my piece of wax, and she began to speak of
my family, of my father who had died when I was very young, of my brothers
and sisters. She said of my mother, ‘She is a saint. Please tell her that I would
like to see her.’ She spoke to me of the past, the present, but also of the future
awaiting me – of journeys and great ordeals… Finally, she added, ‘You are a
man of God; you will do great things.’ When I wanted to pay her, she
refused. That was the first time someone told me I was a man of God.

 
Many years after leaving Bulgaria, I was finally able to go back. I had

been invited by some members of the government.9 What a surprise for me to
learn that they thought I was representing Bulgarian culture abroad, and
therefore they wanted to honour me by presenting me with medals!

I knew that, in some difficult situations, the ministers consulted a well-
known clairvoyant called Vanga. Then, during a conversation I had with
them, I said this, ‘You are representatives of a political administration which
claims to be materialist and atheist. For decades, it has condemned and
fought against religion and all forms of spirituality. Yet you go and consult a
woman who is deeply religious so that, thanks to the faculties she possesses,
which theoretically you do not recognize, she can ask questions of the
invisible world and the beings who dwell in it, who you do not recognize
either. You put your trust in this blind woman because she can see what you
cannot. It is her faith, her love for God and people which gives her this gift of
clairvoyance. Her virtues allow her to make contact with a world that
surpasses all that our sense organs can grasp. Should this not make you
think?’

They said nothing, so I continued, ‘You consult Vanga because you have
been forced to acknowledge that she has exceptional gifts, which you exploit,
but do you not think that, because of her, you ought then to draw conclusions
on the existence of a higher world and the laws which rule it? Such a being –



and there are many others like her on the earth – who can give you answers
from afar about the past, the present and the future, is the living proof that
you must build your view of the world on different foundations.’ The
ministers, who came to present me with three medals and to make a speech,
were certainly not expecting that I would give them a speech in return, and I
felt that they were confused.

But who is Vanga? She lost her eyesight in an accident: when she was
very young, she harmed her eyes when she fell into a bush full of thorns.10

For her, if you brought a piece of sugar and placed it in her hand, it served as
a vehicle for her sight. She did not even need the physical presence of those
who wanted to consult her. People in foreign countries could ask someone to
take her a sugar lump, well wrapped in paper: it was enough that they had
held the sugar for a few moments in their hands. If you then weighed the
sugar lump, or even examined it under a microscope, you would find nothing
extra, but it was imbued with the person’s emanations and fluids, with the
quintessence of the person who had held it, and in these emanations lay that
person’s destiny.

People leave traces of themselves everywhere, and these traces are not
neutral; they are, so to speak, coloured by their psychic nature. And that is the
essential thing that this faculty of clairvoyance reveals to us. Even if we can
see nothing physically, infinitesimal particles are emanated by people, and
these particles contain everything about them, not only who they are and
what they are living at the moment but also the events of their past and their
future.

Later I wanted to meet Vanga, and I spent a long time speaking with her.
As with all true clairvoyants, I found her to be pure, kind and unselfish.
Without these qualities, those who have a gift of sight will either lose it or
run into serious trouble, because unlike what most people imagine, this is not
always a gift to be envied. I have noticed this with quite a few men and
women seers who crossed my path. I was even told by someone that Vanga
said one day, ‘My clairvoyance will drive me mad!’ Yes, because what can
be seen in the invisible is often terrifying, and you must be very strong to
confront it.

 
I was not in a hurry to finish my studies at university, but some of my

friends had already got themselves a job, and I learned a lot from them. One
of them was an entomologist with an extraordinary collection of butterflies.



Of course, it was very painful for me to see all these insects pinned on
display, but I have to admit that seeing those wings with all their dazzling
colours arranged side by side was a sight I never tired of, and I listened
carefully to the explanations my friend gave me. Another friend took me with
him to show me how he used a particular piece of apparatus to measure the
height of mountain ranges, which fascinated me too.

Then there was the student who had a true gift of diagnosing illnesses by
studying the iris of the eye. He never made a mistake. He showed me how he
did it, but it was clear to me that this gift was based more on intuition than on
an exact science. Little by little, he began to earn a lot of money, and his
success turned his head. Not only did he become proud, haughty and greedy,
but he amused himself by seducing women whom he then abandoned. I could
no longer recognize the pleasant, serious young man I had known, and I tried
to warn him, by telling him that if he went on behaving in this way he would
lose his gift. He paid no heed to my warnings, and what I had foreseen came
to pass: he did, in fact, lose his gift, and he ended his life abandoned by
everybody.

People can lead their lives as politicians or unscrupulous business people
for a long time, because for politics or business, intellectual faculties are
enough. But when it concerns faculties like intuition or divination, which
enable people to contact the invisible world, we must be very careful; only
virtues such as unselfishness, purity, generosity and humility will allow us to
keep or even acquire these gifts.

 
When I lived in Varna I had good relationships with my acting friends,

who were very good artists. They gave me invitations so I could see their
plays as many times as I wanted to, and afterwards we would discuss the
play, the roles they had taken, and the influence they could have on the
general public…

One day, I saw one of these friends, who was also a disciple of the Master,
arriving at my house. Visibly very distressed, he said, ‘Brother Mikhaël, do
you know that a stage manager has come to Sofia and he wants to put on a
play written against our Master.’ (For it was not just the Church which
pursued him relentlessly; his wisdom, unselfishness and uprightness irritated
a great many people.)

‘You know that I have been hired at this theatre, and I will have to act in
this play, but it makes fun of the Master and all the brothers and sisters of the



Brotherhood. What can I do?’ I replied, ‘Keep calm and trust in heaven. But
try to meet the manager and ask him not to perform this piece, because it is
not permissible to mock people who are truly good, just and holy. Laughing
at criminals is not very serious, and sometimes it is even useful: but divine
law forbids us to mock luminous and pure people, and those who transgress it
will have to accept the consequences of their actions.’

After my friend left, I concentrated and asked heaven to do something to
stop the play. I did not know how it would answer my prayer, but I was
certain that the play would not open. My friend spoke to the manager, who
listened to him but paid no attention to his advice, and the rehearsals
continued. The day before the play was due to open arrived; it was the dress
rehearsal. Suddenly, my friend burst into my house saying, ‘Mikhaël, do you
know what’s happened? While we were rehearsing, the manager fell to the
ground as an artery in his neck had ruptured. The doctors are with him on the
stage, and they are trying to stop the haemorrhaging.’ I said, ‘It’s not serious,
but tell the manager I want to talk to him.’ He agreed to see me and I asked to
be alone with him, which really annoyed his wife, but she finally left us
alone.

When I went into his room, I looked at him with gentleness. He was
clearly terrified. He had ice on his throat and could neither move nor speak;
he just looked at me. Very calmly and with much love, I said to him, ‘You
can get better, but only if you agree not to put on this play. There are so many
others! By putting it on, you are acting against those who are bringing
something pure and luminous into the world; that is the reason that you have
had this accident.’ Then, I explained to him some of the laws of the spiritual
world and told him what he risked if he refused. As he was very weak, he
was also more receptive; he understood and promised me he would not put on
the play. I was happy and I left. The next day, he was healed.

But a few days later, his wife, who was an actress and also performed in
this play, began to mock him, saying that he had made a stupid promise, that
his healing had nothing to do with the promise, that it was entirely due to the
doctors’ care and so on. He let himself be convinced and decided to start
rehearsals again but was immediately struck down by the same trouble again.
So, he understood completely and gave up for good on the idea of putting on
the play. The citizens of Varna did not have the pleasure of seeing it.
Afterwards I happened to cross paths with this stage manager several times in
Sofia. He greeted me, and I returned the greeting – that is all; we did not



exchange another word.
As for my friend, something strange happened to him afterwards. He acted

brilliantly in Shakespeare’s comedies, and I particularly remember a role he
played in The Night of Kings. One evening, I went to see another play where
the character he was playing was murdered: he was stabbed in the stomach
and fell to the ground, mortally wounded. The moment he was struck, I felt
the most terrible pain. I had, of course, often seen people die on stage, and
this had no particular effect on me; it was just play acting. But this time, I had
the sensation of seeing him really die, and I was distressed all night. I
thought, ‘This is a warning; perhaps he is going to die soon’, and I was very
unhappy.

A short while after, he began to tell me a dream he had just had: he found
himself in the other world surrounded by luminous beings dressed in white.
One of them asked him, ‘Do you have friends?’ ‘Yes. But there are also
people that I hate.’ This being looked surprised and said, ‘What? You feel
hatred? Then, you haven’t learned much.’ Obviously, this dream troubled
him, and he asked me what I made of it. I replied, ‘Don’t worry, this is only a
dream, but all the same, since one day you will have to leave for the other
world, it is better not to harbour any negative feelings towards anyone at all.
You must make an effort.’ It was impossible for me to tell him that his end
was perhaps close, but from that moment on I paid him even more attention.
A few months later, he became seriously ill and died.

 
I also had another friend in the Brotherhood, about my age, who was a

most brilliant student. He could learn anything, and this had made him proud
and disdainful. He was not much interested in spirituality, but he was most
impressed by the Master’s personality, recognizing him to be a superior
being, and that is why he became his disciple.

Generally, when the Master gave a talk, he did not mention any of us by
name. However, one day, he suddenly broke off his talk in order to speak
directly to the two of us, saying that my friend worked with long wavelengths
whereas I worked with short wavelengths. That was all he said, and he
continued on another topic altogether. We were astonished. What did it
mean? Short wavelengths have an intensity of vibration higher than that of
long wavelengths. Perhaps the Master wanted to underline that this brother
and I were walking on two different paths; he was after objective knowledge
(long wavelengths with slower vibrations), whereas I sought spiritual



knowledge (short wavelengths with rapid vibrations).
All the same I continued going to classes at the university. Oh! These poor

learned professors; how happy I would have been to sleep while I was
listening to them! Some of them were truly sleep-inducing. Some of them
even seemed to bore themselves by what they were saying. I said to myself,
‘But surely they could inject a bit of life, even when they are talking about
mathematics, physics and chemistry! All these disciplines are a part of life.’
Even those who taught psychology and pedagogy managed to talk about
people generally, and children in particular, in a most tedious fashion. Some,
I admit, were truly remarkable and impressed me a lot. I respected them to
the point of not even daring to approach them to talk to them. Even if I was
not a very dedicated student, I think it was this respect I had for them which
helped me understand what they were teaching.

So why did I not apply myself more seriously to my studies? One voice
told me that if I made an effort, I was quite capable of becoming a university
professor, which, in Bulgaria, at that time, was a prestigious title. My future
would be assured; I would be recognized and appreciated. On the other hand,
people called me ‘the eternal student’ – affectionately, of course, but with a
certain irony. Yes, I admit it, I was tempted for a brief moment by the idea of
becoming a professor, but at the same time I realized that I was not suited to
this life; I would find myself too restricted, too limited.

I remember a story I read years later, in France, about a great naturalist,
Cuvier. He was invited by one of his aristocratic friends to visit his home,
which housed Raphael’s painting The Madonna of the Fish. All the assistants
were in raptures over the skill of the painter and his ability to portray the
charm of the Christ child so beautifully. ‘What do you think, Mr. Cuvier?’
asked one of them, who had seen him studying the painting most closely. ‘I
think that it belongs to the carp family’, he replied. Because of his profession,
he had looked only at the fish, and so he was taken aback by the laughter his
reply received. This is a danger that scholars run; they can be completely
obsessed with their field of study… even if they are not all as brilliant as
Cuvier!

My mother would also talk to me, saying, ‘My beloved son, when I see
how you live, I become anxious; you must think of your future, get a job,
have a family… Why can’t you be like everybody else?’ I loved and
respected my mother so much, but even so, I did not take her advice. I could
not. I listened to her patiently, without contradicting her, so as not to make



her sad, because I saw that it was her love which made her talk to me like
that. She thought I would be sad without a home and without children. How
could I make her understand that my happiness lay elsewhere? As for
children, I have many more than I need! Look at all of you here: you are my
children, and if I wanted to stay free and unencumbered, it was so that I could
take care of you.

I decided all the same to finish my studies in psychology and education,
and immediately after that I had to do a probationary year at a high school in
Sofia. It turned out that the teacher who was to supervise me was a well-
known poet. He was the one who wrote the poem I recited to you one day:

Lazourna ourna moïata doucha,
Lazourna ourna v’immorteli beli
Spi neïnata doucha.
Which means:
My soul is an azure blue urn,
An azure blue urn where, covered in white everlasting flowers,
Her soul sleeps.
 

This soul is clearly that of his beloved, and the poem continued by
conjuring up all kinds of flowers mingled with precious stones. Truly, it was
magnificent! It was such a surprise for this teacher when, the first time I met
him, I recited his poem to him! From then on, we got along very well.

I have fond memories of this probationary year, particularly as I got on so
well with the students. These older boys and girls – in their final year at
school – had seen that I could tell them all sorts of things beyond the lesson I
had just given, and so when the bell rang they stayed behind, asking me to
tell them more and to answer their questions. Of course, I did this with great
pleasure and drew on the Master’s teaching and other writers too. That is
why, when the teacher came to take his class, he found that they were still all
there in the classroom… Ah yes, those are good memories!

So, of course, I studied… of course, I had a job… But the greater part of
my time and my energies were dedicated to the research of something which
is neither taught nor learned in universities. This research, undertaken away
from all the well-trodden paths, has been for me the source not only of the
greatest ordeals but also of the greatest joys, and I regret nothing.
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looked like a big park. I, too, could have settled at Izgrev, but I did not want
to, as I did not wish to take the Master’s presence for granted. I preferred to
live in the town and walk up the road each time I was going to listen to him.
If I had lived close to him, I would not have made any effort to feel his
presence, whereas living at a little distance, I could project myself by thought
to him, and I felt him more present than if I had actually been close. Physical
proximity does not always provide the best conditions for psychic and
spiritual proximity, and so I kept myself physically at a distance so that I
could be closer to his spirit. Because of the distance I had to cover to go and
see and hear him, I discovered that he was always new, always wonderful. If
we are too near the mountain, we cannot see the summit, and if there was no
night, we would not see a brand new sun every day.

Whenever I went to Izgrev, I could already tell from a distance whether
the Master was there or not. I will never forget that impression. When he was
there, everything vibrated, and I could sense something in the air pulsating,
sparkling, sending out living particles. On the surface, there was nothing
special, but the peace and radiance of the Master filled space. It could be said
that even the animals, even the trees, plants and stones felt it. When he was
not there, everything seemed to slow down; there was in the air something
motionless, stagnant, a void, which astonished us all. Air, like water is a
sensitive medium but even more so: it is quickly purified or contaminated by
the presence of certain beings.

I had no need to consult esoteric books to discover that each person carries
their own atmosphere, the aura, imbued with their vibrations. When I was
with the Master it was immediately a lived experience. I was aware of his
grandeur and his wisdom, but the most important thing for me is that I have
lived in his aura. In spite of myself, I absorbed all the particles of light that
his presence diffused gently and powerfully; they worked in me, and they are
still working and will work for a long time. For the radiance of a being who
has an intense spiritual life is something alive; it is a world inhabited by very
pure beings.

Whether speaking or silent, walking or eating, whatever he was doing, the
Master spread waves of wellbeing around him. He was a centre emanating
vibrations of life. Without making any particular gestures, he filled the air
with his radiance and gave life to everything around him. It was the Master’s
aura that awoke the best in me and fed all my longings. Yes, what was most
important was not the teaching he gave me in words. What was most



important was the intense vibration of his spirit that penetrated me. That is
how all true Masters work on their disciples; they do not limit themselves by
merely sharing their ideas, their convictions, but they project the very
quintessence of their soul and spirit onto them. A Master is a spring; a Master
is a lake; a Master is a tree; a Master is fruit; a Master is bread; a Master is
the sun. That is why, when close to him, a disciple is fed, their thirst is
quenched, they are purified and illuminated.

Of course, I did not understand this immediately; some years later when I
truly understood what the presence of the Master meant, I tried to become
much more conscious of those moments I spent with him, and also relived in
my mind certain experiences I had not understood at the time, as I had
treasured them so much.

 
At Izgrev, the Master received visits every day from people who wanted

his advice and support, and three times a week he gave lectures. Christmas
and Easter were celebrated in the same way as our usual Sunday gatherings.
Of course, we concentrated more particularly on the birth or the resurrection
of Christ, but these festivals were not marked in any other way: so, as on
Sundays, we prayed, we meditated, we sang, and the Master gave a lecture.

When he came into the room, we rose to salute him, to show him our
respect and joy at his presence. When he returned our salutation, we felt
already that he was answering our expectations. A Master is indifferent to
honours and to external gestures of esteem. Yet, in order for him to give
something to his disciples, they at least must show their joy at seeing him and
an interest in knowing what he is bringing them. So many artists – musicians,
singers or actors – have said that when they give a concert or a performance,
the quality of their performance is influenced by the atmosphere in the hall
and the attentiveness of the audience. Artists are mediums, and the audience’s
attention contributes to the manifestation of the artist’s spirit. The same thing
is true for a spiritual guide. The moment the Master responded to our
greeting, we could feel a light around him, as if he was already inspired.

Because he understood human beings so well, their preoccupations, their
worries and their sufferings, he never prepared his talks in advance. He just
wanted to respond to the needs of his listeners, and in order to respond to
their needs, he did not have to prepare his thoughts in advance or cite
quotations, but would sense from the atmosphere the questions they were
already asking him. The Master’s sensitivity to the needs of people



manifested in an extraordinary way. When I brought some of my student
friends to meet him, before going in we would talk amongst ourselves on all
sorts of topics, and often, when we arrived, he would continue our
conversation from where we had stopped. He would ask my friends specific
questions about what they had just been saying, and they were astonished.

This is exactly what he wanted to do in his lectures too, to answer the
questions his disciples were asking. Of course, this way of lecturing was not
academic. He often went from one subject to another, starting a topic which
he did not completely finish, then starting another which he did not complete
either. This gave a certain impression of disconnection, incoherence, but this
lack of completion was a reflection of life, and when the brothers and sisters
left the lecture, they felt that the Master had been speaking directly to them.
Later on, I realized that this was the most effective way to speak, and I
adopted it myself.

 
People who feel unhappy and dissatisfied tend to attribute their feeling to a

lack of something, and so wait for someone or something to come and fill it.
That, however, is not where the solution lies. The solution lies in resolving to
bring something to others, to help them, support them, console them, or even
take part in their activities. At that moment, a new life begins to circulate, and
instead of waiting to be filled, they already feel fulfilled.3 They have
understood that if they wish to bring something good, they are already
receiving something; whereas even if they are given something, those who
give nothing receive nothing, or very little.

For many years, I had already been reading books about the lives of Hindu
Masters and their disciples. I thought it was a beautiful custom that the
disciples visited their Masters bearing flowers and fruit. Master Peter Deunov
certainly did not expect his disciples to bring him fruit and flowers or
anything else, even though some people did. For me, I felt that the fruit and
flowers I should bring him were those that I grew in my soul, because each
and every one of us has an inner garden which we tend or let run wild.

Each time I went to listen to the Master, I tried to bring the flowers and
fruit I had prepared for him: my confidence, my hope and my enthusiasm.
Little by little, I felt doors opening in me, allowing his words and his
emanations to enter me. Then, everything he said, even if I had heard it
before, seemed new to me. Disciples who come to listen to their Master seem
to be there only to receive; but to truly receive, they must also bring



something that they have prepared inwardly for him. Life is based on
exchanges: receiving and giving; giving in order to receive. If there are no
more exchanges, there is no more life.

 
The Master spoke in the same way as he walked – with rhythm and

harmony, without ever raising his voice. His voice was gentle though firm
and rich; it both calmed and strengthened us. That is why we always left his
lectures in a state of wellbeing and inner balance. From time to time, he
would pause for a moment while speaking. He always had a Bible beside
him, and during these pauses he would gently pass his hand over the Bible, as
if he were stroking it, and then he would continue to speak. He would pause
frequently. Thanks to this sense of balance and rhythm he was able to speak
for hours. His secret undoubtedly lay in these brief pauses; he did not violate
his cells; the energies he used in speaking he recuperated immediately.
Whether he was speaking or quiet, my attention remained focused on him; I
felt he emanated a continuous radiance, like a never-ending wave, and I was
swept away by its movement.

I looked for methods which allowed me to get as close as possible to the
Master’s spirit when he was speaking. That is why, when I was at his
lectures, I never sat in the front rows but stayed at the very back of the hall,
near the door, almost always standing. It seemed as if I was the furthest away
from him, but my gaze, my soul, my thoughts were so stimulated by this
distance that they leapt over the gap, and I felt as if I was closer to him than if
I had been sitting right under his eyes. I longed to be able to penetrate his
spirit so that I could know how he felt and understood things. At times, it
seemed to me that he was talking from another world and that my brain was
not capable of hearing what he had to say. I had to listen with my antennae in
the spiritual plane. He was so beautiful, so luminous, that I never wanted to
stop looking at him. My eyes and ears were wide open, but I needed different
ears and eyes to capture that subtle, indefinable and mysterious quality
emanating from him.

When I was taking classes at the university, all I had to do was to keep my
intellect alert and take notes of what the lecturers were saying. It was quite
different with the Master; each of his words was alive, and I wanted to
nourish myself with this life by trying to vibrate in harmony with it. We
cannot listen to a Master in the same way we listen to an ordinary teacher,
because he is working consciously in the subtlest of realms; it is not enough



to go and listen to him to get the benefit of his knowledge and his presence.
We must be able to follow him to the regions where his spirit lives and
creates. That is why I never took notes during his lectures, for I wanted to be
the page on which the Master wrote. If I had taken notes, I would, to a certain
degree, have blocked the flow, and instead of being written in my heart and
soul, his words would have only been put down on paper.

So, I took no notes, but already, on my way back home, I would try to
replay in my memory what I had just heard. Then, when I got home, I would
write it down. At first, of course, I did not recollect it all, but I tried, I dug
deep, and when I felt I had finally got there, I was happy. It is always
important to write things down as our memories are not strong enough, and
we forget so quickly. But there is a time to let the words sink into our being,
and another time to take notes.

 
Sometimes, the Master would receive me in his home. I remember in

particular those dark winter afternoons when I first had to brave the cold.
When I arrived, I was welcomed by light and warmth, as there was a brazier
in his living room and from time to time he stirred the glowing coals with a
poker. He did this with such gentleness that each time I felt warmth in my
solar plexus which did not come just from the live embers. I felt that as he
was giving me his time I needed to be more conscious than ever of the value
of these moments. I listened to what he had to say to me, and sometimes I
would ask questions, which he answered… or did not answer…, and even
that lack of response gave me food for thought.

When the Master welcomed me into his home, I would use the same
technique that I employed in his lectures: I just listened; I didn’t even try to
understand and go deeply into what he was saying. As much as I could, I
would try to register and to live these words, to feel all their beauty, their
depth and their spiritual power. Before understanding, it seemed to me more
important to feel. Then, when I left him, on my way home (a walk which
took me about three quarters of an hour), I would begin to go back over the
scene. Not only did I try to remember all the Master’s words, but also the
way he had said them: his facial expressions, the intonations, gestures, looks,
smiles. It was not an easy task, and I was not able to do it immediately. But
gradually as I remembered certain details, I would write them down. Then I
would continue to concentrate, to delve deeper… Other words, other details
would come back, and I would write them down too.



When, at last, I felt as if I had just about captured it all, I was happy and
proud that I had grappled with my memory, forcing it to give up everything it
had registered. The joy of finding myself near the Master and being able to
see him had not distracted my attention from hearing what he said, and
everything had been inscribed in my subconscious, where I now went to
bring it to the surface. A person who has heard words under hypnosis will
rediscover them, years later, if put back into the same state: everything
remains engraved in us. To a certain extent, this is what I did; when I got
home, I would try to recreate the states in which I had been when listening to
the Master and I would recapture his words. What I could not immediately
recall still came back to me, because they were all recorded in my
subconscious and I took all the time necessary. I learned so much in this way,
because eventually I was able to get the Master’s words to resurface from
within myself. They did not go from his mouth to my notebook but first
passed through me, and I had to draw them out.

These exercises were some of the best I practised in my life. The
possibilities I acquired in working in this way have helped me enormously.
Nobody had suggested these methods to me, not even the Master. I myself
had found, instinctively, that it was worth the effort to work in this way to
understand and hold on to these very precious treasures he gave me.
Otherwise, what is the use of a Master? He gives and gives, and the negligent
disciple gradually forgets, or only remembers the things that pleased them
and were certainly not the most important for their development. Then, what
a waste of time for the Master… and for the disciple as well!

That is why, I am telling you this now. Entrusting these truths to paper
gives the illusion that we own them. Ah no! In order to own a truth, we must
assimilate it. Paper is one thing and you are another. Your notebooks are
stacked on shelves, full of ideas and methods which could help you, and yet
you keep on struggling with all your difficulties and your inner discomforts.
The solutions lie in your notebooks, which you never open, and so you
continue to suffer. Don’t forget to open them from time to time.

I think that I was truly able to benefit from the Master’s teaching because I
had spontaneously found an effective way of working. Years later, I brought
all these notes I had taken to France. When I reread them, I realized that now
I was beginning to really understand all these truths. Understanding is an
endless journey…
1 In 1922. The name Izgrev was also given to the first centre of the Universal
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first of all looking carefully to right and then left. As he moved, he speeded
up and we almost had to run behind him, only keeping up with difficulty. He
was never out of breath. He moved with such elegance, suppleness and
dignity! From time to time, he paused to explain how we should place our
feet, how to breathe, how to regulate our movements so as not to waste
energy. When we know what rhythm to adopt, our energies increase the
further we walk, and even if we were tired when we left, we had completely
perked up by the time we arrived.

The Master drew our attention to the smallest details; for him, everything
was important. In taking us to the mountain, his goal was to teach us to link
with the heavenly beings through meditation, prayer and singing. But he
thought we would do it much better if we first learned how to prepare our
backpacks and our equipment, where we should stop to eat, drink and rest,
and even how to wash our feet after a long climb.

You are surprised? You think it is not very dignified for a Master to teach
this sort of thing to his disciples, and especially how to wash their feet. Well,
you are mistaken. Not only is it important to wash our feet, but we must also
know how to do it. Why? Because, first of all, we are continually in touch
with the earth through our feet, which capture its currents and influences, so
we need to prepare them to be good receivers. Then, our feet are connected to
the whole organism, and particularly to the nervous system: the solar plexus
and also the brain.2

The head and the feet are the two poles of our body: with our head we
touch heaven, with our feet we touch the earth, and it is important to establish
a clear communication between these two poles so that our feet can also take
part in our spiritual life. You are wondering if I am talking seriously? Indeed
I am, most seriously. When you wash your feet, for example, get into the
habit of touching them consciously, and concentrate on the spiritual centres
situated on top and underneath. In Greek mythology Hermes is represented
with wings on his heels. Hermes is one of the many figures of the initiate
who can travel through space because of understanding the secret of the
development of the spiritual centres situated in the feet.

 
Even though mountains are often designated as frontiers, that is not their

purpose. On the etheric plane, mountaintops are like volcanoes or geysers,
where whirlpools of energies burst forth: nature spirits come there to recharge
themselves in order to do their work in the world, and we can ally ourselves



to this work.
‘We come to the mountain to create a link between the visible and

invisible worlds’, said the Master. But as he was wise and careful in
everything, he wanted us to realize that although walking in the mountain is a
spiritual exercise, it is first and foremost a physical exercise, and so he used
every possible occasion to give us advice.

 
‘In rugged territory, make sure that you stop for a few moments every
hundred metres in order to regain your energies. The higher you go, the
slower you must move forward so as to adapt yourself to the currents
active there. Above all, watch your breathing…’
‘When you set off to climb to the top of a mountain, hold the thought
that you are going to reach it, but never by a predetermined time. Take
precautions, so that you are not overtaken by nightfall.’
‘If you have to stop to eat something or to take a rest, sit on rocks which
have been warmed by the sun. They will act on you in a healing manner
by giving you the energies they have received. A cold rock, on the other
hand, will sap your energies.’
‘If you are thirsty, drink hot water, never cold water, and when you get
back home wash your feet in hot water.’
‘If you have caught cold and begin to cough, drink an infusion of the
single-stemmed blue gentian.’

‘When you are planning an excursion, try not to come back by the same
route. Sometimes it is not possible, but if you can, make a detour: it is better
to avoid going down the paths you took coming up.’ Why this advice? When
we have reached the top, we should take a moment before deciding to go
down: but as climbing the slopes of a mountain represents spiritual progress,
symbolically, it is better not to take the same path that we have just made
great efforts to climb. I analysed myself and I felt how right this advice was.

When the Master took us to Mount Vitocha, he would give us a
programme to accomplish. That is why, one day, he said to us:

‘When a teacher comes into their classroom in the morning, they say to
their pupils, “This is what we are going to do today” and then outline the
day’s programme. In the same way, see to it that God enters your life
each day. Like the sun you go and contemplate at dawn, God must rise
in your life. If he comes, the least of your riches will grow; if he does
not come, even the greatest capital you have will shrink to nothing. Not



a day goes by when the Lord does not come and speak to you. He comes
each morning to tell you how to use the conditions each new day offers
you.3 Here, in the mountains, you benefit from an exceptional
atmosphere which you don’t have in the town. The luminous beings who
love us have again prepared a beautiful day for us. All they ask is that
we are conscious of it and that we fill all our sacks, meaning not only
our physical body, but our heart, mind, soul and spirit. We must not
leave a single one empty.’
‘…The mountain is a place of purity. The atmosphere there is sensitive
to the slightest current. So, watch over your thoughts and feelings,
otherwise, there more than elsewhere, you will have to suffer the
consequences of your negative states. Purity is the expression of respect
that you owe to the mountain. Only with purity will you be able to
understand its language, and give thanks all the time. Each rock is a
place of concentrated energy; gratitude and thankfulness are the doors
through which these energies enter you.’
 

It is significant, isn’t it, that the Master, who never mentioned the
Cabbalah, called the place where the Brotherhood camped El Chadai?
Cabbalists give various names to God, and each of these names corresponds
to one of God’s attributes. In the sephirah Iesod, the sephirah of purity, God
is called El Chadai, or Chadai El Hai, which means literally ‘all-powerful
living God.’4

 
The Master wanted us, like him, to open to the different languages of

nature, and he said:
‘If you climb a peak in order to understand what God expects of you,
your climb has meaning. And if you go back down to the plain in order
to bring to others what you received at the summit, your descent also has
meaning.’
‘Abandon the muddy roads of life, and begin walking on the paths
which will lead you to the mountaintop. On these pathways, take love as
your guide, be attentive to the little flowers you see, to the drops of dew
on the leaves of the trees, to the twittering of the birds, to the buzzing of
insects, to the bubbling of springs. Listen out also for the tiniest songs of
light which bring joy to your soul.’

No doubt these stays on Mount Vitocha, and later at Rila, inspired some of



his songs, like Zov na planinata, ‘The call of the mountain’; Malkiat izvor,
‘The little spring’;5 Douhai vetre, ‘Blow, wind’;6 Sila jiva, kaji mi gde voda
izvira, ‘Living force, tell me where the water bubbles up’, and many others.
And he also celebrated the sun in so many of his songs!

‘Have you noticed,’ he asked, ‘that what a mountain top teaches us is
different from what a waterfall, a tree or a stream teaches us? We must
be attentive to what they reveal to us so that we can link together all
these teachings. The waterfall says to us, “Make the currents circulate,
get the gushing forces of life moving through all the regions of your
being.”
In the same way that the plants and trees bathe in this water which flows
and renews itself endlessly, so may the cells of your body bathe in this
vital fluid which flows through your body.’

The waterfall is the symbol of the river of life that comes down from
heaven to water the universe. Each river we see flowing at our feet has come
down from a mountaintop; the source is always high up. One day, when
reading Jesus’ words, ‘I am the way, and the truth, and the life’, the image of
the river came to my spirit. The way is the river bed, the life is the water
which flows in this bed, and the truth is the source from where the water
springs forth.7 Yes, the connection between these words came to me in a
flash, and I had the impression that Jesus had been looking at a river and had
thought about the river of life, the river that St John speaks of in
Revelations8, when he said these words, ‘I am the way, and the truth, and the
life.’

One day when we had climbed to the top of Kupena, some brothers and
sisters wanted us to climb some of the neighbouring peaks. But the Master
said, ‘No, that is not useful, unless you want to boast about it when you
return. Climbing one peak is enough for us to take in what the mountain has
to teach us today. From here, we can look at all the other summits and read
what the divine world has written on each of them. For a mountaintop is an
open book, and it takes time to decipher its meaning. The mountain presents a
great diversity of forms, the many manifestations of Cosmic Intelligence.
That is why, when we look at a mountain, we must see beyond the forms, in
order to try and grasp the intentions of this Intelligence which conceived of
the universe.’

One morning, in a street in Sofia, I met a friend who began to tell me how
sad, discouraged and depressed he was. I replied, ‘You came with us to



Mount Vitocha, and you heard how the Master spoke to us… So now, go
back up there, and then come and see me on your return.’ In the evening, I
saw a completely transformed young man return; everything he had seen and
felt had given him back his hope and his courage. I was so glad to see him
like that, and I added, ‘The next time you feel depressed, you will know what
you must do.’

Sometimes the Master would leave to walk by himself on the mountain,
and one day he said to us, ‘For thirty-five days, I have been going to Vitocha
and walking eighteen to twenty kilometres each day. You are wondering why
I do that? To temper my willpower. It is not easy to do eighteen to twenty
kilometres every day, to come back tired, and to set out again the next day.
While I am walking, I often think of you all, and I say to you, ‘Walk twenty
kilometres towards the Lord every day without ever falling behind, and you
will become human beings worthy of the name.’ What love and what
sacrifice the Master showed in walking eighteen to twenty kilometres each
day along mountain paths, all the time wishing for his disciples to walk the
same distance in their souls! But how many times he must also have felt
alone! That is no doubt the reason he told us this parable one day:

‘A man went up into the mountain with a horse harnessed to a cart. After a
while, the road was no longer suitable for carts, and he had to unhitch the cart
in order to continue just with the horse. This part of the path that he had just
travelled along corresponds, symbolically, to life on the physical plane. He
carried on going with the horse up steep pathways, and this part of the
journey corresponds to the spiritual plane. Then, the time came when he had
to abandon his horse too and travel alone, scrambling up rocks, with the hope
that one day he would reach the top.9 Often, you will find yourself alone on
these steep slopes which lead to the top, to God.’ The Master did not fear
solitude, but he would have liked to be able to take us along with him to
climb spiritual mountains. But how often he may have found himself alone!
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7
What does it mean to have a Master?

Being in the Master’s presence day after day, I felt my life becoming
ordered and truly taking on meaning. So, today, when I am again asked,
‘Why have a Master? Is it really useful?’ this question always astonishes me.
I, myself, have never asked it. It seems to me that I was born with this need,
and during the twenty years that I lived close to the Master, I wanted to learn
how to become a disciple. Obviously, when I met him, I was far from having
the correct attitude. My meeting with him appeared such a blessing, such a
miracle, that I almost imagined he had come just for me. And yet, a Master
never comes to permit any particular disciple to fulfill their personal desires,
no matter how legitimate and fine they may be. But he is patient; he waits for
the disciple’s consciousness to become larger and for them to understand how
they must participate with their Master in a work which surpasses them.

The Master said, ‘when a sage, an initiate, incarnates in a country, he
meets only a very small proportion of the population. Among those who
come to him, some discover nothing remarkable about him, because the
spiritual world is totally foreign to them. Others sense a little something, but
as prisoners of their instincts, they cannot bear the presence of a being who
obliges them, by contrast, to see themselves as they are, and so they oppose
him. Still others are attracted to this being because they vaguely sense
something great: they admire him, they honour him, but are incapable of
making efforts; they are happy to doze alongside him. Finally, there are those
who, seeing the light of the true being who lives in him, decide to follow him,
but as they have never learned disinterestedness, they cannot overcome their
tendency to make use of his knowledge and his power for their own gain.
Only a very small minority see and sense the need to work beside him with
sincerity and self-denial, simply because it is beautiful, it is grand, and they,
one day, become capable of transmitting his message.’





on his words of wisdom. But he himself does not give any outward signs of
his greatness. That is why, often, those who approach him are unaware they
are in the presence of an exceptional being.

While I was still a student in Sofia, there was a man who thought he was a
highly spiritual person because he owned a huge library of esoteric books. He
knew the Master well, they often met, and he spoke to him as an equal. One
day he decided to go to the United States, because he had heard that there
were some great theosophists there. Having spent some time studying, he
began to give lectures himself. Now, one day when he was speaking to a
group of scholarly people, describing the spiritual situation in Bulgaria, he
showed them a photo of the Master. Imagine his surprise when the Americans
exclaimed, ‘But he was our teacher! He stayed some years in the United
States, and we often listened to him commenting on passages from the
Gospels. We will never forget how he spoke to us too of the language of
nature. What a magnificent gift for the Bulgarians to be taught by such a
person! We really hope that one day he will come back to the United States.’
This was truly a shock for this man to suddenly discover that he had travelled
so far to find what he met every day in his own country. He immediately
wrote to Master – and what a letter! – to apologize for his blindness and to
tell him that he wished to return soon to be with him.

 
We know that the word ‘master’ can have several meanings, depending on

how it is used nowadays. There is the master who instructs his pupils…, the
master who has power over his servants or his slaves…, the master who
excels in a particular discipline, mastering his or her material, whether
physical, intellectual or artistic: from cooks to orchestral conductors, lawyers,
academics, etc., there are so many people who are given the title of master!
But a spiritual Master does not seek to become an expert in any particular
discipline; it’s just himself, his own material, whether physical or psychic,
that he seeks to have command of, to master. And he has no desire to impose
on his disciples; it is enough for him to be what he is. It is up to the disciples
to discover how they can receive his friendship, his protection, his light, for
he is always close to them: he accompanies them, and he speaks to each one
in a language they can understand. What is this language? It is his example.1
He says, ‘Love’, and he gives the example of disinterested love. He says,
‘Work’, and he works. He says, ‘Accept your suffering’, and he, too, accepts,
without rebelling, all the aches and pains of body and soul. He never seeks



revenge against those who unjustly harass or accuse him. He confronts evil
by doing good.

When I met the Master, I felt immediately that he behaved like my
mother. Like her, he was not indifferent, but he did not become irritated, and
he did not use threats to make people walk the path of good, because he knew
that threats and anger often have the opposite effect to what is desired. Like
the good shepherd Jesus spoke about in the Gospels, he always went in by the
doorway of his disciples’ consciousness. He never tried to break in like a
wolf or thief. He did not ask for promises or oaths. He did not seek approval
or publicity, and he never disturbed public order, even though some people
unjustly accused him of doing so.

How grateful I was to the Master when he drew my attention to my faults,
my shortcomings, and showed me the means to correct them, so that I did not
suffer from them later on! Because of this, he was my best friend. Most
people never say anything until your words or your actions upset them. If this
is not the case, they leave you to muddle along, and sometimes even flatter
you in order to please you, or because they hope to profit from your mistakes.

A Master says what he has to say, but he leaves his disciples free, and in
this he imitates the Lord, for the Lord also leaves us free. But leaving us free
does not always mean that inwardly he approves. Gradually, I realized it was
up to me to sense whether the Master agreed or not with my thoughts,
feelings and projects. If I sincerely questioned myself, I knew I would have a
reply. When I felt uneasy, that was enough for me to re-examine myself, to
find out what mistake I was making.

Sometimes I talked about this with my friends, and some, for example,
had noticed like me that there were days when walking past a photograph of
the Master, they felt a look of encouragement and approval and, at other
times, on the contrary, a reproach, a displeasure. Was it just illusion? No, for
a Master represents our conscience. Somewhere, in the invisible, he is linked
to his image and so he can speak to us through it. The photograph is just a
support, but when we look at it, it awakens a whole world buried deep in us, a
world which understands the whole of creation, all its inhabitants, and what
we decipher from it is just the reflection of our psychic life. It is this
reflection which approves or disapproves of us. The photograph lives in us as
a living impression which acts on its material support. So all our inner life
can be revealed through external objects and, through them, can guide us,
advise, condemn or approve of us.



 
Those who become disciples of a Master take a decision of the highest

importance. They are free, no one has forced them to take such a decision,
but from the moment they have done so, they must realize that there are rules
to observe. The first of these rules is that they must trust their Master. If they
have doubts, the best thing to do is to leave straightaway, otherwise what will
happen?... Imagine that someone has invited you to dinner. If you believe that
your food has been poisoned, you should not eat it, because under such
conditions, even if the food is the most healthy and delicious food, you will
be poisoned one way or another. The words of a Master are like food, and if
they make you distrustful, then you should leave, otherwise you will end up
poisoned.

For myself, I felt that it would be in my best interests to pay attention even
if at the beginning I was not in complete agreement with what the Master was
telling me; the future would prove to me whether he was right. Besides, he
himself did not appreciate those who always said ‘Yes, Yes’ and then did
nothing. He preferred those who said, ‘I think differently, but I am going to
verify what you have told me, and I will draw my own conclusions’, because
in verifying they would come up against the truth. This is how my mother
had already educated me.

Very few people, unfortunately, are intuitive enough to see what a Master
represents for the orientation of their destiny, or what his presence can rectify
and harmonize in their lives. Having a Master does not interest them, because
they sense that with him their peaceful lives will end; they will be forced to
acknowledge their shortcomings and to see the dangers they will be exposed
to if they continue to walk on their present path. They do not want that, and
yet they do not realize that if they continue on such a path, they will
encounter much greater suffering and limitation than they would have had to
bear if they had followed the advice of a Master. So, when will they decide to
accept his advice? When they find themselves in a blind alley. Before that
they believe that everything will unfold the way they want. When everything
is going well, it is rare that someone spontaneously says that they need to be
guided.

The Master was under no illusions as to the reasons why people mostly
wanted his advice. One day he told us, ‘Yesterday, I was told that a young
woman had come a long way to see me. I asked if she was married. Why did
I ask this question? Because I said to myself, if she is a young girl, she will



undoubtedly ask me if she was going to find a husband soon, and if she was
already married, she would ask me why she was unhappy…

‘So I met her, and this is what she told me: “Ten years ago, I was a student
in Sofia and I wanted to come and see you then, but I kept putting off taking
this step. Then I got married, and now, as I have suffered great misfortune, I
decided to come.” I thought to myself, fine, that’s it, but I must allow her to
tell me what she wants from me, and she continued, “I married for the first
time, but my husband turned out to be a real brute, and so I divorced him. I
got married a second time, and I am going to get divorced again. I have two
children by my second husband, two little girls that he has decided to keep
with him, but I don’t want to give them to him because I love my children.”
As she added that one of them looked a lot like his father, I suggested that she
should leave that one with him, as then he might let her keep the other. She
said to me, “My husband is a violent man, who beats his father and mother.”
Even if, through a sense of shame, she didn’t tell me, I sensed that he had
beaten her too. But what can I do for people who find themselves in such
situations? I cannot change the character of a violent man, nor can I force him
to leave his daughters with their mother... Will she follow my advice? I have
no idea.’

 
One day I heard a brother tell the Master of all the worries his son caused

him. He said, ‘I have tried everything and nothing works. I wanted to give
him the best education, but not only did he refuse to study but he managed to
make everything I did to help him work against his best interests. This is my
and my wife’s greatest sorrow.’ He explained the whole situation in great
detail.

The Master listened to him patiently, then, drawing inspiration from the
Gospels and the parable of the talents, he answered, ‘Some people are given
five talents. We must take care of them, talk to them, advise them. You can
do the same with those who have only two or three talents, and they will
benefit from it. However, you must send those who have received just one
talent out into the world so that they make their own way; that is the greatest
service you can give them. It would seem that your son received just one
talent. If you keep him at home, he will carry on doing nothing or will use
your money to destroy himself. So, as he is old enough to leave home, send
him away, telling him that it is time for him to manage on his own. When he
begins to see what the world is like, when he has to encounter the selfishness



and wickedness of other people, he will begin to understand that there are
rules in life that need to be respected. God has given people hunger, thirst and
the instinct of self-preservation, and that is what will teach your son. Nothing
else will work.’ But this father did not listen to the Master. Both he and his
wife thought the advice was too harsh, and so they created greater hardships
both for their son as well as themselves.

Years later, in France, I sometimes found myself in similar situations.
How many parents have come to ask me for advice, because they no longer
knew what to do with their children! Very few have followed it; they ‘loved’
their children too much. Whenever that happens, I think of the Master. I can
even tell you about a case where it is hard to decide whether it is funny or
sad.

Once again, it is about another only child of very rich parents. His only
interest was to have fun; his academic grades were dreadful. ‘Tell us what we
must do’, his parents asked me. I was sure that that they would not like the
solution I was going to give them, but too bad, and I said, ‘Even if he has
certain abilities, you must agree that your son has no interest whatsoever in
studying and so it is pointless to force him. Since you tell me that he loves
cars, you ought to send him to be an apprentice in a garage, with a most
demanding boss who will make him work hard, and you must, above all, stop
giving him any money. He is a good lad, but the affluence in which you
maintain him develops only his worst side.’ Not only did they not understand
me, but they were angry with my advice. They had an important position in
their town, and I wanted their son to be no better than a worker! They felt
humiliated and did not listen to me. They persisted in sending their son to the
best schools with the best teachers, and above all they continued to spoil him
with money and presents… supposedly to encourage him to make greater
efforts!

Some time later, the situation had become so catastrophic that the parents
remembered my advice about the garage. However, what a surprise for me! I
had told them to send their son to be an apprentice to the owner of a garage,
but instead of doing that, they bought him the biggest, most modern garage
they could find. Nothing, of course, had prepared this boy to be the boss of
such an enterprise, and so what happened was to be expected: soon, he went
bankrupt. Things didn’t stop there, but I will not tell you any more about it.

 
Unfortunately, or fortunately, a Master is not there to sort out his



disciples’ problems, or to help them avoid tests. Even if he wishes to do that,
he does not always have the power to do so, and there are rules that he
himself must respect.

In our Brotherhood in Bulgaria, we had another very good and very
devoted brother whose son lived a dissolute life, to the point where, because
of excesses and disorders of all kinds, he contracted tuberculosis. Doctors did
not give him very long to live, and his father, ashamed of his son’s behaviour,
did not at first dare to talk to the Master about it. Nevertheless, one day, the
grief of losing his son became so strong that he decided to go, with his wife,
to beg the Master to save him. The Master replied, ‘There are rules which I,
too, must respect; I can do nothing which is not in harmony with the laws of
the divine world. I could ask heaven to heal him, but why would I do that? So
that he could continue wrecking his body and soul?’ ‘We understand,’ said
the weeping parents, ‘but we love him and could not bear to lose him.’ The
Master was touched by their grief and then said, ‘For your sake, I will heal
him, but he must promise to change his way of life, and you must try to
support him in his efforts.’

Naturally, the boy promised without hesitation, and the Master saved him.
How? We do not know that, but he got better quickly to the doctors’ great
astonishment. At first, he kept his word and lived wisely. Some time
passed… Then, little by little, he went back to his old friends who would ask
him, ‘Why don’t you come out with us? How stupid you are to live like this!
Why deprive yourself?’ At first he resisted a little, but soon the temptation
grew too strong, and he followed his friends. Not surprisingly, he became
very seriously ill once again…

His parents, overwhelmed at not being able to help their son keep his
promise, went back to the Master to beg him once more to save him. This
time the Master was categoric: ‘No, now, it is no longer possible.’ The
parents wept and were in despair, but he told them, ‘You know that I cannot
oppose the laws of destiny.2 In certain circumstances, some delay is allowed,
but now that it is clear that your son will not change, I am forbidden to
infringe these laws and so allow him to continue leading an existence which
is harmful, not only for himself, but for others as well. This is the only thing I
can do: when he leaves his body, he will meet hostile and terrifying entities in
the next world. For those who live in debauchery, their passions create
monstrous beings in the invisible world, and when they die, they must
confront them; they cannot avoid them. It is then that they will truly become



conscious of their mistakes and they suffer. On earth, we can remain
unconscious and hide from the seriousness of our actions, but on the other
side it is not possible: we are faced with everything we have done throughout
our life.3 So, when your son leaves this life, I will accompany him, so he will
not be alone when he meets these monsters.’ The parents were comforted by
this, and they thanked the Master for the help he had promised them. A short
time after this, their son died.

Each of us has our own destiny. A Master can always help by enlightening
us, but if we refuse the light…

 
The Master’s kindness and his compassion for human suffering was

almost limitless. It is only now that I have been able to understand a certain
smile he had, on occasions, when he was looking at us. How can you describe
this subtle smile, which was never scornful? It expressed such a very deep
forbearance with a trace of humour, which seemed to say, ‘My poor friends,
how have you got yourselves in such a mess? Hold steadfast, nothing is lost,
and you will pull yourselves out of it.’ There was so much love and
encouragement in this smile. Sometimes, when brothers and sisters came to
tell him their troubles, he would burst out laughing. Obviously, they were
taken aback: they expected him to look concerned. Well, no, not at all, for we
cannot help people by weeping and suffering with them, but only by
augmenting our own light and joy to give to them. Undoubtedly, at the time,
some were even a little upset, but the Master’s laugh was so infectious that, a
few seconds later, they would be laughing too. This laughter had done them
good.

That is how I saw the Master behave, and it made me reflect on the
reasons for his attitude towards human suffering. Initiates and sages do not
behave in the same way as the ignorant. If they are to help others, they cannot
be receptive to their negative states. Sometimes they laugh, and in laughing
they project light and strength onto those who need it to rise above their
ordeals. Laughter, of course, can be the expression of an inner emptiness, but
it can also be one of an abundance so great it overflows. Look at a spring:
hear how it chuckles as it generously pours out the water of life.

The Master said, ‘When you are joyful, it is as if you have been invited to
a banquet. This joy has been given to you by spiritual beings, who are happy
to be able to help you. Follow their example; offer your joy like a banquet to
those who are in pain. Ask the sufferer to come and rejoice with you.’ The



Master’s laughter was an expression of the kind of joy which can also be
called love. But joy is not always expressed through laughter. Who has not
wept tears of joy and wonder in the presence of beauty? The Master advised
us to gather such tears in a clean cloth and take great care of it, as these tears
which spring from the depths of our souls have great power.

 
To meet a spiritual guide is an immense privilege, but only on condition

that we understand how he can help us. I was often taken aback by the
reactions of certain brothers and sister who began to question the Master’s
ideas and methods. Even if, at first glance, these methods were a little
surprising, why immediately jump to the conclusion that he was wrong?

And how few knew what attitude to adopt! I saw some people come to see
him who, instead of listening to him and learning – which is what they said
they had come to do! – displayed their vast knowledge by enumerating all the
books they had read, to the extent that he could not utter one word, but he
always displayed remarkable patience: he would smile kindly, observe and
wait… After a while, these people would begin to understand that they were
the only ones talking, and that if they carried on in this way, they would truly
learn nothing, and so, finally, they would fall silent and let the Master speak.
And how astonished they were to discover that in just a few minutes he
would reveal many more useful things for their lives than all the books they
boasted about having read!

I also saw other people come to see him whose sole intention was to ask
him some really tricky questions. Once again, he would listen patiently and if
he thought that this person needed a lesson, he would say hardly anything or
nothing at all. Then, when the person had left, convinced they had found his
weak spot, they would go around boasting about it. But sometimes, those to
whom they had related this ‘exploit’ would encourage them to come to a
lecture. Then, what did they hear! Not only would the Master reply fully to
all the questions that had been asked, but he would explain in detail the
person’s character, the reasons for their difficulties and so on… without
revealing, of course, to whom he was addressing all this. And the person,
recognizing themselves, would suddenly feel so stupid and coarse, that they
came back to offer their apologies to the Master, promising to be wiser and
more thoughtful in the future.

 
With the Master I learned to listen to those who were capable of teaching



me. When iron has been in contact with a magnet for some time, it too begins
to become magnetic; the magnet communicates its magnetism to it. In the
same way, disciples who know this law, know that they must stay close to
their guide, so as to become imbued with his life, his love and his light. In
this way, in their turn, they will one day be able to help others…

However, a Master never tells his disciples how they should think of him,
and even less that they should believe him, admire him, venerate him and
love him. He leaves them to resolve this question on their own. The Master
did not tell me anything either, but I felt what a powerful transformer he
could be for me, not only for my outer life but for my inner life, if I knew
what place to give him in my head and my heart.

During my first visit to India, I heard this little story. Once there was a
Master who had amongst his disciples a young man whose love and
reverence for the Master was so great that he never stopped repeating his
name over and over like a magic formula. One day, this young man was seen
walking on the water of the lake. They told the Master about this
extraordinary feat; he was astonished and called the young man over to him:
‘I am told extraordinary things about you. It seems you walk on the water.
How do you do it?’ ‘Oh Master’, replied the disciple, ‘it is so simple. I
concentrate on your name, and then I say it with love.’ The Master told
himself that he could surely do the same; he went out on the lake, put a foot
on the water whilst saying his own name… and then he drowned! So, you
see, the Master drowned and the disciple walked on water. So, it was not the
name but the ardour with which the disciple said it that was the most
important thing. If this Master himself had had a Master who inspired him
with the same trust, the same love, he too would have been able to walk on
water.

Now, I will tell you that I do not believe a Master would be so stupid as to
walk on water while saying his own name; it is just not possible. The point of
this story, however, is to show that the most important thing is what the
disciple believes and thinks about their Master, the picture that they have
created of him. It is the quality of their thoughts and feelings which make
them develop; the Master is just the means. All those who imagine that their
spiritual evolution would have been facilitated if they had a wiser or more
powerful teacher are mistaken.

A true disciple is aware of the necessity of having a Master just to
stimulate and inspire them on the path of good. When they have found him,



they don’t doubt him, they don’t oppose him, they ask nothing of him. Often
the Master hardly speaks to them, he is not concerned about them, but the
disciple knows that the Master exists, and so they are happy, they make
progress, because they love him, they believe in him and are linked to him.
Even if they are unhappy, poor, sick and dying, they feel cheered and
comforted just by the thought that their Master exists, for the image they have
of him in their head and heart is allpowerful. It is this inner Master who
opens the doors for them, without the other, the real Master, perhaps having
any idea of what is going on.

Do not imagine that, to evolve, it is enough just to associate with a Master.
We can be around the sun, mountains and springs, yet still remain the same.
Why? Because we are closed. In order to open, we need faith and love. Faith
and love are the keys which open all doors. Obviously it is better to follow a
good and wise Master, but most important is the disciple’s attitude, because
we always end up attracting to ourselves the elements corresponding to those
we carry in our heart and head. It does not matter if the Master does not yet
possess an abundance of light, peace and joy, because the disciple receives
them all the same; the disciple creates their own reality through the quality of
their thought.

I do not know how I already knew this law when I met the Master. It came
to me perhaps from a previous incarnation, and my soul revealed it to me. I
often thought of him, imagining him in beauty, light and perfection. I never
asked myself whether he really was as I imagined him. I did it because it
filled me with joy, and if this joy was something inexplicable, it was because
I had not yet really understood to what point thoughts and feelings we have
for others influence us.

The love I had for my Master linked me to him. I made contact with the
regions where his soul and spirit dwelt, and I had the feeling that everything
great and beautiful that he experienced came to me. Instinctively I felt
compelled to see him always in light, surrounded by the most beautiful
colours. I vibrated with these colours, I imbued myself with them, and this
made me extraordinarily happy. Did this make the Master happy too? I have
no idea, I never asked him the question, I kept it all hidden inside me and
never spoke to him about it. I am sure, however, that he felt what I did, and
that it was a support for him, because the greater a being is, the more they are
attacked and fought with, and so they need to be supported, at least by our
thoughts.



I felt that I should give all my faith, all my hope, all my love to the Master.
This love for him protected me, helped me grow, and perhaps gave me all
that I have now, all I have learned and understood. Love is the cause of so
much suffering, if we do not know who or how to love, and we see that every
day. It is very rare to see people who live in peace, joy and inspiration thanks
to their love.

Later, in the same way that I had visualized the Master bathed in light and
colours, I tried to imagine the whole earth in this way. Once again I never
asked myself if there were many people in the world who benefited from this.
I was just happy to do it. If you start asking, ‘Is this actually useful? Can you
see any results?’ you are inevitably disappointed, and you end up by being
selfishly concerned only with your own affairs, and then you become small,
minuscule. Never forget that the greatness of a human being is measured by
their capacity to think of other people. The true love a disciple has for their
Master will inevitably, one day, extend to all humanity.

 
‘When a disciple meets their Master, they receive from him the living

water of baptism. A sun rises in their heart, all their fears and uncertainties
dissipate, and in the landscape they can see in the distance, the splendour of
eternity unfolds its glory.’ Some people, when they read these words of the
Master, will think, ‘Well, that’s magnificent, of course, and we would like to
put our trust in a spiritual guide, but there are so many charlatans and
unbalanced people out there!’ That is true, but no one is forcing you to follow
them.

Just because we might meet crooks and crazy people, is it reasonable to
forget that beings exist who can lead us on the path of light? You will still
argue that it is difficult to distinguish who is a true Master amongst all the
crazy and crooked ones. No, it is not at all difficult to recognize a true
Master, as long as you know clearly what it is you are looking for. The
spiritual life is a discipline which demands a great deal of time and effort, so
if you meet someone who promises you that if you stick with them you will
quickly and easily become clairvoyant or gain magic powers (and some of
them even say you can become an initiate in three days!), be on your guard.
And be even more suspicious if, in order to obtain these extraordinary results,
they ask you for money, and even lots of money.

The truth is that money is of no use for progressing in the spiritual life.
Learning each day how to control yourself, think of others, put yourself in a



state of harmony with the universe and link with the Lord through meditation
and prayer costs nothing at all; it is free. Only, it takes a long time, and since
people are lazy and in a hurry to obtain results, they are immediately drawn
to those who can promise them wonders and splendours, even though it
comes at great expense. But then, they cannot complain that they have been
cheated! When looking for a Master, you must know what you should expect
from him. Those who imagine all sorts of unlikely things about the true
nature of the one they are seeking will always come across someone who will
deceive them.

A true Master is not someone who will place his hand on your head or
shoulder, all of a sudden, and solve all your problems or give you
enlightenment. No, he will give you methods, but it is up to you to do the
work to gain the results you want. So be very careful of those who claim that
they can solve all your problems. Of course, it is nice to hear someone say,
‘Carry on sleeping peacefully, and trust me.’ And so you sleep, you sleep,
you dream, and nothing is resolved. Understand that a Master can only open
doors for you; he will not take you by the shoulders and push you through. If
he sees that you are making progress, he will open new doors for you, he will
offer you a more advanced level, but each time it will be up to you to cross
this new threshold. You are free to choose whether to have a Master or not,
but if you have decided to have one, be vigilant: do not imagine that you are
following him, when really all you want him to do is gratify all your greed
and ambitions.

If you are fearful of being led astray or abused by a living guide, nobody is
stopping you from turning to those who left the earth a long time ago. Their
books are at your disposal, and the library shelves are full of them. Though
the forms they use may differ, all initiates, all saints, prophets and true
mystics teach the same truths. So, make the effort to align your thoughts and
feelings with theirs: no natural or supernatural force can hinder your
encounter or separate you from them. A Master’s riches are immense, since
he has not acquired them during one lifetime but has carried them with him
through millennia. He wants to share these riches with all humanity, even
with those who will never have the opportunity to meet him, on condition
that they know how to open themselves to the light and love which he sends
out through space.

Nobody will blame you for not having searched all over the world for a
living Master, but nothing will justify you if you stay mired in mediocrity and



mistakes, with the excuse that you have never met anyone able to guide you.
When we are sincere, when we are really looking for the light, we find it.
Heaven has never let anyone who truly wants to make progress go astray.

 
What is a Master?... and what is a disciple?... How many things need to be

clarified if we are to understand these two questions properly! So many
disciples are in awe of their Master, his powers and knowledge! This
admiration is enough for them, but he is not satisfied with that. How many
times I heard the Master say, ‘You talk too much about me. You keep telling
each other how amazing you find me, and you stay here, close to me, waiting
for me to heal you, to transform you, and to breathe all heaven’s virtues into
you. Even if I were to do so, it would do you no good; everything would fade
away quickly if you had not made the efforts yourself to gain this knowledge,
these powers, these virtues.’ There were some sisters who would stand for
hours near his gate; you couldn’t help seeing them when you walked by.
Obviously, some people joked about them, and the Master’s attitude should
have made them understand that they could be better occupied elsewhere.
However, they stayed there, waiting for who knows what, and he endured
them patiently.

The respect, admiration and reverence that disciples have for their teacher
should serve above all to stimulate them in their own work, otherwise this
respect, this admiration, this reverence are a burden for him, and they learn
nothing. Some believe in their Master as they believe in God, imagining that
their faith will save them and that the Master will perform miracles for them.
On the contrary, faith alone, whether in God or a Master, has never saved
anyone.4 If they are there, their eyes always focused on their Master, waiting
for everything from him, they paralyze him, and he can do nothing for them
and they remain sterile. If however they work, prepare themselves, when they
are ready they will receive help. When the Master had left the earth, many
were persuaded that the Holy Spirit would descend on them, as it had on the
apostles at Pentecost! When they realized that no such thing would happen,
they were indignant and furious. They had not understood that receiving the
Holy Spirit is the result of a very long inner work.

Disciples can rely on their Master, but only after they have done the work.
Even if he doesn’t hear their call for help because he is busy elsewhere, they
are still helped. By whom? By themselves. If the Master then comes to add
an extra something, so much the better! That is what I too had to learn. Just



like everyone else, I had problems to solve, and I wanted to find answers to
the many questions I had, but given that I could not go and ask the Master
each and every time, I had to find a different solution. I would try to put
myself in his mind, until I felt that I was thinking like him. At that moment, I
would hear a voice which answered me and then I would try to act according
to that voice.

The Master had become a sort of yardstick for me. I tried to lead my life
according to what he did. When a carpenter says he needs a plank of 1.25
metres, he does not want one of 1.20 or 1.30 metres. So I asked the Master
inwardly to give me the precise dimensions of what I had to do. So when I
tell you that a Master is a metre, do not imagine that this is just a play on
words.5 We all need an inner Master (or a measure) which will give us a
constant accurate gauge of our thoughts, feelings and actions.

I tried to enter the Master’s mind so that I knew how to behave correctly
and in order to be able to understand his vision of the world. It is risky to try
to penetrate the mind of such a being without taking a few precautions; we
must prepare ourselves. Those who want to force the door when they are not
worthy to enter are unceremoniously tossed out, and if they are shocked, they
have no one to blame but themselves. It is not the Master who delivers these
blows. He may not even be aware that an intruder is profaning his sanctuary.
The shock is provoked by the fact that the disciple has ventured into a place
criss-crossed with currents which are too strong for him. So, before I went
into the Master’s mind, I prepared myself. I would never have dared to do it
at just any time or in whatever inner state. I knew that I was entering a sacred
place, and I approached it with respect and devotion. I had first of all to
change the vibrations of my whole being so that I could resonate
harmoniously with him.

In the same way I tried to enter the Master’s mind, I have also tried to
enter Jesus’ mind in order to discover how to interpret some obscure passages
in the Gospels. Many Christians will doubtless be scandalized and say, ‘Into
Jesus’ mind! How presumptuous! What blasphemy! How dare you!’ Well,
yes, I do dare, and Jesus himself is not at all indignant that I have tried to
enter his mind. Quite the contrary, he even encourages all those who want to
do it, so that one day they will be able to truly understand his thinking. You
might also be interested to know that I have also tried to enter Hermes
Trismegistus’s mind so that I could understand all the secrets of the Emerald
Table.



People pay far too much attention to the details of the lives of the saints,
the initiates, the great Masters, wanting to know exactly where and when they
were born, what they said or did in a particular situation, who they met and so
on. Yes, they talk, they criticize, they question, they are amazed, but they
neglect what is essential. And what is that? To live their life. We must stop
talking, and live like them. Nothing is served by repeating what generations
have told us. We must simply seek to live their life.

How can anyone ask whether it is useful to have a Master? Even on the
invisible plane, a Master tries to guide and inspire his disciples. He watches
them, and he detects their weaknesses, their sufferings and their deficiencies.
He may not always make direct observations, but through thought he
whispers to each one, ‘Study, practise, be more patient, more generous…
Don’t lose heart’. All true disciples sense the presence of their Master; it is
their inner enthusiasm, their desire to become perfect, their thirst for the truth,
which calls to him and attracts him. As the Master’s thoughts, feelings and
actions emit fluidic waves, in spite of themselves the disciples absorb the
subtle particles flowing forth from his aura, which purify and clarify their
auras.

 
I had met Master Peter Deunov at a critical moment in my life and,

whether he was present or absent, I accepted him forever. From the moment I
placed him in my head and heart, it was over for me, and I never looked for
anyone else. Even if I felt respect and admiration for other Masters, they
never ever took my Master’s place inside me. I felt that I owed him sincerity,
respect, devotion and love. I held him above all beings, all men and women
whom I met on my path, and it is that attitude which allowed me to resist all
the temptations to which I could have been exposed.

There are so many temptations that come along in life, be they pleasures,
riches, power or glory, but I had a Master who showed me the path. Even if
the path was difficult, I had to follow it, no matter what the cost, and I always
sought his approval. So many people imagine that their Master is there only
to help and protect them, no matter what they do! No, I understood that my
Master could do nothing for me if I turned my interest, attention and love
elsewhere. When I was in danger of being led astray, his image, which I had
imprinted in my mind, saved me; he was like a sort of magnetic pole, and the
needle which had begun to waver dangerously found its true north once
again.



When I was in India, I sometimes showed the photo of my Master to
saddhus and yogis; they took it respectfully and placed it on their forehead.
Until then, I had never seen anybody make such a gesture. I said to them,
‘You are my friends, but he is my Master.’ I also said it to Babaji. All of
them understood because, in India, everyone knows what it is to have a
Master: one keeps him throughout one’s life.

In the invisible world spiritual Masters form a great brotherhood, and they
all work together in perfect harmony. Each one of them is happy that you
love and admire other Masters, and jealousy is totally foreign to them. To be
loyal to your Master does not mean that you refuse to meet others and to
learn from them, but even if you communicate with their spirits, as a disciple
you remain linked to your Master, protecting his presence preciously within
like a lighted lamp.

I know that great beings have also lived who have not left any trace of
their time on earth. Far from the noise and prying eyes of the world, they
have done immense work in spiritual realms, through thought, that most
people cannot reach. We owe them an enormous debt of gratitude, because
thanks to their work, done patiently in secret and in silence, humanity
continues to progress. I am full of admiration for these beings, and I hold
them in high regard in my heart and soul.
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Masters and disciples

weave the threads of life together
In Bulgarian, the word ‘Master’ (or ‘teacher’) is outchitel and the word

‘disciple’ (or ‘student’) is outchénik. The two words come from the same root
from the Bulgarian verb meaning, ‘to learn’, sensitizing us to the link
between those who give and those who receive their knowledge. Outchitel
and outchénik, Master and disciple, teacher and student, are linked.

Have you ever watched a weaver at work? The warp threads are set up
vertically, and the weaver creates the weft by shuttling the thread from right
to left and left to right, using sometimes their right hand, sometimes their left,
and the same with their feet. The vertical line and the horizontal line, the right
foot and the left foot, the right hand and the left hand are symbols that can be
interpreted: the vertical and the right represent the masculine principle, and
the horizontal and the left represent the feminine principle. The fabric is the
result of work between the two principles, and you can see the same two
principles at work between Master and disciples; together they weave the
threads of life. You could put it another way and say that the Master gives his
wisdom, the disciples give their love, and together they weave the truth.1

This undoubtedly requires an explanation, so here it is: no matter how
great the wisdom and knowledge of a Master, they supply only half the
conditions necessary for him to teach his disciples, so it is up to the disciples
to bring the other half by having a receptive and warm attitude. When the
Master reveals the realities of the spiritual world, its mysteries and its
treasures, he is giving something to his disciples from deep within his being,
from his life and his soul, and they must open up to receive it wholeheartedly.
The task of a Master is not to love his disciples but to enlighten them, and
through their love the disciples create the best conditions to receive that
wisdom.

You will say that when people speak about spiritual Masters they always
emphasize their love. Yes, of course, because if you want to teach and help
people you must love them. This love, however, is of a particular kind; it is a
love lit by wisdom, which is often difficult for disciples to accept. They want
their Master always to be paying attention to them, smiling and saying nice
things, and when for their own good he has to behave in a distant or harsh
way, they are sad or sometimes even angry, thinking he has no love for them.



How is it possible to make them understand that he doesn’t have to express
his love with smiles and kind words?

It is a blessing in a human being’s life to meet a true Master and to
become his disciple, but only if one’s attitude is right. Masters and disciples
are linked and mutually influence each other. The Master influences the
disciples, but disciples also affect their Master: their sincere and disinterested
love enables the Master’s wisdom to grow. The same law applies
everywhere: love gives birth to wisdom and wisdom inspires love. It is
reciprocal. Both are necessary for the manifestation of truth.

One day, one of the sisters began to reproach the Master for not loving
her; she loved him, she said, but he did not love her. He smiled, looked at her
kindly and replied, ‘But the fact that I teach you, that I accept all the
difficulties of my task, that I carry your burdens, isn’t all this enough to prove
my love? What more do you want, and what criteria do you use to judge
whether I love you or not? I give you wisdom; why do you still demand that I
demonstrate my love to you with affectionate words, looks and smiles?’ So,
of course, this poor sister, who had never reasoned in this way, did not know
what to reply.

How many disciples reason like her! They say, ‘Oh, the Master did not
look at me today, he didn’t say a word to me. We’ll soon see about that!’ and
they begin to sulk. Is the Master grief-stricken? He may not even notice. With
his eyes fixed on the mountaintops where he hopes to lead his disciples, he
carries on working in the hope they are still following him. But they have cut
the link which attached them to him, and they no longer make progress, or
they wander off into dead ends because, instead of following him, they have
listened to the advice of their demanding, capricious and possessive lower
natures. Disciples who truly love their Master must have only the most
impersonal thoughts and feelings for him. This is the way they help his work,
and they are the ones to benefit, because then he has greater possibilities to
help them.

In our Bulgarian brotherhood, some sisters got the idea that they wanted to
have a child by the Master. They justified this claim with spiritual reasons:
they wanted the world to be populated with little christs, and they firmly
believed that they could convince him. One evening when he went back to
his room, imagine his surprise to find two sisters in his bed! They explained
to him that they would be helping the salvation of humanity if they had his
child. They saw nothing reprehensible in their behaviour, and really, who



could reproach such nice women who wanted to contribute to the happiness
of humankind?... However, that is not the way such things happen. I do not
know exactly what the Master said to them, but I do know that he was very
severe with them and that he showed them the door, telling them never to do
such a thing again.

When, by chance, certain brothers and sisters came across a few hairs
from the Master’s head, they picked them up and guarded them most
carefully. What do people think they have when they preserve a saint or
initiate’s hair? He does not expect people to show their respect and affection
like this. Follow his example, protect his teaching, but leave hair and
everything else alone!

I remember in particular a sister who, one day, wanted to show me a few
of the Master’s hairs she had found. I personally would not have attached
much importance to this, but she showed them to me; she even put them in
my hand and, as they had once belonged to the Master, I looked at them with
respect. Then, a very long time later, when I had already been in France for
several years, this sister wrote to me from Bulgaria to tell me that whenever
she thought of me, she saw again the way I had held those hairs and looked at
them. She had been moved by it, and for that reason she had always felt very
linked to me. I acknowledge that I was touched she had kept this image of
me, but it seemed to me that since that time I had done many more important
things for the Master than respectfully holding some of his hair.

Once I was given a hair that could have belonged to St.Thérèse of the
Infant Jesus. Of course, I accepted it, but was this hair really hers? How many
wigs could be made from all the hair of saints passed around in this way!
Even if this hair, or any other objects, really came from saints, what does the
owner really have in their possession? The truth is that most often such relics
are only good for business. And even going on a pilgrimage to the tomb of a
great Master or a great saint is not enough to communicate with their spirit.2

I have photographs of the Master, of course, and also some objects he
gave me, but I do not concentrate on the photographs or on those objects. To
be with him, I endeavour to find him very far away, very high, in his spirit.
Often, however, he comes to see me. Yes, for it is much easier for him to find
me than for me to go looking for him, as he so often changes realm!





many disciples can meet their soul mate. Even though the Master is still an
individual, many beings can dwell in him, ready to help all those who are
looking to him for light and for the meaning of their lives to be revealed. That
is why disciples must be very clear about this: their Master can only be a
channel through which their soul mate passes in order to give them an
impulse for their evolution; they will only have true exchanges with their soul
mate if they can love their Master with a spiritual love, without trying to
attract him to them.

That is where the image of the sun can instruct us. The Master said, ‘In
order not to stumble, you must put yourself under the very best influences.
How are you going to put yourself under the best influences? By placing the
sun at the centre of your life.’

The astrological symbol for the sun is a circle with a dot in the centre. I
have meditated a great deal on this symbol, which reminds us of the
importance of the centre in all areas of life, whether personal, social or
cosmic. We can look at this question another way by using the image of the
rosary. What is significant about a rosary? All its beads or pearls are strung
together on a thread that passes through the centre of each one, like in a
necklace.

So, I am now going to show you how to make a rosary… You start by
looking inside yourself for that all-knowing, all-loving, all-powerful and
immortal being which is your higher self. That is the first pearl, and you put
your thread through this first pearl.

The second pearl represents your father, the centre around whom the
whole family life is organized. Do not argue saying that, like many children,
you had to get by without a father, or that he died or he abandoned you, or he
was not a good example, and so on. We are dealing with the world of
symbols here, and whether the father is present or absent, a remarkable man
or a criminal, symbolically the image of the father is essential for all human
beings. You will say, ‘What about the mother?’ Her role is just as important,
as she is the representative of Mother Nature,4 but if we are to understand the
symbol of the rosary we need the father.

The third pearl represents the head of state. He, too, symbolically
represents a centre and it is good to connect with this centre by sending only
positive thoughts and feelings to him. Once again, some of you will say, ‘But
what if the head of our country is a monster?’ It does no good to project
hatred and contempt onto him. If you must think of him, it would do a lot



more good to send him rays of light to neutralize the darkness in him.
The fourth pearl represents the Master. We all need to place a being in the

centre of our mental and our moral life. If not on the physical plane, we must
at least look for him on the spiritual plane. The history of humanity is not
lacking exceptional beings to turn to who can nourish your soul and spirit.

The next pearl represents the ruler of the earth, the being whose job it is to
watch over the evolution of humanity. You will say you do not know this
being. You do not have to know him; it is enough for you just to think of him,
and then, thanks to the law of affinity, your thought will find him. This is the
fifth pearl.

Going further still, you find the centre of the solar system, which is, of
course, the sun, and you bring that into the rosary. This is the sixth pearl.

Finally, the last pearl you add to your thread is the Lord, the Master of the
universe.

Now that you have threaded these seven pearls, you join together the two
ends of the thread and you have a circle, through which the energies circulate
without interruption. This circulation can take place only because the thread
passes through the centre of these different pearls. And what is the thread?
Love, yes, love makes the link between the different centres; you, your
father, the head of state, the Master, the ruler of the earth, the sun and God.
You began by looking for your own centre, your higher self, so as to link to
the other centres, and when you tie the two ends together you find that, even
if God is the furthest away from you, he is also the closest.

That is the mystery and beauty of the rosary, that what is the furthest away
is also the closest to you – you can touch it. The day you succeed in
internalizing this rosary, a light blazes forth, and this light brings you joy,
freedom and comfort. You move from one bead to the next… The Creator is
inaccessible but, thanks to the other centres you attempt to meditate on, you
draw closer to him.

Now, have you noticed that the Master is placed in the middle of this
rosary? Yes, three on one side and three on the other, and the Master is in the
middle. So he is placed as an intermediary in the disciple’s life: what comes
from God passes through him to the disciple, and what comes from the
disciple also goes through him to God. The Master is the one who helps the
disciple awaken his higher self, his divine self. That is one of the meanings of
Jesus’ words, ‘I am the gate’ or ‘No one comes to the Father except through
me’. Jesus was a Master, and in the chain going from humans to God, he



holds the place of intermediary.
It can also be said that, symbolically, a Master represents the dot at the

centre of the circle, the point to which all the disciples on the periphery turn
their attention and their gaze. A Master does not attract the gaze and attention
of his disciples for his own sake, but by concentrating on him as a symbol,
the disciples succeed in finding their own centre. They gain nothing by
remaining isolated on the periphery, but in the constant coming and going
between the centre and the periphery, between the Master and themselves,
their lives never cease to be illuminated and enriched.

This is why a true spiritual Master never forgets that he is a centre. Yes,
and as a centre, he must remain at the centre, like the sun, which gives its
light and warmth to all the planets. The sun never leaves the centre to go to
the periphery to visit the moon, or Venus or Jupiter; the planets can draw
nearer to it to a certain extent, but the sun always remains in its place. And
the Master, like the sun, remains at the centre, knowing that if he goes astray
he will put the whole circle in danger. He thinks of all the points on the
periphery, his disciples; he loves them all in the same way, and he does not
make the mistake of linking up with any one of them. This is the condition
for preserving the balance and harmony of the whole.

Disciples have rules they must obey with regard to the Master, and the
Master has those he must obey with regard to his disciples. He is not allowed
to respond to the requests of those who might please him and attract him
more than others. The sun is the model that inspires him each and every day.
An initiatic school is like a solar system; there are planets, but also comets,
which come close and then distance themselves at top speed… and a Master,
who is at the centre, must remain at the centre like the sun, so that he can give
light and warmth and life to all.

 
The Master was so handsome and possessed such magnetism that men as

well as women were irresistibly drawn to him, and many longed to attract his
attention. He had such difficulty in making them understand that they would
be much happier and would gain much more if they were not always waiting
for him to give them a look or say something to them! This was why many
found it difficult to bear the fact that one of his secretaries, Savka, was
always with him. She was an excellent stenographer to whom he dictated
many things. They understood theoretically that the Master needed someone
who could be there all the time, but in practice they resented it. At first, some



sisters were jealous of her and wondered why they had not been chosen.
Also, Savka was not a sympathetic personality; she was very cold, spoke very
little to others and frequently would turn away brothers and sisters who
wanted to see the Master. Many were angry and irritated that he let her
behave in this way.

It happened to me too; Savka stopped me from seeing the Master. I was
unhappy about it, of course, but I thought that he must have reasons for her
presence there, close to him, even if others found it annoying. He showed no
special signs of affection for her, but you could feel that he had a particular
link with her. He let her come and go freely, as if she were a member of his
family. When he left the earth, she left shortly afterwards. One day, he had
revealed that Savka had been his mother in a previous incarnation.

 
If disciples want to evolve, they must learn to leave their Master free.

However, on the pretext that they love him, so many try to monopolize him!
They see (or think they see) that he favours other disciples by paying more
attention to them and speaking more to them, and so there are endless
jealousies and intrigues. That is why the Master was forced to take strong
action to protect himself.

Here is an example. Many people, whether visitors or disciples, would
present him with the most beautiful fruits from all over Bulgaria: grapes,
peaches, watermelons, honeydew melons and so on. He probably ate a few,
but the rest he would put somewhere where they went rotten, and then he
would throw them out. A lot of fruit rotted in this way. For a long time I
wondered why he did not give it away. Now I understand: he was certainly
aware that it is impossible to please everyone. Even though he received a lot,
there was never enough to give to the hundreds of people who came to see
him, and there would always be those who were dissatisfied: some because
this time they did not get anything, and others because they thought their
neighbour had received a bigger or more beautiful piece than they had, and so
on. So the Master solved the problem by letting the fruit rot: all the elements
comprising their scent and flavour returned to the cosmic reservoirs from
whence they had come.

A Master is like a bird… He wants to show everyone that they, too, can
leap into space and fly. Only, instead of following in his flight path, the
disciples try to make him come down to earth and walk beside them. They
are even ready to put him in a cage, and so he must constantly defend



himself.
When the Master was alone with me, he could be open and spontaneous,

and probably with some other brothers and sisters too, but in public he was
very reserved with everyone. There was kindness in his eyes, but the
expression on his face was mainly serious. He never forbade us to smile at
him as much as we wanted, and how could we not smile at him? We were so
happy to see him! Of course, we would have loved him to return our smiles.
From time to time, it is true, he laughed like a child and so wholeheartedly
that tears would come to his eyes. When he laughed like this he felt so very
close, friendly and just like a brother, but most of the time he had the same
reserved expression and, if he smiled, it was almost imperceptible.
Sometimes we even had the impression that he had drawn a veil over his
face.

A glance is like a beam of light, a current of energy that stirs up a sleeping
world in those who receive it. The glance of someone in whom divine fire
dwells can be a devastating power; it can immediately set the soul it enters
alight. Of course, it all depends on those who receive it, but initiates can melt
souls with their look. They know this, which is why they are very careful.
How will their disciples interpret this look directed to their souls? Is it just
their soul that receives it? And what is able to be expressed through this look
is so intense that it is almost impossible to bear.

By giving his light, a Master manifests love. This impersonal love is given
to all, and his disciples must not wish for something else, even if they find
this difficult to accept. Sometimes I could not understand the Master’s
attitude; some days, suddenly, it seemed he no longer saw me. What had I
said? What had I done? What mistake had I made? I would imagine all sorts
of explanations, until finally I realized that this was just my imagination. It is
true, if disciples begin to ask questions about their Master’s behaviour, they
are in danger of leaping to interpretations that have nothing to do with reality.
The truth is that often the disciple has nothing to do with it; their Master has
other reasons for not looking or talking to them. His thoughts are busy
elsewhere. It is very pretentious of the disciple to think he or she is the cause
of the Master’s behaviour.

So, whether the Master talked to me or did not talk to me, looked at me or
did not look at me, gradually I understood that I should not attach any
importance to it. I myself continued to look at him with love, respect and
admiration, for that is what is most important. When we love someone, what



makes us happy is not that person’s love for us but our love for them. What
he did was his affair; mine was just to open myself to his knowledge, his aura
and his virtues. Why ask him to come down to my level? I would think: I
give him my regard, my respect, my admiration and my love, and he gives
me something much more important, truths that will accompany me
throughout my life and save me.

The disciple’s Master cannot remain external to them: from the moment
they have truly accepted him, he exists also in them. They carry his image
with them everywhere, and this image continually works on their thoughts,
their feelings and their actions. I learned, little by little, to form this image of
the Master inside me. I would concentrate on it and decipher traces of all his
qualities that I so longed to possess, and I would endeavour through my spirit
to touch all that was subtlest in him. When I succeeded, I felt that there was
nothing more for me to ask or expect. I heard him say to me, ‘My child, you
have understood the secret of light and love. I give you my riches and my
blessing.’
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9
Riddles to be solved

From the first moment I met Master Peter Deunov, he had such an effect
on me that I cannot express all that I saw in him: his radiance, his serenity,
his look and his smile all seemed to come from another world. I was too
young to ask myself what efforts and sacrifices he had had to make in order
to become this marvellous being. I just felt I was standing before a great book
that was worth reading, deciphering and questioning every day, as if the
whole universe was written in it. So, I threw myself into this book with great
curiosity and great eagerness, but many words and entire phrases were at first
incomprehensible to me! I mean by this that for a long time many of his
words, gestures, reactions and attitudes remained riddles for me. Have I
solved them all yet? I am not sure that I have.

At first, the most striking thing about the Master was his dignity. It may
perhaps be difficult to understand what I mean by this, because many people
have no clear idea what dignity is; they tend to confuse it with haughtiness or
pride. The Master’s dignity came, I believe, from his awareness that in
receiving life from the Creator all creatures become the recipients of
immense riches, and also he had the willpower to keep them intact inside
himself. Most people are so careless of these riches that they spend them
here, there and everywhere, whereas the Master knew their value and saved
them carefully for the glory of God and the good of the whole world. He said,
‘If you only knew the value of the perfect construction that is your body, if
you had any idea of the workshop where all these materials, these blood
vessels, these nerves were produced by the spirit, you would never allow the
smallest impurity to penetrate this temple of God.’

True dignity is, in fact, the possession of self-respect, respect for our
physical body, but also our heart, our mind, our soul and our spirit. I noticed
the Master’s care in protecting himself from all physical or psychic
defilement so many times! We sensed that he took constant care to protect his
inner riches, so as to return them one day to the Creator in even greater
abundance and brilliance. This certainly explained his reserve. It took me
time to understand why sometimes he was a little distant and inaccessible.
This did not mean that he was not affectionate or warm-hearted, but he just
did not show it. It could be said that he only wanted to be seen as a Master of
wisdom and this is why he could even inspire fear in some people.



Perhaps he clung to the sternness of his own education in orthodox and
protestant institutions, or perhaps it suited his temperament. He needed to
keep others at a distance, even children; he never caressed them or hugged
them or took them on his knees. He showed that reserve even more so with
adults. It must be said also that it was a different era. Nowadays people, even
heads of state, show much more spontaneity in their relationships and hug
each other or slap each other on the shoulder… We would never have seen
that a century ago.

Above all, I believe that the Master had a mediumistic sensitivity – he was
born in the sign of Cancer – and that he wanted to protect himself by keeping
a distance between himself and all that came to him from the outer world. He
would not even open some of the letters he received. Of course, he shook
hands with those who greeted him, for if he had not done so it would have
been misinterpreted. He also allowed people to kiss his hand, as that was one
of the traditions in the Orthodox Church, but he had to make an effort. As I
was in the habit of observing him, I got the impression that with some people
he only gave his physical hand but withdrew his psychic hand to avoid all
contact. True contacts, in fact, are produced not on the physical plane but on
the psychic plane. I understood that the hand he offered could in fact be
absent, because I too had felt it sometimes. In those moments when he was
preoccupied and taken up elsewhere, I felt very clearly that even though he
shook my hand it was not there, whereas at other times, very often, it was so
alive, so present!

Yes, that was how I knew that the Master could both give and withhold his
hand at the same time. He withheld it when he was obliged to have contacts
that he did not want. He told us, ‘Some people do not know what they are
giving me when they shake my hand!’ Once he even added that it could make
him nauseous. It made me think about what we pass on through our hands. It
is important to wash them often, because many illnesses are transmitted
through the hands. We also transmit through our hands all the emanations of
our psychic life, our thoughts, feelings and desires. Each line on the hand is
like the bed of a river where pure or impure water flows, and rare are the
hands where only crystalline water flows. Obviously it is not enough just to
wash our hands and think that pure water flows through them; but it can help,
when we are washing them, if we try to raise our thoughts up to the realms
where spiritual waters flow.1

Sometimes I observe the hands of the people I meet. Some, although



elegant and scented, emanate something unhealthy and repulsive. Whereas
others, although rough and uncared for, seem to be impregnated with all the
good the person has nurtured in their mind and heart, to the point where you
want to shake their hand, even to kiss it.

I know that the Master did not open some of the letters he received and
went so far as to pick them up with a pair of tongs to deposit them in his
wastebasket. I know that, because he himself told me. It seems that after he
died, many unopened letters were found in his home. I do not know why he
had not thrown them out or burned them, but he did not tell me everything.

When he took us with him to walk in nature, to the mountains or
elsewhere, he sometimes stopped on the way; he would scrape the dirt a little
and put his index finger into the little hole he had made. He never explained
why he did this. Later, when studying the four elements – earth, water, air
and fire – I understood. Each of these elements has particular qualities that
we can use for psychic work.2 The earth has the quality of absorbing
impurities in order to transform them. By ‘impurities’ I mean our negative
states, together with the harmful thoughts and feelings we receive from
others. Everything that weighs on us or disturbs us can be given to the earth.
Moreover, the Master had many enemies, and some of them did not even hide
their desire to suppress him. No doubt he asked the earth to absorb these
negative currents directed at him. I sometimes saw him make this gesture in
our garden at Izgrev, in Sofia.

 
When we are young, even if we must live on almost nothing at all, as in

my case, we rarely have an understanding of economics. That is why I was
astonished to discover how economical the Master was. As he lived very
simply, he never dressed with studied elegance. Even if he was always
impeccable, he could keep his clothes for a long time. Above all, he could not
stand the slightest waste. If by chance he came across a nail or a needle, he
would pick it up and put it carefully aside. When he received a parcel, he
carefully saved the packaging – the box, the string and the paper. I was really
surprised, as I was in the habit of throwing everything away, but I quickly
saw that he was right. When I needed this sort of material, I could never find
it, and sometimes he would be the one to give it to me.

Talking of economics in this way, I remember stories circulating at the
time about people who lived in Gabrovo. We knew that these tales were
exaggerated, but it was great fun to tell them! People said, for example: Why



do the people of Gabrovo cut off their cats’ tails? So that when it is winter the
cats will come into the house more quickly and prevent the heat from
escaping. Why do they put spectacles with green lenses on their donkeys?
Because then they will believe that the wood shavings they give them to eat
are grass… Why do they stop their watches and clocks during the night? So
they won’t wear out… One day two friends met each other: ‘Well, hello!’
said one. ‘It’s such a long time since we last saw each other! Come to my
place for a while.’ But night was already falling, and there was so much news
to exchange about their wives, children, parents, neighbours, jobs,
livestock… Of course, there was no question of lighting the lamp as they had
to save oil. As for the friend who had put on his best Sunday suit to go to
town, he took advantage of the dark to discreetly take off his trousers to save
them from wearing out.

There are many stories about the people who live in Gabrovo and, some
years after I came to France, I was given a book in which they had all been
collected and translated, can you imagine, into French! Yet these economical
people, who were the butt of endless jokes, were also well known for their
kindheartedness. Whenever there was an important cause that needed
support, they were always the most generous. What a fine example they
gave!

You have to be economical in order to be generous, and that was how the
Master was. From him I learned about true generosity, true unselfishness. He
taught his disciples for nothing; he never asked a penny from those who came
to hear his lectures or who sought his advice. Often beggars, who knew him
and knew that they would be helped, came knocking on his door. He did not
always give to them directly; he would ask a disciple (often me) to do it, as
he did not like showing his generosity. Even though it is not in a spiritual
Master’s mission to help his disciples materially, when he could, he would do
it, but always very discreetly.

I remember a brother who was focused on discovering the secret of
perpetual motion. He made little machines and talked about his research and
his discoveries to everyone, so much so that some people called him
‘perpetual motion’. Perpetual motion exists, the universe from the time of its
very first primordial impulse remains in motion, but like squaring the circle,
it is technically impossible to achieve.

That fact does not stop some people from continuing their search and
presenting their findings. That is why I have heard that the Academy of



Sciences eventually refused to accept all those who wanted to come and give
demonstrations. The Master, touched by the efforts of this brother, who gave
up everything in order to search for the impossible, tried to help him a little
by giving him money or some clothes.

In fact, the Master’s sense of economy, which impressed me so much,
went far beyond the material plane. He was also extremely economical in the
use of his time and his energies. This was why he was always in good spirits.
When I got to know him in Varna, I quickly noticed that he never showed
any sign of weariness.3 I was all the more impressed because he was already
of a certain age – he was nearly forty years older than me – and I would ask
myself, ‘How does he do it?’ Also, he never seemed to be in a hurry. Only
once, in twenty years, did I see him run, and that was because he went to look
for something. He always gave the impression of having all the time in the
world, and this came most of all from the harmony and rhythm of his
gestures. He was also most attentive, not only to what he was doing, but also
to everything that was around him, as if nothing should be neglected.

One day he told this story: ‘Jesus and St Peter were walking to the next
town when they saw a horseshoe lying by the side of the road. Jesus said,
‘Pick it up.’ Peter replied, ‘We don’t need a horseshoe, so why burden
ourselves with such an object?’ So, Jesus picked it up. Soon, they met a man
who was selling dates: in exchange for the horseshoe, he wanted to give them
two or three handfuls of them, and they continued on their way. From time to
time, Jesus let a date fall to the ground which Peter hurried to pick up and eat.
Then, Jesus said to him, “Oh Peter, why didn’t you appreciate the horseshoe,
when you appreciate so much the good that came from it?”’

It does not matter who invented this story. But, by telling it to us, the
Master certainly wanted us to understand that we must be attentive to
everything we meet along our path, whether people or things, as they can all
give us something. It was in this sense that he was economical: he neglected
nothing.

 
The immense precautions the Master took to keep his inner sanctuary as

pure as possible showed itself in different ways. He knew that pollution did
not always come from the outside. It could be said that he had meditated a
great deal on Jesus’ words, ‘It is not what goes into the mouth that defiles a
person, but it is what comes out of the mouth that defiles’… ‘I tell you, on the
day of judgement you will have to give an account for every careless word



you utter; for by your words you will be justified and by your words you will
be condemned.’ 4 He seemed to weigh each and every word before speaking
it, so that he would not allow himself to be drawn further in than he wished.

Even though he maintained a steady disposition, he was very sensitive to
the weather. So, when the sky was grey or cloudy or it rained, he would not
answer our questions. He just said, ‘When the good weather returns.’ So, not
all atmospheric conditions were conducive for revealing truths of the soul and
the spirit. Often, too, when we asked questions, he would pause for a
moment, make a small hand gesture to acknowledge that he had heard the
question, murmur a few imperceptible words as if he was talking to himself
and then reply. So I said to myself, ‘If he, who knows how to answer our
questions before we have even asked them, pauses for a few seconds to select
his arguments and weigh his words, how much more careful should we be!’

When he had to give an opinion about people, he did it with the utmost
delicacy, in order not to damage or harm their soul. For we must be careful
when we are speaking about or to a human soul. A soul is a rich, deep entity
created by God with immense wisdom, and if we do not treat it with respect,
heaven considers us criminals. I often observed in the Master this delicate
approach to souls, and it can also be found in the words and music of a song
he composed, Tam dalécé, which describes a marvellous country, a paradise
garden:5

Far away I know of a marvellous land: sun, flowers and fruits, a bubbling
spring; it is a garden of paradise.

Tell me what you know of the land of your birth, of the garden of paradise,
where the cherry tree covered with dew grows and ripens.

Pick only the ripe fruits, but do not break the tender branches. Pick these
fruits in abundance, and distribute them to everyone to bring them joy.

The sun, flowers, fruits and the spring… all these elements of the paradise
garden can be interpreted symbolically. And the voice that says, ‘Pick only
the ripe fruits, but do not break the tender branches’ is not the voice of any
gardener telling the cherry picker to be careful. It is the voice of a gardener of
souls, who knows how important it is to be attentive and patient with them.

 
It says in the sacred texts that the souls of the righteous emanate a

beautiful perfume that delights the Lord. Yes, it is true; it is a reality that God
breathes in souls: the souls of the righteous exhale perfumes that attract
luminous beings. Obviously, these spiritual perfumes are so subtle that they



cannot be detected on the physical plane. Yet, when the Master invited me to
visit him at home, I was sometimes intrigued by a perfume that filled the
room. This perfume was like no other; it did not come from flowers or fruits,
or from anything which could be found there. Where did it come from? Was
it the perfume of his soul? I was too young then to be able to explain it in this
way, but each time I went there I felt the same sensation of purity and
holiness, which manifested as a perfume, and which I never found anywhere
else. For this perfume did not exist on the physical plane; it must have been
my soul perceiving it on the astral plane.

That was how I understood the importance of working spiritually to
improve the quality of the perfume of our psychic bodies, not to please
human beings (who often do not even sense it) but to attract the luminous
beings of the invisible world, for they love the scent of a pure soul. Why not
give them this joy? It is the custom to burn incense in sanctuaries in order to
chase away the dark spirits and attract the spirits of light, but that is not
enough. Inwardly too, we must know how to exhale this perfume of purity
and holiness.

I so wished for the Master to reveal to me, just once, what he did to be this
marvellous being whose soul would at times overflow from his body. But
now, I think it was better that he kept that to himself. A spiritual Master does
not speak about what he is living. First of all, words are so insufficient to
convey the realities of another dimension! Then, it would only serve to
awaken the curiosity of his disciples, who, instead of getting on with their
own work, would be more concerned with his. Those who are sensitive will
eventually sense what he is doing, without him having to say anything. If
disciples want to know what their Master is living, they must try to live the
same life that he does.

 
I was someone who would have read day and night if I could, without

eating or sleeping, but I quickly noticed that the Master did not seem to read
anything except the Bible, which he always kept on a table beside him, and
that seemed to me incomprehensible. I saw that he was very busy seeing all
sorts of people who were asking for meetings with him, and I thought, ‘What
a waste of time for him!’ I never went anywhere without carrying something
to read, and I was astonished that I never saw him with a book in his hand.
There was, however, one exception. One day, at Izgrev, I saw him walk past
carrying two books. I would have liked to ask what the titles were, but I did



not dare. Then, a moment later, to my great surprise, he called me and one of
my friends: these books were for us, and he wanted us to read them. One was
called The Light of Egypt and its author was an astrologer who took the
pseudonym of Zanoni: the other was a book about palmistry.

When I went to see him, I could not fail to notice that the Master had a
considerable library of English books, for he had spent seven years in the
United States and spoke English fluently. I have no idea what he had read. I
would have so liked him to speak to me about these books and tell me what
he thought of them! It has been a long time now since I wondered about that,
but then I was young, and I wanted to know everything about him. One day,
during a talk where he made a reference to Jean Valjean, I came to the
conclusion that he had read Victor Hugo’s Les Misérables. At the time I had
just read Notre-Dame de Paris (The Hunchback of Notre Dame) and
L’homme qui rit (The Man who Laughs). What struck me in Notre-Dame de
Paris was Victor Hugo’s interpretation of seeing both a Bible and a book on
alchemy in the cathedral; and in L’homme qui rit, it was the way in which he
evoked the forces of nature and the invisible beings which populate the night
and the ocean. Victor Hugo was truly a spirit of remarkable and exceptional
depth.

 
This is what used to happen to me during a time when, having read

passionately for a long time, for days at a time, I would be overwhelmed by a
sadness I could not get out of. I did not understand why, for I was so happy to
read! Where did this sadness come from? At first I thought it had just come
by chance, but it happened too often for that to be so. I ended up by having to
admit that this sadness came from the fact that I was expecting too much
from books. When I was submerged in reading, I had the feeling I was
touching gold, but gradually this gold crumbled to ashes. Later, I was not at
all surprised when I read what Solomon said in Ecclesiastes, ‘Those who
increase knowledge increase sorrow.’ So, the knowledge we draw from
books is not what will fulfil us, either because we do not know how to use it,
or because we should really be looking for something else.

So, while continuing to be surprised that the Master apparently attached so
little importance to reading, I still continued to watch him while trying to
understand the source of the peace and light that never left him. I told myself
that he must know something of which, as yet, I had no idea, and I concluded
that I needed to adopt a different way of looking at things. Disciples rarely



realize the efforts their Master must make in all circumstances in order
always to preserve his inner peace and light. I tried to imitate him, but it was
so difficult! I asked myself, ‘How does he do it? Where does this harmony
and this moderation in all things come from? Will I reach the place one day
when I will be able to act like him?’ It became clearer and clearer to me that
what I so admired about him was not drawn from knowledge found in books.

You will say, ‘But when we read, we are also living.’ True, we open our
intelligence, we experience feelings and emotions, but it is more accurate to
say that we are being nourished by the life of others. When we read, we are
passive, whereas to live means to be active and creative, to spend the whole
day with an awakened consciousness. Then, the least activity becomes an
opportunity to work with thought and feeling, so that we emanate vibrations
which have a beneficial effect not only on ourselves but on those around us.

The Master had a tiny notebook of twenty pages, covered in leather, which
he kept in a little case. He always kept this in the pocket of his waistcoat. I
have no idea what was in this notebook, but one day he took it out in front of
me, leafed through it and said, ‘Here are three words which possess particular
vibrations. They are for you, just for you, so do not speak about them to
anyone.’ So, he gave me these three words without telling me what they
meant, and to this day I still do not know; they may belong to some unknown
language. Each word has three variations, making nine words. I still say them
now from time to time. In the songs the Master composed there are also some
words of unknown origin. Perhaps they belong to the same language…

As I had learned to be very attentive to everything he did, I began to notice
the Master had an intriguing habit. All of a sudden it would be as if he forgot
everything around him in order to enter more deeply into himself, and his lips
would move imperceptibly saying a few words that were impossible to catch.
This could happen at any moment, in the midst of any activity; there would
always be a moment when he would stop, breathe deeply, close his eyes for a
moment and murmur a few words. Then, as if he had withdrawn into another
world, the expression on his face would become extraordinarily peaceful and
profound.

When we were talking together, from time to time in the middle of the
conversation he would close his eyes for a moment and, hardly moving his
lips, would say a few words… and then once again he would pick up the
conversation. One day, I managed to hear Gospodi, ‘Lord’, then at other
times, by being extremely attentive, I guessed that he was saying either Slava



na Tebe, Gospodi, ‘Glory to you, Lord’ or Da bade blagosloveno imeto Ti,
Gospodi, ‘Lord, hallowed be your name’. This is the way he would keep in
constant touch with the divine world. Perhaps you will think that it was more
that he was asking the Lord to rid him of my presence, because when I was
with him I could never decide to leave… It’s possible… but his face would
take on such clarity, such serenity, that I believe, during those few seconds,
he was no longer thinking of me, he had forgotten me.

Each day, several times a day, the Master found it necessary to say a few
words to stay in the light, to maintain the link with the Lord. That made me
think, and I decided that I too would take up this practice. Since then, each
day, from time to time, even when I am with you, and without you noticing, I
say, Slava na Tebe, Gospodi… Da bade blagosloveno imeto Ti, Gospodi. I
understood how important it is to stop even for a few seconds, even in the
midst of other activities, to harmonize with the heavenly intelligences, those
creative beings. By harmonizing in this way we find balance, peace, and
above all light, allowing us to act correctly. For those who are accustomed to
maintain this contact with the Lord, the sun never stops shining; even in the
worst conditions of life, inwardly they receive at least a ray.

Very often too, in his lectures, the Master returned to the idea of the link,
the contact we must maintain with the divine world, and above all the efforts
that we must make to reestablish it, if we feel we are in danger of losing it. I
can still hear him saying the word vreska, ‘link’. (In Bulgarian we use the
same word for link and necktie, which, though a little odd, is
understandable.) He wanted us to be aware of the transformations taking
place in different regions of our being when we sincerely and deeply seek to
preserve a link with the Creator, with the Prime Cause.

How can this link be defined? When you wake up in the morning, your
room is plunged in darkness, and even before getting out of bed to get
washed and dressed you turn on the light, otherwise you risk stumbling,
knocking or breaking something. So, that is the contact, the link: begin by
calling on the light. On the psychic plane, it is not only in the morning, but
several times a day, that we must turn on the light, for the most important
thing is to start by seeing clearly, so that we are able to direct ourselves. Each
time we link with the Lord, he puts his seal on the work we are going to do.

The Master used to say, ‘How long do leaves go on living once they are
separated from the tree? They wither and are whirled around in the wind. The
fallen leaves still move, but only because the wind blows and scatters them



over the ground. So I ask you now: how do you want to live, on the tree or on
the ground? So many human beings are like dead leaves! Cut off from the
source of life, they lie about on the ground, at the mercy of the wind.’ With
this image of leaves on a tree, the Master is taking up the idea that Jesus
expressed when he said, ‘I am the vine, you are the branches. Those who
abide in me and I in them bear much fruit… Whoever does not abide in me is
thrown away like a branch and withers.’ This means that the source of life is
not in us. In order to be alive, we must remain linked to something or
someone.

Jesus used the image of the vine and the Master that of the tree. I, myself,
have also used the image of the spring and of the sun, saying that, whether
you are at home, in the street or at work, stop for a moment and say a few
words that no one will hear, to feel once again linked to the Source of life, to
the divine Sun. The most important thing is the awareness you put into these
simple exercises. Even if it is only for a few seconds, do them each time with
the feeling you are performing a sacred act.

 
Not only did the Master not explain what he was doing, but very often too,

when he was speaking to us, he would use very short, even enigmatic
formulas which were difficult to interpret. In the beginning, I often wondered
why he did not express himself more clearly, because I then saw all the
misunderstandings this produced, particularly when he spoke in public:
everyone gave their own interpretation. When he spoke in public, he was
obviously speaking to us all, but sometimes we had the impression that he
was speaking to one person in particular, giving them signs of encouragement
to continue on their path. What did this person understand?... and what did
the others understand?... I myself spent a lot of time trying to understand
exactly what he wanted to say to me.

Some time after we met, the Master said to me, ‘Keep your warmth.’ What
warmth was he speaking about? It is true that an inner fire consumed me, and
being near him I had to learn to be more balanced, more reasonable. My work
remained just as intense, but it was undertaken more wisely. Then one day he
told me most seriously, ‘You have changed your skin’, without adding
anything more. Changed skin… What had my skin just done? I had no idea at
all what it could possibly mean. Much later I understood the importance of
skin, because it is the frontier between ourselves and the outer world. So
many physical, psychic and spiritual elements enter and leave us through our



skin! Changing skin means that we have succeeded in making great changes
inside ourselves. As this is not a point that is usually treated as significant, I
did not know then that spiritual work changes the texture of the skin, its
vibrations and its sensitivity to the energies circulating in the atmosphere.

On another occasion, the Master said to me, ‘Part of your fire has become
light’, and again I did not know how to interpret it. I began simply to
understand that by saying these few short phrases, without giving any
explanation, he wanted to help me to be aware of the evolution going on
within me. Even though at the beginning I did not know exactly what
meaning to give them, I still felt encouraged. The first time he said to me,
‘You are the greatest demolisher’, I was afraid, and at first I thought I had not
heard him correctly. ‘The greatest demolisher’ did not sound like much of a
compliment. Note that he did not use the word destroyer, but demolisher, as
there is quite a difference between them. He repeated this phrase to me on
several occasions, but always as if he was just making a statement. I could
not even tell whether he thought that a ‘demolisher’ was a quality I had to
develop or a fault I had to correct. He had never studied astrology, but he was
a remarkable psychologist, and without doubt he had felt the strong influence
of Uranus and Mars in my horoscope.

I did not know for a long time what my true birth date was6, but when I
did know it, I began to understand what the Master had meant by
‘demolisher’. Uranus conjunct Jupiter in the first house in Sagittarius, and
sextile to the Sun, the Moon, Mercury and Mars in the third house of
Aquarius – these astrological configurations lead me to challenge all the
outgrown, obsolete concepts and to fight for the new ideas of universality and
brotherhood. That is how I was able, years later, to interpret the Master’s
words, ‘You are the greatest demolisher’. When I see old tumbledown huts, I
want to put brand new buildings in their place – I am of course speaking
symbolically. I never demolish anything good and wholesome; quite the
contrary, I protect it. Demolition is an art, yes, as it requires a great deal of
discernment, and I have worked hard to learn the art of demolition. Others
too have said that I was a revolutionary. I do not know exactly what they
meant by that, but I do know that the most revolutionary weapon is light.

Why did I never ask the Master to explain all these phrases I did not
understand? Because I felt that it would not have been respectful. Since he
just said one phrase, which was in fact often an image, it was because he did
not want to say anything else. And perhaps he thought that, in this way, by



searching myself for the meaning of his words, I would discover a lot more
than if he himself had given me an explanation.

I was not the only one that the Master spoke to in such short phrases and
images. One day, when a brother came to express publicly his respect and
love in emphatic terms, clearly with the intention of being noticed by
everyone, the Master just said, ‘Your words are not musical.’ I do not know
what this brother understood. For myself, these words astonished me and
gave me a lot to think about. To let this brother know that his words lacked
the simplicity and sincerity that comes from the heart, he did not speak from
a moral point of view. He did not say, ‘You are a flatterer, a hypocrite, and
your ostentatious style shows that you do not know what true love and
respect are’ but rather ‘Your words are not musical’, that is all: this brother
had hit some wrong notes and transgressed the laws of harmony.

Through this I realized that the Master formed his opinions about people’s
words and behaviour, above all, by assessing their musicality. If he gave this
reply, it was because for him all life’s manifestations had a sound. Thoughts,
feelings and actions that respect the laws of harmony resonate in a particular
way like music, and when we find a rhythmical way of moving and speaking,
we also live according to the laws of music. Even eating can become a
musical act: the food sings inside us. The proof is the joy we have, the
energies we feel circulating inside us after we have eaten, if we are conscious
of what the food is giving us. I never heard the Master express it in this way,
but I think his ideal was to live musically.

I do not know where I read one day that everything in God can rest, except
the ears. However I think that God makes a choice; he closes his ears to the
chaos and rebellion of the earth and listens only to musical prayers, those
which rise from the souls of his sons and daughters. A prayer that is not
musical is not heard. So we must prepare our prayers according to the laws of
music, and they will be granted.

 
Given both his family background and his studies, the Master was always

very familiar with the Bible, with its stories, its images and its parables.
Among all the parables was one about the vine. In the Old Testament God is
sometimes compared to the owner of a vineyard where people are hired as
workers, and no doubt inspired by this parable, one day when I went to see
him he said to me, ‘Imagine that you were hired to pick grapes in a vineyard
and you are hungry. If you do not trust the owner of the vineyard, if you think



he is greedy and unfair, you think that he will give you nothing to eat, and so
quickly you take one grape here, another one over there. After a short while
you will be satisfied, yes, but these grapes were not washed; they were dusty
or perhaps even covered with a dusting of copper sulphate, which is very
harmful to the stomach. Then you ate quickly and anxiously, afraid that your
theft would be noticed. That too is harmful. But that is not all. If the owner
who hired you does not catch you as you sneak the grapes, he will still see the
change in your face and in your attitude. He can guess what has happened,
and so he will withdraw his friendship and support. But if you trust him, if
you work with love, and if you bring him all the grapes you have gathered,
you will be rewarded.’

What the Master was telling me there was also a sort of parable that once
again I was not able to interpret immediately. Later on I understood that the
master of the vineyard is the Lord, the vineyard is the world, and we have an
abundance of grapes before us: all creatures, all that exists, all things and
even ideas. And we must not throw ourselves headlong at just any ‘grape’, at
any time and in any way, in order to eat it, for not only will it do us harm but
we will lose the trust and friendship of the master of the vineyard. One day,
to those who know how to wait, the Lord says, ‘Look, I have something for
you’, and he himself brings grapes in abundance, and even grapes growing in
another vineyard that the worker does not know about. So, the good servant is
astonished, amazed, and he contemplates the grapes, which he dare not even
touch. The Lord smiles at him; he is happy that this servant trusted in him
and knew how to wait. What the Master wanted to reveal to me all those
years ago I now tell to you, because you too are in this vineyard that is the
world.

 
Sometimes, after having received me for a conversation, the Master would

look intently at me and say, ‘Rabota, rabota, rabota. Vreme, vreme,
vreme.Vera, vera, vera.’ Rabota means work, vreme means time, and vera
means faith. That was all; he added nothing else. It was always when he was
accompanying me to the door that he would say it, and he left me to discover
what philosophy was summed up in these three words. The idea of working
and making efforts had never disheartened me, and I had faith, but time, that
is, never being in a hurry to get results – that was not in my temperament at
all. I was so impatient!

Patience, above all, was what I had to learn, for in the spiritual life there is



a rule according to which one must never calculate one’s time. What we must
calculate are our energies, because nature has given us each a limited amount
of energy to expend for an incarnation, and there will not be any more. As for
time, there is always plenty; we will come back to carry on the work in the
next incarnation because it is work without end. If we do not heed this rule, if
we do not know how to use our energies, nature one day says, ‘You have
exhausted your reserves; I am giving you no more.’ And then there is nothing
for it but to go to the other world without having been able to complete the
task we had to do in this incarnation. In all things, we must be measured.

Over the years, whenever we met, the Master would often finish by
repeating to me, ‘Rabota, rabota, rabota. Vreme, vreme, vreme. Vera, vera,
vera.’ So, given this emphasis, I took these words more and more seriously,
and that is why, now, I repeat them to you. Yes, the first thing is work,
because faith and prayers are useless if we have not begun the work by
putting at least one seed in the ground. To those who are satisfied saying,
‘Lord, I beg you to give me love, wisdom, strength, peace and joy’, the Lord
replies, ‘I would like to, but if I am to grant your prayer, you must at least
plant one seed. You are like a gardener who asks the sun and the rain to make
his vegetables and flowers grow, when he has sown no seeds and put in no
plants.’ ‘But, Lord, we have been taught that if we call upon your name…’
‘Those who taught you should have first explained to you that the laws of the
spiritual world are identical to those of the physical world. I cannot alter these
laws just to make the lazy happy. If you want me to grant your prayer, you
must begin by doing some work.’ This is a very interesting little conversation
that many people could have with the Lord.

It is true that it is written in the Gospels, ‘Ask, and it will be given to you;
search, and you will find; knock, and the door will be opened for you.’ But
once again we must create the conditions that will allow our prayer to be
granted. No one will give to us, nobody will find us, and no one will open the
door to us, if we have not first done the work. The best way to ask, to search
and to knock is to begin by working. And I can even add that if we have put
spiritual work in first place, we will be given to without even having to ask,
we will find without having to search and doors will be opened without our
needing to knock. Yes, these are the new Gospels. Those who work, who put
their lives in service to a divine ideal, will receive without asking and find
without searching, and doors will open before they have even knocked.

 



I must admit, however, that I would often say to myself, ‘Why does the
Master not speak more clearly to me? Why does he leave me in ignorance?
Why does he not explain his words to me?’ But then I heard a voice within
me saying, ‘Perhaps he knows that you have no need of outer help, not even
his. You should be glad that he shows such confidence in you and be
grateful.’ It is true that it was characteristic of the Master to act like this, and I
am not at all like him in this respect – quite the opposite, I talk, I explain, I
repeat, but maybe, when I do that, I am not being all that helpful to you.
Whereas by posing these riddles for me to solve, the Master led me each time
to explore an area that I had never thought of, and he left me to explore it by
myself. It was years later, after having lived through various experiences, that
I would finally understand what he had wanted to tell me.

However, there is still one fact which remains a mystery to me. Sometimes
it would happen that in the middle of a conversation he would call me a
strange name, which I have never succeeded in identifying. It was something
like ‘Iahou’?… ‘Iakhos’?… ‘Iakhou’?7 He never told me what this name
meant to him, nor what it should mean for me, and I never dared ask him
about it. He would call me this name while smiling, and as he had not the
slightest trace of irony in his look, I ended up thinking that it was his way of
teasing me gently, and it made me sad. I am sure that he knew this, but he
never gave me any explanation.

Then, many, many years later, I was reading one ofÉdouard Schuré’s
books, and I thought I might have found a clue to this word. Iakhos was one
of the names given to Dionysus in the Mysteries. Was this the name the
Master was thinking about? If he did not tell me why he called me this name,
was it perhaps because this name referred not to what I was then, but to what
I would become in the future? We shall have to wait and see…
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10
Tarnovo

In the Middle Ages, the town of Tarnovo was the capital of Bulgaria1. It
has grown considerably since then, but the old part of the town is very
picturesque, built as it is on rocks and sloping down to the Yantra river. For
some years the Master had been organizing meetings at the home of one of
his disciples in Tarnovo.2 The year after I met him he invited me to come to
one of these meetings. The first time, I went from Varna with a brother who
was the same age as me. We were the youngest, and as we had such a long
way to come we arrived last.

Night had already fallen when the two of us entered the room where the
Master was sitting at a table, surrounded by many brothers and sisters
listening to him. All of a sudden, what happened?... The moment I saw him,
the Master appeared quite different from any way I had ever seen him before.
He was surrounded with a halo of light, and his face had become merged with
that of Christ, as if the spirit of Christ had descended upon him. It was so
beautiful, so powerful, I was not able to stop myself, and I burst into sobs.
Nobody could understand what had happened to me, and at that moment I
was certainly the only one who saw this vision. I was unable to move.

The Master got up, came close to me, held out his hand, which I kissed,
then after looking at me for a long moment he left the room. He had certainly
understood the reason why I was so overwhelmed, and perhaps at that
moment he himself had felt overshadowed by the presence of Christ, but he
never made any mention of this at any future time. Several times after this
occasion I saw the Master transfigured; his whole face was radiant and
vibrant. One day I dared to ask him about it and he replied, ‘Yes, I know, but
I must watch myself, because you never know how some people might react.’
The sudden revelation of a Master’s true face, its radiance and its aura, can
floor those who are not prepared.





Master finished speaking, she turned to him and said, ‘Many years ago I had
a dream: terrible disasters fell upon humankind, the earth shook, houses
tumbled down one after another, and people fled in panic… But there was a
young man who passed through this chaos, marking some of the houses with
a sign, and those houses stood firm. I recognize this young man, and that is
him.’ She pointed to me with her finger. There was a great silence. I looked at
the Master… He did not look at me and he said nothing. He only smiled the
faintest of smiles, then his face became very serious. As for me, I was
obviously taken aback, but I was also too young to pay real attention to what
this sister said, and for a long time I did not think about it. It was not until
much later that I remembered it. What did this dream mean? Perhaps the
houses represented human beings, and the signs that I wrote were the truths,
the methods I give them which will help them to overcome the trials of life,
whatever they might be.

Those moments experienced during that first visit to Tarnovo have
remained as something so very precious, so sacred! I wonder if I am not
making a mistake in speaking about them.

Who was that sister who saw me in a dream? She came, as I did, from
Macedonia. She had a beautiful, noble and spiritual face, and everyone
appreciated and respected her. She struck up a friendship with me and we
kept in contact. She was a very simple, uneducated woman, and I did not
know that she had the qualities of a medium until one day, in the middle of a
conversation, she was shaken by a kind of trembling as she said, ‘Listen.
Buddha is going to speak to you.’ And she began to reveal astonishing things
to me. At the time I had no clear idea what was happening, all the more so
because she was so far from having the slightest idea about Buddha and his
philosophy; she hardly even knew that he existed. I felt only that I had
experienced an extraordinary moment.

Afterwards I asked the Master if it was possible that Buddha could have
spoken to me through this sister. He replied, ‘Yes, but he was not present. For
the great spirits who have once lived upon earth, it is very simple to speak
through a medium without necessarily having to take possession of the
person.’ That is why later, when I was with people involved in spiritualism
who claimed that a particular spiritual Master or some historical character
had come to manifest themselves through a medium, I knew that it was not
necessarily the reality: this highly evolved spirit or this character would be
capable of speaking through the medium without having to be present.



 
I really loved the summer congresses held at Tarnovo for years. There

were always a great many of us. As there was only one house in the middle of
the vineyards, all the meetings and meals happened outside and at night we
slept in tents. One year when we arrived, we found a wonderful surprise
awaiting us. The Master had covered the walls of our meeting room with silk
hangings of different colours, and there were also wonderful paintings of
symbols and geometric forms. This atmosphere of purity and light so inspired
the Master that his words transported us. Next to the meeting room was a
much smaller room. Each person had to go in alone and stay only a few
minutes so that everyone could have a chance to meditate devoutly. As soon
as we went into this room, we felt that light was speaking to us. There was an
extraordinary mystical atmosphere in this room. Looking at the objects
placed there, we felt projected into a world of purity and beauty, created by a
Master of light.

During this congress, the Master revealed to us that the science of the
future would be one of light and colour. For light, apparently such a weak
and inoffensive substance, is in fact the greatest power in the universe. At the
beginning of the world, light was created first, when God said, ‘Let there be
light!’ And it is thanks to light that stones, plants, animals and human beings
are alive, and that worlds can turn in space.

As for colours, we often forget that they are not just something we see in
objects that makes us say they are blue, yellow or red, but modulations of
light. The Master wrote a book called ‘The Testament of Colours’, and I have
translated some passages from this for you. He explains that colours are the
manifestations of beings at work in stones, plants, animals and people. Each
colour is linked to spirits that belong to powerful hierarchies, and initiates
know how to create beams of coloured lights in their mind, in which these
heavenly beings come and go.

The Master made us understand that it is not enough to love colour just
from the aesthetic point of view; he wanted us to bathe in it and to study how
it affected us. Of course, if we try to surround ourselves with beautiful
colours they will have a good influence on us, but that is only at a superficial
level. But if we are aware they are linked to entities, if we apply ourselves to
concentrating on them, we will bring them alive within us; they become
supports for the practice of the qualities they are linked to, and they will
support us in our efforts. As colours are variations of light, so the virtues are



variations of the divine perfection that contains them all.
The Master also said that certain verses in the Bible were related to

particular colours and that, by saying them, we could attract these colours
more easily to us. If we read these verses to a sick person, it could help their
healing. Before meeting the Master, I was already working with colours with
the use of a prism. After having met him, this work became even more
important to me.

 
In this little room where we went to meditate, there was in particular a

very beautiful pentagram, a large star with five points, on which were painted
symbols: a tree bearing fruit, a lamp, an eye, a path, a sword, a wand, a
chalice… The names of the five virtues were also written on each of the
points: kindness, justice, love, wisdom and truth, which are the five virtues of
Christ, the perfect human being.

In explaining the reasons why these virtues were written on the pentagram,
the Master gave us the following rule: ‘Place kindness as the basis of your
life, justice as its standard, wisdom as its boundary, love as its delight, and
truth as its light.’ If we reflect on the meaning of this rule, we will find it
remarkably accurate. Kindness is the only solid foundation for any building;
even if the building is beautiful and intelligent, it will crumble if it is not
upheld by kindness. Justice is the quality of measure; to be just, as shown in
the symbol of the scales, requires us always to know how to maintain
balance, by adding a little to one side and taking a little off the other side, as
and when we need to…Wisdom is a frontier which allows us to shelter from
the outer and inner enemies who threaten us. Without love, life has no
flavour: even if we have everything – wealth, wisdom, glory and so on –
without love, life loses its savour. As for truth, that is what shines on our path
and protects us from falling or being led astray.

We must practise these five virtues if we are to develop well. On the
physical plane, they are connected to different parts of the body: kindness is
related to the legs, justice to the hands, love to the mouth, wisdom to the ears
and truth to the eyes. On the psychic and spiritual planes kindness belongs to
the heart, justice to the will, wisdom to the mind, love to the soul, and truth to
the spirit.

 
The pentagram possesses great magical power, and if you draw it, make

sure that you always place the point at the top. The reversed pentagram with



the point downwards is the one used by black magicians; they associate it
with the goat, the representation of the devil, whom they claim to worship.
The upside down pentagram symbolizes all the forces of disorder opposed to
the five virtues. This reminds me of an incident which happened once at
Tarnovo.

One day, in the garden, two brothers began arguing with each other. The
Master heard them, came out of the house and went over to them. He could
have said, ‘That’s enough. Calm down. You are not going to solve anything
by squabbling. What you are doing is not intelligent’ or something like that.
But, no, he just said these few words, ‘You are turning the pentagram upside
down’, and then he left. So he used this symbol to make them understand that
they were unleashing negative currents, disturbing the order of things
represented in the balance of the five virtues. Instead of giving them lengthy
explanations, he just said, ‘You are turning the pentagram upside down’ and
then left them to reflect.

Since the pentagram has magical virtues, it can be a protection for us. That
is why the Master gave us this exercise to do every evening: when we are
about to lie down in bed, we should draw a pentagram in the air with our
right hand. Why particularly when we go to bed? Because when we are
sleeping we are vulnerable, and we can be harmed by beings in the invisible
world who can come and disturb us. He also gave us some formulas to say
before we draw the pentagram. Place your right hand on your solar plexus
and the back of your left hand against your back at the same level as the solar
plexus and say,

Gospod vav mene e svetlina,
Anguelite sa toplina,
Tchelovetsite sa dobrina. (3 times)
Gospod vav mene e svetlina,
Douhat mi e toplina,
Az sam dobrina. (3 times)
Here is the translation:
‘God is light within me,
The angels are warmth,
Human beings are kindness. (3 times)
God is light within me,
My spirit is warmth,
I am kindness.’ (3 times)





to do it consciously, putting thought and feeling into it. Otherwise, it is a
futile gesture. So many believers wonder why they suffer, why heaven does
not answer their prayers and help them, but the answer is quite clear. They
have not gone within and sent up that mighty current of energy that would
project them heavenwards. Words and gestures are nothing, if they are not
supported and made alive by the vibrations of soul and spirit.

Just expressing your suffering is not enough for you to be heard by
luminous beings. The intensity of suffering which forces people to call for
help is often only an emotional tumult in which the soul and the spirit are
scarcely present. Only through inner harmony and peace does prayer have the
power to reach heaven. That is why I find this formula ‘God is light within
me’ magnificent and tremendously useful.

 
Also at Tarnovo, the Master said to us during a meeting, ‘Take out your

notebooks, and write down exactly what I am going to say to you.’ Then,
slowly, in a deep voice with the most magnificent expression on his face, he
began:

‘Niama lioubov kato bojiata lioubov, samo bojiata lioubov e lioubov. 
Niama madrost kato bojiata madrost, samo bojiata madrost e madrost. 
Niama istina kato bojiata istina, samo bojiata istina e istina. 
Niama pravda kato bojiata pravda, samo bojiata pravda e pravda. 
Niama dobrodetel kato hristovata dobrodetel, samo hristovata
dobrodetel e dobrodetel. 
Niama slava kato hristovata slava, samo hristovata slava e slava.
Niama sila kato silata na Douha, samo silata na Douha e sila bojia.’

When he had finished he just added these words, ‘These formulas are very
powerful; think about saying them and meditating on them.’

This is what they mean:
‘There is no love like the love of God; only the love of God is love. 
There is no wisdom like the wisdom of God; only the wisdom of God is
wisdom. 
There is no truth like the truth of God; only the truth of God is truth. 
There is no justice like the justice of God; only the justice of God is
justice. 
There is no virtue like the virtue of Christ; only the virtue of Christ is
virtue. 
There is no glory like the glory of Christ; only the glory of Christ is



glory. 
There is no strength like the strength of the spirit; only the strength of
the spirit is the strength of God.’

Notice the seven words here: love, wisdom, truth, just
ice, virtue, glory and strength. The first four words – love, wisdom, truth

and justice – are attributes of God; the next two – virtue and glory – belong to
the Christ, and the last – strength – is an attribute of the Holy Spirit. What
knowledge, what philosophy, are found in these formulas, which are related
to the Holy Trinity! And remember well the last sentence, Niama sila kato
silata na Douha, samo silata na Douha e sila bojia, ‘There is no strength like
the strength of the spirit, only the strength of the spirit is the strength of God’.
Humans should look for strength only in the spirit. True strength is found in
the spirit, in the will, in intelligence, in the penetration of the spirit.4

After having dictated them, the Master recommended that we write them
out most carefully, and as he had done at other times, he looked at our
notebooks. Each time he found a few mistakes and made us write it out again
until it was impeccable; he had beautiful regular handwriting. And while we
were writing these formulas, he asked us to meditate on the meaning. The
love, wisdom, truth and justice of God, the virtue and glory of the Christ and
the force of the Holy Spirit are clearly distant and unattainable realities, but
by trying to realize them in ourselves we will continue to make progress. We
must always work towards an unattainable goal so that we never come to a
halt.

We wrote and rewrote these formulas until the Master was satisfied. In the
beginning, I found it pointless and tedious, but I quickly understood the
reason for his persistence. His goal was not just to make us write out
formulas but to teach us how to do the very best we could with what we had
to do, giving it all the necessary time and attention. We have so many things
to do every day! From time to time, why not choose a task which requires us
to do it perfectly? The essential thing is to learn to work as carefully as
possible.

In the Brotherhood, as in all collectivities, there was a lot of work to do:
housekeeping, building and repairing. And as I had a headstrong, active
temperament, I wanted to participate in everything and be everywhere. So, I
would do things in a hurry and what I did was not always impeccable. I did
not pay careful attention, because I thought that finishing was the most
important thing. When the Master gave me a job to do, I believed I had to get



it done quickly. But one day he gave me a good lesson.
At Tarnovo, when it rained we had to go inside the house, and as we had

to squelch through the mud to get there, we had to build a path. Everything
we needed was gathered together – flagstones, concrete and tools – and the
Master told me that we were going to make this path together. Oh, how
happy I was! He began the work… I soon saw that my work did not look a lot
like his. I was so excited and happy to be able to do something with him that
I worked too quickly, and the flagstones were not well placed. The Master,
who had obviously noticed this, did not react, as he was waiting for me to see
this for myself. So, he just said, ‘You will have to start again’. I began again
and he came back to see. Once again, he said nothing, but he took the trowel
and smoothed out some places. So I saw that it still was not perfect, and I
began again… I had to start again several times, until no one could tell the
difference between my work and his.

So that was how I learned that I must pay attention to everything I was
doing, even if it took me a very long time. In reality, it is speed, often, which
makes us late. My mother had told me the same thing so many times! And
later on, how many times I heard the Master say that many of our failures and
misfortunes come from rushing! Of course, these are details, but they are
very useful to know if we do not want to waste time correcting mistakes. In
any case, now I can give you lessons in the art of masonry! Yes, thanks to the
Master, who taught me how to lay flagstones to make a path.

 
Some years later, I went to live for a while at Tarnovo. With friends who

came to visit me, I lived in an isolated house amongst the grape vines. This
house had been uninhabited for a long time, and when we arrived, what did
we find when we opened the windows? A bird, probably a magpie, had made
a hole in one of the shutters, and bees had made their way in and transformed
the space between the shutter and the glass into a real beehive. There before
us were the sun’s rays filled with honey, and bees were flying in and out.

Each day we were able to observe from inside the house how they worked.
I liked this very much, and I saw things that were extraordinary and very rare
from the scientific perspective of the day. Apparently bee specialists had built
hives out of glass so that they could observe the bees at work, but often the
bees had covered the partitions with some sort of opaque substance, as if they
did not want to be watched by humans. Here, however, they did not hide
either from me or from the friends who came to visit me. The room was filled



with a delicious perfume that was so intoxicating that at times it became
almost unbearable. When I remained there for a long time, I left my body to
journey to other worlds.

While observing the life of these bees, I understood what highly evolved
beings they are. Not only do they give an example of a remarkably organized
society, but they are symbols of the true disciple, who works to make honey,
the unique and delicious food distilled from flowers. So, bees gave me the
ideal image for beings who have learned to nourish souls with all that is truly
pure and fragrant.

 
So I spent time at Tarnovo where I read, studied and meditated…

Nevertheless, I felt a slight tinge of dissatisfaction. Despite all the
experiences I had had already, I sensed that certain doors of a world that I
guessed must exist in the depths of my being were still closed to me. So I
decided to fast for ten days without even drinking. After four or five days, I
stopped feeling hungry, but I was tormented by a terrible thirst; I could not
think of anything except water. While asleep, I dreamed of springs and rivers
where I drank deeply without ever quenching my thirst. Then the thirst
stopped. On the seventh day I held a piece of fruit in my hands, and breathing
in the subtle essences emanating from it, I was nourished. Then, until the
final day, I nourished myself with this life emanating from the fruits that I
breathed. It was not, however, just their fragrance which penetrated me, but
streams of pure energy passed through me, and a whole world that had
previously been hidden from me was now revealed and radiant before me.
Why had I never felt this before? By fasting, I had become lighter, released; I
had freed passageways so that this quintessence of life which the Creator has
put in all things was able to penetrate me.

The Master advises, if at all possible, a weekly fast of twenty-four hours,
as fasting is another form of nutrition. The moment the physical body does
not get the amount of food it is accustomed to, a whole process begins in our
organism, and then, through our etheric, astral and mental bodies, we begin to
absorb certain subtle elements circulating in the atmosphere. We breathe
better, and then a moment later we feel nourished, because even though it is
not physical food, we have still received nourishment. It is important to be
well informed and take certain precautions if we are to practise this form of
nutrition known as fasting. Fasting for several days is dangerous for those
who do not know that there are several important rules that need to be



respected.5
However, if fasting is an entire science, eating is an even greater one.

From my adolescence, I had got into the habit of feeding myself any old how
– in particular eating at the same time as reading so as not to waste time! – so
I had to learn that I needed to prepare myself for a meal as if it was a sacred
ceremony. Food is the messenger of heaven and earth, and I had to welcome
it properly so that it would be happy within me and yield up all its fragrance,
flavours and life. ‘Think about chewing your food well’, said the Master,
‘because the elements you do not absorb properly will make you ill. And
when I speak of food, I am also referring to thoughts and feelings. You must
learn to select and take in thoughts and feelings so that you can absorb them
correctly.’

For years I have told you about the yoga of nutrition, hrani yoga, and what
I have said comes from certain experiments I carried out at Tarnovo. It was
there I acquired the conviction that knowing how to eat is the most important
thing in the world. Through food we allow the very quintessence of God to
enter our being. We are like the priest who blesses the bread and the wine,
and each day, at each meal, we enter into communion with divine life. When
we have learned how to eat, we will understand that most of our activities are
a sort of eating, and so we must choose our food carefully.6

 
One day, my friends and I were sitting in the garden talking when we saw

a man running wildly through the vines… He came up to us, and we saw that
he was a thin, pale lad, dressed in ragged clothes, and he looked both
exhausted and very afraid. We made him welcome and gave him something
to eat. Little by little, as he realized he could trust us, he began to tell us his
tale. He belonged to a group of anarchists, all of whom had been shot. He
himself had been in prison a few times, and he wanted to find a place to hide
because he knew that the police were after him. He stayed for a few days with
us, and we had long conversations with him. At the beginning he was
astonished by the Master’s philosophy, but he was very quickly touched by it,
and his better nature awoke within him. There was nothing fundamentally
violent about him, for he really was a very good lad who cared deeply and
was revolted by injustice. He really wanted to transform society – as if it was
that simple! – and after certain incidents in his life, he had joined this group
of anarchists.

He stayed with us for a few days and then wanted not only to abandon his



political activities but also to become a disciple of the Master, who agreed.7 I
had said to him, ‘If you change your life, if you want to stay linked to the
fortress of light of the Brotherhood, the authorities will forget you and you
will have nothing more to fear.’ He believed me, and he became one of the
Master’s best disciples. His name was Dimitri Zvezdinski. He was so kind, so
generous, with a loyalty that is very rare, and we were great friends.

You see, I also had a friend who was an anarchist, someone who was
sought by the police, and at the beginning of our friendship I saw something
very remarkable happen to him. He was so used to fearing for his life, to
hiding, to being hungry and short of sleep, that when he began to experience
peace and tranquillity, seeing that he had nothing to fear, that in the
Brotherhood everyone loved him and smiled at him, it almost felt worse than
before. He could not believe it; he did not understand what was happening to
him; he had forgotten that life could be peaceful and good. He said to me, ‘It
is not possible to be so happy; what I am living is not real and it cannot
possibly last.’ And when he came to the sunrise and saw the vast horizons
opening up before him, his new sense of freedom was so strong that he was
overtaken by panic. I had to reassure him so many times! I know that this
often happens with people who have become used to living in torment: at the
beginning, wellbeing, peace and liberty seem even more threatening.

 
Unfortunately, one day the Master had to stop holding his congresses at

Tarnovo. One year, because of the numerous brothers and sisters who came
from all over Bulgaria, he had decided to give a public lecture at the town
theatre. So many people came that many listeners had to remain outside. The
Church was so infuriated by this congress that bishops and priests came to an
agreement with some unemployed people to stir up trouble. From the
moment we arrived we could sense by the atmosphere that there would be
trouble. The agitators had spread out through the hall so that they could make
a noise and stir up trouble, and in the balcony, all dressed in black, sat a
group of sinister looking occultists. These were equally hostile to the Master
for other reasons, and so they started staring at him with the intention of
preventing him from speaking. But, aware of what they were up to, he
decided to give them a lesson without letting them upset him. This was a very
useful experience for us, his disciples, who were seated around him to
support him with our presence and to protect him, should it become
necessary.



The Master began to speak quite quietly, and even, it could be said, with
some difficulty. But, gradually, his words became more authoritative, and he
was able to observe the public with a peaceful gaze. Realizing that they
would not achieve their aims, but above all because they had realized who
they were attacking and knew about the law of backlash, the occultists who
had been seated in the balcony left the hall.

As for the others in the hall, they were enjoying the opportunity of
creating disorder, and so they stayed right to the end. When the Master had
finished his lecture, they began to shout and make threatening gestures at us,
trying to provoke a riot. They knew that if the police came and arrested them,
they would be immediately released because the authorities had recruited
them. As we knew what was going to happen, we all got up and began to sing
Bratstvo edinstvo, ‘Brotherhood and unity’, with such power that the
agitators stood there as if petrified. They could no longer be heard, as
everyone was caught up in this mighty symphony which shook the theatre
walls. Once the song was over, the row began again, but once again we began
to sing until the power of our conviction won over all those present, even
those who, because of lack of space, had had to remain outside.

Animated with such spirit, how could we not win the day? What a sight it
was! The Master, dignified and unperturbed, surrounded by the Brotherhood,
who were singing... In particular there was one brother with a great
patriarchal beard who sang shaking his head, as if inspired; he stood,
magnificent, beside the Master, and his whole bearing seemed to say, ‘So
who will dare touch him?’ But everyone, brothers and sisters, young and old,
were all aflame, like a great brazier burning brightly. Each time the agitators
tried to break us up, we sang once again with all our heart and soul to keep
them at a distance. Finally, the Master said, ‘Let’s go; it’s time to leave!’ He
moved towards the door, and we followed him without any of the agitators
daring to do anything more. What an unforgettable event that was for me.

However, the citizens of Tarnovo became more and more irritated by the
chaos that the Master’s lectures caused in the town. After a few more such
incidents organized by the authorities, they succeeded in having the lectures
banned.8
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‘Continue to work

in the three worlds’
On his return from the United States1, the Master had spent many years in

study, reflection and doing spiritual exercises. He never spoke about those
years, which he lived mostly in retreat. Then, he began to travel all over
Bulgaria giving lectures. At the same time, he deepened his knowledge of
phrenology, and this is how he came to measure and feel the heads of
thousands of Bulgarians. He became extremely knowledgeable and,
according to the shape of their head, was able to tell precisely their character,
their intellectual or spiritual gifts and, with children and adolescents, could
indicate what professions they would be suited for later in life. I knew many
people who confirmed this to me, but when I met him he mentioned these
studies only very rarely.

 
While I was still a student at the university of Sofia, I got home one

evening to be told by the friend I was living with that, while we were out, a
burglar had entered our house and taken many things, among them a radio
and a watch of mine. I had heard the Master say that when things are taken
from us, it is often because, for some reason, they do not really belong to us,
and so I said to my friend, ‘If these things are really ours, we will find them
again; if we don’t find them, it is because they do not belong to us, so there is
no need to get upset.’ But my friend, who had a particularly well-developed
practical streak, thought that it would be much better to go and report the
theft to the police and gave them both his name and mine.

Two days later I was summoned to the police station. The superintendent
took me into his office and said, ‘You are a disciple of Mr. Deunov, aren’t
you?’ ‘Yes, how did you know?’ ‘I can see it in your face.’ ‘So you know the
Master?’ ‘Yes, I knew him and I will tell you how.’ And, forgetting all about
the robbery, he began, ‘During the war2, I was on the Macedonian front. My
father was governor of Varna at the time, and because it was very difficult for
me to send letters from the front, he was worried that he had no news of me.
When he learned that your Master was living in Varna, he went to see him to
ask if he could tell him something about me. The Master closed his eyes for a
brief moment to look for me and then said to him, ‘Your son is in a forest
with his friends… They are hiding, because planes have been flying over the



forest for several days and dropping bombs, and they are afraid because this
place is very exposed. There is also flowing water near them… A bomb has
dropped where they are hiding, and your son has been wounded. It is,
however, nothing serious, so stay calm; I can assure you that he will soon
come back to Varna. Go and wait at the station on this date (and he gave the
precise day and time), and he will arrive carrying a fish.’ My father was
deeply moved and went home reassured. On the day indicated by the Master,
he went with some of his friends to wait for me at the station, and he was
overjoyed to see me arrive with a fish.

‘After that, my father, who knew the Master was a phrenologist, took me
to see him in order to examine my skull. I am afraid that I do not remember
terribly well what happened, because I was not paying much attention at the
time and was not at all interested in what he had to say about my skull…’

After the superintendent had told me this tale, he asked me to give him
details about the robbery my friend and I had experienced. He promised that
he would do his very best to catch the burglar and I went home. I really
wanted to get my watch back, and this is why: it was a silver watch that was
more than fifty years old; it had belonged to my father, and I liked it even
more because it indicated the planetary influences active at each hour. I had
made the astrological dial myself by making the necessary calculations, and I
only had to glance at it to know the planetary influence of the moment. They
easily found the thief who was a poor young man. I spoke to him first to
touch his heart, and then I asked the superintendent to be compassionate
because he was an unhappy wretch, a victim of social conditions. My
arguments were not very convincing to the superintendent, but perhaps
because he was sympathetic towards me as one of the Master’s disciples, he
promised me that he would not treat him roughly. When I got home, I said to
my friend, ‘You see, the police of the invisible world have done their work
well; they found the things which belonged to us and showed that the theft
was a mistake.’ He hugged me joyfully. I should say that most of the stolen
objects belonged to him!

Some years later, I met a remarkable author who said to me, ‘Tell me
about your Master. I knew him and he must be very old now… When I was at
high school, I went with a friend to see him, because we had heard that he
was a great phrenologist and we wanted to know what our futures would be.
He welcomed us, smiling and, after having checked our skulls, said to me,
‘Your health is very delicate, but you will become a great writer.’ This



astonished me greatly, because at that time I thought I was going to become a
merchant like my father and had not the slightest desire to write. My
companion, who thought he was going to be an artist, was most disheartened
to be told that he would become a good merchant later on. Both predictions
he made about us came true. Please give my regards to your Master, for I
hold him in the highest respect.’

When I knew the Master, he was no longer interested in phrenology, but
one day he spoke to us about the study he had made of skulls at the
monastery of St. John of Rila. This monastery, which was built in the middle
ages, is one of the most famous buildings in Bulgaria; it was a few kilometres
away from the lake next to which the Brotherhood was to hold its summer
congresses some years later. I have to say that I have never been to the
monastery, because I had so much to do when I was at Rila! And it is true
also that, at that time, I was not very interested in going to look at
monasteries. Now I am sorry that I did not go there because the monastery of
St. John of Rila is a most interesting place: its setting, the architecture, the
works of art inside it, and the place it holds in Bulgarian history… And also
Jean de Rila (Ivan Rilsky), after whom it was named, is a great saint.

When years earlier the Master had visited the monastery, he had wanted to
examine the skulls of the monks, which had been preserved in the crypt. He
told me, ‘In order to examine them better, I asked them for a candle which I
lit and put inside the skulls. When I reached the final one, I had only just
placed the candle inside, when the flame went out. In my mind, I got in touch
with the spirit of the monk whose skull it was, and I said, “Do not worry, my
friend, about what I read from your head. I will keep it to myself and will not
say a word to anyone. You lived a long time ago, but today you are still
fearful that someone might learn what you have done. Do not be afraid, but
become aware of your errors, so that you do not commit them again when
you return to earth.”

‘The monk who had come into the crypt with me asked, “What are you
saying to the skull?” I replied, “I cannot tell you, because you would not
understand. (The Master was probably thinking that this was not the time to
speak about reincarnation since the Orthodox Church did not accept it.) You
may well think someone who talks to a skull must be a little mad, and it is
quite possible that I am indeed a little mad.” I continued my conversation
with the monk whose skull I was observing: he asked me, “What are you
doing?” “I am investigating.” “Investigating what?” “I am interested in what



skulls can teach, and I want to have some information about you. But don’t
worry; no harm will come to you.” This promise calmed him, and this time,
when I lit the candle and placed it inside his skull, it did not go out and he
told me that he trusted me.’

You would like to know whether the Master really had such a
conversation with a skull and if it all happened in the way he recounted it…
Why not? But perhaps it was also his way of presenting it figuratively. In any
case, whatever way the Master addressed him, encouraging him to become
aware of his mistakes in order not to repeat them in a future life, the Master
certainly helped this monk. But the monk who accompanied the Master to the
crypt must have asked himself many questions.

You may also wonder why the Master placed a lighted candle inside the
skull. This was so that he could see whether the bones were thick or thin:
according to whether they were thick or thin he could see how much light
passed through them. He wanted to know this because each faculty, each
psychic characteristic of a person, shapes the bones on the inside of the skull.
Where the bones are thin, it indicates that the person worked on these centres
of the brain, putting pressure on the bones, which have thinned over time. If
the bones are thick, it shows that the centres have not been stimulated.

 
I knew that the Master was studying physiognomy at the same time as

phrenology. That is why, one day, I dared to ask him, ‘I want so much to
work on perfecting myself, so would you tell me what you can see in my
face?’ He agreed: he spoke about everything in detail and, in particular, about
those character traits that I still needed to work on to rectify. This was most
instructive for me, but the thing I remember, above all, was the joy I felt
when he said, ‘Your forehead has been formed according to the laws of
cosmic harmony.’ Yes, what joy! First of all, of course, I was a little
surprised, but after really analyzing myself, I have to acknowledge that, in all
realms, nothing touches me as deeply as harmony.

To hear or see all the elements of the whole vibrating together – I could
die for that. That is why, when I think back on that moment in my
adolescence when I heard the music of the spheres3, I still have one regret:
why was I so terrified by the intensity of the experience I was living? It is
true that I had the impression that, if I prolonged the moment, my heart
would not have been able to bear the intensity of such vibrations. Where did I
go? Perhaps to the sephirah Chokmah, where the cherubim, those heavenly



beings called the ophanim, ‘the wheels’, create their sublime symphony,
which cannot be heard with our physical ears. Suddenly, I was very afraid
and took refuge in my physical body. Why? Perhaps it would have been
worth dying for rather than interrupt this unique experience of my life.

Later, I told the Master that I wanted to be just like him and study
phrenology and physiognomy. He smiled and just said, ‘You do not need to.
You already have these sciences inside you in a different way.’ So I did not
study either phrenology or physiognomy, but I would often question the
Master, and most of the time he answered my questions willingly. One day,
he told me that the information the head, face and hands gives us is
complementary, and so they should not be studied separately. Hands reveal
the past, the cranium shows what the person brought to the world at birth, and
the face shows what is being worked on in the present.

Since the face shows how each person is using the capital they have, the
head can indicate one thing and the face another: the cranium may indicate
that a person has certain qualities, while the face shows that, for various
reasons (unfavourable conditions, neglect, laziness or ill will) they have not
been cultivated. When the Master studied hands, it was so that he could better
understand the character of a person rather than to make predictions. So he
did not practise palmistry, but chirology. He said, ‘This is a very subtle
science, because it is just as important to feel what the hand gives off; hands
are alive, and the thoughts, feelings and desires of a person come through
them.’ He had studied phrenology, physiognomy and chirology in such depth
that he said to me one day, ‘When I am reading a book, I spontaneously get a
clear picture of the author’s head, face and hands, especially the thumbs,
based on the vocabulary and turns of phrase they use.’

Before meeting the Master, I was interested in palmistry, but he drew my
attention to many other aspects of the hands. He showed me how the
movements we make with them, or just a single finger, and more particularly
the thumb, influence our psyche, for everything is connected: the psychic
plane is not separate from the physical plane. He said, ‘When a person’s
thumb is paralyzed, they are no longer master of their spirit. Each morning,
look at your thumb, move it around a little, link it with the living forces of
nature, so as to become conscious that you are master of the situation.’ Some
countries used to punish criminals, and still do, by cutting off their thumbs. It
may not look as if that is a very severe punishment, but actually it is: to have
the thumb removed is a huge handicap. Unlike all animals, except monkeys,



human beings are the only ones to have thumbs opposable to the other fingers
and very flexible, allowing them to control matter.

I can show you some thumb movements that I began to study when I was
with the Master. When you feel overcome by tiredness, close your fist,
leaving the thumb out, turn your hand to left and right, and then move your
thumb up and down. I used to see the Master make this gesture discreetly
sometimes during his lectures. It could be thought that it was a simple habit
without particular importance; well, no. Perhaps you have never noticed that
I, too, often make this movement with my thumb.

The Master did not always explain the meaning of his actions. But I had
got into the habit of studying all his gestures, because, one detail well
observed can throw light on others, and I even noted the circumstances in
which I had seen him do them, and I did them just as he did. When he was
talking, he would sometimes touch his head on a precise spot. Because he had
studied phrenology, he knew which centre to touch if he wanted to stimulate
it and remain active. Sometimes he gently put his hand behind his ear. At
others, he caressed the lobes of his ears giving them a little tug. Or else, with
a finger he lightly touched the bridge of his nose. These gestures were
imperceptible, but I felt that he was doing them consciously. There are subtle
centres all over our body, and when we touch them, they liberate energies
which begin to circulate through the organism. In a way, you could say there
is an analogy here to the acupuncture meridians.

I observed and studied the Master so carefully that it is enough for me to
speak about the thumb, for example, to immediately see again the gestures he
made, the atmosphere he created around himself and the sensations I
experienced.

There are a few more exercises I can tell you about.
If you want to activate the willpower to undertake some task, begin by

clenching your fist, so that you are in control of all the forces at your
disposal. But always keep the thumb out, folded over the fingers, never in the
fist. When a child is born, it appears with tight little fists, as if to say, ‘Here I
am, ready to conquer the world.’ This gesture is very significant.

When you are nervous, troubled or agitated, gently stroke the back of your
left hand with the palm of your right hand. You will feel a calming, due to the
fact that the nerves of the hand are connected to the solar plexus.

And here is a third movement, which will help you control your energies
and give them a good direction. With the thumb and index finger of the left



hand, touch the fingers of your right hand, one after another, as you press
lightly from root to tip. You can do it in any situation, and no one will notice.
I have done it when I was having conversations with certain people; in this
way, I have put something to rights in me and also in them. If, for example,
my visitor is under the negative influence of Saturn, I touch my own Saturn
(the middle finger), I straighten it a little, and this acts on the person I am
speaking to. If Jupiter is defective in them, I work on my Jupiter (the index
finger).

Another movement: with the right thumb, touch the tip of the left thumb
and then move across the palm and up to the tip of the little finger. Go back
to the left thumb and make the same movement successively to the ring
finger, the middle finger and the index finger. This will cause a reaction
throughout the nervous system…

These exercises must be taken seriously even though they appear
insignificant, because they are so important for our psychic and spiritual life!
The whole universe is here in our hands. They possess all sorts of switches
which can put us in touch with the forces of nature and the angelic
hierarchies. Taught by the Master, I worked diligently on chirology, and he
supported me in this work. I would do my research and then ask him, ‘Is this
right?’ And he would give me his answer. One day, he gave me his hand to
study. For a long time I tried hard to relive the sensations I felt, and I
understood that all the mysteries of creation, of divine will and divine action
are written in the hand. Only a microscope of unimaginable power could give
us any idea of this universe represented in the palm of a hand, for it is similar
to the cosmos with all its constellations, its nebulae and all the heavenly
bodies. The line of Saturn would look to us like the Milky Way, and we
would discover still many other galaxies.

The human being is the microcosm of the universe, and the hand is the
microcosm of the human being. That is why we can be in touch with all
creation through the intermediary of the hand. We must become aware of this
fact and treat our hands as holy instruments, ready to serve the will of God.
Jesus said, ‘I am the Alpha and the Omega, who is and who was and who is
to come.’ The meaning of this phrase is related to the hands, but it is still too
soon for me to reveal it to you.

 
At university I continued to study psychology and education. I will not say

that the studies were uninteresting, merely that they were markedly



incomplete. What a difference there was with what I was learning with the
Master! One day I told him that I was thinking of writing a psychological
treatise on all that he was teaching us about human beings, their psychic
structure and their relation to the universe. He did not look at all surprised
and just said, ‘Yes. Write it.’ I never did, because it is absolutely not in my
nature to sit at a table and write, but I can say that all I have explained to you
over many years about spiritual work is a result of the studies I began
alongside him at that time.

The Master used to say, ‘You must always begin with thought. Why?
Because the matter of the mental body is supple and malleable; it can be
shaped easily. It is much more difficult to control our feelings and desires,
and even harder to change our behaviour.’

Everyone can do this experiment: who has not been suddenly enthused by
the idea of goodness, truth and beauty? The difficult thing, though, is to then
harmonize our feelings with this idea! And how much harder it is to make our
actions match the idea! However, we must persevere. We must set up house
in the world of ideas, in the world of thought. If we nurture a thought each
and every day, in time it will control our feelings, and our feelings, in their
turn, will influence our actions.

If we can change our philosophy in a day, how much more time and effort
we need to conquer a weakness or rid ourselves of a bad habit!4 When the
Master had finished giving me some explanations, I would say, ‘Yes, I
understand.’ But he would reply, ‘No, it is only when you can manifest it in
the three worlds, spiritual, psychic and physical, that you will have truly
understood. You must learn a little each day, but above all, you must put into
practice what you have learned.’ I wanted so much to show him that I had
understood!... But he was very demanding; he was waiting for me to manifest
it in all three worlds. Then, and only then, would he say to me, ‘Now you
have understood.’

The most effective means to help manifest ideas in the physical world is
through gestures. Why do you think that the Master gave so many exercises?
Because each gesture, each action, can contribute to the realization of an idea.
He told us how important it was to learn how to make a gesture, however
small, or say a word: he was always emphasizing this and many of us
wondered why. I was one of them: I just longed to leave my body and travel
amongst the stars, and what could these tiny gestures do for me? When I
asked him about it, he made a few movements with his hand and thumb,



explaining to me the subtle links existing between the physical, psychic and
spiritual worlds, as well as the results that can be obtained when these
gestures are done consciously. Everything depends on consciousness.

For the Master, nothing was a matter of indifference or insignificant. One
day, he even drew my attention to the way I opened my eyes during a
meditation. When I was in his house, we often meditated together for a long
time. During meditation, the eyes are not kept closed all the time but opened
every so often. On closing our eyes, we leave the outer world to go within, to
make contact with the realities of another dimension. The return to the outer
world, when we open our eyes, must be done with the consciousness that we
are bringing back something rich garnered from within. This was something
else the Master taught me, and during his lectures on several occasions he
insisted on the importance of the way we open our eyes in the morning. He
also said that we should never put a hand over our eyes during a
conversation.

 
The mineral world is characterized by its immobility: plants grow, but

they remain attached to the ground; animals move, and some are able to
execute a great variety of movements, but these movements are dictated by
instinct. Only human beings, because they are conscious, are able to control
their movements and give meaning to them. Little by little, by applying the
Master’s advice, I understood how each gesture we make, each word we
speak, reverberates on the spiritual plane. Often it is not enough to
concentrate, meditate and pray. If we are to awaken the powers of the spirit,
we need a springboard on the physical plane, and this springboard is gesture,
as well as a word that can be linked to the gesture. Gesture and word always
have a magic power; through them, we release currents that help them to
become a reality in matter.

By giving the psychic energies we awaken within us the possibility of
expressing themselves on the physical level, we avoid them accumulating and
causing great tension in the nervous system. I did not know this before
meeting the Master; that is why the prolonged meditation exercises I
practised had severely damaged my health and even threatened my psychic
balance. The importance of gesture and speech was one of the most important
things I began to learn from him. How often we heard him repeat, ‘The
spiritual, psychic and physical realms are all closely linked. So what happens
in the higher world has echoes in the lower world, and the reverse is also true,



that what happens in the world below has repercussions above.’
At that time I had a friend who, before he came to the Brotherhood, was

an active and influential member of the Bulgarian communist party. I valued
his ability to understand that not only could communism not solve all
problems, but that it had some very negative aspects. So he had changed his
philosophy, but there was something that he had not yet changed: his
gestures. It was terrible! When he wanted to explain something, his right
hand rose and fell like a cleaver. He was an intelligent and agreeable young
man, who could say very interesting things, but it was impossible to listen to
him for more than a few minutes: you immediately had the sensation of being
cut into slices and, truly, felt ill.

In order to arouse the attention or interest of people you are talking to, and
to influence them beneficially, you must pay attention to your gestures. I
spent a lot of time studying the Master’s gestures when he spoke, because
they were so harmonious and measured. Just the way he held his Bible or
turned the pages made us sense the reality of the spiritual world.

 
When I was very young, I hurled myself headlong into the exploration of

mysterious worlds, inaccessible to our ordinary perceptions, and that was
where I was happy, but I was aware that something was missing. I did not
know what, because I did not have enough knowledge about human beings
and their needs. When I met the Master and began to practise his teaching,
everything changed. Why? Because it is a complete teaching. From when we
wake up in the morning, our daily life is nothing more than a series of
gestures and movements, to which he advised us to give our complete
attention: opening our eyes, getting out of bed and placing the right foot on
the floor, and so on. And there were a number of practices to which he gave
particular importance: watching the sunrise during spring and summer5,
breathing exercises 6 and the gymnastic exercises,7 the paneurhythmy8 and
singing.9

Unfortunately, the Master could not explain, as I have done much later,
what watching the sunrise meant for the spiritual life: even the very idea of
such a practice aroused the ire of the clergy. But he did say, ‘You can, of
course, link with the Creator by meditating or praying, either in your home or
in a church, but it is so much better for you to make the effort to get up at
dawn to go out to meet the sun in the purity of the morning!’

There are so many things to discover by watching the sunrise, so many



exercises to do in order to become impregnated with this life, this light, this
warmth! Already, at dawn, a great event is being prepared in the sky… All
the dark or light clouds coming and going… then all the colours of dawn,
signs heralding the dazzling presence of the sun! And then there are all the
beings, both visible and invisible, that take part in the extraordinary
appearance of the light. For thousands of years, without fail, each new day
reenacts the birth of the first morning of the world. How can we participate in
that? It is not enough merely to sit in the presence of the sun, but we must
enter the sun with our spirit, so as to capture the quintessence of its light.
From the moment our spirit arrives on the shores of light, we receive the
revelation of divine splendour.

After morning meditation at the sunrise or at home, we did the breathing
exercises the Master had taught us. He explained how these exercises
improve the blood circulation and also sharpen our thinking, provided of
course that we are doing them consciously. It is so important to oxygenate
our brain! Many philosophers would have thought even more effectively if
they had done breathing exercises, because thought is linked to the air
element.

What the Master told us about respiration was not just limited to the
exercises we did every morning. He advised us to stop from time to time
during the day and breathe deeply. One day, to make us really grasp the
importance of respiration, he reminded us of the story in the Bible where
Jacob wrestled with the angel. Having overpowered Jacob, the angel said,
‘Let me go, for the day is breaking.’ But Jacob said, ‘I will not let you go,
unless you bless me.’ Then the Master made the comment, ‘This is what you
must do with air: breathe it in, fill your lungs, and do not release it before it
has given you all the blessings it bears within it.’

He also said, ‘When you pray, concentrate exclusively on the object of
your supplication, and accompany this prayer with a long, deep breath.’ A
gesture – in this case the movement of breath – must accompany thought as
often as possible.

After the breathing exercises, we did the gymnastic exercises, and for each
movement the Master had given us a formula to recite, so they became
gestures of white magic. Even if they are not said out loud, these formulas
unleash beneficial energies. God created the world through the Word, and
through the Word we too can act on ourselves and on others. These are very
simple exercises and do not take up much time, barely ten minutes, and he



recommended that we should never let them slide, because they encourage a
flexible body and harmonize the respiratory rhythm and the blood circulation.

When, for various reasons, I was not able to do these exercises, I noticed
that I had difficulty picking them up again, as I felt numb. So, you too, if you
fail to do them, do not be surprised if you find you become stiff, or even
rheumatic. Then, you will be obliged to do other exercises: you will toss and
turn trying to find the least uncomfortable position for your body. You may
not even succeed. Perhaps others will have to turn you over and then back
again in your bed.

And then, these exercises are a good way to learn control over your
gestures. Here again, you need to be watchful, so that you execute the
movements exactly and precisely. When we are not attentive, it is very easy
to let the arms bend when they should be straight or to hold them at an angle
when they should be vertical. We think we are doing one movement when we
are doing another. And the same applies to the legs.

Try to analyze the sensations you feel when you are doing these exercises.
You raise your arms and then lower them; with your arms up you feel
instinctively you are in contact with heaven, and when you lower them you
are in contact with the earth. Heavenward or earthward, both directions are
good, as long as we know that we don’t obtain the same results and so must
learn how to use them alternately. Our hands are truly magical wands; they
know how to attract or repel the currents that travel through space; then they
distribute throughout our physical and psychic bodies those they have picked
up as being the most beneficial for us. Each gesture becomes powerful, and
the effects of this power are amplified, if we are conscious of what we are
doing.

 
The Master had also created what can be called a rhythmic dance: the

paneurhythmy. He had composed the music and indicated the movements.
We did this dance in the open air, after the gymnastic exercises, in the spring
and summer. Brothers and sisters advanced in couples in a big circle, and as
the sequence of movements is very simple, in our Brotherhood in Bulgaria
those in their eighties and over were able to dance it. Yes, why should dance
be reserved for the young? When old people dance, they become young
again. The first movement of the paneurhythmy is called ‘The awakening of
consciousness’, because from the first moment our consciousness awakens
we understand that we must open ourselves to the world around us, so as to



make exchanges with it: we receive and we give, we give and we receive…
Gestures are a language that puts us in touch with the universe. In the

paneurhythmy, different figures are executed to music, and there are also
words with this music, therefore thoughts. So, we are acting in the three
worlds: the physical (gestures), astral (music) and mental (words): we are
entering a different vibratory field, and we are learning to harmonize our
thoughts, our feelings and our actions with the rhythms of nature.

As we dance, the energies we receive circulate within us: we feel lighter,
as if fatigue and anxieties have left us, and at the end we feel only joy at
being alive in the great body of the universe. That is why the Master called
the last movement ‘The pentagram’, the figure in which the human being can
be drawn (head, arms and legs). The pentagram represents the microcosm,
the relationship of the human being, through all the body’s extremities, with
the macrocosm, the universe. In the organism of nature, everything holds
together, everything is linked.

Paneurhythmy was created to be danced, but since words have been put to
the music, it is worth taking the time to learn to sing it: try to do it for a week,
and you will discover a complete world of new sensations. However, it is
preferable to dance it.

Nowadays, all sorts of contortions and wild gestures are referred to as
‘dance’. People’s sensitivity must be very blunted if they are not aware that
with such gestures they are releasing destructive currents not only in
themselves but in others. Gestures are more than just simple movements: all
gestures are magic and have the power to act on subtle planes by linking us to
either the luminous or the shadowy realms of the invisible world. People will
tell me that when they dance in this way, they are unwinding and releasing all
their tensions. No, that is an illusion. While they believe they are becoming
liberated, in reality, they are abandoning themselves to dark forces, which
they will soon be unable to control. It is so important to practise bringing
harmony into our gestures! Observe yourself after you have done the
gymnastic exercises or danced the paneurhythmy; if you know how to pay
attention to each gesture, you will find that for the rest of the day something
within you continues to move with grace.

Our body movements are messages we send ceaselessly to the visible and
invisible worlds. They are secret signs that bring us into contact with the
beneficial or harmful entities in nature. They are the expressions of our
intellect and our heart, and through them we are able to build or destroy our



future.
The paneurhythmy is the Master’s magnificent creation. It is so

magnificent that some, it seems, have decided that nothing is more important,
and they want to open schools to teach it. So, yes, they will open schools,
they will make it their job and they will make money at it! They will leave to
one side the essential truths of the Teaching, they will dance and get others to
dance… However, dancing around in a circle, making some movements
without knowing the moral and spiritual laws of life, is almost useless, except
if you want to stretch your arms and legs a little and breathe fresh air. The
paneurhythmy is only beneficial for those who already have something in
their head and heart. It will never replace the work we must do on ourselves.
Those who know nothing else will continue to struggle all their life with
upsets and difficulties.

There is a hierarchy of activities. At the top, on the mental plane, there is
thought; lower down, on the astral plane, is feeling and, finally, on the
physical plane, action. Paneurhythmy is in the realm of action, so it comes
last. However, as in all actions, it will not be truly effective unless it is
governed by thought and feeling, meaning a clear understanding of things,
and by the love one feels while doing it.

All the recommended practices in a spiritual teaching are there to help
people prepare to receive the energies from the higher worlds correctly. But,
what is most important are not the exercises themselves; they are only
meaningful if we also have knowledge about the invisible world, the beings
which dwell in it, the laws which govern it and the forces which circulate in
it. Still more important is to learn how human beings are constructed, what
their organs and spiritual centres are, thanks to which they can enter into
contact with the luminous regions of space. But even that is not enough: we
must also decide to change our way of living, to abandon the activities which
contradict this knowledge.

So think carefully about what I am telling you, and continue to practise all
these exercises given by the Master. Never use tiredness as the excuse not to
do them. I do not doubt that at times you may be tired, but you can only get
rid of this old weariness you drag around with you by going to watch the
sunrise, by doing the breathing exercises and the gymnastics, and by dancing
the paneurhythmy... Some will say that it is one more tiring thing. Perhaps,
but this is beneficial fatigue which will get rid of the other weariness. Those
who remain in their old tiredness support it. Fatigue is terrified of efforts. If



you impose them on it, it will run a mile. However, if you caress it gently,
‘Oh my dear fatigue, let’s stay in bed, let’s have breakfast together,’ it will
never leave you. The Master said that nothing can justify sliding into inertia.
He would even encourage those who had the greatest difficulties in walking
to take just a few steps and, if that was really impossible, to do exercise in
their mind, by imagining themselves walking. Yes, we should never accept
inertia.

 
Finally, to all the other activities he gave us to practise, the Master added

music, or at least, singing, for though everyone might not have the right
conditions to learn to play an instrument, everyone has a voice and can learn
to sing. However much he appreciated past composers who had written music
for the voice, he wanted us to have our own songs, a collection of songs that
were in harmony with the life we were living in the Brotherhood, with the
atmosphere he wanted to create there. As he himself had studied music and
played the violin, he left us a true treasure trove. His music is the work of an
initiate who knew the correspondences between sound vibrations and divine
virtues, who knew how to touch these virtues and bring them down into
himself as well as into all people.

He said, ‘In order to develop properly, human beings must balance the
forces of matter in their physical body, and also find a balance on the
psychological level between their thoughts and feelings. Music is a way to
achieve such a balance… Those who know the laws of music (which are the
laws of the universe) will be able to resist all kinds of parasites that threaten
to destroy them. When Orpheus sang, accompanying himself on the lyre, he
tamed wild beasts. Subdued by these heavenly sounds, they forgot to attack
the sheep he was guarding. If Orpheus was capable of subduing wild beasts
by singing, you too, by singing, can dominate all your inner animals that are
preparing to devour you.

The Master advised even those who could not sing in tune to develop their
voice, because this was yet another way to work on ourselves. When we sing,
something powerful moves between the throat and the diaphragm, and the
voice bursts forth. That is why singing lifts the burdens and inner tensions we
are carrying. What do we know about angels? They are depicted as winged
beings who sing. They are just like birds. Both angels and birds are
associated with ideas of lightness, flight and song. That is why we must sing
so as to release everything that weighs us down.



From being with the Master, I understood the liberating power of song, not
only on the psychic plane but also on the physical plane. Indeed, song is a
remedy for illness. Illnesses are living creatures that have taken root in people
and cling like limpets, because they find impurities there which they feed on.
Impurities feed these entities which are illnesses: everything which is not
used by the body, and by the heart, mind, soul and spirit, forms waste
material which is deposited in the tissues, providing food for all the harmful
germs, whether physical or psychic. So many mental troubles experienced by
human beings could be cured by singing! These vibrations disintegrate the
dark presences that try to latch on to them.

It is true that humanity’s musical heritage has sublime songs that are true
food for the soul: the masses, requiems and oratorios. But most people would
never open their mouth if singing required them to be able to interpret such
music. The Master’s songs are much easier, and not only are they food for the
heart and soul, but they illuminate thought and stimulate the will.

When you feel that you have no clear idea of where you are and your
thoughts are confused, sing Misli, pravo misli, ‘think clearly’, and you will
begin to see the way ahead more clearly. When you believe that nobody loves
you, sing Bog e lioubov, ‘God is love’, and then, what more can you want if
God will never abandon you? And if you feel exhausted and ill, sing Sila,
zdrave e bogatstvo, ‘power and health are riches’, and your energy will
return. When you are worried, sing Pri vsitchkite ousloviia na jivota, ne
goubi svoia mir, ‘in all conditions of life, do not lose your peace’. If you find
life is dull, that nothing makes you feel any joy, sing Krassiv e jivota na
nachata douche, ‘the life of the soul is beautiful.’ And when you are happy,
give thanks by singing Blagoslaviai, douche moi Gospoda, ‘bless the Lord, o
my soul’. You have here methods, a magic arsenal, so use them, knowing that
the sound waves you emit also touch your intelligence and awaken your
understanding of divine truths.

Some people ask me, ‘But why do you sing in Bulgarian? We don’t
understand it at all!’ I will say, first of all, that it is quite easy for you to find
translations of these songs. But in music, especially, it is not so much the
intellectual understanding which matters, but what we feel when we
experience these sounds, these vibrations. Do we understand birdsong or
waterfalls or the wind in the trees? No, but we are captivated and inspired. It
is always better to sing songs in the language in which they were written.
Even if you cannot understand them, there is a relationship between the



words and the music, and a translation destroys this relationship. Music is not
to be understood but to be felt. Even when it is accompanied with words, it is
what we feel that is the most important. Of course, it is even better if
understanding and feeling are together, but the most essential is the feeling.

If you knew the effects the Master’s songs can have on your subtle bodies,
you would sing all day long. Even when you are on your own, you would
sing. You would sing when you were happy, but also when you were sad;
you would sing because other people make you suffer or when everything is
going wrong. You would think, ‘I am going to tame all these difficulties by
singing… I will become like Orpheus.’ If there are times when you cannot
sing out loud, you can sing in your head, so as to continue harmonizing your
thoughts, feelings and actions. You can sing from dawn to dusk… and you
can even sing when you are asleep!

Song is an expression of life, and life itself is nothing other than a song.
Yes, that is why singing is such a royal art. What is more necessary, more
life-giving, than to be able to escape the heavy atmosphere surrounding us
and enter the realms of harmony, where all is luminous and light? By singing,
we create a world of shapes and colours. And as we ourselves are our own
musical instruments, these shapes and colours we create outside us we also
create inside us, and they attract luminous beings and angels, as they are food
for them. Angels come to us only if we know how to attract them with such
gifts.

In ancient times, and even today in some countries, those who wanted to
come under the protection of the gods and be blessed by them would go to
the temple bearing gifts: special objects, vegetables, animals and food. They
were said to be making a sacrifice, meaning that from that moment, the
objects, vegetables, animals and food became sacred; they were accepted by
the Divinity. When you come to our meetings here, you do not bring anything
material for the Lord and the heavenly beings, but there are other gifts you
can bring, like just singing. The consciousness and passion we put into our
songs open doors to the divine world. Yes, remember this well: our songs cut
all links with the lower worlds and open a door to heaven through which
heavenly beings will pass, and the arrival of these entities will bring
beneficial changes to the world.

Nowadays Hindu and Tibetan practices are spreading throughout the west,
gathering many followers, who, without realizing the dangers, are trying to
stimulate their chakras to awaken the kundalini energy. Well, I will tell you



that in order to make your subtle energies vibrate, there is a much simpler
and, above all, harmless method – song. Obviously, only vibrations produced
by profound and mystical songs, sung with the consciousness of the spiritual
force they represent, can begin to awaken these sleeping centres. If you
approach the songs in the knowledge that you are undertaking a sacred work,
certain of the Master’s songs will awaken a vibrant force in your spinal
column, which will rise to the top of your head and pass through the highest
chakra, the sahasrara.

Have you not felt at times when you were singing that a shiver ran through
your body? At that moment you were vibrating in harmony with the universe.
Perhaps you have not yet felt this sensation, or else you have felt it only
fleetingly. From now on, when you sing, imagine that you can resonate with
all creation. Try to attune the currents in you, so that all the particles of your
being vibrate together. In this way, little by little, perfect shapes will begin to
form in your subtle bodies, and one day this harmony will be reflected on
your face and your whole body.

And I will add that the vibrations we produce when singing can even reach
other planets, as far as the limits of the zodiac, and beyond… You don’t
believe me? That is because you have not studied the same things as I have,
nor had the same experiences. The truth is that there are beings whose
function it is to study the waves that circulate in space. These entities are like
customs officials, and they decide what they should stop and what they
should let through the borders. You will say, ‘But what right do you have to
tell us these things we cannot prove?’ The same right as you have, the right to
find all the correspondences between the laws of the physical, psychic and
spiritual worlds.

 
For the Master, the essence of his Teaching was truly that of working in

the three worlds. He made me understand that from the first moment I met
him… And much later, when I had already left Bulgaria for France, he wrote
in one of his letters to me, ‘Continue working in the three worlds.’

How can you not see that the Master’s teaching is a teaching of balance, of
measure, a vast, deep and complete teaching? It encompasses all the aspects
of our being and provides the answers. The Creator has given us a body for
the physical world, a will, heart and intellect for the psychic world, and a soul
and spirit for the spiritual world, and we must work on them simultaneously
by practising the activities that correspond to their needs. Everyone is free to



specialize in the discipline of their choice, but they must neglect nothing
which will make them a developed harmonious being.

One day I gave you a chart presenting a composite view of the human
being and the different activities corresponding to their structure. This very
simple synoptic table is the result of the studies I undertook, a long time ago,
when I was with the Master.
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‘Where all human beings

live as brothers and sisters’
‘Pilgrim, I am on my way to the promised land,
where fresh springs bubble up,
where streams gently flow,
where fruits ripen on the bough,
where birds sing,
where all human beings live as brothers and sisters,
and where love reigns supreme.’
 

I love this song. The Master composed the melody on his violin, a tune
full of longing and hope for a land seen from afar. And this land is not just
fertile and generous, it is above all a place where all human beings live as
brothers and sisters. Many will argue, of course, that such a place does not
exist. Yes, it exists; it is found in the human soul.

But even disciples of an initiatic school find it difficult to understand that
they must focus all their attention on this ideal land. I remember our life with
the Master, and how very unconscious we were! While he was showing us
how to become the builders of a new world, we ourselves had other
preoccupations, things which caused conflicts, because each of us was there
with our prejudices, our bias and our conceit. Sometimes we saw clearly that
the Master was sad, and it could last for days on end, and we wondered why.
Now I know. But it is difficult to make human beings understand that the
essential thing is to learn to live together!

In the past, initiatic schools were not open to everyone. Those who wanted
to be admitted had to undergo different ordeals, and the teaching they
received was essentially an oral one. Now times have changed. First of all, it
is no longer necessary to become part of a school to learn initiatic truths;
nothing is hidden any more, and books are constantly being published which
reveal the most sacred truths to a curious public. But above all, the
transformations taking place in the world require that the greatest number of
human beings decide to work together for the coming of what Jesus called
‘the kingdom of God and his righteousness.’ How can people work together if
they have not first learned how to live together? That was the Master Peter
Deunov’s project when he created the White Brotherhood.



In general, people tend to frequent those who belong to the same social
group, who have the same level of education, the same tastes and so on. This,
however, is not the way to develop an awareness of the fraternal link which
must unite all beings. A few people may gather in a church or a temple to pat
each other on the back and sing together for the glory of God, but that cannot
bring about great results either. We have not come to earth to belong to a
particular religion and boast about it, but to mix with others like a yeast
which will ferment beneficial changes in their hearts and minds. Whether we
are aware of it or not, each one of us influences those around us or those we
meet, and so the work of self-mastery, of understanding others, which takes
place in a collectivity, has repercussions outside it. The whole earth must
benefit from the efforts made by disciples of an initiatic school.

To help us understand the importance of living a fraternal life, the Master
used to say to us, ‘Rejoice that the Lord has gathered you together in this
spot. Each one of you is a letter in the alphabet of life. How can you read
anything if the letters are separate from each other? When you all come
together, you become a wonderful essay and I can read what the Creator has
written. For example, I see that some of you represent the letter “l”, others
“iou”, others the letter “b” and then “o” and “v”. Together you make the
word lioubov (‘love’). It is not important if each letter leans a little to the
right or the left. What is important is that the letters come close enough
together to form the word lioubov.’

The tendency of human beings is to retreat from a collective, universal,
cosmic life so that they can live their own individual, personal lives. They
imagine that they will be protected if they are sheltered from one another. No,
this is illusion. In this inner isolation they create, they expose their soul to all
kinds of danger. Even if you cannot always be with others, you should at
least link with them by thought. One day the Master said to me, ‘If you really
want to contact the Lord, you must link yourself with all those beings in the
world who are thinking about him’, and this gave me a lot to think about: we
cannot even seek the Lord alone.

‘Unity’ is the most profound word in spiritual science, and it encompasses
the meaning of our life. The awareness of belonging to one and the same
family gives us the sense that we are doing something great. This greatness
does not come from us, but from this universal family to which we belong; it
is what sustains us and saves us from the feeling of poverty, loneliness,
uselessness and emptiness which can take hold of us sometimes.1



‘Behind the current order’, said the Master, ‘lies a hidden order that we
don’t yet know about. The Old Testament prophets already spoke of
new times waiting to be born. The world is still preparing for these
times. What will be new in these times? When everyone finally admits
that we cannot solve problems by force, but only with wisdom and love.
Finally, they will understand what Jesus meant when he spoke of the
coming of the kingdom of God.
‘Some of you claim that I am giving you a magnificent teaching but that
it is totally unrealistic, either because it is not for this time, or because it
is not for Bulgarians. How can they say such things? I have founded a
Brotherhood, and I give you methods so that you can learn to live
together fraternally. They should tell me why this project is not suitable
for Bulgarians. Not only is it for Bulgarians, but for all nations. And if
you think we must wait for years yet or even for centuries before
conditions are more favourable for its realization, you are mistaken. The
time for the application of the true teaching of Christ has come. All
favourable conditions are present. The snake sheds its old skin only
because there is a new one underneath. You must reject your old
thoughts and your old selfish feelings, which are like the snake’s old
skin…
‘No one can yet foresee all the misfortune that will strike the earth, if
human beings do not decide to make the effort to live as brothers and
sisters. One person alone, one single family, one lone nation cannot
achieve much, except confront others. In order to progress and flourish,
all men and women, all families and all nations must unite and form one
people. Clearly this will take a long time, but we must begin one day.’

The Master did not concern himself with the current state of affairs; he
anticipated the future, and he acted as if what he desired had already been
achieved, for thoughts, feelings and faith help in realization. He said, ‘Each
divine thought you believe in is sustained by luminous spirits in the invisible
world. Each one brings its support, each one gives an impetus for the
realization of this idea. No matter how fragile the substance of the idea may
be in your consciousness, when these beings arrive, they strengthen it. Space
is filled with beings who attract all the noble tendencies of human beings. It
is as if a call goes out: they come running immediately. For them, there is no
distance; there are no frontiers. They are our invisible allies.’

It is true that nowadays people are talking increasingly about brotherhood,



but talking about brotherhood is one thing, and living fraternally is quite
another. If we are to live together as brothers and sisters, we have to fulfil
three conditions. First of all, we must accept the idea which is above all
others: that one day all humanity will become one family, in which light,
freedom, peace and joy will dwell. Then, we must love it disinterestedly,
which means that there is no thought of personal gain or of dominating
others. When selfish personal elements come into play, they bring with them
the seeds of all conflicts and disintegration. Finally, this idea of disinterested
love in our hearts must be brought down to earth, to the physical plane, which
means it must manifest in our actions, attitudes and behaviour. This is
another illustration of what the Master called the work in the three worlds.

 
It is said that on the eve of the Second World War the Bulgarian

Brotherhood had about forty thousand members.
But, as in all groups or associations, besides those who sincerely wanted to

work for an ideal, there were others who sought only to profit from the good
conditions they found there in order to accomplish their own goals.

At congress times, brothers and sisters came from all over the country, and
even from abroad. At the time I was still very young and naïve; I believed
that everyone came with totally unselfish goals. But no, some had no other
intention than to become recognized as astrologers, card readers,
fortunetellers, healers and sages, and they came to practise their skills on
others. After each of the Master’s lectures, a brother, who also wanted to
have disciples, claimed that he could explain to us what we had just heard.
He was very learned, it’s true, but in fact he only confused the ideas of those
who listened to him. A sister, who said she was a prophetess, assembled
young brothers at night on the pretext of teaching them to pray. In reality, her
intentions were quite different. Poor thing!... One day, we didn’t see her
anymore, and some years later she died of a venereal disease. For some, the
Brotherhood was a sort of sheepfold; this was not perhaps conscious on their
part, but they were looking for some sheep they could fleece or carry off as
prey from among all the people who gathered around the Master.

In an initiatic school, it is impossible to leave humans ignorant of an
invisible world inhabited by entities who participate in their lives, but the
knowledge concerning these entities can have very negative effects on those
with fragile psyches. What happens too when, wanting to make easy money
or interfere with the lives of others, some begin to predict their future by



looking at their palm or their astrological chart?... So they give advice or
warnings, without later wondering whether what they said came true or had
really helped them.

One day, a friend came to my home in a great state of agitation. He said,
‘Brother Mikhaël, you know so much, and I am begging you to come and
save me.’ ‘What is happening?’ ‘You know, my wife is pregnant, and Mr So-
and-So who practises palm reading told her, when he looked at her hand, that
she would die in childbirth. Now, she is absolutely convinced that this is true,
that she will die. Come and tell her that she will live.’

It is possible to see certain events in the future by reading a palm, but it is
extremely difficult to predict with certainty: there is always something which
can escape notice. In any case, whatever signs can be seen in the hand, it is
both insane and criminal to tell a pregnant woman that she will die when
giving birth to her child. So I went to see my friend’s wife, and I told her that
what I could see was that she would live very happily with her child and her
husband. She had been so convinced that she was going to die that she could
not believe me and kept asking me, ‘Is it true? Am I going to live?’ ‘Yes, it is
true.’ In any case, it would have been impossible for me to give her any other
answer. Happily, it all turned out as I had said, and they were so grateful that
afterwards they kept on inviting me to their home. I did not know how to
avoid their invitations.

The Master never forbade anyone from being interested in palmistry,
astrology or anything else, but he never encouraged it. Learning to predict the
future is not the most useful thing we have to do. How many are capable only
of giving others false hopes or false worries! In any case, we must never
predict someone’s imminent death, because it weakens their natural defences,
saps their desire to live and, in this way, destroys all chance, if there still is
one, to escape death.

The Master sometimes had to intervene and warn those who wanted to
pass as heaven’s messengers, but also those who were too credulous and too
easily influenced. Yet, often, he didn’t intervene. Nor did he intervene to sort
out the numerous problems that arose in the Brotherhood. I often wondered
why. Did he not know what was going on? That would have surprised me, for
not only was he capable of reading people, but he was also very observant.
Everyone, if they apply themselves, can control their words, but the gestures
they make unconsciously with their hands or feet, the different positions of
the body, the almost imperceptible movements of different parts of the face



(the forehead, eyes, nose and mouth) are almost uncontrollable, and it is
through these that they express the truth of their being.

I quite quickly noticed the Master’s habit of observing those around him
and, in particular, his disciples. He did it very discreetly; he did not want to
disturb them by the intensity of his gaze. If we caught his eye, he would turn
away quickly in order to give the impression that he had just glanced at us in
passing. Perhaps he believed we did not realize he was looking at us, but we
sensed his look penetrating to the depths of our souls.

In fact, though he might not intervene directly, it was clear from some of
his remarks in lectures that the Master was aware of many things and that he
also knew what was going on in some families. One day, he said, ‘What can
be said about a family where all the men are generals? A wife, who has a
husband who is a general and four sons who are generals, is in the situation
of a simple soldier obliged to execute all orders faithfully. The poor thing,
how can she obey five generals at once? When she leaves this world, the
gates of Paradise will be wide open for her, but what will become of the
husband and sons, who wanted to demonstrate their authority over a poor
defenceless woman?’

If the Master spoke about a family where all the men were generals, it was
because there was a family in the Brotherhood in which the husband and sons
were extremely authoritarian. They treated the one woman of the house as
their servant, and she bore it all; this woman was truly a saint. You wonder,
‘Why could the Master not tell her that she didn’t have to put up with this
situation?’ I do not know what he was able to tell her personally, or what he
said to her husband and sons, but at that time in Bulgaria it was almost
impossible for a woman to get away from the authority of men. And, in truth,
from what I saw in later years, after my arrival in France, although it was
better, the situation for many women remained very difficult. We can always
say to them, ‘Don’t accept that, do something’, but they still need to have the
financial means. And it is not much use, either, to shame the husbands. At the
time, they promise to change their conduct, but more often than not they
don’t change it. I have witnessed that so often!

One day, during a conversation, the Master said a few words, from which I
understood that he knew everything going on in the Brotherhood, but that he
always waited for the right moment to intervene. A spiritual Master must,
above all else, be a psychologist and a teacher. Disciples are there to learn, to
improve themselves; they must be given time. Having made contact with the



truths that are given them, they may perhaps come to a place where they can
see their mistakes. If, however, they keep on walking down the wrong path,
they will end up excluding themselves.

Often, from the first time a person is introduced to him, a Master knows
and senses who he or she is: their facial expressions, gestures and emanations
are a language for him. So when he sees this person in action, he is not
surprised. But, if he is to intervene, he must wait until that person can
understand and accept what he has to say. If they do not understand, if they
protest and rebel, not only will they not benefit from his remarks, but they
risk dragging down all those close to him, and then, as they say, the remedy
is worse than the fault. I learned so much from the Master’s attitude. It is not
easy to find the correct attitude towards family, work, all those we meet. It is
even more difficult for a Master whose job it is to guide and nourish souls.

Human beings are all unknown territory to each other. That is why, when
someone is introduced to me for the first time, I turn to the Creator, to the
One who knows all his beings, and I say, ‘Lord, reveal to me what you know
about this being, so that I can help them.’

 
Sometimes I hear people express surprise that a great Master, with all his

authority and power, does not have a miraculous effect on all who come near
him. My God, how naïve they are! A Master’s powers, however great he is,
are limited. In any case, he cannot help those who refuse to improve, because
they have free will. You can imprison someone, you can chop them into little
pieces, but you cannot work on their heart or mind if they do not allow it.

At Izgrev, there was a cat, and the Master said, ‘Look at this cat. When it
sees me, it follows me or comes and curls up beside me. But my presence
doesn’t make it control its cat’s instincts. As soon as it sees a mouse, it leaves
me in pursuit of its prey.’ And the same thing can be said of people. Many of
them are just like cats. The presence of a being of light can only illuminate
those who let that being into their heart and mind. Let an angel in, and you
will feel its power. Let a devil in, and you will also see what it is capable of.

A Master can always pass on his knowledge; that is easy enough, but he
cannot change the character or the temperament of humans. If they let their
soul and spirit sleep, if they have no other needs in life except to be driven by
their coarse instincts, paying no attention to the disorder and misery they
cause all round them, then a Master is powerless. His only hope is to help
them catch a glimpse of the beauty of the world that is so far away for them



now, in the hope that in a future life they will wish to draw closer to it.
How can a Master do more than Jesus? In several passages of the Gospels,

he himself recognized that his mission was limited. He said, ‘I was sent only
to the lost sheep of the house of Israel.’ Or else, ‘I have other sheep that do
not belong to this fold. I must bring them also… but you do not believe,
because you do not belong to my sheep. My sheep hear my voice; I know
them, and they follow me.’ A Master comes to earth to fulfil his predestined
task. He knows his words will not touch everyone, and among those who do
come to him, how many will leave to take another path!

In those first years, I was surprised to see that certain brothers and sisters
began, after some time, to distance themselves from the Brotherhood. And
the Master did nothing to hold them back. Sometimes, I had made a strong
connection with them, as it seemed to me we shared the same convictions, the
same ideals, and I did not understand what was happening. One day, I spoke
about this to the Master, who told me, ‘If they have left the Brotherhood, it is
because they were never really a part of it. Those who are really part of the
Brotherhood cannot leave it.’

What surprised me the most was, having listened to the Master for many
years, there were some who were influenced by the first person who said,
‘Why are you still following this heretical imposter? Don’t you see that he is
a dangerous man who will lead you to hell? If the Church has condemned
him, it is because they have good reason.’ I spoke with some of them. They
recognized that the Master’s teaching had enlightened them, supported them,
and that they had experienced with him moments of great peace, joy, light
and a feeling of brotherhood. But a piece of slander spread here and there had
greater weight for them than their own experiences. It was as if their own
experiences did not count. That was something I just could not understand.
Of course, this can always be understood intellectually: these people were so
weak, so unsure of their own judgment and their own experiences that anyone
could turn them from the path on which they were flourishing.

What can a Master do about such a situation? Accept it. Tell himself that
some people are only meant to be with him for a short time. They have taken
what they could take, and it is no longer his business. His business is to make
sure that he is always giving the best he has, and the rest does not concern
him.

I, too, years later, had to learn that the duty of a teacher is just to be useful,
to bring new visions, new solutions, new methods. And if it is people’s



destiny to take a different path elsewhere, why should I get upset? So there
you are; it is all quite straightforward, quite clear. But in order for it to be so
simple and so clear, we must spend years in a school, just as I had an
apprenticeship in Master Peter Deunov’s school. If we do not know how to
think clearly, life becomes very difficult and we torment ourselves
pointlessly.

‘I am not asking on behalf of the world, but on behalf of those whom you
gave me, because they are yours.’ These words spoken by Jesus in the
‘sacerdotal prayer’ reveal that even he did not pray for all human beings, but
only for those whom God had entrusted to him. However, in the same
Gospel, it is also written: ‘For God so loved the world that he gave his only
Son.’ These two passages from the Gospels seem to contradict each other.
No, Jesus was praying for his disciples, and they prayed and worked with
Jesus for the world. In order to help the world, we must first form a powerful
nucleus to create a force. In the beginning, Jesus concentrated on working on
himself and his disciples, and then the disciples travelled throughout the
world to communicate the force contained in the nucleus that he had formed.

The Master wished to create a nucleus. As for the others, life would
educate them. For life’s task is to give lessons to human beings until they
understand and decide to get to work. And if one life is not enough for them,
this is no cause for alarm; the patience of the Lord is infinite, and they will
return again and again to earth, where they will continue to receive lessons.
Like the patience of the Lord, the patience of a spiritual Master must also be
infinite.

The Master would say, ‘I know those who will deceive me, but I still have
faith in them, because I have faith in the good in all men and women.
Whatever their weaknesses, I persist in believing that in the end good will
triumph. No matter how long they continue to betray me, I will always have
faith that, one day, true human beings will evolve from these people. By
acting in this way, I am seeing them with the eyes of God. Though others
may deny and disown them, having lost faith in them, God patiently stays
close by them, saying, “Whatever you have done, you can put it right. You
will progress, and one day you will emerge as a true human being.” And that
is what will happen.’

 
The Master had in his audience highly educated people, but also workers

and peasants, and at that time it was not unusual that some were illiterate.



They gathered around him in the way that all unsophisticated people cluster
around people they feel instinctively are wise and good. This was
undoubtedly the way that Jesus attracted the crowds who followed him along
the roads of Galilee, beside the lake of Tiberias or in the mountains of Judea,
and the Master, like Jesus, saw these people as God’s creatures; they were
souls and spirits. For a spiritual guide, souls and spirits are princes and
princesses. He wanted these souls and spirits to reverberate, to vibrate in
harmony with the truths he presented to them; for there to be a good
understanding of spiritual truths, thoughts must be supported by feeling and
sensation. Just as Jesus spoke to the crowds in parables, so the Master, when
he was explaining things, used many images taken from the world that was
familiar to these people, who were simple and often poor too. Here’s an
example of a story he would tell:

‘In a village in Bulgaria, a man came at night and placed a huge stone in
the middle of a narrow street. He wanted to know whether any one of all
the people who would go down the street would decide to move it. The
next day, of course, all the villagers came out and stared in amazement
at the presence of this obstacle blocking the traffic flow. They
complained about it, they became angry and asked what kind of idiot
thought it a joke to block the road. All day long, there were comments
and crowds, but not one of them suggested that they might at least roll
the stone to the side of the road. Two days passed in this way. On the
third day, the man who had placed the stone there came back and saw
that it had not been moved. He rolled it away and took back the purse
filled with gold pieces he had placed there as a reward for the wise
person who would not just be content to criticize and get angry but
would move the stone to correct someone else’s mistake… You all find
such stones blocking your path; they are the difficulties others create for
you intentionally or unintentionally. Don’t be content to criticize or get
angry, but lift the stone up each time and move it, knowing that it hides
treasure. What buildings you will be able to build, one day, with all
these stones!’

The Master also told this story:
‘A king who wanted to see his son married sent messengers throughout
the world with the mission of finding him a fiancée who could fulfil the
following conditions: she would have to walk like a human being and
fly like a bird, listen with one ear and give with the other, light a fire



with one eye and put it out with the other, bind with her mouth but also
release. What do you think? Could such a fiancée be found?’

Obviously, these are symbols that must be interpreted. But what better
way to illustrate that the ‘princess’ we must all look for is the capacity to be
able to confront every situation? Every day we must adapt and use methods
that seem contradictory but are in fact complementary. Each day we must
discern when to give and when to take, when to show love and gentleness and
when wisdom and severity, when to use fire and when to use water, when to
speak and when to stay silent. There are so many interpretations that could be
applied to this little story!

Or again this one:
‘There was a rich merchant who had a young servant whose name was
Boïan. He worked honestly and was paid sixty leva each month, most of
which he gave away to the poor. His master, who was a miser, would
scold him and say, “What will you do when you are old and you have
nobody to look after you?” Boïan would remain silent or just reply,
“God is good.” But, one night, the master had a dream. He dreamed that
he was walking in a beautiful place where there were many trees and
flowers, in the midst of which was a magnificent house, and he asked
someone there, “Whose house is this?”
“It belongs to your worker Boïan.” “But he is poor; how could he have
found enough money to buy it?” “He is poor, yes, but with what he
earns on earth and what he sends here, he has built this beautiful house.”
Continuing his journey, he came to a wasteland where he saw a
miserable little shack. Once again, he enquired, “Whose shack is this?”
“It’s yours, because you have never helped those in need.”’

This tale is similar to the parable of the rich man in the Gospels, but the
Master had adapted it for his disciples, because some of them might never
have read it. He told many such stories in his lectures and, thanks to these
images, everybody left with something precious in their soul. Often also he
would just give some good advice: ‘If you are going on a journey, you must
rely on your legs. If you need to solve a problem, don’t look in books, but
think about it. And if you want to be rich, work without waiting to inherit
something from your father or grandfather.’ And he would end by saying,
‘Whatever you undertake, always be loyal, truthful, upright and kindly.’ We
loved repeating this phrase: ‘Always be loyal, truthful, upright and kindly’; in
Bulgarian this is, ‘Veren, istinen, cist i blag vsiakoga badi.’



 
The Master, who had travelled for years throughout Bulgaria, knew his

audience well, but he wanted to help each one develop. So, sometimes, when
he had finished his lecture, he asked those who wanted to, to sum up the
essential ideas from the lecture. One person would say something which had
nothing to do with it; another would come out with all sorts of irrelevant
personal details. Rare were those who were able to grasp exactly and clearly
what he had said. The Master would listen but without making any comment.

Sometimes he gave us a theme to develop… These topics, which could be
very diverse, dealt mostly with the inner life, the virtues and nature, and those
who had prepared something would be able to read their text. Once again, he
did not comment on whether the ideas expressed were correct or of interest,
but sometimes, in the next meeting, he would take up the topic and bring
clarity to it. From time to time I, too, read what I had written… On one
occasion, I do not know whether what I had written was interesting or not,
but at one particular moment I had to say the name of God. And suddenly,
after having said it before a gathering of attentive brothers and sisters, I felt I
was penetrated by something so mighty and so solemn that I added, ‘May his
name be praised and blessed throughout eternity!’ Then I was silent for a few
seconds… There was such a deep silence that I did not continue my reading.
No one then stepped up to read their texts, and the Master himself remained
silent for a long time. I cannot forget this moment. It seemed as if the Master
was bowing before the Lord, because his name had been pronounced. But
once again, he said nothing.

When he founded the Brotherhood, the Master’s intention was to put into
practice the first words of the prayer taught by Jesus: ‘Our Father in heaven.’
When we speak to God, the Creator, and say ‘our Father’, how can we think
that he is only father to a few? He is the father of all human beings, because
he has given us all life. So when we say that all human beings are brothers
and sisters, you must understand that this idea of brotherhood is the highest
expression of life. Even if it is difficult to define it exactly, life could be said
to be the result of the relations that exist between all the elements that make
up this great cosmic body, the universe. No element can survive if it remains
isolated and cut off from others. Isolation always leads to death – if not
physical death, at least spiritual death. Life, on the other hand, is about
relationships, brotherhood, the love existing between all creatures.

The Master used to say, ‘If you cannot love people, how can you expect



God to love you? The moment you say you cannot love human beings, God
cannot love you either. God loves everyone, and as long as you are unable to
accept this truth, you will suffer. So from now on, try to love everybody,
because God in you loves everybody, and if you cannot love them, you are
hindering God from loving you.’ Theoretically, it is easy to love everyone; at
least, we understand easily that that is what we must do. But in practice!... It
is quite a different thing to put it into practice. When we are young, it is
difficult to control our feelings and to view everyone we meet with the same
goodwill.

In the Brotherhood there was a boy, a little older than me, who never
stopped harassing me. (In Bulgarian we say grize tsarvoulite: ‘he gnaws at
my breeches’. What a vivid expression!) So one day when this lad came to
provoke me once again, I made the mistake of saying to the Master, ‘When is
he ever going to stop doing this?’ and I must have said it angrily, because he
looked at me and then, very gently, said, ‘Mikhaël, your skin is getting a little
dry.’ That is all. He could have said, ‘You are an idiot; you understand
nothing, so you will never change…’ But no; ‘Your skin has become a little
dry’, which humiliated me much more.

I had been unfairly attacked, and of course the Master knew that, but he
did not approve of my anger and my rebellion. I so wanted him to have a
good opinion of me, and yet I had let myself down. I was sad and ashamed,
and he left me with my torment until I finally understood. What had I
understood? That in future, instead of rebelling against injustice, I should
become stronger, and above all I understood that I should never complain to
him. He said one day, ‘You want God to come and live in you. He will come,
but only on the condition that you drop this habit of complaining to him. Why
tell God that someone has wounded you, or that someone else has ignored
you or despises you? Of course, God will hear you, but he will not take your
side. And when you come and complain to me, I hear it, but I, too, keep quiet
and don’t take sides. Why? Because if I take one side or the other, it won’t
solve the problem.’

After that, I often thought about this incident, which in the end was really
a blessing for me. I had understood that, whatever we do in life, we will
suffer injustice; no one can escape it. These injustices can be very serious or
slight, but serious or not, the only way not to feel wounded is to become
stronger. There will always be dishonest, wicked, jealous people, and nothing
will change them. We must change ourselves.2



In the Brotherhood, the Master wished above all to teach us to live the
collective life, which requires us to develop the qualities of understanding
others, of patience and forbearance. Even so, one day I asked myself if there
should not be some limits to our patience: or should we accept everything? I
asked the Master, and this is what he replied, ‘If someone climbs on your
back, you must be patient; if they hurl swarms of flies and mosquitoes at you,
you have to be patient. But if this person threatens your eyes, if they put their
hands over your eyes when you are setting out on your path, you must not
accept it.’ What does this mean? In our daily life we must carry burdens that
others put on our back, we must be patient when they harass us with unfair
criticisms and attacks. The only thing we must never accept is if they prevent
us from seeing and following the right path. If this happens, we must oppose
it with all our might. But we must bear all the rest.

That is why the Master often reminded us of the importance of working on
our character. He said, ‘All your efforts in life must be directed and
concentrated on developing your character. Character is a synthesis of your
thoughts and feelings.’ So I tried to work in the way he had asked us, and the
way he himself did, because nothing was simple for him, either outside or
even inside the Brotherhood. The greatest Masters undertake the most
difficult of tasks: to go down to the depths of human hell, and for that they
must be willing to be in contact with all beings. They never withdraw from
the crowd and, whatever the circumstances, they must be able to remain
accessible and fraternal.

A Master sees a disciple as a king who has been dethroned. Yes, a
disciple’s spirit is like a king whose subjects have rebelled and cast him off
his throne and put him in a cage, while anarchy rages throughout the
kingdom. Even if the disciple suffers, sensing that they have been
dispossessed in this way, they do not always understand how their Master can
free them. Quite the opposite, in fact; they have the impression from the
Master’s advice and attitude that he wants to strip them of their freedom. So
what can a Master do? Wait patiently until the disciple understands that what
they need to limit in themselves are the manifestations of their lower nature,
the instincts and passions that have ended up silencing their higher nature.
And if, instead of understanding, the disciple thinks that the Master just
wants to hinder them, torment them and give them grief, it is quite simply
that they do not yet know where their true good lies.

How many, who claim they are looking for a spiritual guide, are really just



looking for a donkey to carry all their burdens! You find what I am saying
shocking? Yes, it is shocking, but it is the truth. And if the Master does not
accede to their demands, he is attacked with criticisms, analyzed and then
chopped up into little pieces. It takes a great deal of courage to be willing to
teach and help human beings, because what they want, what they are looking
for is absolutely the last thing which could help them and teach them.

The Master was exposed to some truly terrible reactions from some of his
disciples, who went so far as to threaten him physically. I remember one of
them who, in a mad fit of anger for some unknown reason, hurled himself on
him, grabbed his hand and seriously bit his thumb. That surprises you?…
Well, it shouldn’t: when the motives which lead someone to find a Master are
not truly disinterested, then, little by little, the respect, reverence and love for
him give way to rebellion, hatred and violence.

Another disciple, who had read some occult literature, thought he had
discovered the secret to finding treasure in the mountains. He prepared at
great cost an expedition of men and mules to carry all the equipment. Once
these preparations were complete, he had some doubts about the success of
his enterprise, so to reassure himself he went to ask the Master. He did not
tell him that everything was all ready, but the Master, who knew that it was,
just said, ‘Fine; go and try.’ The disciple took this answer as a promise of
success, or even as a blessing on the scheme, and off he went. He searched
and he dug for days and days, and not only did he find nothing, he also fell
ill. Indignant and angry, he returned from the expedition and hurried in to the
Master to blame him for not having warned him; it was his fault that he had
come back sick and empty-handed. ‘When you had already prepared
everything, would that have been the right moment to warn you?’ replied the
Master calmly. ‘You hoped to find treasure, and if, at the moment you were
about to leave, I had advised you against going, you would have suspected
me of trying to prevent you from becoming rich.’

It is true that in some circumstances a Master cannot even warn his
disciples to be careful, because not only will they not believe him, but they
will suspect he wants to play some sort of trick on them. That is why he
leaves them free.

He just says, ‘Try’. Then the disciples blame him for being responsible for
all the difficulties they encounter. What is extraordinary is that, in every
situation, it is the Master who is at fault, never the disciples!

Yes, there may be treasure hidden in the mountains. In the days when



there were no banks with safe deposit boxes to protect their gold, jewels or
other precious objects, or for other reasons, sometimes the only solution rich
people had was to bury their treasures in the ground. There is so much wealth
buried in the ground! And there is so much found at the bottom of the ocean
or in shipwrecks too! It is understandable that some people are tempted to
search for it. What is less understandable is that so-called spiritual people
throw themselves, with amazing stubbornness, into such endeavours. They
believe that they are going to be successful, because they have discovered old
books of spells with magical formulas, which they are sure will compel
spirits to satisfy their greed. What things people are driven to do because of
their desire for gold!

Gold, like all other metals, belongs to the world underground where it is
well protected. And don’t quote me the case of Abramelin the Wizard who,
some say, was able to force the spirits to bring him vast quantities of gold. I
myself read one of his books of magic in 1920, and I spoke with the Master
about it, who told me exactly what I discovered much later in the work of
Gustav Meyrink. First of all, it is quite possible that you can be deceived by
the spirits of the invisible world, because you should not believe they are all
well disposed towards humans. Then, they do not agree to help just anybody.
Those who want to dominate them, control them, must possess great virtues
and prove that they have much courage; in some situations they must be able
to face the powers of hell. We are not forbidden to seek treasure, so long as
we know which treasure, when we should seek it and according to what rules,
otherwise it will be our downfall. The goal of a spiritual Master, however, is
to teach his disciples to extract the gold hidden in the depths of their soul,
because that is the gold which will make them not only rich but also
invulnerable.3

I myself also knew some gold prospectors who went exploring in the
mountains, and there were others who went off hunting for the treasure of the
Templars and the Cathars, and I don’t know what else. I tried to persuade
them that the greatest treasures, gold and precious stones were buried deep
within themselves and that they should look for them there, but I never
succeeded. They never found anything.

 
I cannot tell you all that the Master had to endure as he worked to

establish his ideal of brotherly life. Besides, I myself do not even know all of
it. As a general rule he would say nothing about it, and if there were no



witnesses, no one knew anything, but sometimes we had our suspicions about
certain things. I wanted so much to become like him, and so I paid great
attention when he spoke about patience! With him I learned that patience is a
sign of power, because it requires willpower, mastery and self-control.
Impatient people, despite their energetic appearance, are weak. Yes,
impatience is a sign of a character weakness. So many people have not only
blocked themselves from what they are seeking because of their impatience,
but they have also destroyed what they have already managed to build with
great effort!

You will say, ‘We understand how important it is to be patient so that we
can manage to live together, but how can we acquire such a precious
quality?’ By being patient, that’s all. You think I am joking? I am not. But, of
course, love, wisdom and willpower must also come to your aid. When you
really love something, when wisdom tells you how to obtain it and when your
will gives you the courage to persevere, you become patient.

Start by realizing that each irritated movement you give in to works
against the manifestation of your good qualities. Next, be vigilant: as soon as
you feel anger and indignation taking you over, create silence within and
breathe deeply, while summoning all the forces of peace, harmony and light
to come and help you to find the best attitude. Working with the breath is so
important! That is why, too, when you are doing the breathing exercises in
the morning, you can repeat inwardly the word ‘patience’, so you become
imbued with its meaning, its vibrations, its aura. While you are saying this
word, add a meaningful image to it, which will increase its power so much
that finally this virtue will dwell in your consciousness; that is when you will
sense you are truly becoming masters of yourselves.

The Master also said, ‘To achieve self-control, human beings must know
the law of energy transformation’. We cannot deny that during the course of a
day we often find ourselves facing difficult situations, and if we are not to
lose our composure, the best thing to do is to learn to transform our energies.
Take the example of anger. St Paul writes in his Epistle to the Ephesians, ‘Be
angry but do not sin.’ What does that mean? St Paul is not asking his
disciples never to be angry, but to not let it overpower them to the point of
making a mistake. He does not say how, but what the Master says about
energy transformation gives us an answer.

When we feel anger rising up within us, we must use it positively, by
immediately putting it to work: the onrush of energies it produces can always



be used for a physical or a psychic activity. It is not difficult to find
something to do either at home or elsewhere, because there are always many
little jobs that we are in the habit of neglecting! We can use this energy
produced by anger beneficially to clean or tidy the house, weed the garden,
help a parent or a friend or anybody who needs it. Anger is a power in us
which must not be denied or battled with directly. We must use it, so that it
becomes a force which serves us; otherwise it will control us. It is always up
to us whether we are weak or strong.

Admittedly, it is sometimes impossible not to be irritated by some
people’s behaviour, particularly if we must often be with them. But instead of
exploding or letting it eat you up, it is better to try and understand why they
behave in this way and even to help them. Try. You will find that you are
much more resourceful than you imagined. When we try to reflect and think,
we are obliged to calm down.

And here is another method: concentrate on the image of a being you love,
and surrender to all the joy and wonder this image evokes in you. Bathe in it,
and soon you will be able to look at the person who exasperates you without
feeling the slightest irritation. Have you not noticed that, often, those who fall
in love tend to love everyone? When we truly love, we wrap the whole
universe in the light and warmth of this love. This is something I learned with
the Master: my reasoning showed me that I was privileged, and his image,
which filled my heart with joy, managed to dissolve all the poisons of anger
and bitterness.

The transforming of different materials and substances into energy is a
process carried out in all creatures, and it is thanks to this process that they
are alive. What are nutrition and respiration if not the transforming of matter
which is solid (earth), liquid (water) and gaseous (air) into energy, which
then, by circulating in our organism, sustains the life, the fire, in us? We must
also learn how to achieve such transformation on the psychic plane. That is
true alchemy.

 
Then, one day, something happened which I will never forget. We were at

Rila. Again, this brother about whom I had expressed my irritation to the
Master would not stop provoking me. As he was much stronger than me, he
was convinced that I would never dare stand up to him. Then, in front of
everybody, he continued to make outrageous statements and hurl lying
accusations. I had become so used to it that I thought that it was not even



worth the trouble of replying. Except for this one time.
So we were at Rila. Night was falling, and we were all waiting for the

arrival of the Master, who joined us each evening as we gathered around a
large fire, when this brother began to mock me about some topic or other.
Anyway, he would always find something new. This time, however, I
thought, ‘Accept and be patient – that’s enough of that! He will never stop
being abusive; he needs a lesson.’ So I went up to him, grabbed hold of him
and threw him down on the ground. Obviously, he was not expecting this. I
held him down for a few seconds, and then, thinking he had understood that,
even physically, I could be as strong as him, I let him get up. Well, no, he had
not understood, and as soon as he got up, he threw himself at me. Once again,
I brought him down, and this time I had him firmly pinned to the ground.

I was managing to control him when, suddenly lifting my head, I saw the
Master leaning over me. I had not seen him arrive and I was horrified; I
would never have dreamed that I would find myself in such a situation! It
looked as if it was my fault, because even if I had not hit him – something I
would never have done – I was pinning this brother firmly to the ground. I
was convinced the Master was going to reprimand me by saying that I had
understood nothing at all, or even that he might grab hold of me and give me
a shaking. Yet, he didn’t. He said to me, ‘Get up! Leave him to me…!’ I got
up, and he grabbed the brother and began to lightly squeeze his throat. The
brother, obviously, was beaten, and the Master let go of him, and he fled. It
was almost dark, and as we did not know where he had gone, we were a bit
afraid that he might have an accident in the mountains. On top of that, he
must have been so contrite, having been punished by the Master! But,
apparently, he could not have gone very far, because the next morning our
paths crossed. I did not gloat; I just behaved as I always did. But he never
attempted to harass me again.

The Master never referred to this incident afterwards. He had certainly
wanted to show me that he had seen my efforts and that, now, he could
support me. Yet, I must say I would never have expected such a reaction
from him, and that again gave me food for thought. I asked myself many
questions about the various methods he used in teaching us: how did he find
the exact moment at which to intervene, while continuing to maintain
harmony in the Brotherhood? It takes so little for a collectivity to become a
battlefield instead of a fraternity! So then, where is this marvellous country
‘where all human beings live as brothers and sisters’?



At seventeen years old, when I met the Master, I was far from imagining
all the burdens weighing upon him! I was just happy to have found a guide.
Then, little by little, I began to think about all the problems he had to face. I
wanted to understand how he saw people and situations. Because a Master
never speaks of his worries and his cares, his disciples imagine that he floats
above all these difficulties, which suits them well: it is so comfortable to
think that he is never preoccupied, worried, assailed by the endless
complications they keep making for him! In this way they can continue
heaping more burdens on his shoulders.

So I observed the Master closely and tried to discover his methods,
because he never spoke about the work he undertook with us. I did not do it
out of curiosity; I just wanted to understand the thoughts behind his
expression and his point of view when he made his decisions. How many
times I saw him confronted by complicated difficulties, but he never spoke
about them, and now I understand why: he had to be alone with the problems
he had to resolve. But he never prevented his disciples from trying to find out
what his silences meant or the reasons for his actions. So I tried to penetrate
his mind, and by certain signs he gave me to understand that he not only
sensed it but encouraged me in it.

It amazes me to think that some people imagine it is easy to become a
spiritual guide! Then there are those who begin teaching others before they
themselves possess light. They do not know either what love, what
renunciation, what sacrifices one must be capable of in order to succeed in
getting people to live together. If they could study themselves and analyze
themselves a little, something would hold them back. But no, they have read
a few books, they are dazzled by the great Masters of India, Tibet or
elsewhere, and they want to be like them. Of course, there is nothing
blameworthy in that, but they really are like children who, having seen a film,
say they want to be Napoleon, Tarzan or Joan of Arc. They imagine
themselves clothed in some strange garb, seated in the lotus position in front
of their disciples, eyes closed for hours on end. From time to time, they will
place a hand on a disciple’s head in blessing as they offer words of advice,
but what kind of advice?

The reality is that all their imperfections and weaknesses they have never
thought of correcting will be reflected in everything they do. This is how,
often, instead of helping their ‘disciples’ carve out steep pathways leading to
sublime heights, not only do they lead them astray on roads that are full of



snares, but they themselves are swept along with them over precipices.
Nothing is more difficult than to lead people along the road of light. It
requires a preparation of several incarnations; one must even have been
created for that.

When I found myself in the same situation as the Master, I tried to
remember his methods, but I have to acknowledge that, unfortunately, I was
less wise, less careful than him. I did not yet know how difficult it was to
help people, even when it was just a simple case of warning them about the
difficulties threatening them.

With a little intelligence and practice, it is generally quite easy to alert
people to their own interests; but if we sincerely wish to be useful to them,
that is where the complications begin. When I saw, for example, somebody
getting involved with people who wanted to trick them, or exploit them, I
wanted to warn future victims. Some took my warning seriously and were
protected, whereas others not only did not believe me but, furious that I could
have possibly doubted the sincerity of their ‘friend’, then hurried off to tell
them what I had said. And they, of course, feeling unmasked, sought all
possible ways to take revenge on me. Yes, that is how it is. How many people
I could have easily deceived to serve my interests! But I happened to want to
help them, which they did not see, and they plunged me into greater
difficulties. That is when I understood why the Master intervened so rarely.

So must we conclude that a Master should not warn his disciples of
danger? In certain situations, in fact, it is better if he is reserved, cautious. But
he can always try to intervene through thought and prayer. He concentrates
on the person with the bad intentions to try and turn them away from their
evil plans, and he can also work on those who are in danger of becoming
victims, in order to enlighten them. Sometimes, he can do no more than that.

Do you want me to tell you how it is for me? I have often found myself in
the position of a shepherd who tells a sheep to be careful of the wolf. But,
instead of paying attention to this advice, the sheep goes to look for the wolf
and tells him what the shepherd has said. So, what do you think the wolf
does?... Yes, sheep often have no discernment; they protect the wolf and
endanger both themselves and the shepherd. That is why I often wonder what
I must do to protect some people without becoming a victim myself. For if
they and I are victims, if the wolf ends up eating both the sheep and the
shepherd…

 



When I was with the Master, I believed I understood him. But it was not
the case, for I had so little experience, and despite my efforts I could not
really put myself in his situation, because I did not know how difficult it is to
teach human beings to live as brothers and sisters. I wondered why he
behaved like this or that, why in certain cases he did not intervene at all. It
seemed to me, in his position, I would have acted differently. And now that I
am in a similar position, I say, ‘Oh Master, where are you, so that I can tell
you how much I understand you? I now see the extent of the task that you
undertook, I realize the responsibilities you carried; forgive me and help me
to become as patient as you.’

Patience – yes, what efforts I have had to make to acquire this virtue,
which has been so necessary for me since my arrival in France. I had the
privilege of living with a great Master and of receiving his teaching, and I
was not always aware that the people I met had not been able to benefit from
the same conditions, the same light. Often, I wondered why some did not
know this or that, why others would behave the way they did, and I made the
mistake of judging them. Since then, I have corrected myself. I understood
that they could not know all that I had learned with the Master; I was wrong
to think that they should have known, and it was up to me to become more
forbearing, more patient, no matter what the situation.

However, all the difficulties and the obstacles that the Master faced, and
all the difficulties and obstacles that I have had to face after him, have never
been able to discourage us, nor remove the conviction that the only task
worth undertaking is to work for the idea of brotherhood. You, too, must base
your existence on the idea of brotherhood, and you will then have a
connection with all those who share this ideal. You will feel their strength
beside you, they will share the fruits of their experiences with you, and they
will support you through their thoughts and their example. Waves travel
through space, and humans pick them up. Do not imagine that we are the
only ones who are transmitting these waves and spreading these ideas.
Thousands of people we do not know are behind us and with us.

Ever since Jesus said, ‘Our Father in heaven, hallowed be your name,
Your kingdom come, Your will be done on earth as it is in heaven’ all those
centuries ago, how many men and women have prayed for the coming of the
kingdom of God!4 They have not only prayed but they have worked, they
have devoted all their energies to this goal, and some, like Jesus, have shed
their blood.5 Have all these sacrifices been in vain? No. Nothing is lost. In



certain places in the universe there is a reservoir constantly being filled with
the forces and currents that these thousands of sincere and passionate people
have projected into space. One day, this reservoir will be full; it will overflow
and sweep everything away like a mighty tsunami. We must think of this
reservoir, so that we can always feel supported in the work we do for the
coming of this promised land where all human beings will live as brothers
and sisters.
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if he had shot me, I would not be here today nagging you!
Another time when I had to climb to Rila, I had another odd adventure. I

had a friend who lived in a little town nearby called Doupnitza, and he had
invited me to spend a few days at his home. We would then go together to
join the camp. At midday, my friend and I would have lunch on a hill near
the city. He worked in an office and, one day, when he could not leave with
me, he told me to wait at a particular place where he would meet me. As I
was leaving the house, I saw lots of people in the streets, and they seemed
disturbed and anxious. I asked what was going on and I was told that two
criminals had escaped through the town, pursued by the police, and were
hiding on the hill. I decided to go anyway to the place agreed with my friend,
so I left… I had been climbing for some time when I heard shouting behind
me. I turned around and saw a lot of people coming after me, including the
police, who threatened me with their guns and commanded me to halt. I
stopped and prayed, ‘Lord, please help me in this difficult moment’. They
had clearly taken me for one of the fleeing criminals. I found out later that the
mistake had been made because I was wearing a brown shirt a little like
theirs.

I stopped and waited for all these people. When they came closer to me, I
saw that they were afraid; as they thought I was really one of the criminals,
they feared I might be armed. I said to the police, ‘You have guns, but I have
one which is better and more powerful than yours.’ When they looked at me
in astonishment, not knowing what these words meant, I showed them the
Gospels that I had brought with me. ‘This is my weapon, which is more
powerful than yours.’ Then they came closer and asked me what I was doing
there. I replied that I was waiting for a friend with whom I was going to have
lunch. They didn’t believe me at first and asked me to follow them.

So I went down with them to the town with an impressive escort. Already,
the rumour had spread that the first villain had been arrested, and the
townsfolk gathered around to watch me pass. I walked calmly forward as I
had heard an inner voice say, ‘Be at peace; all will be well.’ When we got to
the police station, they made me sit down, and as I had to wait while they
found my friend, I opened the Gospels and started to read and explain certain
passages to the police. One hour later, my friend was also arrested. He was
well known in the town, and when he gave them my description, the police
realized that I had told the truth. They told him what had happened and sent
him to find me at the police station. Imagine his surprise when he found me



with the Gospels in my hand speaking to an attentive audience!...
I was immediately released. A large crowd was waiting outside. When

they saw me free and found out that I was not the criminal but the guest of
my friend who lived in Doupnitza, they began to tease the police. I
immediately became so popular that many people wanted to meet me and, in
the days that followed, they would run after me in order to get to know me.
When I left Doupnitza to go up to Rila, some of them wanted to join me
there, so that we could go on talking together, and from then on, each year, a
group of people from Doupnitza would come to see me at the lakes. So,
finally, this mishap brought me friends, and I maintained a very good
relationship with the people of Doupnitza.

 
Now, how did we spend the days at Rila? Each morning, at dawn, when

we were still asleep in our tents, we would be woken by the sound of a violin
softly playing the tune of a song written by the Master called ‘Wake up, my
brother!’ We would get up, and after quickly washing and dressing, we
would climb a narrow path in silence leading to a large rocky platform where
we would sit and meditate. When the Master arrived, we would stand up to
welcome him, then we would settle down again to meditate and pray and try
hard to receive the etheric energies which were bursting forth on the horizon.
The moment the sun rose, we would feel that all of nature, the mountains,
trees, rivers, and lakes were vibrating in unison with this mighty power of
life.

This rock we climbed each morning was a sacred place for us. Even
though it was not very high, every summit can become a sanctuary, for
symbolically each peak brings us closer to God. This sanctuary had the
canopy of heaven as its roof. Under this immensity, in the presence of the
rising sun, how could we not be filled with a feeling of adoration for the
Creator of heaven and earth? In this temple of God, we felt purified,
enlightened and sanctified.







such an appetite. When we wanted to conserve food, it could not be left in his
sight, for he could eat it all. If the sisters who did the cooking put aside some
pots of wheat they were going to throw out because it had fermented, they
would find when they came to look for them, there was nothing left. Tseko
had eaten it all.

With such a diet, anybody else would be dead, but he was never ill, and
wherever he went, he always made sure that he had something to nibble in his
pockets. He was so nice that everyone wanted to invite him, but they could
not leave much on the table; everything would disappear into this most
remarkable stomach in the world. The Master, who knew what a phenomenon
he was, would send those who had no appetite to eat beside him; just by
watching him, their appetite would come back. Yes, he was truly a
phenomenon!

 
When we had finished the meal, we were free again. In the afternoon,

sometimes the Master gave us a lecture, or he would take us to explore the
nearby summits, and he would remind us of what he had taught us at Vitocha.
Tseko was, once again, a great help, because he would carry the samovar on
his back which we took to make tea. As he carried it with live coals in it, the
water would begin to heat on the way, and when it began to boil, it would
emit whistles and clouds of steam, which made us think of a train… But
Tseko was unperturbed. Sometimes we walked fourteen hours in a day, but
thanks to the Master, who had given us methods that enabled us to walk for a
long time, we were never exhausted.

Recently I was reminded me of an incident I had forgotten. I was walking
with some brothers and the Master along a mountain path, when he suddenly
turned to me and said, ‘Do you know that there is buried treasure there?’
Then, he immediately continued walking. I, without even looking at the spot,
just followed him. What could buried treasure offer me when I had this much
more precious treasure of the Master’s presence? However, I have never
forgotten the day he said, ‘What are we doing in these mountains? We are
learning to dig deep in order to find great riches. I am not speaking to you of
buried treasure which we are going to extract from its hiding place, but of an
elixir of life which we can draw from the earth, the rocks and the stones.’

 
There was always something to do during the days at Rila: some places

needed levelling, roads needed repairing, wood gathering for the cooking or



the evening fires. Cleaning also had to be done; the Master was
uncompromising and demanded that we keep the camp in a state of perfect
cleanliness.

A friend and I found a very useful job to do. In the place we camped, there
were snakes, some of which were poisonous. There was never any question
of killing them, since snakes have their role to play in nature, but my friend
and I were given the job of making them harmless. So when we met one of
the snakes, we took great care to catch it by its head (never catch a snake by
its tail) and then one of us would squeeze it a little underneath to make it
open its mouth; we cut out its fangs with a pair of scissors, and then we
would let it go. In this way we were able to avoid a few accidents.
Fortunately, not all the snakes were poisonous, as they would sometimes
come into the tents; in the morning, on waking, some brothers and sisters
would find one or two of them under the blankets, undoubtedly seeking
warmth! But, all the same, it is extraordinary that not one person was ever
bitten.

 
In the evening, we would come together again for the meal, and then, as

night fell, we would gather around a large fire in the centre of the camp. We
would begin by praying and singing. From time to time, we would look up
towards the spot on higher ground where the Master had pitched his tent,
hoping to see the signal of light that would alert us that he was going to join
us. Then, suddenly, this luminous signal would shine forth, and we would
start singing the song written for him, ‘Hail to the Master’: ‘You are blessed
by God, O Master of love…’ while the light, held high by a brother, would
start moving in the night and come slowly down the path. Finally, the Master
would draw near to our circle, which would open for him to take his place
near the fire, then close behind him. We were still singing and meditating…
The silence, the solemnity of the deep blue night sky studded with stars
seemed to take part in our devout reflections. Then, often, brothers and sisters
would play the violin or the guitar, sing or recite poetry.

Once again, I must mention Tseko. One evening, he too got up saying he
wanted to read us a poem he had written. What a surprise, Tseko a poet! He
was uneducated, and he thought poetry was just putting together words and
phrases which rhymed. In his ‘poem’ he included all of nature: the
mountains, the sun, the moon, stars, trees, flowers, lakes, springs, waterfalls,
birds, butterflies, bees, and goodness knows what else. It was a jumble of



words with neither head nor tail… but it rhymed! Everyone loved Tseko, yet
it was impossible not to burst out laughing, which did not discourage him:
nearly every evening, around the fire, he would bring out his little notebook
to read us another ‘poem’. It was so comical! He was aware that we were
laughing a little bit at him, but it did not phase him, and with a smile he
would continue without ever becoming angry. And the Master always
listened patiently. From that time onwards, when some of the brothers and
sisters had something they wanted him to carry on his back, they would
jokingly say, Tseko,Tseko, da ti e leko!, emphasizing the rhyme, meaning,
‘Tseko, Tseko, may this burden be light for you!’

Then, what happened? Was it the miraculous effect of the Master’s
teaching on such a good and pure soul? Tseko began to write true poetry.
What a surprise! Now no one mocked or teased him; they really listened.

Then, he wanted to write songs. Once again, they laughed and joked. Can
you imagine Tseko, a composer! But he sang with such a sweet voice! Then
we noticed that when the brothers and sisters were walking in the mountains
or near the lakes, they would be humming Tseko’s tunes or singing his
songs…

But then, one day, we learned that he had died. He was an electrician, and
as he was repairing a telegraph pole, he was electrocuted and fell to the
ground. Everyone was sad and grieved for him. His death really hit me,
because we had known each other since we were children, in Varna; we had
spent years together. I loved his sincere soul! And even now, fifty years later,
I still often think of him: Tseko reciting his poems in the evening by the fire
was quite something!

When it was nearing ten o’clock, the Master would rise for one last prayer,
which we said together. We would give thanks for the blessings we had
received during the day, and then we would separate and return to our tents to
sleep until the next morning, when the sounds of a violin would wake us at
dawn, to begin a new day in communion with the spirit of fire, the sun. We
would go to sleep with fire, wake up with fire and spend all day long with
fire, and our lives were illuminated.

 
What made our stay at Rila something exceptional was the seven lakes,

whose presence we felt, night and day. We pitched our tents by the second
lake, but by climbing higher we could discover the five others. The Master
gave each one of them a name3. The sky and the mountains were reflected in



these extraordinarily clear waters. Some of the lakes were truly magical
mirrors, where images floating in astral light could be seen.4

One of the conditions that the Master had required for our stay at Rila was
that we should be near at least one lake. The other conditions were:

– an altitude between 1800 and 2000 metres, 
– easy access to see the sunrise, 
– a nearby forest, so that we had wood for cooking and the evening fire, 
– a place far from more popular spots, 
– good earth currents, which could be seen in the placement of the rocks
and the vegetation,
– a temperate climate for as long as possible.

All these conditions being met, we would spend days in contact with the
luminous beings of the invisible world. When we went to sleep, we would
journey to heavenly realms and, in the morning, when we awoke, even if we
did not remember the revelations we had received, we would feel that these
beings had continued to teach us during the night.

 
While we were at Rila, the Master wished us to make even more of an

effort to live the fraternal life than when we were elsewhere. He said, ‘Here,
you are many… You cross paths frequently during the day, but what are you
thinking of at that moment? From now on, think of asking the Lord to bless
each brother, each sister you meet, asking that their souls may be filled with
love and beauty and joy. May everyone leave you richer for having met
you… And when you see a butterfly, say, “Lord, bless it”. When you see a
shrub, say, “Lord, bless it” and give it a little water if it needs it. When you
see a spring, say to the Lord, “Bless it” and, if it needs it, clean it.’

By asking us to say these words of blessing, the Master was teaching us
acts of white magic. For, those who use such words to make a conscious link
between all beings and their Creator emanate waves that spread purity, light
and life everywhere, and their whole being becomes a centre of radiance. For
the Master as for us, his disciples, there had to be members everywhere who
were alive with God himself. That is why he advised us to observe our faces,
because our facial expressions reveal a whole philosophy at a distance. It is
not just words which are positive or negative. Those with closed and
disagreeable faces already reveal at a distance that they have strayed into
realms where there is not so much light and warmth; they have abandoned the
path where they were walking freely and become lost among thorny bushes



and undergrowth.
The Master asked, ‘What is a healthy person? Someone in whom you feel

the joy of life, for this person is, symbolically speaking, inhabited by forests,
mountains, lakes and springs. Everyone loves to meet such a person, who can
only be wise, rich and generous.’

In any case, for our physical health, the Master sometimes had radical
methods, which we accepted only because it was him. One day, I was with a
brother beside the sixth lake. Whatever the season, these were icy waters, and
we were at the end of the summer. The Master, who was also walking, passed
by. He said a few words, and as he left he advised us to dive three times into
the lake, then to get out very quickly. We did it. My God, how cold it was!
And I felt the cold so easily!... When we got out, we were numb with cold
and our teeth were chattering, but after we had dried ourselves off and got
dressed we felt such a wonderful heat circulating through us! And the most
amazing thing for me, who felt the cold so badly, was that after a few more
days spent at Rila, I was never so afraid of the cold again. There must have
been something very special in the atmosphere on these mountain peaks.

 
The Master asked us to improve the paths around our campsite to make it

easier for all those who might come this way. He told us to make bridges
over the streams and torrents, saying, ‘When you are building these bridges,
put a good thought into each movement, so that all those who cross the
bridges will be touched by the ideas of brotherhood, the ideas of the new
life.’ He added, ‘Work as if the Lord himself was going to use these paths
and bridges to come and see us.’ At that time, there were very few roads in
the mountains, and these bridges, which were clearly useful for walkers, also
symbolized the links which must be established between people.

When he took us with him on a climb, the Master loved very much to
discover springs, and he would ask us to clean them. How I enjoyed
removing twigs, dead leaves and sand so that the water could bubble up
freely once again! Ever since I was a child, I had had a very special
connection with springs, and I had never forgotten the crystal clear water I
watched in wonder each day as it bubbled out of the ground near our house.5
Then we would go searching for the whitest pebbles we could find; we would
place them all around the spring and watch the water joyfully playing on the
pebbles.

Purity, said the Master, brings us joy. When he asked us to clean up these



springs he was hoping, in fact, that we would do much inner work, since so
many springs within us need to have all their impurities removed so that the
water of life can burst forth! And when he spoke to us of the purity of water,
it would lead on to talking about the purity of blood, but not just the blood
that circulates in our physical bodies. In our psychic bodies too there are
fluids circulating which are the equivalent of blood, and they, too, need to be
purified by our thoughts and our feelings.6

From the way in which the Master watched the beautiful pure water
flowing freely, so clear, I felt that he, too, had a link with springs, particularly
because of what they represent symbolically. That must have been the reason
why he had had the one not far from our camp specially landscaped. There,
the water poured out of a great block of rock which some brothers had carved
in the form of a prow, and it then flowed down onto a bed of very white flat
stones, ending in a pair of cupped hands carved in marble. Everybody can
drink from this spring of pure water offered to them by the hands. On the left
side of the rock is carved an anchor, a symbol of hope, which the Master had
also made the symbol of the Brotherhood7. On the right side of the rock is
written the following inscription:

‘Brothers and sisters, 
fathers and mothers, 
friends and strangers, 
teachers and students, 
all you who are servants of life, 
open your hearts to goodness, 
be like this spring!’

There are also some other symbolic pictures carved in the rock.





this brother was in fact violent, a rebel; he even denied the Master’s
authority, while claiming he was a disciple. He sought to oppose him in order
to show he was more educated than him on all sorts of topics. But this poor
unfortunate came to a bad end, for it was not only in the Brotherhood that he
behaved like an anarchist. He was found guilty of very serious actions, and
one day he was arrested, judged and shot by order of the government. There
is no point in giving his name here, even though he left his mark on
Bulgarian history.

 
But let’s forget that, and return to the topic of the spring. There is no more

important or deeper symbol than that of the spring. With these few words
carved in the rock, the Master is speaking to everyone when he says, ‘Be like
this spring.’ Why? Because a spring never stops bubbling and flowing. And
love is the pure, transparent spring in us that must never stop bubbling and
flowing. Whatever happens to us and whatever anybody does to us, nothing
must ever prevent that spring from flowing.

How many people decide to close themselves off from others as soon as
they find they have been deceived! You must never do that! Before, even if
you were being deceived, your spring was flowing and you were the first to
benefit from this love bubbling up inside you. Being deceived is not so very
serious; the most important thing is to have love living in you. Whereas if
you let your spring dry up, you may perhaps not be deceived, it is true, but
you will lose love and you will start to dry up. You think you can resolve the
problem by saying, ‘That’s it. I won’t be caught again’, but that will be it for
you instead. So whatever disappointments, bitterness or tests you experience,
keep your spring flowing; it is what will give you back your joy, inspiration
and strength.

Do you think that the Master was never deceived, disappointed and
betrayed? But he never let his spring run dry, and I wanted to imitate him.
From my earliest childhood, I had always loved springs and I did not know
why. Now I knew; when I was near him I understood that nothing was more
important than to let the water flow within me. How many times have I
thought of those two hands carved out of marble and the clear water flowing
from them! When I bent over to drink this purity, this clarity, I would feel
that I, too, was like this spring, and its image has followed me to France. In
fact, this image was the basis of my first public lecture.8

It is not enough, of course, to look at a spring or to drink its water to make



the spring bubble up in us. We must create a link through prayer and thought
to the heavenly fountainhead, God, who made us in his image. And then, one
day, a spring will bubble up and manifest as purity in our heart and as light in
our mind, and our soul will expand to the furthermost boundaries of the
universe, and when this spring bubbles in our spirit we will become all-
powerful.

Again, it was this ideal which the Master was training us to achieve when
he said, ‘Have a heart as pure as crystal, a mind as luminous as the sun, a soul
as vast as the universe and a spirit as powerful as God and one with God.’
This ideal was so far away from us, yet we felt that it was accessible each
time he took us with him to climb a peak. We almost had to run behind him,
but he always arrived first and was never out of breath, no matter how steep
the paths. The explanation no doubt was found in his rhythmic breathing, and
in the movements of his arms and his body; in this way he neutralized the
negative currents that cause fatigue. Walking is a complex system of
simultaneous movements which must be harmonized, and to achieve that
harmony we must pay attention not only to the movements of the body and,
to the breath, but also to the thoughts which dwell in us. Obviously, this truth
is valid for all other activities in life.

When we reached the top, the Master would say to us, ‘From this summit
we are like a radio station, so let us send out from here the most powerful
waves, thoughts of light. In their turn, beings will transmit them to others in
relays… No thought is ever lost.’ He would also encourage us to be
observant: ‘Despite appearances, nowhere is the mountain the same. As
minimal as the differences may be, if you are attentive you will sense them.
These differences are due, in particular, to the way the peaks and the hollows
of the rocks capture and reflect solar energies… Look at the outlines of all
those peaks in the distance. Study them carefully; some of these formations
belong to the past, others to the present, and yet others are barely beginning
to take shape; these are the outlines of the future. This means that the
mountains, too, are in a process of continual development.’

He said to us over and over again, ‘Each day, we must do all we can to
climb, because we can only find the great and the beautiful in elevated places.
Even if, physically, we are obliged to stay in an enclosed valley, inwardly we
must project ourselves to the heights so that we can breathe the pure
atmosphere of angels and archangels. That is why, when you come down,
bring the summit you have just climbed into the depths of your heart as a



living reality.’
After so many hours of hiking we would come back thirsty, but we had to

avoid drinking cold water. That is why, when we got back to the camp, we
were always welcomed with great pots of hot water. We would drink several
cups of it and feel reborn.

 
Sometimes, the Master would lead us up the slopes of Moussala, and in all

weathers, rain, hail or snow... It was then that we tested our endurance and
our faith. Storms would break out; rocks charged with electricity would give
off shocks that were almost unbearable. Water would pour over us, sparks fly
from our hair and from the beards of older brothers. But we kept stoically
moving forward. How can I describe what we felt then? Only those who have
spent hours in such physical and psychological tension can understand how
these moments tempered the soul and the spirit. I told myself that these
moments were the image for what the Master represented for me: a guide
amidst all the storms and tempests of life. And now, after all these years, it
seems to me that these climbing trips he took us on at Rila were symbolic of
the climbs he wanted us to make, after him, into the spiritual world.9

In one of his songs it says:
Nagore ochte da varvim,
kam varhovete beli.
Efira bial da pozdravim
i snejnite kristali.

Which means:
Let us go even higher,
towards the white peaks.
Let us greet the luminous ethers
and the crystalline snow.

A Master always wants to lead his disciples to the heights. But disciples
often respond to his call inviting them to climb with him in the same way that
the guests invited to the banquet did in the parable in the Gospels.10 They
were not available: one of them had just got married, another was busy
working in the field, and a third was dealing with cattle he had bought…
Disciples too are rarely free, and they tell themselves that there is time: the
Master will always be there to suggest climbs; they have much more
important things to do at the foot of the mountain.





haste can cost you your life. When you are climbing, keep a close eye on
your feet. You are not going for physical achievement, but to get to know the
very evolved beings who will be with you and will take part in your climb.
Being disciples of a spiritual teaching does not shield you from dangers. The
higher you go, the more you must be conscious and respectful of the beings
who live there, and you must not try to force your way into their territory.’

Whether we are going up or down a mountain, we must look where we put
our feet, because the ground can be slippery, a stone can roll, then we fall…
Life is like a long walk in the mountains: if we are not careful and alert, not
only our gestures but also the words we say or write can be occasions for
making a false step and can result in a fall.

Was I as careful as the Master advised and as I advise you now? I must
confess, not always. I was still very young, curious, headstrong, full of
energy, and I found that the Rila mountains were for me a great field of
experiences. In the mornings, instead of going with the other brothers and
sisters to watch the sunrise from the Rock of Prayer, I often set out alone to
discover other viewpoints. I had to get up much earlier to get to a new spot in
time to see the sun rise, somewhere where the sun itself seemed to me to be
new. Obviously I was still sleepy, and it would not be an exaggeration to say
that, often, I was walking asleep. I did not have the patience to look for a
path, and I scaled steep slopes on which I could have slipped and tumbled
down into a ravine. When I think back on those times, I still wonder about
this force, either in me or outside me, which often saved me from a fall.

Sometimes, too, during the day, I would leave on my own to climb some
peaks that were still unknown to me. I realized this was risky. I would arrive
at places where it seemed impossible to go any further: very steep rock faces,
ridges like knife blades above precipices. Yet I was tempted to keep going. I
would pray that I might hear a voice inside me telling me to go no further…
If nothing seemed to hold me back, I would dare to continue my adventure,
and when I looked very carefully, I always managed to see a small place, just
a few centimetres in size, where I could put the tip of one foot, and then the
other. I was always surprised myself to have found a solution so that I could
go on climbing, particularly when I had first thought there was none.

These experiences made such an impression on me, I was convinced that,
in life, it is always possible to move forward, whatever the difficulties and
hindrances. I still believe there is always a spot where we can place one foot
and take a step, then the other foot and take another step, and so on.



Obviously, I am talking here about the psychic and spiritual life. Step by step,
we make progress on the path that will lead us to the summit. Cosmic
Intelligence has decreed this: if we are really looking, we will be given the
means to take one step and then another step. I could use another image and
say that Cosmic Intelligence has placed openings, doors everywhere, and if
we have patience and faith and look hard, we will find these doors and go
through them. Do you think that everything is shut and barred on your path?
No, there is always a way out. You must look in all directions, without
becoming impatient, without losing balance or hope, without making
uncoordinated movements. Soon, you will see a door opening somewhere, or
perhaps it was open all the time but you had not seen it.

I thought it was only by going far into the mountains that I would make
great discoveries. However, this was not so. One day I had accompanied an
elderly sister to a place located a little above our encampment, and there the
atmosphere captured us both. We felt we had stepped into a sanctuary; it
seemed as if no foot had ever trodden on that ground. We meditated, prayed
and spoke of the Master’s Teaching. Then, having set her on the path so that
she could go back down, I continued meditating. Then what happened? The
place where I was sitting was very pretty, but no more than others in the
vicinity, and I thought I was hallucinating: everything was alive – the stones,
the plants, the trees were all alive, luminous, enchanting. I was swept away
with wonder, and I could not tear myself away from this sight. The
phenomenon lasted for a long time, and that was when I realized how
ignorant we are about what nature truly is. Behind appearances hide realities
we do not even suspect, and so, with the exception of rare privileged
moments, all the subtle life of nature remains hidden and unknown to us.

After some time, I regretfully decided to go back to the camp, and again
something extraordinary happened. As if grasped by a supernatural force, I
literally flew from rock to rock. I did not have the time to look where I put
my feet, and a hundred times I could have fallen to my death. I was aware of
the danger, but something told me not only that I could but that I had to have
this experience. Deep within me I felt a will guiding me and showing me the
movements I needed to make. A force lifted me up. Certainly, invisible but
nonetheless real beings carried me in their hands and, without knowing quite
how, I found myself back at the camp within a few minutes, when it normally
took more than an hour to come back down.

I had lived a totally unforgettable and exceptional experience, but it was



never repeated. On another occasion I had an adventure that could have
turned out very badly. I wanted to attempt a fairly difficult exercise. In order
to do it, I had chosen a very bare rock that seemed to suit me because of its
orientation and the beauty of its shape; it sloped steeply right down to the
lake, and parts of it were covered with layers of frozen snow. I climbed to the
top and began my experiment. When I wanted to come back down, despite all
the precautions I took, I suddenly lost my balance on the ice and fell. The
staff I was holding and with which I tried to halt my fall broke into many
pieces, and I slid at top speed towards the lake unable to grab on to anything
at all. My mind was blank; I was only aware that I was living a critical
moment.

The place I had come to was quite a distance from the camp, but clearly
the Master was warned by the invisible world of what was happening,
because I was later told that, all of a sudden, he said to the brothers and
sisters who were with him, ‘Think of brother Mikhaël; he has just fallen.’
What would have happened if the Master and the Brotherhood had not
thought of me? The lake was frozen and nothing could have saved me. But
they all thought of me and, miraculously, I was stopped in my downward
slide just before I would have reached the lake. Clinging on to a few bumps, I
managed with great difficulty to extricate myself from that place. The Master
had told some of the brothers where they would find me and they came to
meet me; they could see me from afar through binoculars, and once they
knew I was safe, they laughed at my situation: I was still holding a little piece
of my shattered staff! Once I had come back to myself, I understood the
seriousness of what could have happened to me…

A little later the Master said to me, ‘Mikhaël, you must learn to choose the
places where you undertake your experiments; the one you found was very
bad.’ He explained that some places were suitable for working with thought,
because they were magnetic, whereas others should be avoided because they
are charged with electricity. The presence or absence of vegetation indicates
the difference. There are places that are so bare and arid they seem to repel it;
this is because they are saturated with electricity, but these are not good
places to choose for spiritual work.

 
Some evenings, when the weather permitted, instead of sleeping in the tent

I would take a few blankets and go off on my own, or with a few friends, to
spend the night at a higher altitude, above the lakes.



Many years before, I had come across a small book, a story of only a few
pages which really delighted me! It told the story of a kingdom devastated by
riots, epidemics and famines. The ruler of this kingdom was a very good man
who asked himself, day and night, how he could bring back peace, prosperity
and happiness to his people. He searched ancient manuscripts for advice and
consulted the wise men of his court, but despite all his efforts nothing
improved.

However, in his palace, there was a tall tower, and the idea came to him of
arranging it in such a way that, when the weather was good, he could spend
the night watching the stars. And he would also ask the stars, ‘Tell me how I
might improve the life of my subjects.’ After spending several nights
contemplating the sky, he noticed a strange peace settling in his heart and a
light growing within him as well. He did not know how, but it seemed to him
that he was able now to understand many things. All at once, he had the
solution, and the next day he published a decree: ‘All people living in my
kingdom must, under threat of imprisonment, contemplate the stars.’ Many
people claimed they were too tired so as not to obey the king’s order, but
there was surveillance of the whole population, and they all had to go and
look at the stars for at least one hour every night. Then, what happened?
Misunderstandings disappeared, prosperity returned, everybody’s health
improved and, for the first time, poets emerged amongst the people.

After reading this little story, I said to myself that I, too, was going to be
like this king, and in my travels across the vast night sky, I began to discover
new sensations, new ideas. That is why, when I was at Rila, whenever
possible I would go and spend the night under the stars. Wrapped up in
blankets, I contemplated the heavenly canopy and tried to link myself to the
forces and beings living in the constellations. I did not understand everything
they told me, but I loved them, and all my soul was attentive. I would look
from one to another, and it seemed to me at times that I could even hear
music… until gradually I would fall into a sleep filled with marvellous
dreams.

It was during those years that I truly discovered the extraordinary peace
with which we are enveloped at night on the mountaintops. In the regions to
which I was transported, I felt, I understood, that the only really important
activity is to unite with the cosmic Spirit which animates the universe.
Nowadays, human beings worry and tear themselves apart for the slightest
reason: their field of consciousness is so limited that the only things which



count are their worries, their ambitions, their pleasures and their quarrels.
They do not see the immensity of the sky above them, this infinite space,
which, if they would only just raise their eyes to it, would allow them to tear
themselves away from all their limitations and to breathe a little.

Stars are not just heavenly bodies which produce and emit energies; they
are worlds inhabited by spiritual beings, who send us messages… Make a
habit of looking up to the heavenly vault, and find a star you feel the need to
stay with because you sense a living connection to it. Concentrate on this star
and speak to the angels living in it. They are friends you can safely entrust
with your worries, your sorrows, but above all your hopes and aspirations.
You will come back from these experiences with a much greater
understanding of life, with the conviction that you are never alone, that
benevolent powers are watching over you and supporting you. Even if you do
not know exactly who they are, you will feel their presence.

Faced with immensity, it is true, human beings are insignificant, but that is
not a reason to feel alone and lost. Between the universe and us, there are
correspondences, and we must try to discover them. We can touch the stars
by working on what is most beautiful and most magnificent in us.
Conversely, we can also develop in us the sense of beauty and greatness by
linking to the stars. These correspondences are the key to self-knowledge, to
knowing all the powers within us, and it is vital to learn how to use them.

Some nights the sparkling of the constellations was so intense that I had
the impression that they were challenging each other. Yes, these projections
of light were like challenges hurled across space, challenges of light and love.
Then I too tried to take part in these wonderful duels… For some time,
everyone has been talking of ‘star wars’, this defence system created by the
United States to intercept enemy missiles. Why associate the stars with the
wars of humankind? The star wars that I took part in were of a quite different
sort. I felt that they were challenging me with their light and their love, and I
returned that challenge. I looked at all these constellations engaged in a war,
this magnificent war, and I said to myself, ‘One day this is how people will
make war: with light, colour and love.’ War will never cease, but it will
simply take another form, and I am in favour of this kind of war. For myself,
I declared war a long time ago on the whole of humanity, but with
bombardments of light.

Sometimes, on these mountain peaks, it would snow during the night, and
when my friends and I awoke in the morning, we would be encrusted in



snow. Oh! what wonderful memories! We did not feel the cold because our
hearts were warm. We then watched the sunrise over the nearby mountains,
and we let ourselves be imbued with the purity, power and majesty of these
peaks. I felt that the universe obeyed a higher order and that I should also
introduce this order into my life.

I was experiencing eternal life at that time, and because I felt such joy, it
seemed to me as if the whole world belonged to me. Yes, for what brings us
joy truly belongs to us, and much more than if we owned it. We can feel such
joy at the sunrise! And yet it is not materially ours. So what is most important
is not ownership but the ability to rejoice and to be aware that each day is a
new day.

Life on earth, it is true, is only perpetual renewal. Solomon says in
Ecclesiastes, ‘There is nothing new under the sun’, and this eternal renewal
seems wearisome to him. He knew it all, had experienced it all, possessed it
all and had finally concluded that ‘All is vanity and a chasing after wind’.
Well, there may be nothing new under the sun, but why remain under the
sun? If we ascend to the sun, if we vibrate in harmony with its core, every
day will feel new to us.

Nevertheless, at some point, I had to decide to go back down to the
encampment and find all the brothers and sisters and the daily activities
again. But how could I tear myself away from the sun and its light?
Sometimes, it was so difficult to resolve this, because in going down I would
feel I was gradually losing all the beauty, poetry and luminosity that I had
lived on high. Then I found a way to deal with this. While I was still
meditating before the sun, I concentrated and thought, ‘When I go back down
– and it really is a descent – what I have just lived here will not be erased… I
will not forget: all these feelings will live in me and will stay with me to give
meaning to my life and to sustain me in work and through difficulties.’

Why climb, if all that you experience remains on high, without having any
effect below? In these conditions, there is no point in continuing. There must
not be any separation, any severance of that link. Everything we have seen,
lived, felt on high, everything we have understood, must come down with us
and accompany us throughout the day in our thoughts, our feelings and our
actions. If we are to achieve it, we must record it each time, prepare an
imprint, so that it will continue to produce beneficial effects while we live it
again among our fellow humans. When the sun is rising, that is the time for
light and wisdom, the time for receiving; later, comes the time for warmth



and love, for giving.
 
Each summer, I tried to climb to the top of Moussala at least once. The

view stretched to infinity, and a sacred silence reigned there. Nowadays, what
remains of this silence? More and more, mountains are becoming no more
than a destination for people who want to ski and to escape the polluted air of
the city. How many people set out to climb mountains in order to undertake a
spiritual work, in purity and light?

From a symbolic point of view, the image of the summit corresponds with
our inner sun. Initiates have always used this symbol, even in countries where
you find only a few hills. Jesus revealed the essence of his teaching in the
Sermon on the Mount, yet the mountain was never even named… Perhaps
this was just because he was talking above all about a spiritual mountain. The
mountain is a symbol of initiation: the summit is that place where humans
learn, where they become pure and free and acquire a higher vision of life.

At these heights where the air is so pure, it is easier to reach that summit
in ourselves that Initiatic Science calls the causal body.11 It is there, in the
causal body, that thought finds all the elements for its materialization; it is
where we find all the energies and powers we need to become creators. I
climbed to the top of Moussala nineteen times. Up there, my thoughts took
flight, and I would throw my wishes out into space knowing that, in one way
or another, they would one day materialize. For the spiritual entities who live
in these regions help those who hold the purest wishes in their heart and soul.

I will not tell you all the wishes I made during those years, wishes that
were thrown across space from the heights of Moussala. I will only tell you
that I often thought about France. Was that an intuition about the future? I so
longed to visit it, and one day my destiny finally led me there. So, it was on
the summits of the Rila mountains that I began to touch your souls, well
before I met you.

 
When the Master was not taking us with him on mountain paths, we would

often gather around him in the afternoon. Here, the conditions were not the
same as in Sofia; he had much more time, and so he could talk for two or
three hours… He would start by taking some little detail of our daily life at
Rila and then transpose it onto the psychic, spiritual realm.

For example, when we were getting ready to go on an expedition, we had
to think of taking something to keep our strength up on the road. Usually, we



took bread, cheese and some fruit. So, one day, the Master talked to us about
bread: ‘Before putting bread in your backpack,’ he said, ‘you must go to a
bakery and taste all the breads, so that you find the one which will keep you
in good health. When you find it, you should speak to it like this: “You are
the best bread I know, because you bring health to my body, joy to my heart
and light to my mind.” The bread will listen wide-eyed and be very happy.
Once you have found this good bread, try not to substitute it with mouldy
bread.’

The Master spoke to us in a humorous way about this, but how could we
forget this image? If he had spoken more seriously, we might perhaps have
forgotten. And what did he mean? That when we are journeying through life,
we need to take something with us for nourishment, let’s call it bread, and
this bread is the truths of a spiritual teaching. This bread is such that we can
store it up not only for this current life but for all our future lives.

What did the Master mean when he asked us to speak to the bread? Quite
simply that we must eat it with love. ‘Speak to the bread’ means ‘love it’. For
at that moment, it will open to us and communicate its energies, its etheric
substances, which will not only appease our hunger but also strengthen us
psychically. In order for the truths of a spiritual teaching to provide us with
food each day and give us their blessings, we must love them and trust in
their power. A spiritual teaching is a living being which reacts according to
the way we receive it.

And now I will add this. Those who find they are carrying mouldy bread
in their bags must go to a ‘bakery’ and replace it with fresh bread. We have
all undertaken a long journey. This journey, which began millions of years
ago, is not yet finished. We have journeyed through many regions, but so
many more await us. Our present life is only one phase of this journey, and
we have been preparing for it for a long time. In what we are living now, we
are eating bread we put in our bags in the past, and we must think about what
we will eat in a future life. Do not forget this image of bread.

 
We spent so many hours listening to the Master at Rila! Seated around

him, we bathed in his aura: we were imbued with his light, his wisdom and
his peace. It was as if the tiniest particles left him and entered us. Once again,
the important thing was not to take notes of what he was saying so that we
could remember it later, but to be fed by it. Like the summits, forests and
lakes surrounding us, the words of the Master purified us and vivified us. Is it



not more important to have resonated with these words when they were
spoken, to have been kneaded and shaped by them than to retain them in
order to repeat them later? We only truly change as a result of what we feed
on.

One day, the Master was telling us that our whole life must be consecrated
to glorifying God, and all I remember of his words is that they were so
luminous that this was a revelation to me, and I was marked for the rest of my
life by the impression they made on me. All I remember is the sensation I had
when I heard the Master say that nothing was more important than to glorify
God in our thoughts, our feelings, our words, our looks, our gestures, in
everything we do in each moment of the day, because that is the way we will
enter into contact with the Source of life.

 
From morning sunrise until evening when we gathered around a great

wood fire, every day we spent at Rila was marked by fire and light. Since my
childhood I had had a special link with springs and I had just as strong a link
with fire. Watching flames dance and rise towards heaven was a constant
fascination for me. There is something in the movement of the flame,
something which urges us to detach from the earth, leave the world of
multiplicity and return to the world of unity. Whatever things retain us down
here, the moment comes when we have to leave this world with all its
diversity, all its disparate elements, and take the path towards the heights. In
this way we rediscover the unity of our being. After being scattered, we must
re-centre ourselves inside and climb higher.

Flames rise into the sky, and ashes remain on the ground. Anyone
watching a fire will sense its mystery, but not everyone understands its
teaching yet. How many people also want the ashes to rise into the sky! What
I mean by that is that people often want to project their heavy, earthly values
to higher realms: they allow them to run their lives, which is contrary to the
natural process. Well, no, if we want to rise like the fire, we must abandon all
our material and selfish interests, and put all our willpower, all our faculties,
at the service of the divine principle within us.12

When I was a child I loved fire without knowing why. I lit fires just to
look at them, and that is why, without intending to, I burned down my
parents’ barn. If people had not kept an eye on me, I would have certainly
caused many other catastrophes. At Rila, with the Master, I learned that I
could do a great inner work with the fire. I watched the life it gave off and



was aware that there were beings living in these flames. So, I spoke to them
saying, ‘Spirits of fire, you who know so many secrets, please may your
energies enter my hands, my muscles, my blood, in fact every atom of my
being.’

Some evenings, the flames made the sky around us so bright that the
landscape seemed enchanted. We would begin by singing and then meditate
for a long while. Sometimes, the Master was so concentrated that it felt as if
he was no longer with us, and I asked myself many questions. A Master’s
disciples can sometimes find his different expressions perplexing: when is he
present and when is he not? Sometimes, they feel his presence when he is not
there, and other times, even though he is physically there in front of them,
they do not feel him present.

At those times when it felt as if the Master was no longer present, I would
try to follow him, to go as high and as far as he did. I asked myself, ‘Where is
he? What is he doing?’ Did I manage to meet up with him? I do not know.
But after such moments, I came back imbued with his light. Just because he
was silent did not mean that he did not speak; I often felt his thoughts, like
winged creatures, coming towards us bearing revelations.

A Master teaches his disciples through words, but he also teaches them in
silence. When he speaks to them, he goes to them, and when he is silent, the
disciples must go to him to try and catch his thoughts, to join him in the
distant realms where his soul lives and breathes. Here is another exercise you
can do: if you want to join your Master, you must follow him into space,
climb and keep climbing until you reach the causal plane, the plane of the
higher mind. A Master’s silence can instruct his disciples as much as his
words. In this case, their souls receive; they see, feel and register his
thoughts. If they do not know what their soul has captured, it is because it
takes time for it to penetrate their mind. But some time later, they will make
discoveries, they will have vague recollections without knowing where they
have come from. It is quite simply something they picked up a long time ago
when they were with their Master.

A Master speaks, then is silent, but disciples should not feel this silence is
a vacuum or a void, because in that silence the Master continues to speak: he
prays, he meditates, he works with creative thought, and it is another
language, which disciples learn, little by little, to decipher. The Master’s
silence is a field of exploration for those disciples who understand that they
too must move, must come out of themselves and follow their Master to find



the distant higher light they need to continue on their path.
When, at last, the Master came back from these long silences and looked

at us, for a moment something in his eyes made us feel that he was not seeing
us, or rather that he was looking at us from another world. He would greet us
and then leave without speaking, but my thoughts accompanied him… And
now, when we gather together around the fire at the Bonfin, all those
moments spent with him around other fires surface in my mind. So many
images remain etched deep inside me!

 
When everyone had gone back to their tents, I would sometimes sleep by

the fire, together with some friends. There was no smoke, because the
branches had all been burned, and all that was left was a large circle of
burning embers. The moon would be shining on the smooth surface of the
lake, and we would hear the waterfalls rushing down the mountain; a
marvellous peace would descend from the stars, and we would feel in perfect
harmony with the universe. Sometimes the wind would begin to blow
unexpectedly and, to keep ourselves warm, we would turn over, warming one
side and then the other… We did not sleep much, but we were so happy!

In the mountains the weather often changes very rapidly. So, suddenly, it
rains, hails, or even snows. But mostly it was the wind, and when it was too
cold or blew too strongly we would go back to our tents. Lying in the shelter
of the tent, I would continue listening to it. I really love the wind. That is
why, sometimes, at the Bonfin too, when I hear the mistral blowing at night, I
remember those nights in the tent at Rila, when I would listen to these voices
coming over the peaks and the lakes.

Oh, yes indeed, there are so many memories of that time of my life which
are still with me, and many more that I could not have imagined. During the
day, I am in the habit of washing my hands very often; even if they are clean,
I turn on a tap and, for a few seconds, I hold them under the running water. I
need to feel running water, and sometimes, quite spontaneously, I find myself
in the landscapes of Rila with its springs, its waterfalls, its streams dancing
over the pebbles, the splashing of the waves on the banks of the lake, the
wind in the branches of the pine trees, the songs of the birds and all those
sounds which made nature alive within us.

 
We were always sad as we got ready to leave the mountains at the end of

summer. As we drew closer and closer to Sofia, even if the weather was fine,



it would seem as if the town was enveloped in a sort of fog. Why did the
inhabitants not sense it? The first days were difficult, but we would go back
to our daily tasks, and little by little we would become used to it and no
longer suffer so much.

Then, when we told the Master how sad we were to leave Rila, he said this
to us:

‘Rejoice when you are climbing a mountain, but rejoice as well when
you are coming down, because God is everywhere, and wise people
learn to make use of every condition. You go to the mountain to dream
and sing, but the mountain songs reverberate in the valley when the
heart, which is down here, remains linked to the spirit on high, the
summit. The beloved spirit lives on the summit, and the beloved heart
lives in the valley. From below, the heart says, “O sublime peak!” And
the spirit on high says, “O deep valley!” This is the expression of true
love. When you come down and think about your stay up on the heights,
a current of energy runs from the summit to the valley and makes a link
between the two.’13

… ‘You must be a summit in your intelligence and a valley in your
heart. You have never seen a river flow upstream; rivers flow down.
And you, you must learn how to go up and how to come down. Pure
knowledge is like ice; it must melt to give birth to a river and bring
fertility to the plain. We climb in order to learn, and we come down to
give what we have learned.’
… ‘And remember, it is not absolutely necessary to go to the mountains
in order to ascend a peak. You can make this climb in your
consciousness too. When your inner sky is covered with clouds, link
yourself to heavenly beings, and they will draw you to them. You will
open a gap in the clouds, and you will see a patch of blue sky appear…’

When I arrived in France I always hoped to be able to organize congresses
in the mountains, in the Pyrenees or the Alps, so that you could all benefit
from these exceptional conditions. Unfortunately, this has never come to
pass.

You have no idea how much I miss living on the heights, in contact with
the rocks, trees, lakes, springs and waterfalls and, above all, in such a pure
atmosphere. That is when I realize how all those times spent by the seven
lakes of Rila were an exceptional privilege, and I often relive those times in
my thoughts.
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14
In the kingdom of living nature

In the early days of my time in Varna with the Master, he would
sometimes, in the middle of our conversation, look up at the sky; he was
observing the patterns made by the clouds. One day he said, ‘Mikhaël, this
afternoon three people from Sofia will come to see me.’ ‘How do you know
that, Master?’ ‘The clouds tell me, and they have come to warn me.’ I do not
know what language the clouds spoke. He also told me that when you look at
the clouds hovering over a town, you can discern what kind of people live
there, and he told me many other details that I cannot tell you about now.
And that was how, when I was with him, I learned that there is a book greatly
superior to those I was reading: the book of nature. It was this book I had to
open and decipher page by page.

‘Nature entertains ordinary people, educates disciples, but only reveals her
secrets to sages’, said the Master. ‘Everything in nature has a form, a content
and a meaning. The form is for the ordinary people, the contents are for
disciples, and the deep meaning is for the sages and initiates.’ That is why it
is not enough to want to penetrate these great mysteries out of idle curiosity.
Nature is sensitive and intelligent; it knows people, and when it sees them
persisting in their selfishness, their greed and their wickedness, not only does
it refuse to reveal itself to them, it actually hides.

Many people do not like to admit it, but intelligence is not a quality
peculiar to humans. The day they realize that nature is not only alive but
intelligent, that the stones, plants, animals, the sun and stars are not only alive
but intelligent, they themselves will become more alive and more intelligent.
They will then become much more attentive, and they will approach all
creation with a sense of sacredness.

The Master said, ‘Can you see anything when you are in a dark room? No,
you cannot. But if a beam of light comes into this room from above, you start
to see objects, as well as the million specks of dust that dance in the light. At
the moment, you are living in a dark room, and that is why you see nothing.
Yet the space around you is filled with living creatures and criss-crossed with
currents. Bring down the light from above, and then you will see them.’

One of the main reasons the clergy of the Orthodox church and the
Protestant ministers rose up against the Master was no doubt that they
suspected he wanted to take Christianity out of the churches and place it in



nature.1 It is true that he would have wanted the churches to at least have a
good current of life-giving air passing through them. Moreover, one day, a
bishop told him that he found the smell of incense unbearable; he said that all
the incense that had been burned in his church over the centuries had imbued
it with such a rancid smell it nauseated him. The Master did not tell us
whether he had advised him to go to the sunrise in the purity and freshness of
the morning, but who knows…

Most believers have a fundamental belief that God is the creator of heaven
and earth. They say it in their prayers; they sing it in their songs… So, since
God is the creator of heaven and earth, he is present in all creation, in the
tiniest particles of creation, even in stones. Nature is the body of God, and
even stones are an aspect of God, a manifestation of God. God is in the light,
and God is also in the rock. What a vast distance there is between rock and
light! But the divine presence is in both of them. Everything that exists is part
of the same quintessence. How could God, the creator of everything, not put
something of his life into each and every particle of the universe he created?
Christians have fought against the idea of polytheism, which is really just a
way of saying that God lives in all nature. We should not imagine that the
Hindu, Egyptian and Greek pantheons came out of the minds of naïve and
superstitious people.

Everything around us speaks of the divine presence, but for many people
this is not enough! They are waiting for God to introduce himself to them in
person. And even that would not be enough; they would make sure that they
saw nothing, heard nothing and felt nothing. He would have to appear amid
thunder and lightning to finally break through their thick shells. But God does
not do that; he leaves them to look inside themselves for ways to discover
him.

Some people would say, ‘Yet, if God was more present, that would really
help us.’ You think so? Well, think about this: what is more present, more
visible and more dazzling than the sun? But, if you stay barricaded behind
closed shutters, you will not even know it exists. Those who want to see it
must at least open a window, because the sun does not seek to impose itself
by passing through walls and shutters. In the same way, if we want to be in
the presence of God, we must open at least a tiny skylight inside ourselves.
Yes, we, not God, must do something. God is already doing what he needs to
do: he is there, that is enough. We must now try to reach the level of higher
consciousness that will reveal his presence to us, for that is what God is – a



presence. And we will discover this presence in exact proportion to how
much we feel creation is rich with meaning.

Christianity has brought much to the spiritual history of humanity, but it
has also greatly impoverished the world because of its adherents. Ask them to
come and contemplate the rising sun, and then see how many are offended
and accuse you of wishing to lead them back to paganism! When you are a
Christian, you should not think of approaching God by looking at the sun, the
source of life; you should do it in churches made of wood and stone, built by
humans, surrounded by statues and pictures made by humans. That is so
much better, isn’t it?

When the Master established the practice of watching the sunrise, he did
not give many explanations about it. Just the practice itself already gave rise
to quite enough scandal! But he told us, ‘The moment the sun rises, currents
of new energy come down from heaven. You feel them caress you, and you
want to grasp hold of them but cannot do so. Persevere, because by absorbing
these particles of light you will be building a new body.’ Here, he was not
just speaking of our physical bodies but also of our psychic and spiritual
bodies.

Stones, plants, animals, people – everything that lives on earth receives the
sun’s life, but only initiates, the great Masters, who know the nature of this
energy, have developed the centres which allow them to capture and
transform this energy. And because they have learned to extend their
consciousness to the regions that psychology calls the subconscious, the
unconscious and the superconscious, each one of these gradually surrenders
its treasures.

Initiates are those whose consciousness never stops developing in breadth,
depth and height. In the immense space they manage to explore and conquer,
they embrace and penetrate all beings. Nothing stops them, and their
consciousness extends always further and further, all the way to the sun. This
is how the light of the sun becomes true food for initiates; they absorb it and
assimilate it so that they can then project it all around them. If they can
enlighten and bring warmth and life to so many beings in the world, it is
because their consciousness lives in these beings, and so they can nourish
them from afar with their light.

Physical food can only feed the person who eats it. Even if a mother
nourishes the child she is carrying in her womb for a certain time, at birth the
child separates from her and then has to make the effort to eat. On the



spiritual plane, at least at the beginning, a Master feeds the disciple. He
‘eats’, and as he eats he feeds the disciple. Just as a mother carries the child in
her womb, so the Master agrees to carry his ‘children’ in his consciousness,
where they can be fed until the time when they are ready not only to feed
themselves but to feed others…

For years I too was fed by my Master. He linked to the sun, he absorbed
its light, and he transformed it into food that could be perfectly assimilated by
my heart, mind, soul and spirit. And if, in his teaching, he gave the sun such
an important place, if he insisted on the importance of being present at the
sunrise, it was because he thought that every disciple had the exact same task
to fulfil: to learn to absorb the light of the sun, transform it, work with it, so
as to transmit it to others through thoughts, feelings and actions.

In our Brotherhood in Bulgaria, some brothers and sisters had notebooks
in which they asked their friends to write down their thoughts. I was often
asked to write in these books, and I always wrote the same phrase from the
Master. Do you want to know what that phrase was?... ‘It is the sun which
gives meaning to life.’ Clearly, we must see the sun as a symbol, a symbol
the Master had studied more deeply than he was able to reveal to us. We went
each morning to see it rise, and it was up to each one of us to draw a teaching
from what we were experiencing at that moment.

What does the earth do as it turns around the sun? It dances. Each day,
tirelessly, it dances. The day it no longer dances, it will die. And if we are not
to die, if we are to live the true life, we must learn to dance each morning
before the sun. Dancing before the sun means to vibrate in unison with this
light as it pours forth and invades space. Dawn is a sacred moment, and we
must already have prepared for it the night before so that we can receive the
sun’s rays with total consciousness. That is true communion. I respect the
Christian communion with its bread and wine, as it feeds the souls of those
who understand such symbols. But more than in the bread and wine, the body
and blood of Christ are in the universe, and we commune with them through
the light and the warmth of the sun.2

The moment the sun appeared, the Master would advise us to hold our
hands out to the sun for a few minutes, with palms forward, as if we were
warming ourselves with the heat of a wood fire. At the end of the gymnastic
exercises he would ask us to turn once more to the sun and lift our right hand,
saying inwardly, ‘Lord I want to work and do your will. Make use of me.’ No
decision is more important than that of putting oneself at the service of the



Lord, and if we renew it each morning before the sun, it will help us to
maintain our resolve.

The Master also said to us one day, ‘According to whether we use coal or
wood for our heating, we feel quite different sensations. Contemporary
culture should no longer use coal but look for ways to use solar energy.’ You
see, already in the 1920’s, he was advising us to use the sun for our heat and
light.

The sun speaks to us, the whole of nature speaks to us… Everything in
existence in the universe has its own particular way of expressing itself, and
it is up to us to work on our perceptive faculties in order to be able to
interpret these different expressions. Years before, in Varna, the Master had
made me realize that clouds were a language that could be deciphered.
Another time, he spoke to me about the crows that returned to the town every
year, and he pointed out how they always came back to the same side. I was
amazed that he was interested in such details. All this was new for me, but
because he was interested in it, I made myself become more aware.

Obviously, there are more important facts to observe, but it is good to be
attentive to animals, plants and stones, and even to the objects around us, so
that we can develop our sensitivity to the invisible world. We become rich
with all this life that lives and breathes around us. To be a disciple of Initiatic
Science means to be aware that nature is inhabited by living beings we must
respect, preserve and protect.

Sometimes we meet people who seem to be particularly gifted in their
ability to be in touch with these entities. Once, when we were gathered
around the Master, a brother told us about an extraordinary experience he had
just had. He was sitting near a tree and preparing to meditate when suddenly
he saw the tree shaking. For a moment he wondered if he was hallucinating,
but almost immediately he heard the tree say to him, ‘Help me; there is a
piece of wire in my foot and it is very painful.’ Very surprised, the brother
moved aside the tall grasses which hid the foot of the tree and found there
was indeed a big piece of wire embedded in the roots. He tried to lift it off,
but failing to do so he said to the tree, ‘Wait a moment, I will go and get
some tools that will help me free you.’ On his return, he removed the wire,
and he saw the tree thanking him by waving its branches happily.

We were all so surprised! But this did not surprise the Master who, every
time we had to plant fruit trees on our property at Izgrev, would advise us to
talk to them and dedicate them to particular virtues, so that all those who



would eat their fruit would receive something beneficial, not just for their
body but for their soul. Have you ever planted a tree while talking to it,
watering it and touching it with love, so that one day it could be a bringer of
blessings?

The Master also asked us never to throw away the stones of fruit we had
eaten, whether it was peach, plum or apricot stones, but to plant them in the
ground. Even if you do not have a garden, you can always find somewhere to
bury them. The essential thing is to be aware that a fruit stone is a being
which needs to give birth to the living seed which it carries within it; it
suffers when it has to keep this seed imprisoned in its walls, and the seed will
die if it does not find suitable soil, as all it wants is to be able to live.

Of course, all the kernels planted in the ground will not become trees, but
that does not matter. This exercise must also remind us that we have other
seeds to plant, seeds of ideas, feelings and thoughts. When they bear fruit, not
only will we have abundance, but we will be able to feed many, many
creatures. The Master said, ‘If you do not know how to put a kernel or a seed
into the ground, how will you ever know how to plant a thought?’ It is worth
thinking deeply about the correspondences that exist between agriculture and
the spiritual life. Grains, kernels, everything we sow or plant, will end up
growing and giving fruit, and it is exactly the same with our thoughts, our
feelings and our desires…

 
Since everything in the universe is alive, it is up to us to learn how to

work, how to maintain a conscious link with the forces and luminous entities
in nature, how to communicate with them so that this life will come to us.

One day, I was going up to the summer camp at Rila with a friend. The
climb was hard, it was very hot, and we were sweating, as we were carrying
very heavy backpacks. We stopped for a moment to rest and to have
something to eat; we had two pears, which we proceeded to eat. Honestly, I
had never imagined that it was possible to taste such a flavour and to
experience such joy. I felt an ocean of delight surge through me. It was
unbelievable and indescribable. Yes, a pear, a simple pear, transported me to
paradise. Why? What had happened? Was it the air, the sky, the beauty of the
mountain in the sunshine, or the joy that I felt going to meet my Master
again? You would have thought that an angel that had come expressly to be
eaten was hidden in the pear, and it filled me with all the love and light of the
universe. My consciousness was wide open, and I understood a multitude of



extraordinary things about communion.3 Yes, I know that a pear does not
seem very significant and I had eaten many others before, but that is what
happened this time.

We do not choose the time or the place we receive revelations, nor the
objects that will provoke them, but it is entirely up to us is to find the divine
presence in every moment of our daily lives. Even when we eat, God is there.
Since food gives us life, God is present in the food. The day we finally start
thinking of the act of eating as a sacred act, divine life will flood all our cells
and penetrate all realms of our being.

The true temple God created is that of the universe. It is this temple that
the Master calls ‘the kingdom of living nature’, and it is indestructible. We all
live in this temple, but only those who have an awakened consciousness are
truly living. The Master said, ‘Each rock, each stone you touch with love will
give you an energy that you must learn to transform. You may wonder what
to transform it into? Into luminous thoughts and generous feelings. In this
way, you will become a good conductor of the living forces of nature.’

While we were staying at Rila, the Master would sometimes give us
special tasks to carry out. I cannot list them all for you… I will tell you just
one which you undoubtedly will find surprising. It is only comprehensible if
you know the law of correspondences. Some days he asked us to go to the
lake, draw up some water and then pour it on the rocks at the edge. We did
this ten times, and we carried out this task full of joy, because we knew that
everything he asked us to do had both a use and a meaning. One day he led us
to understand that the beings linked to the rocks on which we were pouring
the water were helped by our actions. Even if they did not know where the
help came from, perhaps at that moment they felt healed and strengthened. I
believe it, because Initiatic Science teaches us that human beings are linked
to all the kingdoms of nature: the mineral, vegetable and animal kingdoms.
But it is rare to find people who are able to see these links.

In the Rila mountains, it was easy to find beautiful stones such as quartz,
amethysts and pebbles encrusted with garnets. The Master would pick them
up to share them out, and when we received one from him, he would give it
with his whole attention. Even if they were not exceptional, because there
were many similar ones, we loved to receive these stones from the Master’s
own hand, because we felt that they were imbued with his healing
emanations. A stone is already alive, but when a being of great spiritual
power touches it, it can become a source of forces and vibrations which will



continue to act for a very long time, provided that more powerful forces do
not wipe them out. This phenomenon is similar to what happens when you
record something on tape.

A Master’s thought can be stamped on the substance of the stone and can
introduce a virtue, a special property into it. But the person who receives it
must sustain it through thought, faith and love, otherwise the stone loses its
power. Having faith in a talisman also means working to keep it alive, and we
should not imagine that it will protect us whatever we do. A talisman is an
aid, a jumping-off point, a basis, nothing more.

 
The Creator filled the universe with beings who are all manifestations of

his presence. Even if we do not see them, these beings are there to help us
through the medium of the earth, water, the air, fire and the light of the sun.
Thanks to the sacrifices of these beings, thanks to their love and desire to
make exchanges with us, we are alive – alive physically, alive psychically
and alive spiritually. So we must learn how to be in contact with them, how
to respect them and be grateful to them because, after all, they are not there
for us to do as we like with.

One year, I had climbed to Rila with a friend and we were camped out
beside the lake called ‘The Altar’. For three weeks we meditated, studied,
played the violin, sang and prayed. The Master had taught us that etheric
beings lived in the mountains, having fled the miasma of the plains below, so
that they could be nourished by the pure emanations of the high peaks, and so
we paid great attention to our words, our thoughts, our feelings and our
gestures. For three weeks we had splendid weather, which in itself was a
miracle, because the weather was generally very changeable on this peak.
After three weeks, clouds formed and the sky began to darken. It seemed as if
the spirits of the air were telling us, ‘Now we have another work to do; it is
time for you to go back down the mountain’.

We did not have a tent and the rain was already beginning to fall, so we
addressed the spirits of the air and said, ‘You who are our friends, please
listen to us! We are not yet ready to leave; give us enough time just to pack
up everything.’ We hoped our prayer would be answered, but we were still
astonished when the rain stopped immediately. Once we had gathered all our
belongings together, we put on our backpacks. Everything was ready, we
were happy with the breathing space we had been given, and then this
thought crept in: ‘Well, perhaps it will not rain; there were only a few



drops… We could stay for a while…’ At that moment, the rain began to fall
with extraordinary violence. We set off immediately, it was very cold, and for
six hours we had to walk through the storm. The nature spirits, who had
given us three weeks of the most beautiful weather, wanted us to learn to pay
attention to their warnings… Interpret this as you will.

The living, intelligent beings of nature are not there to satisfy our desires,
but if we know how to address them, they answer us. One day I was at Rila
with some friends; there was very thick fog, we could not see the lakes or
mountains, and we could hardly see each other. As we had not climbed this
far to gaze at the fog, I asked, ‘Do you want me to show you a bit of the
landscape?’ One of them said, ‘Oh, I would like to see the third lake’
(actually I do not remember if it was the third or the fifth lake). I had spent so
many times at Rila over the years that I knew exactly where all the lakes and
the distant peaks were. So I concentrated as I made my request to the spirits
of the air, and then I stretched out my hand in the direction of the lake. The
fog rolled back, there was the lake and every one cried out in amazement. I
lowered my hand and within a minute the fog had obscured the view. Now
another friend wanted to see the Pirine, and another the mountains of
Macedonia. I stretched out my hand in their direction, and once again, the fog
rolled back, and the peaks appeared bright in the sunlight.

My friends were dumbstruck. They had experienced that day how
powerful thought is, but they had also understood that if we can act on the
external clouds and fog, how much more can we act on the inner fog and
clouds. I said to them, ‘When we feel negative thoughts clouding our ‘sky’
and diminishing our faith or our love so much that we cannot see the
splendour of God or the truths the Master has given us, we can use our
thoughts to send rays of energy in the direction of this fog; little by little it
will clear, and there will be a purification and new understanding.

 
Now, what I am going to tell you will seem even more unbelievable to

you. Once again, I had climbed to Rila with a friend who was a violinist and,
at night, under a clear sky, we played and sang. One evening, my friend
played Wieniawski’s beautiful melody, Legend, on his violin. Some walkers,
drawn no doubt by this music, soon came to join us. Some sat on the grass to
talk with us, and others, who were more numerous, went to wash their feet in
the little lake nearby. My friend and I never did that: each morning and
evening we would draw water from the lake and then wash ourselves on the



grass; we respected all the very pure and sensitive beings who lived in the
mountain lakes and who are offended by people’s carelessness. After a while,
all the walkers departed, and my friend and I settled down for the night, as we
wanted to wake up early next morning to see the sunrise.

However, the next morning, when we went to the lake to fetch the water to
wash ourselves, we could not believe our eyes: it had disappeared. Yes, there
was no trace of the lake, only an expanse of dry stones. We spent a long time
looking to see if there was a crack through which the water might have gone
but found none; you would have thought that the lake had been dry for
months. What had happened? We remained for a long time asking ourselves
questions, and we could find only one explanation: as the disappearance of
the lake coincided with the arrival of these walkers, it had to be their lack of
respect, coupled with the negative nature of some of them, that was the cause.

There will be objections that this is impossible, that science does not
accept such explanations. Perhaps, but science has not yet studied everything;
it is ignorant of many things and does not know how to interpret many others.
In any case, I have not made this story up. I speak before heaven, which hears
me and knows that I am telling the truth. As to the explanation I have given
you, every one is free to believe it or not, but it is a reality that humans have
the power to disturb nature.4 You have read stories about certain beings who
could destroy plant life and make animals and people sick wherever they
went; in their presence all normal life ceased, and there was nothing but
catastrophes and desolation. Such beings do not exist merely in fairy tales;
we meet them in life, and it is the greatest curse for a family, society, a nation
to have such harmful influences in their midst. When we got back to Sofia,
we spoke about the disappearance of the lake, but very few people believed
our story. It was, however, an unforgettable experience for my friend and me,
and it encouraged us to study what the Master called the kingdom of living
nature even more closely.

While he was looking at the clouds, the Master had once told me that they
were heralding the arrival of visitors. I myself found that when I was living in
Varna and a visitor was coming to see me, the neighbours’ chickens would
fly up on to the roof (which was not very high) and start to cackle loudly.
Later, different birds told me other things, such as the death of certain people,
my mother’s in particular. But I cherish a very poetic memory of two little
birds in the Rila forest.

It was during the first years of the Master organizing the summer congress



there. One day I was coming down from Moussala with a friend: we did not
yet know the route well, we had to go through the forest, night was falling
and we were lost. I said to my friend, ‘Let’s concentrate for a moment and
ask the invisible world to help us.’ We had hardly finished when two birds
arrived; they began to sing as they flew from branch to branch ahead of us.
Perhaps this was our answer… We followed them, and by following them we
actually found the path again. How thankful we were to those birds, and also
to the invisible beings who had sent them to us! Was it chance that they had
arrived just after our prayer and had sung as they flew in front of us?

 
At Izgrev, the Master had a cat, and sometimes he spoke to us about it in

his lectures. One day, he said, ‘Yesterday a sparrow was pecking at seeds on
the ground and the cat was watching it. I asked him not to chase after the
birds, and it was time to see how he would pass the test. He read my thoughts
and turned towards me as if to say, “I have learned your teaching well, I am a
vegetarian and I do not catch birds.” I looked elsewhere as if I was
concentrating on something else. It climbed up the nearest tree and waved its
tail in a detached way, as if it was not the slightest bit interested in the bird.
The unexpected arrival of a visitor made the bird fly away, and the cat turned
to me as if to say, “You see, I passed the test.” Yes, but if there had been no
witness and if the bird had not flown away, what would it have done?’

Did the Master really talk to his cat? Why not? Animals do have antennae,
but this still remains a mysterious field. And whether the Master had
convinced it to become vegetarian, which is not in a cat’s nature, is yet
another question. If only he had been able to convince human beings!

That animals have a special language of communication amongst
themselves is certain. It is said that Solomon, who according to legend
understood this language, one day overheard a conversation between a
donkey and a cow. Both of them were bewailing the fate of their master. His
wife, who was a real shrew, was killing him with her vexing ways. ‘He is
such a good man, and if he dies, what will become of us?’ A cock, which
happened to be passing by, heard them and joined in the conversation, ‘Yes,
it is certain that he is going to die, but it is his fault. Why is he so stupid?’
The donkey and the cow were outraged and said, ‘Aren’t you ashamed to
speak in such a way about our good master?’ ‘Not at all. Look at me; I have
so many wives, but do I let any of them treat me like this? He ought to follow
my example!’ And they say that Solomon was most impressed by the way the



cock settled the question…
As the Master saw how surprised we were by the attention he gave his cat,

he concluded by telling us, ‘The soul of a great philosopher from the past,
one who lived badly and thought wrongly, is locked up in this cat. That is
why I speak to him in order to teach him. I sometimes ask him, ‘So, now, will
you write the same books as you did in the past?’ and he assures me that
when he comes back to earth, he will know how to live and how to write.
You do not believe me, because you think a human soul cannot enter a cat.
But think about it a little; when someone gets into a car or a plane, you do not
confuse them with their vehicle, you know that the car or plane is just the
means by which they can go from one place to another. So, too, an animal
form is a vehicle which can transport a human soul. In the same way that you
get in or out of a vehicle, so, too, a human soul can enter and leave an animal.
In the animals around us, there are often souls, with whom some people are
able to communicate. The soul who looks at you through the eyes of an
animal might be that of a man or a woman who is going through an
apprenticeship, because there are particular experiences they need to have
and truths they need to understand.’

Human souls living in animal bodies… I had already begun to be
interested in this question following an occurrence which had intrigued me a
great deal. One morning, when we were coming back from the sunrise with
the Master, we met a dog that began to bark in a most unusual manner. Its
barking was more like a lamentation or a prayer. From that day on, the same
thing happened every morning, and this dog was really pitiful. One day the
Master said to us, ‘Do you see this dog? Well there is a human being
connected to it who committed terrible crimes long ago. He is suffering, and
now that he has understood his faults, he longs to correct them.’ So, through
this dog, a human soul had come to beg the Master to give him back his
freedom. One morning the Master actually stopped and said, ‘Very well, go.
You are free now!’ and from that day on we never met the dog again on our
path.

The Master said, ‘Now, you are free’, and the spirit which had been living
in the dog was able to leave it. I was so intrigued by this phenomenon I had
witnessed that I began to read books about the relationship between humans
and animals, relationships that, most of the time, escape us. Anyway, it was
at this time that I read Helena Blavatski’s book, In the Blue Mountains, in
which she told of the role that buffalo play in the lives of the Toddes people



in the Nilgiri mountains in the south of India.5
In the Brotherhood, there was a Belgian sister who had come to Bulgaria

to teach French. Given how I lived, I had only very little money, and she
invited me to come and live with her for a while; I was so grateful to her as
she helped me a lot. Moreover, this sister had a quite extraordinary dog. It
was enormous, its barking terrified everyone, and it behaved in a way that I
had never seen in any other animal. When it saw a symbol or a magic
diagram, it growled and wagged its tail in the strangest way, as if it evoked
something. This sister would bring her dog to the Brotherhood and,
obviously, some people who knew that it was peculiar would have fun by
drawing symbols in front of it. But they had to be careful; as I said, this dog
was enormous and could have been very dangerous. One day, the Master told
us that the dog was inhabited by the soul of a former hierophant who had
fallen into black magic. Because he had violated the laws, he was now
condemned to live for a certain time in this dog.

Obviously, it is difficult to discern the signs that show that a human soul
has been condemned to live in an animal’s body in order to atone for
mistakes made in a previous life. But it is a reality: the law of karma can, for
a determined time, place a human soul in the body of an animal, where it can
live together with the animal soul, without dislodging it… Many tyrants are
punished in this way! Exposed to inclement weather, forced to hunt for their
food each day, on the look out all the time, hunted down, mistreated, beaten,
they experience everything they have done to others. This is their
punishment, and when they have finally understood, their soul is freed. In
fact, we should never lose sight of the fact that there is a difference in nature
between the human soul and the animal soul to which it has been linked for a
while. When the human soul is freed and separates from the animal, the
animal’s soul goes on living its own life.

According to their nature and their way of life, animals are predestined to
absorb both the positive and the negative energies circulating in the
atmosphere. In this way, people can discharge onto them all the negative
forces tormenting them. Many people do this unconsciously on their pets.
Why are there some who are more attached to their pets than they are to
human beings? Some people become ill after the death of their beloved pet.
Others, when they have to go away, write letters full of love that someone has
to read to them. This seems ridiculous, but such actions can be explained.
Suppose you have a cat: it could be that the soul of someone who helped you



in the distant past has come into the cat and is claiming your affection now.
When you are stroking it, you do not know exactly who it is you cherish: is it
your cat or a being you knew a long time ago whose soul has come to live in
it for a little while? Events also occur because a human soul has entered an
animal’s body. There have been cases where animals have saved the lives of
people or sometimes caused their death in a way that cannot be explained. In
these cases, souls have entered the animals for a short while so that they can
repay the good or the evil done to them in the past.

Actually, the reasons for which a human soul can enter an animal’s body
are extremely varied. Some do it voluntarily in order to learn something. A
naturalist who is studying an animal will examine its structure, its
physiology, and point out all the peculiarities of its way of life and its
behaviour. After that, they think they know it well. Well no, in order to know
animals well, you must be able to go into them, identify with them, and that
is why highly evolved beings take on this experience when they want to study
the animal kingdom. They know what goes on in the mind of a horse, an ant
or a cicada. Yes, even a cicada. You will say, ‘But that is crazy and, above
all, impossible!’ No, it is neither crazy nor impossible. I am not saying that it
ought to be done, but that we do not really know a creature unless we have
been able, if only for a moment, to enter it and identify with its life. It is an
essential aspect of the science of life. Those who are content to experience
only their own lives limit themselves.

So, in order to attain higher levels of evolution, human souls or even the
souls of angels will pass through special ordeals which compel them to live
for a short while in the body of an animal. Why do some peoples still think of
animals as so sacred that they form a cult around them? Because they know
they can be inhabited by spirits who are superior to those of human beings.
This passage of souls through the animal kingdom will remain a mystery for
a long time yet, and it would be interesting to research the place given to
animals in different cultures. Many tribes have seen various animals as their
ancestors or as their civilizing heroes and, in each case, it would be worth the
time and effort to try and understand why.

What is worth studying especially, however, are the traces of the animal
kingdom which survive in the human psyche. All the kingdoms of nature are
contained in human beings. So, all animals, from prehistoric monsters
onwards, live in us in the form of instinctive drives. Sometimes too, this
presence goes as far as manifesting physically. In Bulgaria, at the high school



where I was headmaster, there was a teacher – a woman – who looked like a
bear. I have rarely seen anyone with so little grace; she walked like a bear, for
she had flat feet. I had heard tell that bears are vindictive: they carry vivid
memories of ill treatment they have undergone and they seek revenge. In the
same way, there are people who are like bears: they only remember what is
negative, and so one must be careful with them. Whereas other people
forgive you for clumsy words or criticism, particularly if they see that you
did not mean to hurt them, these people cannot; it’s their temperament, they
never forget.

This colleague was a very interesting case, and I had many opportunities
to study her. I could not make the slightest remark without her getting
annoyed, and she sought, in whatever way she could, to take revenge. The
worst time was when another colleague came to me to confide his
predicament and ask my advice. Apparently, this woman loved him and
wanted to marry him. Since he could not make up his mind – I have told you
how pleasant and gracious she was! – she had become more and more
insistent. He asked me what he should do. I was cautious, but I pointed out to
him that, as he had hesitated so much, perhaps it would be better if he
followed his intuition and did not marry her. What did he do? At the very
first opportunity, he told her what I had said. From that moment on, she
pursued me with an implacable hatred.

 
All animals, including prehistoric monsters, live therefore in a certain

form within the human being, and so we must learn to tame them.6
Otherwise, one day the soul will be forced to live in the body of an animal.
The Master said, ‘The thoughts and feelings that torment you are like wild
animals: lions, snakes, wild boars and tigers. Don’t confront them by trying
to chase them away or kill them, but rather try to control them by taming
them.

Then, instead of harming you, they will work for you.’ If we consider the
thoughts and feelings that torment us as enemies that we need to eradicate,
we deprive ourselves of good workers. How do we subdue a wild animal? By
placing ourselves above it, or else by finding another animal capable of
controlling it or eating it.

It has often been asked why the initiates of antiquity wore animal masks. It
was a way of identifying with those animals in order to control the ones they
wanted to neutralize within themselves. For example, by taking the mask of



the falcon, the Egyptian initiate was linking himself to the god Horus and,
thanks to the faculties awoken in him through this identification, was armed
to attack the negative instincts, which can be compared to snakes. Of course,
I am not saying that this is what you must do to conquer your weaknesses. I
am just giving you some explanations to help you grasp the meaning of
certain initiatic practices. That is all.

Take the example of the hedgehog. Its quills protect it from any attacks. In
some initiations the adept would be named ‘hedgehog’. If he merited this
title, it meant that he knew how to be invulnerable to evil, hatred and
wickedness. In a garden, hedgehogs eat the harmful creatures and so protect
the plants. In the same way, an initiate absorbs harmful energies that he
knows how to transform without becoming ill. I am happy when I meet a
hedgehog in my garden. I pick it up carefully and speak to it. In Bulgarian, a
hedgehog is called taralej.

Nowadays, most people do not know how to consider animals or what
place to give them. There is however something which should make them
reflect, or at least make Jews and Christians think. In the book of Revelations,
St. John, inspired by Ezekiel’s vision, speaks of the exalted beings that stand
before the throne of God, and he writes,

‘Around the throne, and on each side of the throne, are four living
creatures full of eyes in front and behind: the first living creature like a lion,
the second living creature like an ox, the third living creature with a face like
a human face, and the fourth living creature like a flying eagle’.7

The Cabbalah calls these four living beings hayoth ha kodesch: ‘holy
living creatures’, and in Christianity they are called seraphim. Why do three
of them have animal faces: the eagle, the lion and the ox, whereas only one
has a human face? Clearly, it does not mean that a lion, an ox, an eagle and a
man are there before the throne of God. They are once again symbols that we
need to know how to interpret. Yes, do not forget that the Master said,
‘Nature entertains ordinary people, teaches disciples but only reveals her
secrets to the wise and to initiates.’
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15
In the alchemical furnace

In those first years I spent with the Master, he was always kind and
forbearing with me, and I was so very happy! But one day when I was
speaking with one of his secretaries who had known him for a long time, she
said to me, ‘Brother Mikhaël, you should know that at the beginning the
Master is very attentive and thoughtful, because he knows people are weak.
But when he sees they have become stronger, he rips off their shells in order
to make them work on transforming themselves. That is what he did with me.
Of course, when others are present he treats me kindly and respectfully, but
when I am alone with him, he is very severe, he is like fire.’ And she added,
‘You do not yet know who the Master is. I thank heaven I have been taught
and enlightened by such a being.’

This sister was so sincere and kind that I could not doubt her words, but I
still could not imagine that the Master would ever treat me differently. I felt
as if I had found in him the father I had lost, and much more too, and even if
he did not give me any special marks of affection, he was always ready to
receive me, to encourage me, to answer my questions, and I always felt he
looked on me kindly. In public, I was always very reserved, never asked any
questions, but when I was with him on my own I always had new topics to
ask him about. Even if I saw that he was glancing occasionally at his watch, I
could never drag myself away, and I have to acknowledge that he was
extremely patient with me. Then one day the changes I had been warned
about finally happened. In some way, it’s true, I had been expecting them.

It is said that those who wanted to be accepted into Pythagoras’s school
had to undergo an initial test: on their arrival they were greeted with
mockery, abuse and sometimes even pelted with stones. Many were unable to
accept it; they felt humiliated and left in anger, and no one tried to stop them:
they were not considered worthy of entering the school or of being initiated
into the Mysteries. In many different ways, all spiritual Masters put their
disciples to the test.

It had been some years since I first met the Master. In every possible way,
I was trying to walk in his footsteps, but for a while he had been acting as if I
did not exist. And then, one day at Tarnovo, during a congress of several
hundred people, suddenly, he addressed me in the most dreadful way. I did
not know what was happening; I was floored. What he accused me of was so



enormous that he could not possibly really believe it. But who could know
that? And for myself, what did I know about it? Obviously, everybody looked
at me, and afterwards many of them used this incident to express their
contempt and their hostility towards me. For a few moments I remained
petrified, and I had to make an enormous effort to rise above my confusion
and suffering.

Several days passed before I dared go and see the Master. Finally, I
decided to do so. With respect, love and humility, I went to see him and I
said, ‘My Master, I thank you for having given me this test. I trust you
completely. Tear out all that is evil or useless in me.’ He did not say a word,
but he smiled and shook my hand in such a way that I felt filled with energy,
light and joy. I had understood that this test was necessary, and he was happy
to see not only that I had understood, but that I would not flinch whatever
happened. What kind of disciple would leave the school because of a few
wounding words? How can they not feel that the truths revealed to them are
worth the sacrifice of their own self-esteem, even if a wounded self-respect is
one of the most difficult wounds to bear?

Yet I wondered sometimes whether the Master saw my efforts. He seemed
so indifferent! Could he really not see that my willpower was stretched to the
utmost, that my heart was aflame? Undoubtedly, he wanted to see to what
point I would be patient, persevering and tenacious. For in the spiritual life,
more than in any other field, what is essential is perseverance, and there are
so many times when we can become weak and discouraged. Mastering our
inner world is such a long and difficult task!

Since I had found the Master, the only being who was capable of guiding
me, I had decided to accept everything from him. So when I met him again, I
said to him, ‘Master, you know better than I do what would help me grow. I
have complete confidence in you, I will accept the greatest tests, but make
something of me, not just for my own sake, but for the good of everyone.’
When I had finished saying this, he looked deeply and seriously at me, saying
not a word, and I did not know what he was really thinking. But from that
moment on, I never had any respite, and I was always on the alert.

One evening, we were at Rila, near the second lake. It had been a glorious
day, the sky was still blue, and the atmosphere was peaceful and clear. We
were all sitting in silence around the Master who looked deep in thought.
Then he began to talk, and I cannot remember what he said before he said
these words: ‘You do not know who Mikhaël is.’ Everybody turned to look at



me, and I thought, ‘Here comes another test.’ I prepared myself inwardly to
rise above it, and he continued, ‘At the moment, you cannot know him,
because he is disguised, but one day you will recognize him.’ What did he
mean? He was not speaking like that first time with terrible words, but what
did he mean by the use of the word ‘disguised’? Usually when people are in
disguise, they are generally trying to hide something shady. Was he hinting
that, despite appearing to be respectable, I was really no more than an
evildoer who would soon be unmasked before everyone? He did not look at
me, but I was anxious and carefully scrutinized his expression, which
remained calm; that reassured me a little. I did not know what kind of
disguise he was referring to, but at least it seemed he was not saying anything
too bad about me. He never explained to me what this ‘disguise’ was. I had to
interpret his words myself.

 
Even though I had read a great deal, there were some topics on which I

wanted to have the Master’s opinion. One day, when I was asking him about
the higher self, he said, ‘There are two Mikhaëls, one you know and one you
don’t know yet. This other Mikhaël, who is on high, knows what he knows;
he is unshakeable in his love, and he is capable of realizing things you cannot
even imagine.’ I was very happy, but at times very sad too, because I found
that this higher self manifested very weakly. So, I spoke to it: ‘I know you are
there, but why do you not speak to me? Why don’t you help me more?’
Every day I made efforts to become aware of its presence within me and,
through the tests the Master was making me undergo, I felt that I was being
made to link up with it, identify with it. Tests, in fact, have no other meaning
than to force us to find our salvation in our higher self.1

As long as the higher self works on us from the outside, we only receive
its revelations and light from time to time. This light is followed by darkness
and trial and error. If we are to remain in the light we must identify with our
higher self, become one with that self. When we say ‘I’ or ‘me’, we are not
always the same. When we say ‘I’, we are often expressing the lower nature.
But we can also say ‘I’ when we are bearers of the Godhead. Only, at that
moment, we must be particularly vigilant so that there is no pride in that ‘I’,
because pride is one of the greatest dangers that threatens human beings on
the path of evolution.

Saint Anthony understood this fact when, so the story goes, he was
pursued by the devil into the desert. Night after night, he underwent tests and



each time he triumphed. The devil, vexed at having been defeated, said to
him, ‘Anthony, you have beaten me.’ Just as Anthony was about to say, ‘Yes,
I have beaten you!’, he caught himself in time and said, ‘No, it was Christ,
through me, who conquered you.’ He had passed the final test: he had let his
higher self, the Christ, manifest.

‘There are two Mikhaëls’, the Master had told me. And what he said to
me, I say to you too, for you too you are dual. In your higher self you are the
one who knows what you know; your love is unchangeable, and you are
capable of achieving more than you can ever imagine.

This question of the two selves can be represented by the image of a
knight on his horse. The knight is the higher self, the spirit, which must
control the horse; the lower nature is the instincts. I remember the first time I
had to study this symbol in depth. It was a day when I had asked the Master a
question on a difficult point of initiatic philosophy. Usually, he would give
me an answer, but this time, without saying why, he did not reply. Some days
later he referred to the topic and said, ‘You wondered why I did not give you
an answer the other day… It was because I only wanted to speak to the
knight, by which I mean I wanted to speak to your spirit, not to your horse,
because if the horse had heard the answer, it would have certainly hurled you
to the ground.’

A Master always has to wait for the right moment to reveal certain things
to his disciples, so as to ensure that their lower nature does not distort the
meaning. Then, there are also some truths that are as powerful as
thunderbolts, which is why he must prepare them for a long time so that they
will not be overwhelmed. Even so, when the moment comes that he makes
these revelations, do not think that the disciples will immediately grasp their
total significance. On re-reading later the notes I took in those years, I often
found myself exclaiming, ‘Oh! now at last I understand what he was trying to
tell me!’

Some of my questions, I admit, the Master never answered. He would just
smile and draw my attention to what I needed to do to improve myself. He
made me understand that before I threw myself into metaphysical
abstractions or sought to penetrate the great mysteries, I should work on
much simpler problems, like concentrating on my character, my behaviour,
and above all become stronger.

He said in one of his lectures, ‘When a tree begins to grow, it is delicate
and fragile. If it wants to live, it must become stronger by learning to stand up



to the winds that blow in all directions. These winds can be weak or strong,
hot or cold; they bring beneficial rains, but also storms. The tree is buffeted,
but it must remain strong and upright. You, too, must become stronger so that
you remain upright. Keep this idea of strength in your spirit. Strength is a
capacity which everyone has, the ability to stand up and to remain upright
without complaint. Those who are strong enough to stand up will soon also
be strong enough to lift up their neighbour.’

A Master places the idea of strength firmly in his disciples’ mind, which is
why he does not spare them the tests which, alone, can strengthen them. I had
to learn this too. At the beginning, I believed that because disciples loved
their Master and because he loved them, he sheltered them from all
difficulties, removed them from sickness and other troubles. Not at all:
because he loves his disciples, he wants them to become stronger, and
nobody gets strong with an easy life.

The Master was severe and uncompromising with those he thought he
could count on at a later date. With others he was much more indulgent.
Some never understood this way of behaving; it had never occurred to them
that he had to treat with care those who were weak, because they could easily
be overwhelmed, whereas with those who were strong, he could be more
demanding to make them even stronger.

When he felt that he had a true disciple before him, he decided to make
something of them and, through them, of all humanity. That is why he had to
be severe and even, at times, merciless. His attitude could seem
incomprehensible, but it was just because he could see a benefit that the
disciple was ignorant of or didn’t even hope for.

This is the way the Master worked with me. He gave me very difficult
tasks that required me to use all my time, heart and strength. But each and
every time, he always found something to be corrected. I thought I would
never be able to satisfy him. I said to myself that if he was going to find more
imperfections, he must look at everything I did with powerful magnifying
glasses. So I continued looking for ways in which I could still improve my
work, then I went back to him hoping that finally he would be satisfied… But
no, once more he would put his finger on yet other imperfections and send
me back to work, whereas he would speak nicely and smile at other people
but not ask much of them.

So, how and when would I ever know if I had done good work? When he
said nothing. This was undoubtedly to make sure that I did not let up on my



efforts, but most of the time he would find yet another thing to criticize and
correct. Luckily, at least I had this quality: I found that all his observations
and all his remarks were justified. It never once occurred to me to rebel
against what he said or to think he had made a mistake, not once. And this
attitude of mine taught me a lot and allowed me to develop certain qualities
and awaken others. I thank heaven that I was able to see that I had to accept
each remark, each criticism.

You will ask, ‘When a Master criticizes or reproaches a disciple, is he ever
mistaken?’ Yes, he can make mistakes, because he does not necessarily have
all the necessary elements each time for forming an opinion. But if the
disciple accepts this seeming injustice he will benefit, because when the
Master has realized his mistake, he will make up for it two or three times
over. And if he never sees the mistake, the disciple will still benefit, because
he will have learned true humility.2

In the past alchemists sought the universal solvent that would dissolve the
heavy opaque matter in them which was the source of harmful thoughts and
conductor of dark energies. This solvent is humility, but a particular kind of
humility: it is not a matter of disparaging and belittling oneself
indiscriminately, as that kind can cause as many disasters as pride. True
humility is what allows us to dissolve our lower nature so that we can
identify with our higher self.

How many times the Master crushed me into pieces! He left me there,
crushed, reduced to nothing; at least it felt like that. I said to myself, ‘If I
have learned anything, I must be capable of getting up once again.’ Then, I
would pick up the pieces and force myself to stand before him once again as
naturally as if nothing had happened. That was my way of saying to him,
‘Here I am, still alive and on my feet.’ Even if he did not show it, I felt that
he was pleased with me. Years later, I understood that by putting me through
these tests, the Master had prepared me for those I would have to undergo
later in life.

In one of his lectures he said, ‘There is a terrible loneliness which every
one of us must undergo one day, an isolation which plunges us into unknown
territory, inhospitable and terrifying regions that can only be called hell. After
years of work and purification, the soul has to go through this hell as this
experience is part of all initiations. In these dark regions it observes, learns
and understands. It suffers, of course, but it knows that it is only passing
through, and in the depths of its being it knows that nothing can tear it from



the tree of life, as it feels like a leaf, a branch of it.’ The Master had prepared
me for these tests.

 
A spiritual guide teaches his disciples to extract the gold buried in the

depths of their souls, because it is this gold that makes them invulnerable.
The work of a disciple is therefore comparable to that of the alchemist who,
symbolically speaking, transforms lead into gold. I had read, at the time,
several books on alchemy and I had understood that the transmutation in me
of psychic material into gold – which is a condensation of light – was only
possible if I passed through fire.3 This fire was that of spiritual work, but also
of tests. That is why I told the Master I was ready for these tests. I knew it
would be very painful, but faced with the splendour I anticipated, I could not
shrink from them. As he listened to me, he would look deeply into me, and
sometimes I felt that he could hardly believe me. At other times, he had a
smile which seemed to say, ‘He, at least, knows what he is asking.’

I was not at all surprised then that the Master put me through some terrible
tests. When I felt I could not bear any more, I would remember what I had
asked him and say to myself, ‘This is what you wanted. It is too late now to
complain or rebel, so be quiet!’ I kept quiet. I felt like the base matter being
consumed in the depths of those great furnaces that the alchemists call
athanors, and from time to time I had the impression that the Master came to
glance in the furnace to see how the cooking was going. I suffered, and there
were times when I thought he was very cruel not to come to my aid. But once
the cooking was done, I could only be grateful to him, and I would remember
his words: ‘When I ask you to increase your warmth, I am not thinking of
warmth that is gauged with a thermometer. If you know about alchemical
science, you will understand that I am speaking of a heat that is capable of
consuming all your impurities.’ He let me be consumed by the fire, but he
had also given me methods to allow me to support the burning. One day he
said, ‘Only the fire of divine love is stronger than ordeals by fire.’ So I had to
increase and intensify my love.

You must be heroic if you want to achieve something beautiful and grand
in life. The new life can be built only by beings who are unstoppable, beings
who keep on advancing despite the dangers, no matter what it costs them.
That is undoubtedly why, one day, the Master made me live through an
extraordinary adventure. He called me to his home and said, ‘You are going
to climb Moussala at night’, adding that I must do the climb by myself,



without a lamp, and on a moonless night. What he was asking of me was
almost impossible, but I accepted it without flinching. I had already climbed
Moussala several times: it was necessary to go through a forest of huge pine
trees so closely packed together that you could not see the sky, and it was
possible I would meet wild boars, wolves and bears. The paths were very
narrow; how was I going to do it without losing the way? Since the Master
had asked me to do it, I did not hesitate for a moment. When I was going to
leave, he said, ‘This experience will make you understand a great many
things.’

So, I waited for a moonless night, and then I took a backpack with a few
provisions for the journey and a staff, not to defend myself from wild
animals, as that alone would not be adequate, but to help me walk, and I left.
When I entered the forest, what I felt was not really fear, because I had
already had astonishing experiences with the Master, and I knew he was
keeping me company in his thoughts. But I was gripped by the silence and
the darkness: if someone had been beside me, it would have been impossible
for me to see them. The path was on the edge of a ravine with nothing to
protect me from falling. How could I stay on the path?

I groped my way forward through this dark night, my imagination making
me see all sorts of dangers. At one moment, I stopped and I began to pray; at
times like these you pray with great intensity, and I had never prayed like
that! A few moments later, I saw a sort of light dimly lighting the path for
about two metres ahead of me. From then on, I walked in a kind of
brightness, and I felt such joy because of it that I began to sing. I felt myself
carried along by something I could not identify.

After some hours of walking, I suddenly heard loud barking, which I
understood must be coming from those enormous dogs that are sometimes
found in these forests, where their job is to guard flocks of sheep or isolated
houses: they can easily jump on a person and tear them apart. There were
clearly two of them. I stopped and thought, ‘Two dogs! What should I do?
Should I go back? No, they would follow me, and my staff would not be
enough to defend me.’ I had no hope of help from anybody. I had to seek
safety deep within me.

I heard the dogs coming closer… Listening to their barking, it was clear
that they had sensed me and were looking for me. I linked myself to heaven,
to the Master, to the light, and then I walked quickly in their direction,
absolutely sure that I would be protected. I felt that something decisive was



going to happen. The day was about to dawn, and the dogs were near enough
to see me. They ran forward barking ferociously. When they were two or
three metres away, they stopped, preparing to leap on me. They were
absolutely huge; one was white and the other grey…

Everything happened very quickly and words are slow at describing it.
With their jaws wide open, they were going to jump… But, at that moment, I
flung my right hand in their direction, fingers spread wide, with an
unprecedented, extraordinary force. I do not believe that in any other
circumstance I would have been able to project the same force, the same
fire… It was an exceptional moment, when I felt the presence of the Master
and of powerful entities; even if I had never received other proofs, what I felt
then would have been enough to convince me of the existence of the divine
world. The moment I threw my hand forward, the dogs let out a dreadful,
harrowing howling, as if they had just been beaten to death. Then, they were
both lifted by some invisible hand and thrown to the ground, where they lay,
terrified, motionless and silent without looking at me.

I began to breathe again. I was fearless now, and I spoke to the dogs and
said, ‘I am very sorry to have given you such a blow, but you have to realize
that I am the disciple of a great Master, and you must not hinder me from
continuing on my path by jumping on me.’ When I saw that they still did not
move and that they were not going to harm me, I felt immense joy, and I
stood there for a few minutes, thanking heaven. I was, however, exhausted, as
if all my strength had gone from me in the gesture of pointing my hand at
them.

With difficulty, I started forward once more on the path. After a while I
could go no further, so I sat on a rock to pray and to repeat my thanks to the
entities of the invisible world who had helped me. Then I started walking
again, and, slowly, I finally reached the top of Moussala just at the moment
the sun rose. I had succeeded in making the climb the Master had asked of
me. I was happy and again I gave many, many thanks as I greeted the rising
sun…

Prez iassen denn na proleta,
Videli li izgreva ot Moussala?
‘On a clear spring day,
Have you seen the sunrise from Moussala?’4

Never had this song by the Master had so much significance for me.
I had had to face a physical test, but I had only been able to overcome it by



summoning all the spiritual energies within me. The role of the initiations of
the past was to teach disciples to go deep within themselves to find the real
support, the real strength, and this is the role of initiations today. How many
tests the Master made me go through!... and I accepted them with boundless
confidence. I know, you want me to tell you more about what those tests
were. But, no, I cannot.

I had managed to control two ferocious dogs by projecting my right hand
toward them with all the psychic energy of which I was capable, and I wanted
to test to see whether this phenomenon could be repeated. After all, this could
just have been an exceptional case. In a less dramatic form, I repeated this
experience several times when I went to see friends. In Bulgaria at that time,
many houses were guarded by dogs. And not just any kind of dog: they were
all very aggressive, and if their master did not come to open the garden gate,
you were certain to be attacked. But I decided to repeat the experience by
going in without waiting for someone to come and open the gate for me. As
soon as the dog saw me, it threatened to leap on me, but I made that same
hand gesture while mentally projecting a force: it howled and then lay down.
My friends, alerted by the barking, came out and were astonished: ‘How did
you get in? What did you do to stop being bitten?’ But I gave no explanation,
as I was not sure whether they would have understood.

I often walked in the mountains, either at Rila or in the Vitocha range, and
there were other times when I met very aggressive dogs there: by making that
same gesture with my hand, I was able to keep them at a distance. Obviously,
though, before succeeding in controlling dogs in this way, you must have
learned to control the instinctive energies in yourself. So if you are not forced
by circumstances to do so, I beg you, be sensible; don’t set out to confront
dogs on the pretext of trying out this exercise!

 
When the Master came back from the United States, he spent several years

travelling to the towns and villages of Bulgaria. He met the inhabitants,
listened to them and taught them. He clearly wanted me to have the same
experiences as he had had. That is why, after some time, he began to send me
out, during the summer, to visit villages far away from Sofia and cut off from
all means of communication. I had to live in hamlets with people who were
so primitive and ignorant that they did not even know how to bake bread.
There they were, all crammed together with their animals, and in what filth!
There was absolutely no sense in thinking of teaching them to read and write.



I was not always well received, but I had to take part in their work and also
talk to them to teach them a little. After a few days, I would leave them to go
back to Sofia and then return to them. I don’t know what they retained of
what I told them, but I was able to touch some of these hardened hearts and
move them to tears. When the Master decided to send me to France, perhaps
he thought that, as I had been able to touch the hearts of these rough people, I
should now go to touch the hearts of more sophisticated people! I must admit,
however, it is sometimes even more difficult!

Sometimes, I would gather all the villagers together, at least those who
were willing to come and listen, and talk to them about different topics and
answer their questions. One day, after one of these meetings, a man came
over to me and said, ‘I would like to tell you something that I have never told
anybody else, because I was afraid they would think I was mad. But I feel I
can trust you. During the war, I was severely wounded. I had lost a great deal
of blood and I was taken to hospital. When the doctor and nurses were
examining me, I felt myself leaving my body and floating up to the ceiling.
From up there, I could see my body as well as all the people around it, and I
could hear what they were saying. Someone said, “Poor chap, he is done for;
we will not be able to save him.” I was no longer suffering, and at one point I
went up through the ceiling, then I found myself somewhere in space. There,
I saw that I was not alone; there was a great crowd with me, and together we
were all moving towards a place full of music and colour… Then, suddenly, I
heard a voice say to me, “What are you doing here? Your life on earth is not
yet over; you must return.” I found myself back in the operating room where
they were getting ready to remove my corpse, because they thought I had
died. I went back into my body, which then came back to life, and everyone
was so startled! Can you tell me what happened to me?’

I replied that, even if it is rare, he was not the only one to experience such
a thing. Then, as best I could, I tried to make him understand that, in certain
circumstances such as a violent shock, a person’s soul detaches from the
body and, depending how conscious it is, it sees and hears what is going on
around it. But if it is not time for this person to leave the earth, the soul
comes back to the body while still retaining the memory of what it has
experienced.

The Master also sent me to the villages in winter, and as I always wanted
to get back to Sofia to attend his lectures as often as possible, I had to cover
long distances on foot, and I did it whatever the weather. I had discovered



some shortcuts through the woods, but when it had snowed it was easy to get
lost. Those who knew me kept telling me that I was running unnecessary
risks, because I could either get lost or be attacked by the many wolves which
lived in the forest. But nothing stopped me. My friends said to me, ‘One day,
we’ll find your dead body in the snow.’ Fortunately, my mother knew
nothing about this. When I came to France, many people were amazed at my
ability to tolerate bad weather. They had not seen how I lived in Bulgaria.

 
I already knew, and I know it even more now: a Master derives no

pleasure from imposing tests on his disciples and seeing them suffer. He
wants only to help them find their higher self, their divine self. One day the
Master had said to me, ‘There are two Mikhaëls, one you know and the other
you do not yet know…’ He longed for me to become this second Mikhaël,
and he led me steadfastly along the path, watching over my steps, sometimes
drawing near, sometimes distancing himself, answering or remaining silent,
responding or not responding to the many questions I asked myself and asked
him. One day, he said to me, ‘For the moment, you are still tilling the soil.
When you begin to work, I will speak differently to you.’

For a long time, I tried to understand what that meant. I thought of the
effort that oxen make as they pull the plough and the effort made by the man
holding the plough behind them, and I wondered how the Master would
speak to me when I ‘worked’. All occupations are useful, and nobody can
argue that working with the soil is not work. What did the Master mean when
he used the word ‘work’? Finally I understood when I read the passage in the
Gospels where Jesus said, ‘My Father is still working, and I also am
working.’ 5

It is of course impossible to imagine the work of God in all regions of the
universe, where he continues his work of creation and support for all beings
in their evolution. But since Jesus said, ‘My Father is still working, and I also
am working’, it means that we too, like him, with him, have work to do.
When he said, ‘The Father and I are one’,6 Jesus was identifying himself with
the heavenly Father, and in saying, ‘My Father is still working, and I also am
working’, he added the concept of participation, of activity, to that of
identification. It is impossible to go any further than that.

‘When you work, I will speak to you differently’, the Master had said to
me. Feeling the strength, the love, the light which lived in him and which he
spread all around him, I understood that, as with Jesus, this was his work too,



and I sought to link myself to this work… What does a Master do when he
feels that a disciple is taking part in his work? He takes him under his
protection, he gives him his knowledge, and his virtues even begin to be
infused into him. Then, the disciple becomes something important for the
world. When I say ‘the world’, I am not speaking of society; no, he may
remain absolutely unknown. In the spiritual world he becomes a fire, an
incandescent centre. He knows it, he feels it, and everything else pales in
comparison.
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16
‘You are made to work

with women’
Occasionally, the Master treated me very harshly, which I accepted with

gratitude. But I told myself that there must also be times when he was pleased
with me, so why did he not from time to time give me a word of approval
which would have encouraged me? From his manner, I could feel he trusted
me, that’s all. Much later, I was told he had once spoken about me and said,
‘He is the only one who has truly understood me’, but he never said any such
thing to me. Or what he did say was so general, almost abstract, that I did not
really see its relevance, and sometimes I even forgot it.

Why did he behave in this way? I don’t know. I was very young when he
said to me, ‘You need to know that before you came to earth you signed a
contract. You entered into an agreement with the heavenly intelligences to
fulfil a mission.’1 He said nothing else. On a different occasion, he said,
‘Mikhaël, you have come to bear witness to the truth.’ Once again, nothing
more. You will think that these words must have filled me with pride all the
same. No, because I did not know how to interpret them.

What can a young man of twenty understand when he is told that he has
come to bear witness to the truth? It was not until much later that I
understood. And what did I understand? That bearing witness to the truth
does not just mean being able to recount, precisely and sincerely, what one
has done or seen and heard; it requires great work on oneself. Speaking the
truth is not enough. We must bear witness to the truth not only with our
words, but also with our thoughts, our feelings, our actions and our entire
lives.2 Just by the way we breathe, we must already be bearing witness to the
truth.

 
I made so many efforts to walk in the footsteps of the Master! I was

expecting at least a glance, a word acknowledging my efforts. But no,
nothing, he did nothing, as if he saw nothing at all, and I had no idea what to
think. So, one day, I decided that I must at least dare to ask him a question. I
asked him, ‘Master, could you tell me which action of mine up until now has
given you the greatest satisfaction?’

His reply filled me with astonishment. I expected him to cite an instance
when I had shown willpower, endurance or courage, or else, when talking



with him, I had shown a good understanding of spiritual truths. No, not at all,
for this is what he replied: ‘It was at Tarnovo… In the garden, in a secluded
spot, there was a tree with a ladder leaning against it. One day, you had
climbed high up this ladder, and you were meditating hidden in the foliage.
After a while, a young sister arrived. This young sister loved you a lot, and
you loved her. She climbed a few rungs of the ladder, and you started a very
animated conversation: you seemed very happy. When she climbed down,
she asked you to go with her. But you did not follow her, you stayed up the
ladder and you continued meditating. That was the moment when I was most
pleased with you.’

I could hardly remember this incident and had not given it any particular
importance, and I never dreamed that the Master could have witnessed it.
When he saw how astonished I was, he smiled and added nothing else. Why
had he been so pleased with me? Perhaps because he felt that my decision to
stay up there on the top of the ladder, rather than coming down to follow the
young sister, showed that I would always be faithful to my ideal, that I would
remain free, so that I could devote myself to an impersonal work for the
kingdom of God. I concluded that we are not always capable of placing an
accurate judgment on the value of our actions and that we therefore need to
hear the opinion of a being who knows how to interpret them. Someone may
swell with pride over some exploit he or she has achieved, whereas from the
point of view of eternal wisdom this action represents almost nothing. On the
other hand, someone else can reveal that an apparently insignificant action
indicates very good things for their future.

 
One day, in the middle of a conversation, the Master said to me, ‘You are

made to work with women.’ And on another occasion, ‘For you, a look is
enough.’ This happened so long ago that I no longer remember which of
these two phrases he said first, and as usual he did not give me any
explanation. Once again, he must have hoped I would search for it, and it was
clear to me that there must be a link between these two phrases.

‘For you, a look is enough’… I started to study myself carefully, and I
noticed that it was true: the Master had seen right into the depths of my
nature, into the very roots of my being, and in one phrase he had summed it
all up: I need only a look in order to receive and give love. At the time, I was
not aware of it, and he was the one who put me on the right track by
revealing it to me. Thanks to the research he led me to do, I discovered the



secret of a look: how we can be filled to overflowing just by a look, and not
only filled, but sanctified by it.

I tried to share what I learned in this way with my friends. One day, one of
them burst into my home. Totally distraught, he started speaking, ‘I want to
die; I am going to kill myself.’ ‘Why? What’s happened?’ ‘I am a miserable
wretch and I am damned.’ He was a little older than me, I knew him well, he
was a nice young man, completely inoffensive, and I wondered what he had
done to believe he was damned. He told me, ‘I was invited to spend a few
days with some friends. It was a big house, there was a crowd of us, and, one
evening, thinking I was going into my room, I mistakenly went into a room
where a young girl was washing. I was taken aback and I fled, but I had had
time to catch a glimpse of her breast. Oh, how beautiful she was! Since then,
I have not been able to get that picture out of my mind. I struggle, but it
follows me everywhere. I am so ashamed, and I want to die.’

You will probably think that this young man was a little childish…
Nowadays, nobody thinks twice about it, but in those days, unlike today,
people never saw naked women. When bathing in the sea began to become
more popular in Bulgaria, I assure you, if they could have done, some people
would have gone into the water with their bathing huts on their backs to
protect themselves from being seen! But I would never have imagined my
friend would have got himself into such a state because of coming upon a girl
getting dressed. I said to him, ‘You want to die because of that? Really, that
is too stupid! Listen, stop trying to struggle against this image, because the
more you struggle with it, the more it will become stamped in your mind.
Since it is a beautiful image, look at it calmly, fearlessly, spend a moment in
wonder, but at the same time try to go further; use it as a spring board to lift
you higher, to link you through thought to the world of beauty.’

I spoke to him for a long time… At first, he listened to me with
astonishment, not believing me. Then, little by little, he allowed himself to be
persuaded; he understood, and he was so happy! He no longer thought about
suicide, and I had reassured him so well that he began to describe this young
girl’s bosom to me: its shape and its whiteness. ‘No’, I said, ‘it is not
necessary to give me all the details. Go and practise in the way I have just
suggested.’

Learning how to look does not just consist in learning how to make use of
an image in order to elevate yourself to contemplate divine beauty. Learning
to look is also learning how to manifest love. How often does love between



two people begin with the exchange of a look! They meet, and through that
first look they give each other, they feel such pure joy, as if they were
drinking crystal clear water flowing down from the highest mountains. It is
later, because they want to get closer and have other exchanges, that things
begin to get more complicated and even murky. There are no better
exchanges than those done with a look. You may say that would never be
enough for you. Yes, I know, most amorous adventures prove that. But show
me the men and women who do not look back with nostalgia to those first
looks they exchanged, to that whole beautifully poetic world which opened
up before them. I know that it is possible to live entirely on the love
transmitted by a look.3

 
Some years after I had left Bulgaria to live in France, I visited Switzerland

at the end of the war. While I was there, friends told me about an exceptional
clairvoyant who lived in Zurich, and I wanted to meet her. I have already told
you about it,4 but what I have not yet told you is that after she had described
my family, my past life and so on, she added, ‘Many people have come to see
me, and I have met many others, but I have never seen anyone like you: your
psychic structure is of such purity that you can work without danger with
women.’ I was dumbfounded! She had only known me for half an hour, how
could she tell me something that I believed only the Master had been able to
see in me?

My work was to be with women…
During my second trip to India,5 I was invited to stay with a Sikh family in

Amritsar. Some evenings, we would meditate in front of a fire lit in the
hearth. The family would be there, a few friends and a yogi who had been
coming to this house for many years, a very deep, mystical being. His name
was Madrassi Baba. One evening, during the meditation, I felt the presence of
two divinities beside me: one on my left, the other on my right side. As I tried
to analyze this sensation, I understood these two divinities had come to give
me something which would help me in my work for all women in the world.

When the meditation was over, we all separated in silence and I did not of
course speak to anyone about these two presences I had felt beside me. The
next day, however, Madrassi Baba came back to visit the family and took me
aside to tell me this: ‘Last night, during meditation, I saw the goddess,
Lakshmi, on your left and the goddess, Durga, on your right. Shiva was
standing behind you. Lakshmi and Durga gave you something which I could



not see. I only know that what they gave you is to help you in the work you
are doing for all women in the world.’ So, the sensation I had felt was
confirmed, except that I had not felt the presence of Shiva. So not only my
Master and the clairvoyant in Zurich but also Madrassi Baba spoke of the
work I began to do a long time ago, which the goddesses Lakshmi and Durga
were helping me with too.

 
However, neither the Master nor anyone else ever told me what this work

was that I had to do with women. I had to find that out myself.
What is woman? As a principle, she represents an aspect of primordial

matter from which God created the universe. That is why it has the power to
give form to ideas. How is a child formed in its mother’s womb? The father
gives the seed and, for nine months, the mother clothes it in physical matter:
she gives it a body. In the same way, on the spiritual plane, a master, an
initiate, can plant a seed, a sublime idea, and, if this idea is to become
embodied, it requires women to give it the matter it needs. This matter is the
etheric particles, the fluids, which emanate from women.

Even if men are generally sensitive to women, they do not know that the
charm of women, their power of attraction, comes from a kind of very
powerful magnetic field which surrounds them; an etheric matter emanates
from them without their necessarily being conscious of it. It is this material
which can give body to ideas. This body exists first of all in the invisible, but
if we concentrate on it, if we feed it, if we work with it, it will start to come
down until it becomes an almost visible and tangible reality.

Women know they are made to bring children into the world on the
physical plane. What they do not know is that they are also made to bring
children into the world on the spiritual plane: etheric children who will carry
light and love throughout the world. If they were aware of radiating a
substance that can be used to bring divine plans to fruition, they would think
only of working on their thoughts and their feelings, so that they would
emanate only pure and luminous matter. For it is this matter that beings who
have been preparing themselves for a long time need and know how to use to
create the conditions for the coming of the kingdom of God.

You will say that you have never heard such an unlikely theory being
advanced. It seems unlikely to you, but it is true. I have often spoken to you
of the importance of the spiritual work a mother can do on her child during
the nine months of pregnancy.6 And now, I tell you that the day the collective



body of all women agrees to be fertilized by this idea of the kingdom of God
on earth, they will provide the necessary materials to achieve it. That is why
they must become conscious of the mission they have to accomplish. Let
them continue to give birth to children on the physical plane, with a physical
father, but they must understand that if they unite to form one single pure and
luminous being, they could give birth to a collective child, a divine child. It is
greatly to be desired that this sublime consciousness should finally awaken in
all women!

A spiritual Master is a father, a creator. He gives a seed, an idea, and if
women agree in their heart and soul to accept this idea and to work for it,
they will become the mothers of the kingdom of God. For years and years, I
have concentrated on this idea of the kingdom of God, and it exists as a living
seed only asking to become embodied.

 
The Master never told me what made him think I was made to work with

women. But now, it is clear to me: I need to see in every woman a
manifestation of the divine Mother. Many will say, ‘What an illusion!’ They
do not need to tell me; I know. Even supposing that I have been incredibly
naïve, as some have claimed – which in reality was not the case – I have paid
dearly enough to know just how far some women can go in their lies, cunning
and cruelty.

The clairvoyant in Zurich had said that, according to my make-up, she saw
that I could work with women without danger, yet it was necessary to know
what she meant by ‘without danger’. Without danger for them, yes. They risk
nothing with me… nor I with them: I would not succumb to temptation. But
the truth is that some would have wanted me not only to be tempted but also
to succumb. I did not succumb, and they did not forgive me: how had I dared
to resist them? It was then that not only did the dangers begin for me, but the
tests as well. How many women feel mortally wounded if men do not
respond to their advances! And then their love, or rather what they call their
love, transforms into an implacable hatred. If I had really done what some of
them accused me of, they would never have accused me and had me
sentenced.

But what is extraordinary is that the man who had the greatest trust in me
was the most jealous husband I had ever met. I’ve been told that the Russians
have this proverb, ‘Love your wife as a soul, but shake her like a plum tree’.
In our Brotherhood, there was a Russian who was married to an extremely



pretty Bulgarian woman. I believe he never beat her, but he was so afraid that
he might lose her that he watched over her constantly and even tied her to the
bed at night. He never left her alone with another man, but he made an
exception with me: I was given permission to meet his wife, even if he was
not there. One day, however, in a fit of jealousy he burst into the room where
we were. He was like a wild beast, and for a few seconds I wondered what
was going to happen, but when he saw that his wife and I were seated at a
distance from each other and speaking peacefully together, he calmed down.
He pretended he had come in to fetch something he had forgotten, which was
quite clearly not the case, but from that moment he had absolute confidence
in me. I was sometimes asked why I did not advise this woman to leave him,
because she suffered a great deal from this jealousy. I would simply reply,
‘Do you want there to be two deaths?’ It was quite clear that, if she left him,
he would kill her first and then himself.

 
Years later, long after I had left Bulgaria, I learned that the Master had

foreseen all these tests I would have to undergo because of women. He said
nothing to me about it. He spoke about it to a Bulgarian sister after I had left,
and during a visit to Paris some time later she came to see me and told me.
He was even meant to have added, ‘But he will go further than I have.’ What
did he mean by that?...

These few words the Master said about me (and it is not necessary that I
should tell you them all) make me think about him each day. These words,
which he mostly said to others, sustain me in my work. Otherwise, I would
not have been able to withstand all the criticism, slander and attacks I had to
undergo and surmount all the obstacles I met with. The Master was so
measured in his remarks; he showed so little of the esteem and affection he
had for people! No doubt he had to say certain things in spite of himself, and
so they were truly what he thought.

Since the Master had foreseen all the misfortunes that would come to me
through women, I sometimes found myself wondering why he had not
warned me about them. Did he want only to see the dawn which would break
in my life after this period of torments and darkness? I know that after I left
Bulgaria, he composed the song Ranen cas, ‘Dawn is breaking’ for me.

Dawn is breaking, 
Everything is singing, vibrating. 
The sun is shining, 



The world’s soul rejoices in the sublime love. 
Sing, my heart, 
Forget all sorrow and human tempests 
At this divine hour. 
Listen to my voice! 
The divine life is born only in great suffering.7
 

I suffered greatly because of certain women, and that is why, when I say
that I want to see a manifestation of the divine Mother in all women, there is
no need for anyone to tell me that I am deluded. I know that, but I tell you it
is this illusion that makes me happy and produces results. For, in truth, this
‘illusion’ is not really one at all. On the spiritual plane it is a reality, and to a
lesser degree, there is a quintessence of the divine Mother in each woman,
and this quintessence, for one who knows how to use it, can nurture the idea
of the kingdom of God.

All over the world, it is abominable how some men view women and how
they treat them! They do not know that by acting in such a way they are
harming the divine Mother. All women are her daughters, and even if they do
not always demonstrate the qualities she has given them, these qualities are in
them. I do not want to stop seeing these qualities, so that I can help them to
develop them. How many men only appreciate women in bed! Well, I only
appreciate them out of bed. That is why the divine Mother gives me her love
and blessings.

Now, if I have something to say to all men, it is that they too have work to
do to participate in the coming of the kingdom of God. May they create in
themselves this idea, this seed, and try to nurture it by learning to make use of
the subtle energies of the women they meet, and also of those they do not
meet, for in order to do this work it is not necessary to meet them. It is
enough to tell oneself that the earth is filled with the daughters of the divine
Mother and that, even if they are not aware of it, subtle particles emanate
from them which can be used as elements, materials, in the constructioxxsn
of this kingdom of peace and love.
1 See The Wellsprings of Eternal Joy, Izvor coll. no. 242, chap. VII: ‘A
commitment to heaven’.
2 See Truth: Fruit of Wisdom and Love, Izvor coll. no. 234, chap. VII: ‘The
blue ray of truth’.
3 See Sexual Force or the Winged Dragon, Izvor coll. no. 205.



4 See A living book: Autobiographical reflections I, chap. 1: ‘The mysterious
pathways of destiny.’
5 in 1982
6 See Hope for the World: Spiritual Galvanoplasty, Izvor coll. no. 214, chap.
I: ‘What is spiritual galvanoplasty?’ and chap. X: ‘The original experiment
and the new one’.
7 See Songs of the Universal White Brotherhood: CD 1510, CD 2, song no.
25.



17
‘I possess a jewel

of inestimable value’
After my university studies, which I had been in no hurry to finish, I still

had to decide what job I was going to do. First of all, I was a teacher, then the
headmaster of a high school near Sofia. There, what irritated me the most was
that I had to wear a suit in order not to shock my colleagues and, especially,
the parents of my pupils, the majority of whom were farmers: they would not
have understood if I was dressed like them. But making this effort weighed
on me; I had so many preoccupations other than being welldressed!...

Apart from that, I really loved my job. I tried out the teaching methods
inspired by Pestalozzi and Frobel, which were most successful with the
children. However, I began to have problems with some teachers who, having
no taste for teaching, only did the job to make a living. I annoyed them,
because I insisted that they learn to understand the children better, that they
too use these new methods, and they made up all sorts of stories to discredit
me.

Fortunately, these troubles were largely counteracted by the progress the
children made. And the parents, who saw their progress, were so happy that
they often sent them with gifts. I received so much produce from their fields
and gardens. I did not know what to do with it all, so I shared it out… But,
soon, all these marks of affection and gratitude from the children and their
parents resulted in some of the teachers becoming jealous. At that time, I did
not believe very much in the destructive effects of jealousy; I did not even
think about it, but I had to face facts, and, from then on in my life, there have
been numerous events to always remind me of it.





Once upon a time, a king was walking through his palace grounds and he
found a seed as big as a hazel nut. Intrigued, he called on all the wise men in
his court, but none could say where it came from or what it was. He learned,
however, that there was a very old man living in his kingdom who might
perhaps give him the information, and so he sent someone to fetch him. The
man, who was nearly blind, arrived leaning on two crutches. Having studied
the seed for a long while, he had to admit he had no idea what it was. ‘Let me
ask my father’, he said. ‘Perhaps he will remember having seen similar ones.’
The father arrived, using just one stick. He was not able to identify the seed
either, but he suggested in his turn that they fetch his father... He arrived soon
after; he was strong and happy and seemed like a young man. He grabbed the
seed and exclaimed, ‘But this is a grain of the wheat which grew when I was
a child! At that time wheat grains were very big, but as people became
dishonest and wicked their size continually became smaller. And if you see
me looking so robust and younger than my son and my grandson, it is
because I continue to live according to the rules of honesty, wisdom and
goodness which prevailed in my childhood.’

The period during which I was a teacher, then the headmaster of the high
school, was very instructive for me. Then I had to leave Bulgaria for France.
The day I left, the children and their parents came to the station to say
goodbye. Many cried, and yet they did not know I would not come back. I
knew, and it broke my heart to see them cry. But I had to leave, and even
now, when I think back to that departure, if I do not control myself, I too
could cry, those moments were so moving.

 
The Master never demanded anything of me, but when he suggested that I

could make this or that effort, undertake this or that task, I accepted, even if it
was difficult. At first glance, it might have seemed impossible to me, but I
would say to myself, ‘If this was impossible, he would know and he would
not ask me to do it. So, I must at least try.’ When I succeeded, I was so very
happy! Without doubt, this was the way he prepared me for coming to France
one day. But he never spoke to me about it, and so I had never thought he
would entrust me with such a mission, until the moment he asked me if I
would be willing to go. Even though I did not know exactly what awaited me,
I had no doubt that I would be faced with huge challenges. Yet once again, I
said to him, ‘Yes, I’ll go.’

It is true that for a long time I did not know what my task was meant to be.



My happiness lay in reading, praying, meditating, doing exercises, living near
the Master, going by myself into the mountains, but I did not know what I
was preparing myself for by doing these things. And it was certainly better
that I made my own mind up, gradually, in full awareness. If, some time after
we met, the Master had said to me, ‘Prepare yourself to leave one day for
France to make my Teaching known there’, I do not believe that would have
been a good thing. And besides, at that time, did the Master himself know
that? Certainly not. As for me, even if I already loved France very much, God
knows what I would have made of this future and how I would have prepared
myself for it, given my youth and the conditions in which I lived at that time!

Of course, for an adolescent, uncertainty about the future is always
agonizing, but it is a great deal more useful for improving character and
decision-making than handing out a pre-mapped path. When exactly did the
Master sense that the communist regime would be established in Bulgaria and
would threaten his Teaching, and that his books would be banned? I have no
idea. But later, when I looked back on what I had lived alongside him over
the ten years before my departure,1 I understood that, when a Master finds the
person that can inherit his role, he does not spare him, he tests him and never
lets up: he grinds him down, he kneads him, he crushes him. Then, when the
time comes when he must separate from him, he gives him the most precious
of gifts: he says a few words which erase from the disciple’s soul all the
suffering he has had to endure. Then the disciple understands the wisdom that
governed his Master’s behaviour.

 
When I arrived in France, one of my first concerns was to get the Master

to come here too, for I was worried for him; it did not seem to me that he was
safe in Bulgaria. I had known for a long time that his life had been marked by
great ordeals, but how many more years could he bear them for?

At the time of our first meeting, when I went to visit him in the hotel
London, in Varna, I had told him that I studied palmistry and, one day, during
one of these visits, he gave me his hand to look at. I have never forgotten the
sensation I had when I saw how long and straight his line of Saturn was. I
have never again seen a line like that in any hand. It started at the mount of
Venus, crossed the life line, the head line and the heart line...

He said to me, ‘So, Mikhaël, do you see that line there?’
‘Yes, Master, I see it.’
‘And do you know what it represents?’



‘Yes, it is the line of ordeals.’
Neither he nor I said anything else. When I got back home, I looked at my

hand and I saw that I, too, had exactly the same line. I am sure the Master had
suspected that, and perhaps that was why he had shown me his hand.

During the time I spent close to him, several times I had witnessed
demonstrations of hostility against him. He had to face these, not just from
the clergy but from all sorts of people who were disturbed by his activity. If
you are to understand the threats and dangers around him, you need to
understand that Bulgaria was then going through a particularly difficult
period, both socially and politically.2 So, it was impossible that the Master
and the Brotherhood (which at the outbreak of the Second World War had
about 40,000 members) would be totally shielded from the events which were
battering the country.

It is extraordinary to see how easily those with criminal intentions come
together, instinctively, to carry out their wicked plans. They seem to sense
each other from afar. Yes, and in Bulgaria we have this proverb: Krastavite
magareta prez devet baira se podouchvatt, ‘donkeys with an itch detect each
other’s presence from nine hills away’. So, one day, several people gathered
in Sofia with the idea of getting rid of the Master, and they decided that one
of them would be given the task of stabbing him. Because of certain signs,
the Master had sensed that grave danger was looming; so to some degree he
was pre-warned. When he saw a visitor come to Izgrev who had unusual
features, he knew immediately. Later, he explained to me that each person is
preceded by invisible beings who announce their arrival, which is why a
clairvoyant can sense the intentions of those who come to see them.

The person who had been sent to assassinate the Master was received with
these words: ‘I know why you have come. Well, go ahead, try! But if your
hand remains in the air unable to move, what will you do?’ Then, completely
shaken, the man fell to his knees and begged forgiveness. Nobody other than
this man and those who had sent him knew the motive for his visit, yet the
Master had sensed it. I remember too that one day, during a lecture at Izgrev,
the Master suddenly stopped talking and, lifting his right arm, concentrated
for a few moments. He did not explain why he was making this gesture, but
later we learned that, at that moment, a plot was being hatched against him.

Then, about a year before I left for France, the Master was attacked. One
day when he was alone, someone managed to get into his apartment by
breaking a window and then threw himself at him, hitting him violently on



the head. He was found covered in blood (because the man who had hit him
had cut his hand breaking the window), he could not speak, and he was
paralyzed for a while. He was immediately taken to the mountains to help
him recuperate. When I went to see him and found him sitting in an armchair
unable to move, with his head covered in bandages except for one bright blue
eye, it was terrible! I was trembling uncontrollably, and I wept, I sobbed, as I
had never done in my life. I had fallen to my knees before him so that I could
speak to him without his having to lift his head, and suddenly I, too, was
paralyzed and could not move. But I saw that, with his hand, he was making
gestures to calm me down. Oh, I will never forget that! Luckily, rest,
mountain air, and certainly his thoughts and the purity of his life, helped him
to get better, and the paralysis disappeared, but all those blows to his head
had their consequences.

As for the man who had beaten him, we learned later that he regretted his
actions. It was someone who did not even know him; once again, he had been
put up to it by others, who did not want to see the Master’s spiritual influence
grow in Bulgaria. The Master told him that he forgave him. But I kept
thinking that if I had been there, that individual would never have been able
to commit such a crime. I would have hurled myself at him and brought him
to the ground. I know, I will be reminded that Jesus said, ‘But if anyone
strikes you on the right cheek, turn the other also.’ 3 But he never said that
we should let them mistreat others, and besides, it was my Master!

 
The life of a spiritual Master is strewn with obstacles, battles and dangers

of all sorts. He must know in advance that he will have to pay very dearly for
his desire to bring light to human beings, for not only will he not be heard,
but he will be attacked. Those who imagine that their wisdom and example
will convince all those they meet are subject to the worst illusions. If Jesus
could not do it, who could? Jesus gave his life to save humankind, and many
others have sacrificed themselves too!... We must have the greatest ambitions
for humanity, but we must also know that very few people will be great
enough to fulfil the high hopes we have for it. Sometimes I heard the Master
admit that there was nothing more discouraging than wanting to help people.
Yes, in spite of all his wisdom, all his knowledge and his love, that is what he
said, because eventually he was worn down by the incessant criticism, attacks
and threats. Initiates are also human beings, and that is why their merit is
even greater than we can imagine for continuing their work.



As soon as I arrived in France, I did everything in my power to enable the
Master to come too. I saved up every penny. I prepared the conditions to
receive him, I wrote to him, I asked all those who went to Bulgaria to tell him
that he was expected, and that everything was ready for him. But he did not
come. I do not know why exactly. I was truly sorry about this, because if he
had come he would have been spared so much suffering. Nobody loved him
more than I did, nobody believed in him as I did, and I was hopeful to the
end.

But time passed… First there was the war; the borders were closed.
Towards the end of the war, I said to myself, ‘Now, he will be able to come. I
will go to Bulgaria to find him. I will bring him back by plane, for it was
impossible for him to make a long train journey.’ Here, in France, we had a
brother in the Brotherhood who was a pilot, and I imagined the return flight
in a plane that would make no sound in the sky. We would hear just the
voices of the brothers and sisters who were accompanying the Master
singing, Slantseto na lioubovta izgreva vech na sveta, ‘The sun of love is
rising on the world…’4 Yes, why not dream? For it was only a dream: the end
of the war came, and sometime later, I learned that the Master had left on
another journey… He would not come to France, and I would never see him
again.

Until then, even though I was far away from him, I felt supported. And
now, even if I knew that in the invisible world he was always with me, I felt
myself very alone. He had sent me to France to continue his work. That I
knew, he had told me himself, and the clairvoyant that I met in Zurich also
confirmed it.5 Then, I had other confirmations, in particular from a sister in
our Brotherhood who had genuine mediumistic abilities. One day, she told
me of a dream she had just had. She saw the Master arrive at our house at
Sèvres. He was carrying two large suitcases, and he asked, ‘Where is my
son?’ ‘He cannot see you as he is very busy.’ ‘Aha! He cannot see me? He is
too busy? Oh well, we’ll see.’ He walked over to a wall, which crumbled
before him, and then he stepped into the room where I was. Then, he put
down the suitcases and said, ‘Well my son, this is for you.’ As long as the
Master was alive, I felt safe, as I had a guide and counsellor. Now I had to
learn what it meant to be the trustee of such an inheritance.

 
From the first moment I met the Master, I was so struck by the beauty of

his face, the nobility of his features that my greatest wish was to look like



him. To a certain degree, I achieved that. We always end up by looking like
what we love, so how could I not, with time, bear a certain resemblance to
him? One day, in Lyons, a brother told me that he had taken a photograph of
the Master and one of me to a photo store to make some copies of them. He
was so surprised when the employee asked him, ‘How many do you want of
the father… and how many of the son?’

When, forty-four years after I had left Bulgaria, I was finally able to return
there, I went to meditate at the Master’s tomb in Sofia. While I was there,
quite by chance, three sisters of the Bulgarian brotherhood, who had known
the Master when they were young, arrived. They were now very old, and on
seeing me they thought he had appeared before them. They stood petrified for
a few seconds, and then they rushed towards me, weeping. When I told them
who I was, they could not believe it.

If disciples make the effort to think like their Master, to resonate as one
with him, to be on the same wavelength as him, this finally changes their
features. Then, even if the facial structure is not the same, something
identical emanates from them. The resemblance is not really physical, but it
exists. Not only did I not look like the Master in my youth, but I had a
completely different temperament. He was balanced and reasonable; I was
not at all like that. Of the four elements, he would be associated with water,
and I with fire. When he spoke, his language was always moderate. Where I
say, ‘That’s magnificent, it’s marvellous!’, the Master would just say, ‘That’s
good.’ Where I say, ‘Be careful – if you carry on straying from the good
road, you will run into disaster’ and then I describe the catastrophe, he would
say, ‘You will suffer’. Which is preferable? I do not know. It was in the
Master’s temperament to express himself calmly, whereas my temperament
makes me exclaim and sometimes even exaggerate.

Then, I also speak too much. The Master said, ‘Don’t give much of your
honey: a teaspoon is enough. If you give a plateful of food, you may find that
those you offer it to will be disgusted.’ I have never been able to take that
good advice; I not only give you platefuls, but whole saucepans. Result: you
get indigestion. I know that. If you received very little, you would guard it as
something precious. When you have just one thought buzzing like a bee in
your head all day, not only do you assimilate it, but you put it into practice. If
you are given too many thoughts, too many ideas, you cannot absorb them
and you reject them. Will I ever rid myself of this tendency to want to give
you more and more?...



If I did finally look like the Master, it was certainly because I admired
him, because I loved him, but most of all it was because I tried to live the
same life as his. It is the life people lead, the rules they apply that end up
sculpting their faces. True disciples are not content with praising the qualities
of their Master and reciting his words; they make his Teaching their own and
merge with it, so that one day, when they speak, they no longer know if it is
their own thoughts or those of their Master which are being expressed.

 
In reality, this question of the resemblance between disciple and Master,

and how the disciple must preserve the treasures given to him while sharing
them with others, is not an easy one to resolve. Even if a father recognizes
himself in his son or a Master recognizes himself in his disciple, the son will
never be his father and the disciple will never be his or her Master. No human
being can be the exact replica of another. Over the years, it is true, I tried to
identify with the Master, to live in communion with his spirit, but our
temperaments were different and our conditions of life have not been the
same. I was impregnated with his philosophy, but I could not live exactly like
him, speak like him, do exactly as he did. It is one thing to take one’s Master
as a model, another to mimic him, as sometimes happens. But let’s leave
that…

Each person has their path, their mission, and even if disciples model
themselves on their Master, they still have to develop according to their own
nature. To take an image, I will tell you that you must try to sing from the
musical score, but you cannot do anything other than sing with your own
throat, with your own voice, which is certainly not identical to your Master’s.
And the Master will not reproach you for it, for the only important thing is
that disciples execute their part, in other words that they conform to the one
true and eternal philosophy.

For centuries and millennia, initiates have passed on the torch. For the
light of initiation is like the Olympic flame that athletes carry while they run.
They hold it high and have no other thought than to reach the goal. When
they have run their relay, they hand the torch to the next one along the course.
That is why the light of initiation is never extinguished. Who had given it to
my Master?... And who had given it to the one who gave it to him?... One
day, the Master handed me the torch and said, ‘Run, Mikhaël, run!...’

 
So, I lived twenty years close to the Master, and I can only tell you what I



saw or heard from him, and all that permeated my being. But I am not him,
and even if there is a resemblance between us, I cannot be him, and I cannot
repeat word for word what he said. Moreover, I remember that when I arrived
in France, and I was asked questions about morality or spirituality, I used to
reply, ‘The Master Peter Deunov says that… The Master Peter Deunov thinks
that…’ and this lasted for many years. The day came when certain people
gave me to understand that they wanted to know what I myself thought and
had to say. I knew his teaching through and through, I meditated on it, I was
nourished by it, but the time came when I had to sing with my own voice,
that is, according to my own temperament and experiences. The Master, who
knew me well, knew in advance what I was going to do.

I have come to bear witness to what I have seen, heard and understood, but
a spiritual teaching is a living entity and, according to circumstances, little
modifications can be made, so long as the spirit is adhered to. I would like
certain people to understand this, instead of examining with a magnifying
glass to see whether what we do here is the same as what was done then in
Bulgaria.

Two years after my arrival in Paris, some French brothers and sisters left
one summer to join the Master and the Brotherhood in the Rila6 mountains.
Each morning, they did the gymnastic exercises, and one day when they were
speaking with the Master on various topics, they told him that I had taught
them to do these exercises more slowly. He replied, ‘That’s very good. It is
better.’ Since then, I have also added a movement to these exercises, and I
have given other formulas to say. Is this so shocking? In the letters he wrote
to me after I had left Bulgaria, the Master said, ‘Go on working as you are
doing.’ He never reproached me for changing the rhythm of the songs a little
by speeding them up or slowing them down. In any case, I know that there
was one point which he would not only have approved of, but would even
have congratulated me on, and it was that I had succeeded in getting our
fraternal meals to be eaten in silence, without any noise.7 He himself had
never asked for that, perhaps because he knew that, given the conditions of
that time, it was impossible.

I received much knowledge from the Master, but he did not entrust me
with all he knew. He gave me seeds, and it was up to me to put them in the
ground, to water them and look after them, so that they would grow. He could
not give me everything, but by working on what he had given me I have
made great discoveries. How wonderful it has been for me to see the plants



that have grown from these seeds. There are shapes, colours, perfumes and
tastes that are the joy of my whole being.

Time and time again I go into the ethers to search for the Master, in order
to thank him for what he has given me! Each day, I become more aware of its
value. And if, on a certain number of topics, I have wanted to go further and
reveal what he had not yet said but would certainly have been able to say at
another time and in different conditions, I also have proof that he knew many
more things than he revealed. Besides, occasionally, during his lectures, he
would throw light on a particular point in Initiatic Science, but it was very
rare and so quick that you had to listen with great attention to catch these
passing few words. I was always on the look-out for these words, and I would
seize them in order to look into them more deeply, and I still do that to this
day… It is good that a Master gives a teaching that is accessible to everyone,
but on some difficult topics he can slip in a few hints that those who are
capable of grasping them can catch. I, too, use this method with you.

Believe me, the teaching I bring you is based on the truths I received from
the Master. But why would I not have the right to add what I have been
allowed to discover through my own work and my own experiences? It does
not matter what others think or what they say. I know only how he taught me,
how we worked together and that he made me his heir.

A tradition is enriched by the discoveries and experiences of everyone.
But each time there are people who are against this evolution: the Pharisees
and Sadducees reproached Jesus for transgressing the law of Moses… The
Orthodox and Protestant churches criticized the Master for distancing himself
from the teaching of Jesus… And I have been criticized for the last thirty,
forty years, for having betrayed the teaching of the Master... It never ends.

 
If, when he leaves the earth, a Master thinks that he has not yet finished

his work, he can continue it through certain of his disciples who have already
begun this work with him. As with all spiritual entities, he does not need to
be incarnated in a body to be able to act: he slips into their souls. This process
is called in Bulgarian sé vlivam: to pour in, to infuse with. Physically, the
Master is no longer here; however, he is always present and he continues his
work. Why would he take on a physical body again? To spend nine months in
a mother’s womb, then to be born, to grow, to work on himself until he is
finally in possession of all his psychic and spiritual faculties all takes so long!
So, a Master often chooses to live in those beings who are capable of carrying



out his task, and he, at last, feels free, free to move, to travel in space…
What do we really know about the existence of a Master who has left the

earth? From the moment his disciples remain linked to him, he comes to live
in their souls. And he does not come alone, for he himself is linked to other
Masters, and also to the angels and archangels. That is why, thanks to my
Master, I feel enriched by so many presences, who enlighten me, support me
and reveal the wonders of the spiritual world to me.

Many people will perhaps write books about the Master, giving details
about his family, his studies, the different events of his life, and they will
explain his philosophy and so on…, and that’s very good. But those who
really want to know him and discover what higher realms he came down
from must have got into his head, his heart, his soul, his spirit and have lived
the same life he did, as I sought to do; it is then that they will be able to
extract the quintessence of his being, something which is not only him but, at
the same time, much more than him. You cannot know what it is to have been
a disciple of the Master. For many years I have spoken to you about him, and
it is one of my greatest joys, for I immediately sense his presence, he comes
to visit us; anywhere he is remembered, he is there, and he can be in different
places at the same time. But I believe I will never manage to say everything
that could be said about him.

 
I never told the Master of the work I did with him, how I saw him, how I

surrounded him with light and the most beautiful colours. And neither did he
reveal to me the work he did on me… yes, how he wrote on me, so that I
would become a living book, a book he would send to another country. Even
if the words of a spiritual Master can be contained in books, paper books
would never be enough for him. He is himself a living book, and he needs his
disciples to become living books too. First of all, he writes on them; in their
head and heart he sows the seeds of his Teaching in the hope that one day
they will bear fruit throughout the world. So, the Master wrote a book which
no one but he could have written: me. Yes, I am a book he wrote.

The earth is so far from the sun! But the distance does not stop the sun
from writing on the earth, and this writing is the stones, plants, animals and
humans it gives its light, warmth and life to. Like the sun, the Master wrote
on me from afar. He wrote thousands and thousands of pages, and they are
now all brought together in this book that is me. Then, one day, he said to
me, ‘Now, you are ready; you can leave.’



Two or three years before sending me to France, suddenly, in the middle
of a conversation, he told me a story about a precious stone: ‘I possess a
precious stone of inestimable value, and to protect it I want it transported to
another country. The one who will transport it will have to pass through a
dark forest, inhabited by wild beasts and brigands. There, he will be captured
and searched, and someone will even try to kill him. So that no one can find
this jewel on him, I will cover it with mud. But when he comes out of the
forest, I will be there, and I will wash it so that one day it shines in all its
glory.’ A precious jewel to be transported through a forest infested with wild
beasts and brigands… This seemed like a fairy tale, and that is how the
Master expressed himself. He said nothing more precisely, and I listened
understanding nothing. He must have seen that I had not understood, even to
the point of forgetting all about it.

But a very long time afterwards, the memory of these words came back to
me, and then I understood: this precious jewel was his Teaching which the
Master wanted to save, and the one who had to carry it through the forest was
me. Yes, and what a forest I went through! ‘Brigands’ have really tried to kill
me. Fortunately, the stone had been made dirty, and I, to whom it had been
entrusted, was also sullied. So, what could have appeared at first to be a
tragedy – all those attacks, betrayals and lying accusations which sent me to
prison – in fact saved me from worse. If those who had plotted to remove me
eventually gave up their plan, it was certainly because they thought that after
all I had gone through, I would never get to my feet again. I am sure of it
now: if my life has been safe, it is thanks to all those tests I endured.

It is likely that the Master had had this plan to send me to France for some
time… All that remains is to wait for the outcome: to see how he will wash
this precious stone which he entrusted to me, so that one day it will shine in
all its brilliance.
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