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CHAPTER I 
 
 
 
 

THE GLEN OF SORROW 
 

 t was the beginning, although the concept of a beginning may not be a true reality. Some 
say that something always existed and if this is so, then the beginning is perhaps beyond the 
comprehension of the human mind. Nonetheless, something must come from something. 

Thus it is commonly believed that the universe perhaps began in the following manner: 
Long ago, the Lord of the Worlds floated as a consciousness in the deep abyss of formless 

space. He dwelled in perfect peace and tranquility, for there were no limiting perimeters within the 
silent expanse of a vacuous eternity. And it came to pass that billions of eons quietly lost 
themselves within this opaque and endless darkness. During this timelessness the Lord of the 
Worlds was not sleeping, but initiating a plan that would contain the potentiality for, what is now 
known as universe of the stars. 

As the great plan of the Cosmic Lord unfolded timelessness took on a cloak of time, or a means 
of measuring limitation. Atoms, neutrons, protons and electrons danced amid the darkness of 
unknowing, ever colliding and ever co-mingling in systematic harmony. Suddenly, amidst this 
chordal dance of life's beginning a massive explosion occurred and what had been invisible 
became visible. Golden orbs comprised of gasses and ether began to fill the vast cosmic space, 
each containing a part of the Great Plan. These would later be looked upon by life forms not yet in 
existence, as suns, or solar lords, a reflection of the Lord who created them.

Millions of centuries passed before the solar lords began to reproduce. It was not easy for them 
to give birth, as the atmosphere surrounding them was dark, cold, and vast. Such inclement 
circumstances produced a measure of danger for their offspring, for when a child-planet was born 
and moved into the cold outer realms of space it faced a constant struggle for survival. In time, if 
the newborn solar child lived, its molten gases and ethers mingled with cold outer space and 
brought forth rains to subdue the intense heat. Ultimately this process formed a thin crust-like 
surface around the new planet. As it did, great protrusions in the form of giant cones broke through 
the thin protective layer. Hot liquid belched from the throat of the cones and spewed out over the 
planet's surface, all too often killing everything in its path. 

Eventually these children of the solar lords overcame the terrible trials and produced an outer 
suit of dark earthy substance. As millenniums marched amid constant rains and spewing fire 
domes, small green shoots rose in brown marshlands and great trees swayed in the early dawns. As 
the cosmos grew it was filled with great beauty, but with this growth came independent existence 
and unknowing. 

I 
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The jungles of these solar children eventually filled with twisted and knurled trees, chirping 
birds, slithering snakes, and the never-ending chatter of strange quadrupeds foraging for food. 
Waters teemed with life, as huge mammals took over ruler-ship of the seas, completely unaware 
that a mighty power still governed them. Little did they know; that without the will of this power 
their whole world could crumble into nothingness. 

One day, on one such planet nestled in a far away solar system, a faint sound floated in the air 
from its primeval forest. The cry was like a giant hum, yet somehow different. Occasionally it was 
harsh and low. Other times it resembled the screams of animals and beasts, and yet on other 
occasions it was almost musical. At first, because they were too occupied with the struggle of life 
and death, the grotesque creatures in the oozing bayous and the great mammals in the sea paid little 
heed. 

Day after day, the strange sounds seemed to grow louder and came closer. Suddenly, one day 
the quadrupeds looked up and saw a terrifying sight. They associated it with the hot belching 
disturbances rising from the nearby volcanic mounds and instinctively sought refuge. Great spirals 
of smoke, like throated steam from the great cones, rose above the giant trees and twisted vines 
protecting the jungle's gurgling quick sand. Raucous shouts filled the air, as giant trees fell to the 
ground with crashing thunder. Upon hearing this menacing phantom encroaching upon their 
seclusion, the quadrupeds peered out from their refuges, fearful of this new terror now violating 
their land. They had no name for the grim spectacle standing before them on two legs, for they had 
never seen a human. 

Only the Lord of the Worlds had pre-knowledge that the birth of these upright creatures was as 
it should be. He alone knew about the dark shadows of forgetfulness now layered in the silent 
memories of the humans, and that it would be they who must tame this young and violent planet 
upon which they lived. He had given these two legged creatures one thing He had given no other 
creatures — the power of reasoning. They would not function under instinct alone, but would 
experience the reality of sorrow, death, fear, pain, and old age. From such trials they would 
advance and, in time they would rise beyond the primitive forms they now bore and live in the 
Lord's golden city, Shambhala. Until that day, however, their land would become known as the 
Glen of Sorrow. 

As the humans sought refuge from the icy winds and spewing volcanoes, their Glen of Sorrow 
began to encroach further and further into the forest. While the forest was somewhat protected by 
its heavy foliage and the creatures living amid its shadows, there was yet another very grave 
problem facing the humans. Between the forest and the glen laid a vast and dangerous swamp, and 
the reptilian life forms which dwelled in its murky waters possessed no tolerance for those of the 
glen. They were ugly monsters, slithering through the mud on short grotesque legs, and propelling 
themselves through the water with long, barbed tails. The beasts fought viciously to remain rulers 
over their own domain, and in time the terrible swamp became known as the home of devils, or 
Devil's Swamp. 

The forest, too, had gradually changed its appearance with the coming of the humans, for it had 
learned self-defense from the beasts. Now its branches drooped to the ground, creating an 
entangled maze against its tall grass. Its smooth, contoured, winged limbs evolved into twisted 
brambles, and anyone or anything that dared encroach upon its dark solitude became ensnared 
within its twisted trap and starved to death. In time the forest covered the remains of its victims 
with a wet green moss and a dank mist, and any sign of their existence was obliterated. Because of 
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this, the forest became known as the Forest of the Dying. The legends surrounding it floated over 
the putrid-laden swamp and terrible beasts, and came to rest in the Glen of Sorrow. 

The new humans suffered grievously, for they were fraught with sorrow, old age, and death. 
They were only sustained by a prophecy based on an ancient legend. It was believed that someday, 
in time's uncertain future, a great one cloaked in white would come to the Glen of Sorrow from the 
end of the world and lead them to a land of peace. The Book of the Prophets described this land as 
Shambhala, a place wherein the Lord of all the worlds dwelled. It was written; that in Shambhala 
there was no death or old age or sickness, and the eternal fires of youth touched all who came. The 
golden city was described as gleaming in the heavens like a radiant star in dawn's primordial light. 
It was believed that just those who were pure of heart could see the golden city, and only during in 
the first hour of the morning rises. To the impure it remained enshrined in swirls of mist hovering 
over a distant mountain, referred to as the Great Silver Mountain. 

The Book of the Prophets also referred to a group of great beings, called the White Ones, who 
served as emissaries to the Lord of the Worlds. It was said that they dwelled in the Valley of the 
Sun at the end of the world, nestled in a secret place beyond the Black Dunes. The Great Prophecy 
spoke of a time when the sun would be darkened by the passage of the moon across its face and the 
earth would become as dusk on a winter's day. When this occurred, one of the White Ones would 
leave the Valley of the Sun and travel to the humans who dwelled in the Glen of Sorrow. He would 
come from the east, through the Forest of the Dying and across Devil's Swamp. 

As an emissary of the Lord of the Worlds, all things would be subject to White One's will, 
including the twisted trees in the forest primeval and the grotesque creatures of Devil's Swamp. He 
would teach the people in the Glen of Sorrow the ways of heaven, and one day those who dwelled 
there would rise from their ways of ignorance and unknowing. When all of this had come to pass, 
the people in the glen would build a new world from the ashes of the old, and the light of 
Shambhala would fill their land with beauty and peace. 

In spite of the promise and beauty of the prophecy, however, many living in the glen believed 
that the mighty White Ones who dwelled at the end of the world were actually tenders of great 
fiery furnaces. Some, who claimed to know, taught that if anyone misbehaved, they would be 
taken away by one of these emissaries of the Lord of the Worlds and cast into boiling caldrons. 
Because of these forecasts of doom the humans tried to behave as well as they could, lest they 
provoke the way of this Lord of the Worlds. 

One day the Lord of the Worlds looked upon his people in the Glen of Sorrow and decided that 
it was time for the prophecy to be fulfilled. Having made this decision, he turned to his emissaries 
in the Valley of the Sun, for they were to be entrusted with the sacred mission. The great White 
Ones who dwelled in the Sacred Valley, however, little knew that they had been chosen to fulfill 
the Will of the Cosmic Lord in a manner that would test the very depths of their own existence. 

As the season of the prophecy's fulfillment neared a shadow of transformation stole across the 
glen, moving like a voiceless phantom. Then, a deep impenetrable mist from another world fell on 
the land, weaving a pattern of destiny into its sleeping forgetfulness. 

As the dawn of the great fulfillment touched the strange young planet of humans and 
quadrupeds, summer came. The song of the birds rang in the Forest of the Dying, and giant 
quadrupeds moved like ghostly shadows amongst its trees. The beasts of the swamp raised their 
great heads above the rising steam of the hot bayou, for with the coming of warmer weather they 
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awakened. Now they hungered for the tasty morsels of ignorant creatures wandering along their 
shore. 

Even the rays of the sun, called the Children of Light, sang with glee, for they now ruled, and 
held the Sons of Darkness and winter imprisoned in the deep crevasses of contoured caves. 



 

 

 
 
 

CHAPTER I1 
 
 

THE COMING OF MAYA SANGH 
 

he summer days grew longer with each passage of the solar god. A soft, warm wind 
played through the grass causing it to sway in lissome mime, while trees bent themselves 
like restless giants. Dusk fell at the end each day, bringing evening shadows to ease the 

oppressive heat. In the cool of the early eventides the female humans in the glen gathered to gossip 
on the numerous vine-covered porches lining the glen's dusty streets leading to the village square. 
During these late hours of the day most of the males, particularly the older ones, sauntered along a 
well-beaten path to gather on the big porch surrounding Pringle's General Store. 

The store itself stood at the edge of the town square; its tall, peaked roof overshadowing its 
less-elevated neighbors. Its sides gleamed from frequent whitewashing, framing the dingy win-
dows filled with everything from harnesses to peppermint candy. A low-hung roof spanned out 
from beneath the top story where Mr. Pringle lived with his small family. This overhang provided 
a form of shelter to the dilapidated porch below. Six round pillars connected the roof to the porch, 
giving the store a strange, ungainly appearance which defied any attempt at simple graciousness. 
Nevertheless, Mr. Pringle was particularly proud of these pillars because they were the 
only round ones in the whole glen. It was rumored that they had come from the Forest of the 
Dying. 

Other buildings also surrounded a rather small, centrally located, park, while narrow, dusty 
streets led to even more outlying places of business. Although these were not many, they were still 
a focal point for those in need of brightly colored thread, printed gingham, shoes, or a piece of 
furniture. None of these stores, however, held the same fascination as Pringle's, for Pringle's drew 
the males of the village for a bit of gossip when there was nothing else to do, or on a Sunday 
afternoon. During the summers, the men gathered on the porch, seating themselves in a semi-circle 
on gray, weather-beaten, straight-back chairs and dilapidated rockers. During the winter the chairs 
and rockers went inside and were placed in another semi-circle around an old potbellied wood 
stove that provided the store's only heat. As the men gossiped and chewed tobacco they took turns 
spitting into a dull brass spittoon, their expertise marked by the distance of their aim. 

No matter what community events occupied the men's conversation, sooner or later their talk 
always turned to the legend of Shambhala. Through the years the mystery had been embellished, 
for each man swore he had heard something new. Fathers had passed these stories on to their sons, 
who then passed them on to theirs. 

No one dared to question the truth of the stories told at Pringle's, for there was a bond of loyalty 
between the men who gathered there. They listened to one another with a sense of appreciation 
simply because this was the way of the glen. Each knew the others had never really journeyed 
beyond the thick green pastures separating the Glen of Sorrow and Devil's Swamp. Occasionally, 
of course, one of the younger men would meander to the edge of the pasture, hoping to see if one of 

T 
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the devil-beast would rise up and roar. If the adventurer was fortunate enough to observe such an 
event, he then returned to Pringle's with a few new embellishments to add to the age-old tales. 

The oldest member of the glen was referred to as Old Moe. Once he had dared to challenge the 
creatures of Devil's Swamp, and during the Pringle gatherings he never tired of showing off his 
missing little finger to prove it. He was an old man now and usually spent his time rocking to and 
fro in one of Pringle's old weathered rocking chairs, chewing tobacco and telling his story. 

According to Moe, his meeting with the ugly ones of Devil's Swamp occurred when he was 
young, at a time when dreams and visions ruled over his wayward youth. "Yep," he would tell any-
one who was listening, "One day, I just got plain tired of this here glen and right determined to 
leave. Of course I'd heered the stories about the end of the world, but thought that I would go and 
see if it really fell off into nothingness. So, one morning, bout the time the sun came up over the top 
of those trees over there, I hitched up my overalls, packed a bit of grub, and took right off. I was 
feeling a heap brave at the time. 

"Well, I took off out of town and crossed the meadow without no mishap. When I got to Devil's 
Swamp I looked at it fer a time, but it was right still. Old One Eye, by far the biggest brute in the 
swamp, appeared to be sleeping. So, with everything looking pretty good I stepped right into the 
swamp. Suddenly I hear a mighty thrashing and the click of them big teeth. I looked around and 
there was old One Eye staring me straight in the face, his thick old jaws dripping with white saliva. 
It was a might obvious that he planned to have me for breakfast. 

"I stepped back, but I didn't move fast enough because that mean critter snapped my finger off. 
I was bleeding all over the place and there just ain't any words to describe how it hurt. Still, I was 
right glad to be alive. I can tell you I ain't went that near to Devil's Swamp again." 

Those who lived in the glen seldom got tired of hearing Moe's story, and because of his daring 
adventure he was looked up to by the younger men. This gave him a sense of importance. The 
young men always came to ask for directions when they felt inclined to leave their routine world 
behind, or thought about traveling to the end of the world. This pleased Moe a great deal. 

When anyone approached him about the matter, Old Moe would scrutinize him closely. He hid 
the fact that he felt these young people were rather stupid to have such ideas. The way he figured it, 
their bravado would probably cost them their lives, because old One Eye was a waitin' for them at 
Devil's Swamp. Nonetheless, he was happy to oblige anyway. 

"Wall, it's this way young man," Moe would say, "At the first light of dawn you gotta head 
eastward toward that thar great Silver Mountain. Turn right at the edge of town, and set your 
course for the mountain as straight as a crow flies. After you cross the meadow you will have to 
cross Devil's Swamp. Now this ain't easy, caus'n them critters that live there are just waitin' to eat 
anything a crawlin', or a walkin'." 

At this point Old Moe would hold up the hand with the missing finger just to prove that he 
wasn't bluffing. He figgered if this didn't scare the young men off nothing would. 

Then the old man would continue, saying, "Next, if yer still be alive, you'll have to go through 
the Forest of the Dying. From what I heer, that forest is downright tretrous. Apparently, it has bogs 
and quicksand, flying snakes and a number of mean beasts that would as soon tear you apart, as 
look at you. And, if that ain't enough and you still be alive, then you gotta get past those Black 
Dunes. Now, I’ve heard tell that there are terrible things lurking in the shadow of the Dunes, and at 
night one can sometime hear the awful screams of banshees floating in the air. 

"Nope," Old Moe would shake his head, "I ain't never been there and I ain't a goin'. 
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By this time, the ominous overtones of the perilous trip usually became too horrifying for 
anyone to seriously think about leaving the Glen of Sorrow. The young men, whose hair stood up 
on the back of their necks at the mention of the Black Dunes, would finally settled down and 
relegate themselves to the matter of simple talk. As the years passed, there would be an occasional 
exception and someone would leave. Such incidents provided a great deal of gossip and 
speculation among the men of Pringle's, for it was a known fact, that those who left were never 
seen again. 

Even as the gossip continued at Pringle's, the long, hot days of summer passed. Before long the 
people of the glen gathered to harvest the crops, while the Prince of autumn touched the Glen of 
Sorrow with his paintbrush, turning the leaves into robes of carmine and flaxen wonder. The Sons 
of Darkness once again gained supremacy over the Children of Light and rode the west winds 
through the village streets, howling with delight over their season of rule. 

Although the afternoons were still warm and the grass was parched yellow by the summer's 
heat. The Prince of Frost chuckled when he glanced into his hourglass, for each year he looked 
forward to his triumphal entry into the Glen of Sorrow. At that time he would then mount the north 
wind, shrieking as he rode the streets of the village, nipping at the feet of the humans and pinching 
the children's cheeks. Shortly thereafter the Snow King would follow and snow would cover the 
land, leaving diamond-studded mounds standing frozen against a grey shrouded sky. 

One Sunday, just before the Snow King flew in on the glacial winds of winter, the prophecy 
that had overshadowed the history of the Glen of Sorrow began to unfold. Sophia, one of the 
village women, was seen making her way to Pringle's store. She little knew why she found it 
necessary to go to there, for she was heavy with child. Something, however, drew her in that 
direction. On arriving she stood quietly outside, an obscure shadow against the rough-hewn wood 
of the building, but she felt no compulsion to enter. Her frail body was stooped with the weight of 
the child she bore and her face showed deepening lines of fatigue, almost as though she could not 
bear another day of life. Still an inner light seemed to shine through the chiseled graciousness of 
her tiny face, while her dark hair flowed about her head like a halo and added a Grecian beauty to 
her delicate features. 

From her position next to the building Sophia could hear the men inside talking. The 
weather-beaten chairs had been moved from the sagging porch of Pringle's to the interior of the 
store, and the village men, as usual, gathered around the old potbellied stove. The door to the store 
was open, and as the men talked Sophia could easily hear every word they spoke. 

Completely absorbed in their discussion, the men did not notice the woman standing in the 
shadows outside. Neither did they see her leave, or pause against the drooping branches of a 
nearby willow tree. As she stood beneath the tree, now almost bared by fall's early chill, Sophia 
reached down and placed her slender hands upon her stomach and gently cradled her child not yet 
born. She spoke softly, saying, "My child, I cannot have you grow up to die of old age with 
nothing to live for but empty dreams. I must find a way to put the chalice of wisdom within your 
mind, the strength of a lion within your body, and the destiny of the stars within your heart. This, I 
promise. I will take you to the Valley of the White Ones and they will raise you to become one of 
them." 

On a night shortly thereafter, just as the crescent moon began to rise against the stark black of 
the night sky, old Mrs. Delacourt, the glen's leading midwife, heard a knock on her door. Sleepily, 
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she rose from her warm bed to answer the call, mumbling over the disturbance. The midwife knew 
that the knock was probably a summons to go out in the early winter's chill to deliver another child. 

Opening the door a small crack, the elderly woman peeked out at her caller. There stood Tom 
Weaver's tall, skinny son silhouetted against the moonlight, casting a slight shadow across the 
frost-covered ground. She noticed that the youth appeared uncertain at his reception and was 
shifting his weight from one gangly foot to another in a fruitless attempt to both keep warm and 
hide his nervousness. 

As soon as the youth saw the door open, he blurted out, "Pa sent me to fetch you, for that 
woman Sophia is delivering up her young'un. He said to tell you she ain't got no one else, her 
husband having died and all." 

Speaking seemed awkward for the boy, and after saying what he came to say, he turned and 
started to move away. 

The midwife reached out, grabbed the youth by the sleeve and pulled him back. "Here now, 
you come right in and have a bit of hot peppermint tea by the fire while I pick up a few things. It's 
a right cold night and you must be chilled to the bone after having come so far. How come your pa 
sent you, anyway?" 

"Well, that Sophia done come in the middle of the night and said she needed help." the youth 
replied. "Considering her is without a husband and all, Ma made her a bed in the barn. We hain't 
got any room in the house anyways, cause five of us young'uns already sleep in one room. 
Anyways, it seemed she looked right peaked, all pale and all. So, Ma told Pa to send me to fetch 
you." 

As soon as he had stated the purpose of his visit, the boy sat down in a chair near the fire and 
began gulping the hot peppermint tea. Before long the warming liquid coursed through his body 
and his toes began to tingle. As he drank, he was filled with a measure of dread over the thought of 
going back out in the cold night air in his thin jacket. He didn't say anything, however, for he came 
from a family possessing great pride and had been taught not to ask for things. 

While the youth was thus occupied with his tea, Mrs. Delacourt set about gathering the things 
she needed for delivering the baby. As she hunted for the necessary items, she complained under 
her breath about the inconvenience the woman Sophia was causing. Nonetheless, Mrs. Delacourt 
was a God-fearing woman and went to church every Sunday. Therefore, she shrugged her 
shoulders and assumed that the Lord must have called upon her for a reason and she must do her 
duty as she saw it. 

After completing all the necessary provisions, scissors to cut umbilical cord, a cloth to dry the 
infant, oil and a swaddling band, the midwife put on an old, brown, heavy tweed coat and wrapped 
an old red, hand-knitted shawl around her head. As she opened the door she motioned for the boy 
to follow her. Together, they went out into the cold night. As they hurried along Mrs. Delacourt 
clutched her parcel and continued to mutter to herself. Glancing up at the moon, she saw that it was 
not quite full. "At least" she thought, "That is a good omen." 

It was common knowledge in the glen that any child born before the moon reached its zenith 
fared better than those born in the wane. As far as the people were concerned, a moon on the wane 
was a dying moon; therefore, children born at that time were weaker in both strength and 
reasoning. While there was really little evidence to substantiate this belief, all of the glen's 
child-bearing families breathed a sigh of relief when their children were born before the wane. 



Elizabeth MacDonald Burrows                        15 
                   

 

As Mrs. Delacourt and the boy walked, their feet made a crunching sound on the frozen 
ground. The frost was heavy, and the path slippery, particularly where the north wind blew across 
the open spaces. Therefore, they were relegated to move slowly and pick their way carefully across 
the icy places to keep from falling. They did not speak as they ambled along, for the night air was 
sharp, and if they opened their mouths a cold searing pain wove itself around their throat. Besides, 
they had little to say to one another. 

On arriving at the Weaver farm Mrs. Delacourt saw Tom's wife, Samantha, standing outside 
their small run-down house anxiously waiting. Samantha was a big, raw-boned woman with a 
sharp tongue, and acclaimed to be hard working as a mule. As the mid-wife walked toward her, 
Mrs. Weaver greeted her warmly, 
"Lawdy sakes, woman, I did hate to get you out on this cold night. I didn't know what else to do, 
though. That Sophia looks right peaked. Apparently she ain't got no place else to go." 

Lowering her voice, Mrs. Weaver added, "I figure there ain't no time to spare. That young'un is 
going to pop out any time, so we'd best hurry. She's over there in that barn, because there wern't no 
room in the house. Besides, some of the kids ain't seen a birthin' and I don't rightly believe it be 
good for them. So, I made a bed for her in the hay It should be comfortable enough." 

The darkness of night mercifully hid the pile of rusty junk that lay on the ground just outside of 
a sagging barn door. It also covered the peeling red paint clinging to every rotting board of the 
dilapidated structure, which was as old as the first Weaver family member, great-great grandpa 
Justin. 

When the two women entered the barn, Mrs. Delacourt noticed that a single oil lantern cast a 
flickering flame from the back corner of the building. It caused shadows to dance eerily across the 
walls. Beneath these ghostly specters lay the woman, Sophia, her pale face mirroring the same 
subtle phantoms. 

Swiftly, the midwife set about to deliver the young woman's frail body of its burden. Very little 
time passed before the bleating cries of a newborn male infant wafted across the still night air. 
Now that the child was delivered, Mrs. Delacourt went about her remaining duties with great 
efficiency. First she wiped and oiled the child, and then wrapped him in the clean, white swaddling 
band she had brought. 

Stooping down the midwife laid the boy in his mother's arms. Struck by a moment of 
tenderness, she also reached over and tucked the corners of an old blanket around the new mother. 
Sophia, gratified by Mrs. Delacourt's kindness, reached up and touched her gently on the face, 
after which her hand fell down beside her as though too weak to do more. The tiny infant lying 
beside his mother looked up, almost as though he understood her silence. Finally he closed his eyes 
in sleep. 

Looking briefly over at the mother and the male child she had just delivered with a sense of 
satisfaction, Mrs. Delacourt rose to her feet and departed, thinking only of the now-cold bed 
awaiting her return. As she and Samantha Weaver walked away from the barn, Mrs. Delacourt 
shook her head at her friend and spoke somewhat softly, lest her voice carry in the cold still air, 
"Yep, that woman Sophia is a strange one, all right. She didn't utter a sound, even when the 
young'un came." 

The midwife paused for a moment, as though she was thinking, and then asked, "Samantha you 
already have a passel of mouths to feed. Pray tell what do you plan to do about the woman?" 
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"I don't rightly know," Samantha replied. "Somehow, I cain't turn her out in the cold. So, I 
guess we will make do somehow. I'm sure the good Lord will provide." 

While the two women were talking; far away in a cave, deep within the molten center of the 
earth, another heard the cry of the newborn infant. Rising from the throes of a woman's pain its 
feeble wail had melded into the subtle, unseen realms between heaven and earth. Carried on the 
timeless wind, its tiny breath reached deep into the dank underground caverns where the Prince of 
Darkness, adversary to the Cosmic Lord, dwelled. 

When he heard the infant's cry, the Prince lifted his eyes toward the stars and a cold chill of 
delicious anticipation crossed his heart. Then, a thunderous roar of laughter erupted from his 
throat. It reverberated through the heavens like an ill-fated omen until it finally reached the 
consciousness of the Lord of the Worlds. 

The Lord had heard this chilling sound many times, and knew its meaning. The Prince of 
Darkness was challenging Him to a future confrontation. The stakes were high, for the winner of 
the battle would claim the newborn's soul. 
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CHAPTER III 
 
 
 

JOURNEY PERILOUS 
 

ar above the Great Silver Mountain, the Lord of the Worlds looked down upon the scene in 
the barn and gently touched Sophia's heart. She would need His strength, His skill, and 
cunning to accomplish the arduous journey of death across the vast wastelands between 

the Glen of Sorrow and the Valley of the White Ones. In that the Prince of Darkness had 
challenged him for the boy's soul, he knew that he must help her. Because her deepest wish was 
borne out of a selfless love, greater than the winds and stronger than the mountains, it could not be 
wasted. Her newborn son must reach the White Ones who lived in the Valley of the Sun. 

The Lord of the Worlds smiled, knowing that the child was human and his emissaries were 
immortal. Would they know how to raise a human boy? 

At the end of three days, the moon waned and the Sons of Darkness ruled the night without 
interference. On the third evening, a ribbon of light from a falling star descended over the barn 
where Sophia lay with her infant son. For a moment, it filled the interior with radiant light, and 
then it quickly faded into the ebon of the passing night. Startled, Sophia held the child close. Then 
she heard an unfathomable and strange call within her soul. It bid her hasten and prepare for her 
journey to the Land of the White Ones. 
Immediately, Sophia picked the child up in her arms and dressed him. Then she laid him back 
down on the pallet and turned her attention toward gathering the things they would need for the 
trip. The mother selected only a few bare essentials from the things Mrs. Weaver had brought 
her, for she knew the family was poor. Therefore she sought to leave behind whatever she could. 
Even the food she gathered amounted to no more than the few pieces of dried bread she had 
managed to save from her sparse meals. 

When everything had been placed in a small pile on her shawl Sophia tied the ends together to 
form a small parcel. By this time the gray sky was tinged with the first touch of morning light. As 
the night lifted, Sophia picked up her son and slipped her slender hands through the shawl parcel. 
Then she stepped out of the barn into the early morning chill. The Prince of Frost tried to pinch her 
cheeks and tweak her toes, but she paid him no heed as she headed across the desolate meadow 
toward Devil’s Swamp, clutching her infant son tightly in her arms. 

As Sophia made her way to the outskirts of the swamp, Samantha Weaver walked toward the 
barn with the usual meager breakfast. On arriving, she was surprised to find a small bunch of 
things folded neatly in a pile, and only a slight indentation on the pallet where Sophia's frail body 
had once rested. She sensed that she would never see the woman or her baby again, and for a 
moment Samantha pitied her. On leaving the barn Samantha glanced toward the meadow. She 

F 
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could not see Sophia, however, who had now reached the edge of the swamp, because the snow 
had begun to fall and blotted out the landscape. 

When Sophia had reached the far edge of the meadow, the huge beasts of Devil's Swamp raised 
their grotesque heads and looked at her. She was desperately afraid and fear consumed her like a 
relentless phantom. Looking down upon the face of her sleeping son with deep concern, she saw 
only the image of an old man with long white hair sitting in the country store and swapping stories. 
Sophia realized that this would become her son's destiny if she did not continue her journey. A 
deep pain tore through her, for these thoughts were more terrifying than the ugly creatures now 
staring at her, with thick, white saliva running down their fat jowls. "Oh, my son," Sophia 
murmured, "No fate can be worse than that of old age, sickness, death, and unknowing." 

Willing to accept death from the beasts, rather than have her son grow old in the Glen of 
Sorrow, Sophia squared her shoulders, took a deep breath and stepped carefully into the swamp. 
She was surprised to find the oozing mud and rivulets of water frozen solid beneath her feet. This 
allowed her to move easily As she started to cross the desolate marsh, the grotesque monsters 
reared themselves up to feast, hungering greatly now that winter had fallen upon them. However, 
when they sought to reach out and grab Sophia, their sharp fangs only pierced the air, for the ice 
and thick, frozen mud prohibited their hulking bodies from moving quickly. 

Fearing for her child's safety, Sophia moved as rapidly as she could. The hardened surface of 
the swamp allowed her to remain just beyond the monsters' reach. At last her feet touched the other 
side and she stumbled against one of the thick branches of a tree in the Forest of the Dying. When 
the beasts saw that she was beyond their clutches they writhed in hunger, tormented by the pains 
gnawing at their stomachs. Because they were slow of mind and functioned only by instinct, they 
quickly forgot their cravings and once again settled into a semi-dormant state to pass the winter 
away. 

Meanwhile, as these events were taking place at the edge of the Forest of the Dying, far away in 
the Valley of the Sun the emissaries to the Lord of the Worlds were just finishing their morning 
communion. They moved quietly, occasionally pausing as if to enjoy some mysterious 
communication that could not be heard. In the Valley of the Sun, no voice ever rang above the song 
of the birds or the hum of the bees, for the twelve members of the Brotherhood did not 
communicate with the spoken word. Eons ago they realized that spoken words often caused 
misunderstandings and that no truth could ever be fully communicated with the human tongue. 
Because their minds were united with all living things and therefore one, each brother knew the 
others' thoughts, ideas, and purposes without verbal exchange. 

Those who lived in the Valley of the Sun believed that the world of matter was temporal, and 
that worldly affairs appeared to each human being differently, based on his or her own particular 
level of understanding. Therefore, those bound to human senses were prone to differences, which 
resulted in misunderstanding, hatred, and violence. Since the emissaries governed both quadru-
peds and humans, they knew life's discomforts and hardships all too well. For this reason, the 
Brothers had long put spoken words and their harsher corresponding vibrations behind them, as 
well as many of the memories of their once human lives. 

Comprised of twelve members, the Brotherhood had always been known as the White Ones. 
They were one with the great light of the God of the Worlds, and their bodies were made from the 
same semi-ether, semi-material substance that formed the universe. Their features were further 
enhanced by the glow of a soft white light surrounding their heads. Although the Brothers often 
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lived hundreds of years, there came a time when even they departed from the Valley of the Sun to 
never return. They did not go back to the human world they had once known, but were instead 
drawn to the city of the Cosmic Lord, called Shambhala. There, they co-ruled with the Lord of the 
Worlds throughout eternity. 

When one of the members of the Brotherhood departed from the Valley to go to Shambhala, 
those who remained behind did not seek a replacement. One simply appeared. Sometimes decades 
would pass before the Brothers would look up to see some threadbare figure emerge from the 
winding trail that descended from the peak of the Black Dunes. At such times they joyfully 
hastened to meet the stranger with offerings of food and fresh white linen clothing. It was their 
custom to always welcome each new arrival in this fashion. They knew that only the strongest and 
the bravest could conquer Devil's Swamp, the Forest of the Dying and successfully maneuver the 
Black Dunes where the souls of its living dead mourned their exile from heaven. 

At the time Sophia's child was born, there had been no new additions to the Brotherhood for 
seven hundred and ninety years. Their valley rested at the base of the Great Silver Mountain, and 
was surrounded by high, snowcapped peaks. There was but one entrance through the rugged cliffs 
to the Valley of the Sun. This was a narrow ledge that originated at the edge of the Black Dunes 
and descended along perpendicular granite walls. The ledge, which measured only three feet 
across in some places, wound its way like a great cobra around the sharp edges of the snowcapped 
ridges. Eventually it disappeared into the mist, lost in the cold fog surrounding the lofty summits 
which protected the hidden valley. 

Below the ledge were chasms, not unlike the open mouths of the great beasts dwelling in the 
Forest of the Dying, and the chasms, like the wild beasts, waited to devour its prey. Thus the 
Valley of the Sun was impenetrable except by those who were the wisest, the bravest, and the 
strongest of all humans. 

Lush green meadows grew beneath the low, rising hills in the land of the Brothers, each blade 
of grass moving in rhythmic harmony with the others. When the wind blew, the meadows re-
sembled a great sea, as waves of grass flowed in perfect unison. Multicolored birds warbled their 
melodies in a grand symphony, their richly colored plumes moving to the dance of life. Here, in the 
valley, the animals were as one animal, and the lion and the lamb slept side by side, protected by 
the mighty oaks whose branches reached toward heaven. 

A hush often pervaded the rich valley, a hush born from quiet peace and the absence of human 
differences. It permeated the mountains and the meadows, as well as the twelve small wooden 
cottages where the White Ones dwelled. The cottages were built in a systematic circle and in the 
center of the circle there were several larger structures. One was a communal dining hall, while 
another served as a storage building for food and supplies. There was also a library, a communal 
bathing area, a place to do laundry, and a place where the Brotherhood gathered to worship. 

In spite of the grandeur of distant hills nothing could surpass the beauty at high noon, for the 
valley was then bathed in the resplendent rays of the sun. The light descended from the sun and 
flowed down the rough, contoured mountain summits, imprinting a touch of gold over the graceful 
terrain. 

Even as Sophia entered the Forest of the Dying, still carrying her child close to her heart, far 
below, the Brothers went peacefully about their duties. They were oblivious that the hand of the 
Lord of the Worlds was about to touch them. 
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Tired, Sophia paused long enough to rest her head against one of the great trees. For a moment 
she closed her eyes, exhausted by her narrow escape from Devil's Swamp. As she did so, far away 
in the hidden Valley, Master Joseph, the eldest of the Brotherhood of twelve, felt a knife of sorrow 
pierce his heart. It was as though a shadow had risen from some forgotten grave of human 
existence. He observed it's passing with gravity, thinking, "Many years have passed and the Lord 
of the Worlds has blessed me with the greatest of treasures. I wonder why he would now cause this 
feeling of pain to dwell in His humble servant." 

For a moment the Eldest of the Elders was filled with unsettled thoughts, and sitting down he 
sought an answer to this strange mystery. Yet, even as the hours passed into timelessness and the 
sun rose high in mid-heaven, the Lord of the Worlds did not reveal the reason for the strange 
phantoms marching across Master Joseph's soul. The only thing the Elder found out of place was 
the plaintive cry of a newborn child. It seemed to rise above the song of the birds and moving 
noises of the quadrupeds. It astounded Master Joseph even more than the troublesome disturbance 
already penetrating deeply into his consciousness. He felt somehow that there must be some 
connection between the two. 

Eventually, the Elder decided that he would have to be content with things as they were, for 
obedience to the will of the Lord of the Worlds brought peace. Abruptly, he rose and prepared to 
return to his labors, knowing that the hidden would reveal itself in the time of its unveiling. One 
thing he was certain of, however, the cry had come from the west, from the direction of the Glen of 
Sorrow. 

While Master Joseph sought the cause of his unrest, at the edge of the Forest of the Dying the 
infant cradled in Sophia's arms awakened. He immediately let out a pathetic cry for food. This, in 
turn, roused his exhausted mother, who had settled down at the base of one of the silent trees and 
was sheltering the small infant with her frail body. Her eyelids fluttered open. Slowly she sat up, 
positioning her body so that her son might feed and alleviate the gnawing hunger within his 
stomach. After this, the mother ate a few morsels of stale bread in order to strengthen herself for 
the difficult hours ahead. 

Again, Sophia gathered her son closely in her arms and rose, leaving only a tiny crumb of 
broken bread where she had rested. Soon this was taken by one of the crawling creatures abiding in 
the dark stratum of forest life. 

Quietly Sophia made her way through the thick underbrush. When she moved, the mighty trees 
sought to grasp her with their sinuous branches, and murky bogs of quicksand gurgled at her feet, 
anticipating a delicate feast. Coiled serpentines prepared to strike, while the quadrupeds watched 
with expectancy as the mother moved slowly through the forest with her burden. However, there 
was no opportunity to satiate their desires, for Sophia seemed to move as though she was partially 
suspended by some unseen power. She was too thin for the trees to easily grasp her. Attacking 
animals fell into the morass of quicksand, only to be devoured by the quivering, dank mud. The 
serpentines fared no better, for they found it difficult to loosen themselves from the spiny 
roughness of the scabrous bark of the ancient trees. 

Hours later, Sophia again fell exhausted. Night descended and she settled down under one of 
the mighty trees. Feeding her son once more, she then ate a few morsels of bread herself, noting 
that her meager supply of food was nearly gone. 

When morning came, Sophia opened her eyes, but the dense-ness and darkness of the forest 
confused her. Because of the deep underbrush and height of the trees, it was hard to know when 
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day began and night ended. As she looked around she could no longer see the sapphire crest of the 
Great Silver Mountain that had risen mutely before her the day before. Realizing that she was lost, 
the mother slumped down and laid her head against the tiny child in her arms. Around her, the 
trees seemed to chant, "We have won. We have won." 

Crouching against the knurled tree, Sophia began to cry. Dropping her head, she prayed, "Oh 
Lord of the Worlds, I ask nothing for myself, but for my son. Please show me the way to the Valley 
of the White Ones, for I am lost. I have come so far, but this difficult journey is drawing the life 
force from my body and I am becoming weaker. I grieve, knowing that my death would also mean 
the death of my child." 

For a moment, the Forest of the Dying was silent, almost as though it was ashamed of its 
insatiable hunger. Suddenly Sophia heard a rustle in the trees. She turned, expecting to see some 
wild beast coming to rend her, but she saw nothing. Then she perceived a faint movement high in 
the branches of the tall trees. The ruler of the winds, by the order of the Lord of the Worlds, was 
stirring the still branches. He had been called forth to help the gentle woman and her son. When the 
branches of the trees parted before Sophia, the peak of the Great Silver Mountain was revealed 
once more, closer than it had ever been. 

Just as the sun stood once again in muted suspension at high noon, Sophia passed the last tree 
and reached a clearing at the entry of the Black Dunes. Ahead, she could hear the spine-chilling 
screams of the evil ones who were exiled from heaven. Yet, in spite of the terrible fear that again 
engulfed her, Sophia knew that she must somehow find strength to continue. As she walked, she 
felt her life slowly ebbing out of her body and she smelled the dank stench of the exiled ones. Bony 
claw-like hands with long, black talons reached out to tear at her. Because it was high noon and the 
sun was extremely bright, the skeletal shadows were unable to relinquish the safety of the dark 
hillside crevices. They could not tolerate light. 

Once more the Lord protected Sophia, and by His command the Sun God watched over her, 
cloaking her and the child in robes of dazzling sun light. Sophia moved along the contoured ridges 
of the Black Dunes like a semi-translucent mirage, each step taking her higher and higher. Below, 
the lost ones cowered in the shadowed blackness, screaming in defeat as they watched her move 
away from them. On occasion they sought to follow after her, jumping from shadow to shadow in 
pursuit. However, the Sun God continued to move across the sky, dispelling the darkness of the 
desolate landscape. 

At exactly three o'clock that afternoon, just when the Sun God could no longer protect her, 
Sophia stepped upon the narrow ledge leading out of the Black Dunes. Weak from weariness, she 
sat down once more to rest, grateful that she had been spared the terrible calamities that had almost 
befallen her. After feeding the child, the mother ate the last remaining crumbs of bread. When she 
fell asleep, the Moon Goddess rose in the darkness to bathe the land with silver splendor, while 
below the rocky ledge, a few of the evil ones still wailed. 

As dawn touched the snow-capped mountain peaks, Sophia opened her eyes. She felt rested 
and somewhat stronger, although she knew that other perils still faced her and her son. She had no 
food left. There was little recourse, however, but to continue. And so Sophia sought to push away 
the fear that was consuming her now and give her attention to her son. After feeding the infant, she 
rose to her feet and began simple preparations for the day's journey. 

Although Sophia found the vast beauty of the great mountains almost overwhelming, she 
shivered at the sight of the narrow trail winding its way over treacherous ridges. For a moment, the 
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mother felt a sense of the same hopelessness she had experienced in the Forest of the Dying. At the 
same time, she realized that she dared not allow the feeling to remain, and that she must endure 
whatever lay ahead for the sake of her sleeping son. 

Taking the blanket she had wrapped the child in, Sophia tied the lower part of it around her 
waist and the upper part around her neck. This created a makeshift sling, which allowed her to 
carry the infant on her back. After securing her son in the sling, she looked around for a strong 
stick to help her maintain balance on the steep ascent. Almost immediately she spotted a sturdy 
branch lying against a nearby rock, and picking it up she broke off its limbs and shortened it. Soon, 
with walking stick in hand, the mother began her long climb, little knowing that high above her 
head the Lord of the Worlds still smiled down upon her. She pleased Him, for all of the others who 
had made this journey before her had won their victory with wisdom and strength. Sophia alone 
had won her victory with a pure heart. 

Hours passed. The young mother made her way laboriously along the treacherous path of the 
mountain ridges, each step becoming steeper than the last. She felt exhaustion penetrate her legs 
and her mind. Although she had no more food, she knew that she must continue moving, for to stop 
now would mean almost certain death. Mercifully, her child slept, oblivious to his mother's 
sacrifice. 

Just as her remaining strength diminished, Sophia found herself high on a ridge running 
between twin peaks. Looking down, her eyes beheld a graceful valley full of rich meadows and 
clear-running streams. In the center of the valley she saw a small group of cabins and in the faint 
distance a group of white-robed figures moving single file toward one of the larger buildings. 

A sudden burst of great happiness coursed through Sophia. It was like a stream moving swiftly 
through the meadow grass, and as it touched her heart, she almost swooned. It was a feeling more 
exquisite than the quiet moonbeams and more powerful than the mighty mountains, for it had been 
earned through the steady effort of her fragile body. At last her journey was almost over, but as 
Sophia made her way across the fragrant meadows, her joy was intermingled with sorrow. The 
mother knew that the remaining spark of life in her frail body would soon be extinguished. Sadly, 
she also realized that she and her son would never be together again on this planet of humans and 
quadrupeds. 

The Solar Lord descended into darkness once more. Just as the final multi-colored rays of the 
sunset disappeared and the Sons of Darkness began their rule, Sophia slipped into one of the small 
huts. Bending over, she carefully laid her child on the simple but clean sleeping pallet along one 
side of the room. For the last time, the newborn infant heard his mother's tender voice. "Farewell, 
my son. There is within me a promise from the Lord of the Worlds that we shall meet again — in 
another world." 
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CHAPTER IV 

 
 
 

THE SURPRISE 
 

s the Sun God completed his daily pilgrimage across the sky, the majestic mountains stood 
cloaked in shadows. The remaining colors of deep purple and rose emanating from the 
Children of Light disappeared into ebony splendor as the night burst forth with millions of 

brilliant stars. Day disappeared while Master Joseph completed the last of his daily duties and 
prepared to depart for the communal dining room. 

The Elder had remained troubled by the mysterious and intangible impressions floating in and 
out of his consciousness throughout the day. Because of this, the perfect peace of the Lord of the 
Worlds did not dwell within his soul, and this troubled him even more. All day, the Eldest of the 
Elders bore this disturbance with patience and fortitude, for through the years he had endured 
many trials placed before him by the Lord. Yet these disciplines did little to alleviate his unrest and 
he was greatly perplexed, more so than he had ever been since arriving in the Valley of the Sun. 
While the Eldest of the Elders walked, he thought about his life before coming to the Valley of the 
Sun. Eons had passed since his departure from the Glen of Sorrow. During his sojourn in the 
Valley of the Sun he seldom had cause to remember that fateful day so long ago. Now, for some 
reason, it seemed that the past was reaching out its invading tentacles and entwining them into the 
inroads of his soul. Joey, as he was called then, dared to challenge the validity of the legends of the 
glen. Shouting at the men who had gathered at Pringle's to swap stories, he spoke out, saying, 
"You are all ignorant and useless. What purpose is there in growing old and sitting here 
day-after-day talking about things that are not even real? Why don't you seek the truth? Travel to 
the end of the world and see if it really drops off into nothingness." 

Seeing the old men's startled faces and fearful eyes, Joseph added, "Surely, there is way to 
conquer Devil's Swamp and the Forest of the Dying, but how will we ever know unless we try." 

The Eldest of the Elders had been eighteen at the time and he knew that a life in the glen would 
be nothing more than a mundane repetition of the same life his parents had lived and their parents 
before them. He tried to convey the uselessness of living this way to the elders of the glen; they 
turned upon him in anger. Humiliated, he ran away, sensing that all who dwelled there would shun 
him, including his parents. It was the unwritten law of the glen, that those who turned upon the 
oldsters were not welcome in the Glen of Sorrow. 

In despair, Joseph departed from the glen that day and turned in the direction of the great Silver 
Mountain. After crossing the meadow, he stood facing the monsters in the murky waters of Devil's 
Swamp. However, in that terrible instant, the devils and death seemed less frightening then 
returning to face his father's pain over his indiscretion. 

A 
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Hour after hour, Joseph fought his way through the swamp and, later, the Forest of the Dying. 
He was without food and soon, hunger tore at his stomach. In time, even this passed away. He did 
not know that his father would have forgiven him and as the seasons passed, the old ones, too, 
would have overlooked his youthful brashness. Instead he continued to push his way into the deep 
interior toward the end of the world, caring little about punishment, or even dying. Only the 
specter of his father's face remained to follow him like a ghostly shadow. As the days passed 
Joseph learned cunning and daring, and survived death's beckoning finger. 

Almost a year in the wilderness passed before the youth stumbled onto the narrow ledge 
leading from the Black Dunes into the Valley of the Sun. After climbing for what seemed an 
eternity, Joseph, who was now a young man, beheld the radiant splendor of an isolated village. As 
he stood looking down on the valley he saw eleven mysterious, robed figures coming toward him, 
walking single file. 

The Eldest of the Elders smiled when he remembered that day so long ago. At the time, he, like 
all people in the Glen of Sorrow, had been raised to believe that these white robed figures now 
moving toward him were the keepers of the fiery furnaces at the end of the world. Therefore, he 
was not certain that their appearance did not herald some horrible end to life. Neither had he 
forgotten his fear over his first meeting with the White Ones. Even though he had sought escape 
from the vagrancies of the glen, for a moment he wondered if the legends were true and if he might 
now be killed. For the first time the face of his father no longer seemed so menacing. 

Moving in unison toward the young traveler, the White Ones were keenly aware of the youth's 
thoughts, and it amused them. In spite of this, they knew that Joseph had braved the ordeals of 
Devil's Swamp, the Forest of the Dying and escaped the treachery of the Black Dunes. Because 
these things had occurred he was to be welcomed. Their Brotherhood of twelve was now only 
eleven. Their Eldest of the Elders had been called to Shambhala a short time before, leaving an 
opening for another. It had been established in the beginning that the emissaries between heaven 
and earth must remain a Brotherhood of Twelve. Thus, the eleven Brothers had been waiting for 
the new member they knew would soon arrive. 

The Brothers had a kindly expression upon their faces as they held out their hands to receive 
him, but in an instant of fear Joseph held back. Unexpectedly, a feeling of great love and peace 
enveloped him. Immediately, as though he had been struck by lightning, he understood that he had 
come home forever. 

Even the name Joseph had been given him, for in the Valley of the Sun a new name was usually 
given to each arrival. The name Joseph meant "May he add," and as the seasons passed, he had 
indeed added to the growth and wisdom of the Brotherhood. No one would surpass Joseph in 
strength and courage, or in his ability to teach. 

While he was in this state of remembrance, the Elder reached the door of the communal dining 
hall. Before entering he looked over the peaceful valley where he had dwelled for so long. All of 
the Brothers who had once greeted him were gone, and he was now the Eldest of the Elders. 
Throughout the years he had greeted eleven new victors. They, too, had descended from the dunes 
as he once had and he loved each of them as though they were a part of him. Now, amid the 
growing concern over his current state of unrest, Joseph knew that he too must one day leave the 
Valley of the Sun and that another one would take his place. He did not know when this would 
occur, only that it would, and in that understanding the Eldest found a measure of contentment. 
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Going to his place at the head of the table, Master Joseph seated himself. Immediately, the 
other brothers took their positions, and after everyone was seated, Brother Benjamin began to 
serve dinner. The Eldest of the Elders, however, had no curiosity concerning the fare that was 
placed before him, because the Brotherhood was obedient to the laws of nature rather than the 
desires of the flesh. Meals, therefore, were much the same each day, consisting of hearty bread, a 
single vegetable and fresh fruit and nuts from Brother Nilarius' garden. Such simplicity was also 
necessary for the Brothers for another reason. The cells in their body vibrated at a higher frequency 
than those of the humans who lived in the Glen of Sorrow. It was therefore necessary to align their 
bodies with the vital forces of nature. Because of this, they were less subject to heat and cold, pain, 
rapid aging, or illness. 

As Master Joseph sat at the table, he glanced at those seated around him. While his face was as 
impenetrable as the granite contours of the distant mountains, his heart held each of the Brothers in 
loving custody, for he had long been their teacher. As always, Brother Benjamin, the youngest of 
the Elders, sat on Master Joseph right. He was a short, plump man with an equally round but 
pleasant face. The top of his head was void of hair, but he paid little heed to the matter, for as chief 
cook he was far too busy to concern himself with vanities. He also believed that nothing should 
hunger, so he was known to feed everything, even the wild deer. In turn, all creatures loved him. 
Each time he stepped outside of his cabin the birds and the quadrupeds in the Valley gathered 
around him to be fed. 

Seated together around an oblong wooden table, the Brothers created a solemn but harmonious 
beauty, lending grace to the plain dining area. After their food was served, each bowed their heads 
to give thank the Lord of the Worlds for their simple repast. As the Eldest of the Elders picked up 
his fork, however, his mood was one of deep contemplation. The others immediately sensed that 
he was disturbed by some serious problem. 

Suddenly, Master Joseph again heard the plaintive cry of a newborn infant floating in the 
evening breeze. This time it sounded closer, as though it was coming from one of the cabins. 
Perplexed, the Eldest lifted his head and looked at the Brothers. He saw that they were looking at 
him questioningly and that their eyes mirrored his own puzzlement. It was obvious they had heard 
it too. 

As the faint whimper again floated through the ether, the Elder stood up. He realized that the 
answer to his earlier unrest was about to unveil itself from the mist of unknowing. As he made his 
way silently toward the small cabins, the others followed closely behind. 

When the Brothers arrived at the last cabin, which belonged to Master Joseph, they heard the 
cry again. It was a plaintiff one, like a tiny soul caught in the suffering of birth and struggling to 
rise above the vicissitudes of human life. The sound did not belong in the Valley of the Sun, for it 
bore darkness and unknowing. Master Joseph easily discerned that this was the cry that had 
haunted him since the early morning dawn. It was obviously not a phantom from the glen, or a 
sullen shadow from the Black Dunes.  

Gathering behind the Eldest of the Elders as he stopped outside of the cabin, the Brothers 
waited for him to offer some explanation. However, none was forthcoming. They heard the sound 
again and looked at him, seeing that his face bore a troubled look. He entered his cottage 
cautiously, and again the others followed. There, upon the Elder's sleeping pallet, was an 
incredible sight — a tiny infant wrapped in a threadbare blanket. The baby looked up at the twelve 
brothers with doleful eyes.  
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The Eldest of the Brotherhood leaned over and studied the baby carefully. He could see that the 
infant was not much more than a week old, although it was apparently healthy and had been well 
cared for. "Oh my," Master Joseph thought, "This child does not belong here, for he is from the 
Glen of Sorrow. He must be returned to his mother immediately." 

Then Master Joseph looked at the others who, reading his thoughts, nodded in agreement. 
The infant's cry was a reflection of those who lived in the glen and filled with illness, pain, and 

death. In this Valley of the White Ones there was little place for humans. As Master Joseph looked 
down upon the small bundle in the center of his pallet he felt he had no other recourse, but to assign 
one of the Brothers the task of returning the infant to its mother and to the Glen of Sorrow. 

The infant seemed to sense that his presence was unwelcome and began to cry. This untimely 
vibration fell upon the silence of the Valley of the Sun like a discordant note of music. It caused the 
nearby quadrupeds to pause for a moment and even the birds stopped singing. The raucous sound 
intruding on the valley caused the Brothers to look at each other in dismay. They turned toward 
their Elder. 

When Master Joseph saw the eyes of the others upon him, he closed his own and allowed his 
consciousness to enter into the perspicacious world separating the invisible from the visible. 
Slowly, he felt himself becoming immersed in light until he was no longer aware of his physical 
countenance. Then he entered the worlds of events past, present, and future. As he traveled the 
inner ethers existing between that which was visible and yet unknown, he was also linked with the 
minds of the Brothers. Therefore it was possible for them to see what he saw. 

Slowly, the ether between the two worlds parted, and the twelve Brothers beheld the delicate 
features of a woman travailing in childbirth. Although they sensed her pain and hopes, they also 
witnessed her fortitude and patience. Next they watched her painful struggle through Devil's 
Swamp and the Forest of the Dying, bearing her precious cargo toward their hidden valley. The 
Brothers watched as the Sun God protected her. When they saw this, they knew that the woman 
had found favor with the Lord of the Worlds. For a brief moment, even the heart of the Eldest of 
the Elders was touched when he saw Sophia place her son in his room and heard her final words to 
him. 

Next the consciousness of the Eldest of the Elders moved like a phantom into the shadows of 
things yet to be. The Brothers watched, as Sophia lay exhausted in the Forest of the Dying. They 
also saw the arrival of the Lord of Death and Sophia holding out her hands, as her frail and 
depleted body fell away from her. Then nothing remained but an empty body-shell against one of 
the massive trees, which soon obscured her once living remains. 

Slowly, the Eldest of the Elders opened his eyes and looked at the others somberly. He realized 
that the Lord of the Worlds had allocated rearing of the human to them. Master Joseph began to 
speak in unspoken words, solidifying and expanding the delicate ether by thought alone. The 
Brothers heard his words penetrate their minds as though spoken with mortal tongue. 

Peering into the faces of those who stood in his cabin, Master Joseph's eyes fell on Benjamin. 
Penetrating the mind of the younger brother with unspoken words, he said, "Brother Benjamin, the 
early care of the child is in your hands. When attending him, you must speak in mortal ways. At 
best, I fear it will be a lonely life for the boy, for it is not natural for a human to live among those 
who are no longer bound by matter. However, it must be done because it is the will of the Lord." 
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To the others, the Eldest of the Elders added, "Silence will prevail among the rest of us unless 
we are speaking to the child. His soul reveals that his evolution is only suitable for the Glen of 
Sorrow; therefore, he will be unable to comprehend the unspoken word. For this reason, I have 
chosen to give him the name Maya Sangh, meaning "Illusion Talk." 

For a moment, Master Joseph paused, and then, with some solicitude he added, "Now, I believe 
that Brother Benjamin will need some square cloths, as well as some milk from the goats. I greatly 
fear that the child cries because he is hungry ... and well he should be, for it has been long since he 
was suckled." 

Noting the ever-expanding puddle of darkness also forming around the infant, Master Joseph 
shook his head, saying, "I believe you can see that the situation is somewhat urgent." 

The others looked down at the child, and then at their leader. Nodding, they departed quietly, 
one by one, but not before Brother Benjamin reached down to pick up the soaked infant and 
cradled him in his arms. 

After the youngest Elder had departed with the boy, Master Joseph glanced up at the first stars 
of evening and sought to commune with the ruler over heaven. He felt a necessity to ask why he 
and the Brothers had been assigned the rearing of this human child. However, on this subject, the 
Lord of the Worlds remained silent and did not answer. 

In the meantime, while her son was being discovered in the Valley of the White Ones, Sophia 
was making her way back along the narrow trail toward the Forest of the Dying. The chained souls 
of the Black Dunes again watched her as she approached, lending their tormented cries to the 
shadows of darkness spreading across the land. They were certain they would lay claim to her soul 
this time and they reveled in the satisfaction that she would suffer as they. Nonetheless, their 
anticipation was to no avail, for the Lord of the Worlds again watched over and protected her. This 
thwarted any opportunity of possible attack by those who would have compelled Sophia into 
fathomless eons of chained emptiness. 

Eventually coming to the outer perimeters of the Dunes, the young mother dropped to the 
ground and laid her weakened body against the smooth contours of a large rock for shelter. In spite 
of the fact that many hours had passed without food, she soon fell into a deep sleep and slept until 
morning. 

When Sophia awakened from her rest at the edge of the Black Dunes the next morning, the 
Children of Light were preparing their rule. Once again the great Sun God bathed her with light, 
bringing with him a phantasm of color in various shades of sapphire, indigo and magenta. Rising, 
Sophia weakened from lack of food and water, was somewhat oblivious to the beauty of day. 

She was aware of the deep hunger eating at the inroads of her stomach, but she thought only 
about her child who was now in the Valley of the White Ones. This memory nourished her and 
gave her strength as she made her way into the Forest of the Dying. 

Greatly weakened by late afternoon, Sophia once more dropped down to rest. As she slumped 
against one of the ancient trees, she saw quadrupeds gathering around her for the kill. Even the 
branches of the tree seemed to reach down with snake-like tentacles to embrace her, but Sophia no 
longer cared. She knew that her mission had been fulfilled and remembered the promise of the 
Lord of the Worlds. The White Ones would raise her son. 

Peace descended over her and as it did, Sophia sensed an alien presence that had not been there 
before. Looking up, she saw a man cloaked in black standing nearby. He had a handsome face, 
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although it was as pale as the dense mist surrounding the distant mountains. His hair was white as 
snow, yet much of him, including part of his head, was covered with a rich, ebony-colored cape. A 
huge silver chain hung from his neck to his chest, and at the end of it, near his heart, was a finely 
carved medallion bearing a crescent moon. 

On seeing him Sophia felt no fear, but rather a surprising sense of recognition. It took only a 
moment for her to realize that she was looking into the eyes of the Lord of Death. In turn, Death 
observed the mother, and quickly saw that she knew who he was. He held out his pale, slender 
hands to lift her to her feet. Overcome by hunger and terrible exhaustion, Sophia readily stretched 
her own frail arms toward him and touched his fingers. In that moment she felt the heavy weight of 
her body slip away. Turning, she looked upon her mortal remains beneath the tree where she had 
been resting, left now to the disposition of the forest. 

As Sophia moved away from the still body, the Lord of Death disappeared in swirling, fog-like 
vapors. When the vapors finally evaporated Sophia saw the interior of the tiny cabin where she had 
left her son. She was shown twelve white-robed figures looking down upon the boy with great 
perplexity, and she smiled; satisfied that her dream for her son would come to fruition. 

Once more the mist gathered like some specter moving over the grass and bogs to soundless 
music. The Lord of Death materialized out of spirals of white cloud-like swirls. When Sophia saw 
him, she went toward him happily and for a moment, the dark, shadowed figure smiled at the 
mother's happiness. Then, touching her once more, he motioned that they must leave. Turning, the 
two of them moved together toward the City of the Angels. 



 

 

 
 

 
 

CHAPTER V 
 
 
 
 

AN UNWELCOME INTRUSION 
 

s the Sons of Darkness made their way down the steep face of the Great Silver Mountain, 
and the first slivers of radiant .moonlight fell upon the tiny cabins, the Brothers moved 
quietly through the encroaching night. Their thoughts were upon the infant, for he was the 

first human to enter the Valley of the Sun without facing the trials of cunning and bravery. 
Each phase of the journey from the Glen of Sorrow to the Valley of the Sun produced its own 

hazard. The devils of the swamp satiated their hunger by consuming both humans and animals. 
Seldom could anyone or anything, escape them, because the mud and slime in which the creatures 
lived formed oozing suction-like vacuums which adhered to both human and animal with an al-
most vice-like grip. Only those few who were light on their feet could defeat the beasts, for the 
beasts were clumsy and could be outwitted. 

The Forest of the Dying masked its entanglement of branches, vines, and quicksand with 
beautiful trees and flowers. Without extreme caution, those who traveled through the Forest either 
became ensnared in the thorny branches of the ancient trees or sank in the quicksand. Every trace 
of their existence quickly disappeared as they were drawn deeper and deeper into inescapable 
darkness.

If a person survived these trials, they then faced the lurking dangers of the Black Dunes. There, 
the tortured inhabitants who dwelled amid the dark shadows reached out with hand-like tentacles 
and tore at the traveler's clothing. Often these dark ones would weep and beg for mercy in order to 
lure the victim into their midst. Those who succumbed eventually became like them. Nevertheless, 
the dwellers in the Black Dunes could only entice those humans who were still heavily endowed 
with naive beliefs and superstitions accrued through years of living in the Glen of Sorrow. Some, 
therefore, outsmarted the pitiful creatures of the Dunes and ultimately found the narrow passage 
leading into the Valley of the Sun. 

All who lived in the valley had successfully faced the trials of the swamp and the forest, and 
earned a hard-fought victory. However, these were not the only dangers they faced. Shortly after 
their arrival they learned that they would have to climb the Great Silver Mountain and obtain the 
greatest treasure of all, the golden crown of immortality. Later, if they were successful, having 
braved the tests placed before them by the Lord of the World, they accepted the responsibility to 
serve as guardians and protectors of all humans. Nevertheless, as the Brothers made their way to 
their various cottages, they wondered if the Lord of the Worlds fully understood the repercussions 
that might result from bringing this human child to live among those who were part human and 
part divine. 

A 
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Even as some of the Brothers had such thoughts, they knew that they must not allow them 
remain. The Cosmic Lord ruled over the universe of the stars without flaw, and this perfection was 
revealed through every living thing, from the seasons of the year to the cycles of the moon. Each of 
the Brothers who had found their way to the Valley of the Sun had been taught this when they First 
arrived. They had also been taught that doubt simply revealed one's ignorance and lack of 
understanding concerning the matters of heaven. Therefore, in view of this now, somewhat 
disconcerting turn of affairs, it seemed wise to focus on the more immediate needs of their surprise 
guest. Pushing any questions into the deep recesses of the subconscious, the Brothers occupied 
themselves with the task at hand. 

As Brother Benjamin walked along, carrying the child, now been placed in his care, he was 
deeply concerned. The thought of coming into such direct contact again with the Glen of Sorrow, 
so immersed and entangled in the battle of the senses, old age, and death, was very disturbing. 
Lifting his face to heaven, Brother Benjamin questioned the Lord of the Words, "My Lord, long I 
have served you here in the valley. Do you really wish me to care for this child from the Glen of 
Sorrow? Will it not be an obstacle to the work that must be done, and will it not create darkness 
where darkness has never been?" 

Instantly, Brother Benjamin felt as though someone had placed a heavy stone on his head and, 
in his inner vision, he was shown a square piece of cloth. He knew then that the Lord of the Worlds 
had heard his question and there was no alternative but to care for the child. The youngest of the 
Elders meekly bowed his head and entered his dwelling. He would never again question the Lord 
of the Worlds concerning the infant. 

When Brother Benjamin entered his cabin, his eyes immediately fell on his last remaining 
possession: an oval-shaped, blue glass bottle. His mother had given it to him before he left the 
Glen of Sorrow. If he felt any reluctance over using the bottle for the purpose of feeding the child, 
he quickly dismissed it. By this time, Maya Sangh's hungry cries had gathered momentum, and the 
valley's peaceful stillness was shattered by the alien infringement. Even the quadrupeds which 
shared the Valley of the Sun with the Brotherhood, paused for a moment, perplexed over this 
strange disturbance floating in their midst. 

The youngest of the Elders stood in the middle of his cabin, with one hand on the child and the 
other holding the blue bottle. As he looked down upon the wrinkled, pinched face of the tiny boy, 
he saw its discomfort had now become quite intense. Gently he laid the infant on the table, his eyes 
searching every corner of the room for something that would effectively transfer milk from the 
bottle into the baby's crying mouth. At the same time, he also realized that he needed a clean piece 
of fabric to redress the infant's soaking bottom. 

Shortly thereafter the youngest member of the Brotherhood became aware of other presences 
outside of his door. Although the Brothers had approached in silence, Brother Benjamin still heard 
them through highly developed senses capable of absorbing even the minutest thought. Picking up 
the infant, Brother Benjamin opened the door and saw that each of the Brothers had responded to 
the needs of the child and came bearing gifts. There was a small gourd of warm goat's milk from 
Brother Josiah and a soft wool blanket from Brother Nilarius. Several others carried small stacks 
of fabric squares, which they had made by tearing their own garments into pieces. Each brother, in 
turn, placed their offering near Brother Benjamin's feet and departed quickly and silently. 

The youngest of the Elders laid the child down on his sleeping pallet and removed the soggy 
blanket, as well as the infant's wet underclothing. Next the youngest Elder took particular note of 
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how the mother had encased the plumpish bottom. Reaching for one of the, clean white squares of 
fabric, he proceeded to gently fold and tuck it around Maya Sangh. 

When he had accomplished the feat of redressing Maya Sangh's posterior Brother Benjamin 
stood up and, looking down, he decided that he was pleased with his handiwork. The Brother also 
noted that the child had quit crying for a brief moment. Next, he filled the blue bottle with the 
warm goat's milk and fitted the neck of a small gourd over the mouth of the bottle, punching a 
small, but long hole to allow the milk to flow. It looked awkward, but the youngest Elder had little 
doubt that Maya Sangh's burgeoning hunger would more than offset its inadequacy. 

Picking the infant up horn the pallet where he had been laying, Brother Benjamin wrapped him 
in a new woolen blanket and sat down. Resting the infant on his plump lap the brother inserted the 
gourd tip into the infant's mouth. The awkwardness of the makeshift nipple did not seem to deter 
Maya Sangh, who made loud sucking sounds and he quickly emptied the bottle. When the Brother 
picked up the child to place him back on the sleeping pallet, the infant made a strange noise. It 
seemed to roll from deep within his stomach and expel itself out through his mouth. 

Because Brother Benjamin had no knowledge of a human burp, he looked down at his charge 
with deep concern. However, the child's head had already begun to nod, and the Elder quickly 
sensed its contentment. Within a few minutes Maya Sangh closed his eyes and entered the 
invisible world of dreams beyond matter, and the Brother knew that the infant had at last found 
some measure of peace. 

Meanwhile, the Sons of Darkness wandered across the silent Valley of the Sun, shrouding it in 
blackness. As night embraced the planet, the Prince of Darkness beheld the child far away in 
Brother Benjamin's small cottage. He was greatly surprised to find the infant amidst those Elders 
who had previously defeated him. He thought, "Sophia did well." 

As he quietly observed the unfolding scene, the Prince of Darkness knew that Maya Sangh had 
been accepted in the Valley of the White Ones only because the Lord of the Worlds had willed it. 
This caused the Prince to chuckle softly to himself, and once again he had a vision of a future time 
when he would challenge the Lord of the Worlds for the boy's soul. For now, only he and the Lord 
knew that this tiny infant must one day face life's supreme test and discover the secret of the Great 
Silver Mountain. 

Because a number of years would pass before the inevitable confrontation, the Prince of 
Darkness put the event out of his mind. Looking up at the Lord of the Worlds he laughed. "I shall 
be happy to meet you once more on the frozen crags of the Great Silver Mountain and duel with 
you for the boy's soul. But you shall not be the victor this time. Do you think for one moment, my 
old friend, that any mortal, who has not conquered Devil's Swamp and the Forest of the Dying, can 
accomplish what is impossible for most humans? Those who defeated me before were those who 
braved the trials of both the Swamp and the Forest. " 

High above the world of matter, in the flowing ether containing both the formed and formless, 
the Lord of the Worlds heard the challenging laughter of the Prince floating on the winds. He also 
smiled. "Not this time, my friend," the Great Lord mused quietly. "Between your victory and mine, 
there stands a mighty soul. In due time, I shall appoint Master Joseph as the boy's champion. He 
shall not fail." 

There was also another who also heard the laughter of the Prince of Darkness. Through his tiny 
cabin window the tall figure of Master Joseph looked up toward the stars with concern. He felt the 
wind of things to come and, and for the first time, he did not know why it blew. 
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The other members of the Brotherhood did not feel the winds of destiny, nor hear the Dark 
Prince's laughter, for they were occupied with thoughts of the new arrival. Brother Zarion was for-
mulating plans to build a small bed, Brother Ashua was planning for any clothing the infant would 
need, and Brother Nathan was organizing the infant's education. Each of them was pre-occupied at 
the moment with the task at hand, and their minds were far removed from the customary practices 
of the centuries. 

Back in his small cottage, Master Joseph was all too aware of not only of the cold winds of 
unknown destiny, but of the other Elders' preoccupation with the child. This troubled him greatly. 
The Brotherhood had departed from those things that engaged the human senses long ago. With 
this newborn infant among them, the ways of the Glen of Sorrow were encroaching upon the 
quietude of their life here in the Valley. Even more disturbing, Master Joseph sensed that Maya 
Sangh was part of his own destiny— the part that allowed long-forgotten feelings to rise to the 
surface of his soul. 

Although the God of the Worlds had decreed that the White Ones in the Valley of the Sun 
should raise Maya Sangh, this did not mean that infant was necessarily welcome. His presence dis-
rupted the peaceful routine and tranquility of a once-silent land. Yet, if any member of the 
Brotherhood questioned the Lord about Maya Sangh's intrusion on their world, they soon 
discovered that His will was not to be questioned. 

One day, as Brother Benjamin prepared to change the child for what seemed like the hundredth 
time, he felt a presence at his door. When he turned he saw the faint, ethereal outline of a beautiful 
woman. Her eyes were full of mirth, revealing her amusement at the sight of the brother standing 
there with a square piece of white cotton in his hands. Laughter flowed from her lips like the tinkle 
of tiny bells. Then, without a word, she began to slowly dematerialize back into the silence of the 
unseen world, her soft laughter lingering in the whispered silence of the valley. The youngest of 
the Elders realized that the woman was the boy's mother and that she was laughing about his 
dilemma over her son. Not wishing to be embarrassed lest she were still watching, or to be 
defeated by the infant, he squared his shoulders and set about completing the task at hand. After 
changing the infant, Brother Benjamin reached for the blue glass bottle. 



 

 

 
 

 
 

CHAPTER VI 
 
 
 
 

THE PROPHECY 
 

he first year of Maya Sangh's life passed swiftly. The planet of quadrupeds and humans 
moved in its pre-assigned orbital pattern in the heavens. As the planet completed its 
systematic turn around the Kingdom of the Sun God, the Snow King again prepared to 

send his emissaries aboard the great North Wind. With the approach of winter, the frost touched 
the green leaves of the trees, turning them into radiant gold, fiery red, and burnished orange. Soon 
thereafter, the planet began its invisible hibernation period under a snow-white casket, where it 
would rest until touched by the warmth of spring. 

In the Glen of Sorrow, the male humans again gathered around the potbellied stove in Pringle's 
store. They had a new story to tell this year, for the midwife had heralded the birth of Sophia's 
infant throughout the glen. Many times, she told how Weaver's son had roused her in the middle of 
the night, and how she had gone forth to deliver a boy child to a poor woman lying in the barn. As 
she repeated the story over and over, she embellished it with little touches of mystery and intrigue.  

Because she was now the center of attention, and receiving a measure of recognition from 
those who lived in the glen, old Mrs. Delacourt developed a measure of self-importance. Therefore 
she kept the story of Sophia and her son alive with added bits of exaggeration. Eventually, she 
came to believe them herself.

The way she told the story: "One dark and eerie night I heered a knock on my door. There was 
that tall, scrawny Weaver boy comin to tell me there was to be a birthin' over at his farm. Waal 
now, it was colder than a snout on a dead pig, but I had my duty to do. I reckoned that the good 
Lord called me for a reason. After gatherin' up my birthin' paraphernalia, the Weaver kid and I 
made our way to the farm. I tell you, the crackling of the frost under our feet sounded like the 
banshees was a walkin with us and I'm right certain the ole devil was a watchin me all the way. 
Now when I got to the Weavers and delivered that thar youngen, that woman Sophia never uttered 
a sound of pain. Her face had a haunted look, like she seen something sad. Believe me, I felt right 
sorry fer her." 

Mrs. Delacourt even swore that she heard heinous laughter after the child's birth, which sent 
terrible chills running up and down her spine. She said, "It was like the Devil walked right over my 
grave." 

To further enhance the town folk's gossip, there was also the unaccountable disappearance of 
both Sophia and the child. No one would have believed that she had taken the infant to the White 
Ones in the Valley of the Sun. They figured both she and her kin had really become prey to the 
devils of Devil's Swamp. The men who gathered around the pot-bellied stove at Pringle's would 

T 
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shake their head when they discussed the disastrous death of the woman, Sophia. They could 
imagine nothing worse than being eaten by the devils. 

With the onset of winter, the great creatures of Devil's Swamp felt hunger beginning to eat its 
way into their huge stomachs. Even as they felt the oozing mud stiffening around their feet, they 
did not understand the cause of their discomfort. They knew only that something unpleasant was 
beginning to encroach upon their domain. There was a vague feeling of familiarity — a dread of 
something intangible. The beasts sensed that its approach would cause them pain and they fought 
against it with screams of hunger. Finally, they could do little but settle down half awake and half 
asleep to wait for the day when the sun would loosen the hardening slime and unknowing creatures 
would wander into their grasp. 

Nearby, the Forest of the Dying sensed the unrest of the great beasts, and the trees felt their 
nakedness as the cloak of leaves fell beneath their limbs. Pulling their branches closely around 
them, they unconsciously prepared for the long siege of the Sons of Darkness. They felt no hunger, 
only a terrible thirst. It had now been months since they tasted the wet droplets that fell from the 
sky. As yet the forest had not felt the penetrating cold of winter and the thick, white snows of 
winter's solitude, which would again nourish it. So, the trees standing dormant waited. 

By this time, neither the Forest of the Dying nor the beasts of Devil's Swamp remembered the 
human who had slipped away from their grasping clutches the winter before. Even those who were 
exiled in the somber Black Dunes for their evil deeds did not think of the woman. Caught in their 
own misery, these creature-like humans of the shadows could think about little except the torment 
that wracked their souls. Again and again they r                            eviewed the vile acts they had 
committed when they lived in the Glen of Sorrow, but they were bound to suffering until the 
fulfillment of the great Prophecy. Some considered these half human creatures of the Black Dunes 
as the living dead. Unlike the swamp and the forest, winter did not concern them, nor would it 
bring them relief; for their bodies were of a subtle essence and not of solid matter. 

The coming of the first snows also announced the end of Maya Sangh's first year of life, and he 
was now a toddler. From the time the infant's first cry had floated in the opaque mist of unknowing 
surrounding the planet, Master Joseph had experienced an intangible disturbance in his soul. 
Because of these feelings the Eldest of the Elders paid little attention to the child, who now seemed 
to be into everything and wandering everywhere. The Eldest of the Elders was quite aware that the 
other Brothers were gradually falling prey to the ways of this mortal child. On occasion this 
offended him. He was not offended because of the attention Maya Sangh received, but because the 
boy's presence was foreign to ways of the Valley. During this troublesome time Master Joseph 
continued to seek the reason for the child's intrusion. Although he called upon the Lord of the 
Worlds for an answer, none was forthcoming. Concerning the subject of Maya Sangh, the Lord 
remained silent and allowed the Eldest of the Elders to bear his burden alone. 

As Maya Sangh's first birthday neared, the winds of his destiny knocked upon, the cabin doors 
and blew across the sun-lit meadows. It touched all the members of the Brotherhood, faintly 
whispering of a time not yet to be. It had been decided shortly after the boy's arrival that Maya 
Sangh would be taken to Brother Ceres, the seer, on the 365th day of his journey through Maya, or 
illusion. Now the day had arrived for Brother Ceres to pierce the web separating the present from 
the future and travel through the corridors of inner revelation to reveal Maya Sangh's assignment 
with destiny. 
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Brother Ceres possessed long, white hair and his eyes were as blue as the cobalt sky. His face 
was thin and tapered, as were his fingers, which emerged from the wide sleeves of a white robe. 
Ceres was looked upon as a prophet, for his ability to merge with the consciousness of the Lord of 
the Worlds allowed him easy discernment into future events. 

With the completion of the first year of Maya Sangh's journey through matter, the hour had 
come for the Brothers to know the outcome of the boy's fate. They did not expect much, for they 
knew that their charge had come from the Glen of Sorrow. He bore the cells of sickness, old age 
and death. Nevertheless, as the Sons of Darkness descended over the Valley of the Sun on the eve 
of Maya Sangh's birthday, his teachers prepared themselves to receive the news of his fate. 

Lining up in single file, the members of the Brotherhood silently made their way to a small 
clearing where a dozen stone seats, equally spaced, formed a perfect circle. Their steps on the 
ground were so light that even the sensitive quadrupeds were barely aware of their presence. As 
they took their respective seats, flames from a central fire caused shadows to dance around them, 
creating an almost sorceress pageantry against the backdrop of the night. Overhead, a full moon 
intensified the mood of hypnotic splendor. Neither were the Brothers alone, for some distance 
away the Prince of Darkness observed this tranquil symphony through his hourglass of illusion. He 
laughed, for only he and the Lord of the Worlds knew what the Elders were yet to learn. 

After taking his own assigned place, Brother Benjamin placed the young boy, now asleep, 
carefully on the rock-hewn bench beside him. Aware of Master Joseph's feelings, he hoped that the 
child would not awaken during the prophecy. Although the Eldest of the Elders was never angry or 
unkind to the child, his countenance would become as impassive as the great mountains whenever 
the sounds of Maya Sangh's crying pierced the quiet solitude of the valley. During such times, the 
Brothers tried to quiet the child, knowing that Master Joseph should not be bothered. Even now, 
Brother Benjamin noticed that the face of the Eldest of the Elders looked like finely chiseled 
granite, and as impenetrable as the encroaching night. 

When everything was prepared, Brother Ceres rose and added wood to the dancing flames, 
stirring the fire with a long stick to strengthen its warming rays. The flames caused a crackling 
sound and entwined themselves around the wood. From time to time, one of the dry timbers 
exploded, sending sprays of sparks high in the air, adding an aura of mystery to the seated shadows 
of the Brothers. Once the fire was burning brightly, Brother Ceres raised his hands and bowed his 
head beneath the stars that he might commune with the Lord of the Worlds. 

An intense hush descended over the already quiet land. For a moment, it seemed as though time 
stood still. Then the prophet closed his eyes; the shadows of the fire creating numerous patterns 
across his face as he began to pray in unspoken words. "Oh Lord of the Worlds, we have brought 
the child Maya Sangh before you. Tonight we ask that the veil of his future be parted that we might 
perceive your will concerning his destined walk through life. We will abide by your command and 
guide him in his destiny as you instruct us." 

After Brother Ceres finished praying, his face became a mask, and his body seemed to root 
itself in front of the fire like a mighty tree. Instantly, his mind flew free from its sheath of matter as 
he traversed the path beyond the senses of the corporeal world. The Brother's consciousness 
continued to expand until he was no longer aware of personal existence, and then merged into pure 
light. At that moment he became one with the Lord of the Worlds. 

As Brother Ceres merged with the Great Lord, the darkness from the hidden worlds beyond 
timeless space started to dissolve, and a picture began to emerge. Even as it formed within the con-
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sciousness of the prophet, it also revealed itself to the seated brothers, for their minds were forged 
in unity with one another through the power of the Lord of the Worlds. 

The first scene brought to the prophet's inner vision revealed the peak of the Great Silver 
Mountain. Snow covered its stately summit and when the Sun God touched it, it sparkled with mil-
lions of diamond-studded particles. The mountain stood in all its grandeur, as though chiseled out 
of magic by some master craftsman. Then the Brothers saw a young man climbing toward the 
mountain's precipitous peak. His hazelnut-colored hair glistened in the sun like burnished copper. 
Upon the mountain's crest appeared an object made of gold. It burned brighter than the sun, and 
around it swirled a strange and ethereal light in mystic dance. 

Suddenly, just as it had materialized, the vision faded back into formlessness, only to create 
another. Again it revealed the same youth. He stood before Master Joseph, the Eldest of the Elders, 
and the Elder was handing him a small, neatly folded bundle. After accepting the parcel, the young 
man turned away without speaking and began to climb the steep path toward the Black Dunes 
leading away from the Valley of the Sun. 

Quickly these scenes returned to formlessness, only to be replaced by others. 
One last time the curtain parted between the world of the present and the portals of a time not 

yet born. Eleven members of the Brotherhood could be seen crossing the lush green meadows, 
moving toward the only trail leading into the Valley of the Sun. At the entrance of the Valley stood 
a tall, white-haired stranger from the Glen of Sorrow. As his shadow fell across them, it blotted out 
the sun. 

The prophecy of Maya Sangh was finished. 
For a brief time, the Brothers sat in silence, each alone with his thoughts, while the fire burned 

down to a few glowing coals. They rose almost simultaneously as though of one mind. Turning, 
they went toward Brother Benjamin, who had reached down to pick up the sleeping infant. As he 
held him in his arms, each of the White Ones passed by in single file, looking at the bundle in the 
youngest Elder's arms and then at each other. Master Joseph also glanced at the child as he walked 
by, but he had again placed a barrier across his consciousness. Thus, the others did not know what 
he was thinking. 

While walking toward his cabin under the bright starlit sky of the night's dominion Master 
Joseph remained in deep contemplation. He thought about the mysterious ways of the Lord of the 
Worlds, and of the destiny of this human child who had been brought to the Valley of the Sun. He 
shook his head and as he did so a deep chill seemed to ensnare him in its embrace. He felt it travel 
along his spine and reach its tentacles into his mind. With its passing, he knew that the future of 
this human child from the Glen of Sorrow was somehow interwoven with his own. 
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CHAPTER VII 
 
 
 
 

KEEPER OF THE GATE 
 

he planet of humans and quadrupeds made nine more complete revolutions around the 
Sun God, and it was now the season of the dying days. Once again the ruler of the snows 
came from the vast frozen wastelands of the North. He first preyed upon the creatures of 

the swamp by casting a deep freeze over them, and then he turned to the humans. He attacked their 
glen with cold winds and pinched the cheeks of their children until their faces turned red. 

These long, dark nights of the winter occasionally frightened the humans because some 
believed that their world was dying. They knew only of the glen, and not that the land upon which 
they lived was a planet. Had they known they floated through timeless space among the stars on an 
orb containing vast oceans, sky-high mountains and desolate deserts their terror might have 
increased. Fortunately, because their unknowing had been ordained by the Lord of the Worlds, the 
humans feared only the simple things they could comprehend, such as the Forest of the Dying, 
Devil's Swamp, and the winter's encroaching darkness. 

While the mysterious cycles of dying and rebirth, known as years, wrought their progressive 
seasonal changes on the planet's surface, Maya Sangh passed through nine more cycles of Maya. 
He was now ten years old. Here in the Valley of the Sun, he had rapidly grown beyond Brother 
Benjamin's blue bottle and Brother John's hand-hewn crib.  The youth cast a tall shadow, his 
brown hair highlighted with touches of auburn. His eyes were as blue as the sky, his skin as brown 
as autumn nuts, and his feet as fleet as the silent animals that grazed in the valley. 

In spite of the passing years Maya Sangh was still far more human than godlike, and 
unfortunately managed to get into trouble on numerous occasions. Whenever the boy digressed 
from the ways of his teachers, the Brothers would shake their heads and look beseechingly toward 
the Lord of the Worlds. The Lord, however, continued to protect Maya Sangh, and His will over-
shadowed the Brotherhood with sameness and repetition. 

From time to time the boy felt a deep sense of loneliness which he could not define. He was not 
aware of the other humans who lived beyond the boundaries of the Valley of the Sun. Neither did 
he know that children like himself gamboled with one another in the distant Glen of Sorrow, for he 
had no memories of the place where he was born. Unfortunately, little could be done when this 
strange sadness came upon him except to seek quiet solace among the animals and challenge the 
gentle deer to a race he always lost. 

The Eldest of the Elders saw the humanness in the boy and sensed his loneliness, yet he never 
allowed himself to break the oath of silence like the others were permitted to do. If Maya Sangh 

T 
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noticed Master Joseph's isolation, he paid little heed, for it had been this way for as long as he 
could remember. 

It was Brother John who taught Maya Sangh the secrets of the Brother's commitment to the 
Oath of Silence. "Here in the Valley of the Sun," the Brother said in one of their sessions, "we 
speak in the unspoken word. You see, words are actually vibrations, as are thoughts. When one 
emanates a sound, the vibration audible to the human ears is simply denser than that which is 
created in the subtle ethers by the mind. 

"Nonetheless, thought vibrations come to us here in the Valley with the same clarity as the 
spoken word. They also contain a greater degree of consciousness than the more dense vibrations 
of human communication. This means that we not only hear the word, but our minds are impressed 
by the consciousness of the sender as well. One must always remember that it is often difficult to 
express truth with a spoken word. Therefore, a few select words carefully transported by the mind 
create a more complete understanding than words communicated with the human tongue. Do you 
understand?" 

Maya Sangh looked at Brother John and shook his head. "I only understand that you hear 
thoughts. This means you do not speak to the others the same way you speak to me. Why don't I 
hear thoughts, too?" 

"It has to do with vibratory frequency," the Elder replied. "You see, when the two hands come 
together they actually create a vibration. This is caused by the compression and expansion of tiny 
particles, not visible to human eyes. Thoughts actually do the same thing, but they create a 
frequency far less dense. This means that it is very difficult for those who have developed only the 
human senses to hear the unspoken word. Even so, one day, Maya Sangh, you will be able to sense 
those faint vibrations. Wait and see." 

A strong bond grew between the youth and Brother John through the years, although Maya 
Sangh still loved Brother Benjamin, much as a child loved a mother. Nonetheless, it was Brother 
John, who took the time to tell the boy strange and wondrous stories about the Lord of the Worlds 
and his angels, and it was he who counseled the boy when he got into trouble because of in-
temperate ways. 

Maya Sangh naturally loved all of the Brothers and spent his allocated time with each one. The 
exception was Master Joseph, who remained austere and distant, and paid little heed to the youth 
growing up amongst them. Occasionally, Maya Sangh's mind would be caught in a web of fantasy, 
and this distracted him from his responsibilities in the Valley of the Sun. When dreams ruled over 
his senses, he forgot to pick the greens from the garden for the Brotherhood's noonday salad, or 
peel potatoes for the evening meal. If there was no milk to drink or biscuits to eat, it was because he 
had not heeded the Elders' constant warnings regarding Silas the goat. 

Silas was a wily animal of considerable strength and tenacity and he ruled over the female 
goats without challenge. His long hair was white as snow, contrasting sharply against his ebon 
hooves, while his white horns curved in smooth arcs over his head. However, his real power rested 
in his dark eyes. He would look at his potential victims with such menacing intensity that they 
were held in an almost hypnotic state of suspension. This allowed sufficient time for Silas to 
square his body, paw the earth, and unleash his mighty power for an open assault. Lowering his 
horns close to the ground, he would skim along the earth with diabolical anticipation. 

Sadly, since coming to the Valley of the Sun Silas' mischievous disposition had suffered 
innumerable setbacks. The power of the Brothers was far greater than his own and a piercing 
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glance from any one of them caused his front legs to buckle, rendering him incapable of 
movement. Whenever a Brother happened to project his thoughts toward Silas, imaging him 
weakened and helpless, Silas instantly became weak and helpless. He had never found a way to 
thwart them, although it was not without effort to do so. It was always the same: his front legs 
would suddenly bend at the knees and he would have to kneel until he was released from the 
Brothers' mental hold. Sometimes, the Brothers would smile kindly at him and nod their heads, 
saying, "Ah, Silas, we see you are in prayer. That is truly pleasing to the Lord of the Worlds." Such 
compelled humility was difficult for Silas to bear. 

One day, however, a miracle happened for Silas; Maya Sangh was brought to live in the 
Valley. As the boy grew up, the goat's encounters with him were joyous, and Silas' victories over 
Maya Sangh helped the animal to rebuild his shattered self-image. As far as these encounters with 
the youth were concerned, Silas was the undisputed ruler. 

From beneath his tree, Silas would quietly watch Maya Sangh go about his activities; preparing 
for the moment when he could display his prowess against the boy. Such opportunities often came, 
for Maya Sangh was frequently derelict in his duties and all too often failed to secure the goat. 
When this occurred, Silas' heart would start beating rapidly with excitement, and then a tingle 
would run all the way down into his hooves. Gleefully, he prepared for the challenge. Over the 
years Silas had learned something from the Brothers, despite the fact that he was merely an animal. 
He learned to choose his precise moment of attack with great care, as there was little pleasure in 
simply knocking the boy down. Instead, Silas always waited until Maya Sangh had a full pail of 
milk in each hand and had started to walk in the direction the communal dining area. 

As soon as Maya Sangh's back was turned, the goat squared his body and arched his back. Next 
Silas dropped his head so that his curved horns protected his skull and, after pawing the earth a 
time or two, he charged, his horns making perfect contact with the boy's posterior. Maya Sangh 
would fly high into the air for one gloriously suspended moment. As the goat watched his victim 
sprawl on the dirt and saw the milk pour out in rivulets from the overturned pails, he knew he had 
triumphed once more. In victory, Silas stood over Maya Sangh and pawed the earth. Then he lifted 
his head and let out a great cry of supremacy. 

Some distance away, in the communal dining area, the Brothers would hear the goat's arrogant 
cry floating over the peaceful valley. In that moment they knew that their foster child had forgotten 
his instructions, and furthermore, that there would be no cheese or biscuit-bread for dinner. 
Looking at each other in dismay, the Brothers would shake their heads and pray for strength to 
overlook it. 

As Brother Nathan carefully recorded the history of Maya Sangh, he noted the frequent, but 
almost hidden smiles on the faces of the other Brothers. Sometimes he would observe Brother 
Solaris measuring out a little extra portion of one of the boy's favorite foods, for Maya Sangh was 
growing rapidly and had a lusty appetite. There was even a little extra happiness on Brother 
Ashua's face as he sewed garments for Maya Sangh to wear. As Brother Nathan observed these 
things, he always felt a sense of satisfaction travel through his own heart. Half-smiling he cloaked 
his amusement and returned to the careful movement of his quill upon delicate leaves of 
parchment. 

Brother Nathan was not the only one to notice the subtle transformation stealing silently across 
the misty crags and furrowed fields. The Eldest of the Elders also observed these changes, albeit in 
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complete silence. Master Joseph feared that the human ways Maya Sangh had brought with him 
from the Glen of Sorrow had begun to infiltrate the sacred valley. 

Time passed swiftly on the wings of seasonal change, and all too quickly the tenth year of 
Maya Sangh's passage through Maya merged with spring's approaching change. Far away, in a 
vast, frozen wasteland, the Snow King laid the great north wind to rest, and high above the planet 
the Sun God smiled warmly over the humans. With winter's passing, the days became longer and 
the Children of Light swept jubilantly down from the hilly terrain of the Great Silver Mountain. 
Robins preened themselves in the dew-laden morning grasses sporting splendid vests of royal 
scarlet, while frisky squirrels playfully chased each other among the budding branches of trees. 

Spring was a busy time for the Brotherhood, who planted, watered, and tended the infant 
shoots of green rising in victory over a blanket of heavy, moist earth. This year, however, Master 
Joseph did not succumb to the magic of the season, for a cold feeling of foreboding encased his 
soul with ever-tightening tentacles. This foreboding proved to not be a false sensation, for one day 
the Lord of the Worlds called to the Elder from across the vast universe of suns and planets. The 
Brother realized that the tantalizing shadow haunting him since Maya Sangh's arrival in the Valley 
of the Sun was now coming to fruition. He did not question the summons from the Lord of the 
Worlds, for he was accustomed to following the will of the Formless who ruled the unnumbered 
stars. This was one of the times, however, when even he could not perceive its mystery because it 
pertained to his own destiny. Nevertheless, Master Joseph felt that the burden he had borne for 
many years pertained to Maya Sangh. At the same time he feared that he might have failed to 
adequately carry out some responsibility that the Lord had assigned him. 

One morning, shortly thereafter, as the Children of Light danced down the Great Silver 
Mountain and birds sang an early-morning symphony, the Eldest of the Elders ascended the 
crooked trail that would take him deep within the Forest of the Dying to the Shrine of Yellow 
Flowers. There he would face his appointment with destiny and accept whatever reprimand the 
Lord of the Worlds might impose. As he traveled, he remained in deep contemplation, a measure 
of both concern and expectation in his heart. 

Although the Lord of the Worlds perceived Joseph's troubled thoughts and sensed his pain, he 
did not ease them. Still, he smiled down on the Elder through the mist of illusion separating them, 
thinking, "Joseph, Joseph, you have served me well, yet blindness covers the fullness of your light. 
Do you not know that I speak with words as well as silence? There is no difference between the 
song of a bird, the cry of a newborn infant and the hush of noonday. 

"You do not dwell in silence, Joseph, for my sounds are all around you. Yet you begrudge your 
human voice to a child, for whom a loving word from the Master would be sweeter music than the 
gurgle of a river moving toward the sea. You will learn through young Maya Sangh; to serve me 
perfectly is to walk in all my ways, both in sound and in silence." 

While Joseph made his way through the Forest of the Dying, back in the valley, the remaining 
members of the Brotherhood became somewhat concerned as they watched him disappear into the 
mountains. He was their leader, yet they also knew they must not follow him. They sensed that the 
trouble in his soul since Maya Sangh's arrival was one that could only be resolved by the power 
that created it. Therefore the Brothers could do little but to watch their leader disappear into the 
shadowed mountains, not knowing how long it would be before they would see him again. When 
he could no longer be seen, each of the Brothers returned to his assigned task. Picking up the tools 
of their trade they prepared to live out the day in the same fashion as they had for centuries. 
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With the passing of day, the Sun God and his Children of Light submissively gave way to the 
encroaching night. When evening fell, a gong sounded to call the Brothers to the communal dining 
hall. On hearing the melodious sound, Maya Sangh hastened to where the Brothers were 
gathering. Once inside, his eyes searched for his favorite mentor, Brother John, as he had a very 
important question to ask. During the day, while Maya Sangh helped Brother Josiah tend his 
flocks, he began to wonder about the nature of heaven. The boy supposed it was a place high in the 
sky, possibly on some distant star, but he was unable to determine exactly where. Even more 
perplexing, Maya Sangh had been told that humans went there on occasion. Now he wanted to ask 
Brother John about this as soon as possible. 

The Brothers entered the communal dining hall silently and went directly to their respective 
places. Seating themselves around the large, hand-carved table, they bowed their heads and gave 
thanks to the Lord of the Worlds. After the prayers were finished, the youngest of the elders, 
Brother Benjamin, brought out a large platter of fresh, flat bread followed by steaming plates of 
baked turnips. No sound was made for the duration of the meal, other than the occasional scrape of 
a fork against the side of a plate and the chirp of a distant cricket. Because conversations were 
generally forbidden during meals, even in the unspoken word, the minds of the Brothers abided in 
quietude. 

While they ate, the group paid little attention to Master Joseph's vacant chair. The lone 
exception was Maya Sangh, who always felt more comfortable when Master Joseph was not 
present. Although the Elder had never verbally spoken to him, Maya Sangh always felt the power 
of Master Joseph's displeasure whenever he forgot to contain his tongue at the table. He greatly 
feared this displeasure. Tonight, however, the youth was too preoccupied with the subject of 
heaven to cross the tenuous border between sound and silence. In spite of this, human impatience 
crowded his demeanor, and Maya Sangh cast a furtive glance toward his favorite elder, hoping to 
attract his attention. 

Sensing the lad's unrest, Brother John nodded, indicating that Maya Sangh could join him later. 
After the evening meal, the boy approached Brother John and tucked his smaller hand into his 

mentor's larger one. Side-by-side, they walked until they came to an old tree stump, which Brother 
John referred to as the boy's seat of learning. It was a special stump, in that it was a remnant of a 
mighty tree named Hermano Arbo (Brother Tree) that had once reigned supreme in a forest 
primeval. It was rumored, that early during the evolution of this land of humans and quadruped, a 
great disaster occurred. A terrible creature, as bright as the noonday sun, and as hot as the ancient 
volcanic eruptions, swept through the heavily forested valley and devoured everything. After this 
terror had passed, nothing remained but blackened crags and charred grass standing stark against 
the horizon. 

It was commonly believed that the Lord of the Worlds felt great compassion when he looked 
down upon the remains of the beautiful land, and that he send the Rain Goddess to nurture its' 
scarred surface. The rain's tender touch cooled the dead forest and life was reborn and, in time, 
became covered with fertile meadows. However, a part of the largest tree in the forest primeval, 
Hermano Arbo, had survived the monstrous fire. Now his massive stump served as a reminder that 
all things in the world of quadrupeds and humans were temporal. 

It was by this stump of the great tree resting beneath a vast panorama of heavenly bodies, that 
Brother John told his stories to Maya Sangh. The youth was particularly fond of the tales the 
brother told about the land of giants, known as the immortals. From what Brother John taught him, 
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these alone had conquered life and death, and dwelled in a great city called Shambhala. From 
time-to-time, Maya Sangh questioned his mentor about the immortals. 

Brother John, Maya Sangh asked, "How do immortals differ from you and the others? I 
thought that you were immortal, for you serve the God of the Worlds and you are very old." 

The Elder smiled at the child's question and sought to answer it. He knew full well that Maya 
Sangh would probably not understand, "In a way, Maya Sangh, we are immortal, but there are 
others who are much higher than we. They live in Shambhala, a great angelic city, where only the 
most courageous spiritual masters are called. It is they who help the Lord of the Worlds run the 
Universe of the Stars." 

"But you serve the Lord of the Worlds too, Brother John," Maya Sangh replied, "Why is it 
different?" 

"You see, Maya Sangh, we live in the Valley of the Sun, which is still bound to the world of 
matter, at least to some degree. Those who have gone on to Shambhala, however, have risen even 
beyond the consciousness of those who live here, and serve even greater roles in the movement of 
cosmic order. Do you understand?" 

"Not completely," the boy answered with a shrug. 
Patting Maya Sangh on the head, Brother John said, "One day you will understand Maya 

Sangh, and until then the matter is really not very important." 
Sometimes, after listening to Brother John's stories, the boy would look up at his kindly 

mentor and proudly announce that one day he was going to visit the giants. Other times, Maya 
Sangh simply closed his eyes and tried to take the journey in his mind, bravely fighting mysterious 
forces suddenly appearing out of the shadows. On occasion the youth would even see a huge, 
nine-foot giant or a ferocious lion at the end of his journey. This frightened him so much he would 
open his eyes and look up at Brother John to reassure himself that the monsters were not real. 

On this particular night the deepening shadows of approaching darkness were warmed by the 
kiss of the south wind. Billions of galaxies peered through the black velvet sky. Upon arriving at 
their destination, John seated himself near the old tree and waited for Maya Sangh to take his 
customary position on the stump. When the boy was finally settled, the Brother spoke quietly. "I 
sense something has been troubling you today, little Maya Sangh. Would you care to tell me about 
it?" 

Quickly, the boy nodded his head, trying to contain his eagerness to learn the answer to his 
question. "I want to know where heaven is. Everyone seems to know but me, yet no matter where 
I look, I cannot find it." 

Laughter filled Brother John's soul and the hint of a smile created small crinkles around the 
edge of his eyes. However, he contained his amusement, for he knew the question was serious to 
Maya Sangh. 

Reaching up, he took the boy's hand in his own and pointed it toward the sky. "Do you see the 
faint outline of the setting sun, Maya Sangh?" 

After the boy nodded, Brother John continued. "Once upon a time, before there were suns and 
planets in the sky, the Lord of the Worlds conceived a perfect plan. This plan contained the 
prototype of a universe, making it possible for all life everywhere to be a part of the same 
perfection the Lord possesses. Next the Lord formed a body of light within himself, somewhat like 
a suit of clothes. This Light is considered co-creator with the Great Lord and made the Plan visible, 
including the stars, the moon, the sun and this planet upon which we live. 
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"You might look upon a planet, in fact this planet, Maya Sangh, in a similar manner as 
watching a robin building a nest. The bird, like a planet, must prepare for life before it can produce 
life. The Light, therefore, is a reflection of the Lord of the Worlds, somewhat like a nest containing 
all living things. 

"Even now, the Light of the Lord of the Worlds exists in all humans, although most do not 
know it. For this reason, they continue to live in darkness and unknowing. It might take a boy like 
you a very long time to discover that he is actually a part of the Lord's plan, and always has been. 

"This means, young Maya Sangh, that heaven is everywhere and in everyone, but it is very 
difficult to find because it cannot be seen in the visual sense. To become one with the Lord of the 
Worlds, however, is to find heaven, whether we are clothed in flesh or formless." 

Although Maya Sangh was listening intently, Brother John realized the boy still did not really 
understand. After pausing a moment, he added, "I see you are still confused, little Maya Sangh. 
All you need to remember is this: just as you can now perceive the outer world of suns and moons, 
so it will come to pass that you will one day perceive the inner world of heaven. Be patient; it will 
come." 

Intense curiosity showed in the boy's eyes as he looked up into those of his mentor. Shaking 
his head, he said, "But Brother John, I want to visit heaven very much. Is there some way I can go 
now?" 

The elder remained seated on the ground and closed his eyes. Before long he entered into the 
soundless world of thought, which was stirred in the ethereal winds beyond the boundaries of the 
mortal world. Here, captured in the world of infinity, he was silent for a time. 

Maya Sangh did not try to question his mentor further, for he knew that Brother John would 
speak when he was ready. They sat together quietly for quite some time, while high overhead the 
Moon Goddess replaced the final rays of the Sun God's golden chariot. A gentle hush fell upon the 
Valley and bathed it in soft, silvery light. Specters of the night began to move in slow pantomime 
against the dark horizon of the great mountains, their shadows moving fluidly beneath the silver 
arcs of moon magic. 

"You are very young, Maya Sangh," the elder said at last. "I do not know whether you can 
successfully navigate the unknown world which rests between this world and the gates of heaven. 
However, if you wish, we can try. But you must pay heed to what I say and do everything I tell 
you." 

The boy responded, eagerly nodding his head up and down. Brother John, noting the 
impatience in his young charge's countenance, was inwardly amused, for he knew that Maya 
Sangh thought they would be traveling to some secret place beyond the Valley. This concept was 
soon dispelled. 

Speaking softly, the elder instructed, "Maya Sangh, close your eyes and remember to keep 
them closed throughout this entire journey. You see, heaven is actually not on some distant star far 
away in the night sky, but it is a world interpenetrating our world much like the light from a lamp 
can illumine our cabins. Only by keeping the eyes sealed against the outside world of Maya can 
you expect to traverse the indescribable regions of inner dimensions." 

When Brother John was certain that the boy's eyes were closed, he said, "Focus your eyes on 
the black sea behind your forehead and tell me what you see." 

"There is nothing but darkness," the boy replied with a measure of disappointment. 
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"Maya Sangh," the Elder said softly, "you cannot expect things like this to happen 
instantaneously To learn the art of inner soul travel requires both time and patience. Try again." 

For a time, the two figures sat together in silence. Neither spoke. They were both so still their 
silhouettes eventually became part of the shadows of the night and a play of moonlight surrounded 
them. Before the journey through inner dimensions had progressed very far, Maya Sangh spoke 
again. His voice bore a sharp edge of excitement, "Brother John, I see purple and black moving in 
and out of one another like a great pool of water. It feels almost as though I have no body, and as I 
watch the waves, I forget where I am." 

"Very good, little Maya Sangh," Brother John replied softly. "Now keep going further. Soon 
the darkness you see will begin to merge into the color purple. In the eye of your mind, you must 
then travel through the purple and continue until you see a bright white light, like a star." 

Silence again prevailed as they sat immobile in the deepening night. The elder's eyes were also 
closed in order to assist his young charge on this most important journey. Just as it was possible for 
the Brothers to speak without sound, it was also possible to lift another soul into heights of 
consciousness it could not reach alone. This was because the one Great Light, which exists beyond 
the sensible plain of visible matter, connects master to disciple, student to teacher, and even the 
world to the universe. 

It pleased Brother John to see that the youth was concentrating so well for one so young. Yet, 
it was not long before Maya Sangh spoke again, emotional excitement once more ruling over his 
senses. "Brother John, there are a number of white faces passing by me. They move so rapidly that 
I can barely make them out. They look like ghosts or masks, and yet they do not speak. Who are 
they?" 

"Those, Maya Sangh, are spectral images of souls from ages past," the Elder replied. "They are 
caught in an ethereal-like no man's land. But remember, they are not reality. They are only a 
reflection of the souls who live in the invisible universe beyond matter. These images do not 
belong in our world, nor are they a part of heaven. Therefore, you must never tarry among them 
lest you become engulfed in an unconscious sea of sadness and confusion. Instead, calmly seek the 
pinpoint of light appearing in the furthest reaches of the inner and invisible universe. That is the 
gateway to heaven." 

Once again, a hush fell across the Valley of the Sun. The only sounds encroaching on the 
shroud of silver and black which now embraced the land were the muted footsteps of nocturnal 
quadrupeds and the throated symphony of frogs. 

Steadily, Maya Sangh continued his attempt to traverse the inner worlds, searching the opaque 
darkness for new lands more vast and powerful than any of the outer suns and billions of visible 
galaxies. Finally, amid the ghostly images and floating faces, a small star appeared. 

Freed now from the outer senses once holding him bound to the lower vibrations of matter, 
Maya Sangh's soul flew toward the flickering candle-like flame in the distant inner horizon. As he 
neared the source of the flame, he saw that it was really not a star that glowed from behind the open 
window in front of him, but a great light. It was brighter than any light he had ever seen or 
imagined, and it shone with a splendor so dazzling that he had to turn away for a moment. Its 
central core seemed to pulse like a beating heart, and its color was whiter than the glittering snow 
on the Silver Mountain's distant summit. 

Although Maya Sangh beheld the open window and the radiant white light shining through it 
with considerable awe, he also felt a deep fear. He was traveling inner worlds where he had never 
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ventured before. Although he had always imagined such a journey, the boy now faced the reality of 
his imaginary world and saw that it was not entirely all make believe.  

Once he stood before the open window, Maya Sangh was confident that it must be the entrance 
to heaven, particularly since there was no visible door. Quickly, he struggled to subdue his fear and 
approached the window. Suddenly, just as he reached his destination a terrible face looked back at 
him. It had a stern and unyielding countenance, somehow forbidding him entry into heaven's 
sacred portals. Then a great lion jumped onto the window's edge and stood beside the mysterious 
face. Opening its huge mouth, it let out a mighty roar. 

Greatly alarmed Maya Sangh immediately opened his eyes and reached out to touch Brother 
John. He was quite disoriented and had difficulty feeling the security of the Elder's body. Because 
Maya Sangh's mentor had made the journey with his young charge he knew what the boy had 
witnessed. Aware of the Maya Sangh's fear, Brother John reached out to comfort him. Before long 
Maya Sangh felt safe and regained his youthful composure. Caught in the wonder of this recent 
adventure, the boy turned to Brother John, his words spilling over one another with excitement. 

"Brother John, I saw a window with light streaming through it, a light so white and bright it 
almost hurt my eyes. When I started to look through the window, a terrible face stared back at me, 
and a huge lion roared at me. At first I thought it was heaven, but you have told me that heaven is 
beautiful. This place was very frightening." 

"No, little Maya Sangh, you did not enter heaven," John replied. "It is not yet time for you to do 
so. However, you now know where heaven is, for you were at its entrance and met the Keeper of 
the Gate. I know he seems very ferocious, but you see, it is his job to ensure that only the good 
passes. Everything in heaven is perfect, for there is no place for anger, hatred, jealousy, or even 
death. Occasionally someone who has not purified the senses and is still enmeshed deeply by the 
attractions of earth tries to slip by the guardians. This cannot be allowed. If hatred, anger, and 
violence were allowed to enter the Lord of the Worlds' city, it would not be heaven." 

The boy thought about John's answer for a little while. He was convinced that the Keeper of the 
Gate reminded him a great deal of the silent sentinel who guarded his imaginary land of the giants. 
Then he remembered the lion. "What about the lion, Brother John? Who was he?" 

For a moment, John smiled to himself, for he remembered the lion well. It had accompanied 
him on his most perilous journey— a journey up the Great Silver Mountain, where he struggled 
against the Prince of Darkness to free himself from human bondage. Fortunately, he had reached 
the summit, and he had never forgotten the lion's mighty roar of victory as they stood together on 
the crest. 

The elder was silent for a time, as these and other memories passed through his mind. Finally 
he spoke quietly to Maya Sangh, saying, "He is Guardian to the throne of the Lord of the Worlds, 
and also assists the Keeper of the Gate. It is he who guides each soul on its long and arduous 
journey to reach heaven. As I mentioned before, one who hates, or angers or deceives cannot 
enter." 

"Then I do not believe I will ever be bad again," Maya Sangh announced with great authority. 
The Elder sought to contain his amusement. "That is a very good idea, Maya Sangh, but it isn't 

as easy as it sounds. However, if and when you have really accomplished this, you will find the 
window no longer guarded. Then you will enter heaven." 

Seeing that his young charge was nodding sleepily, Brother John again reached for the boy's 
hand. Helping him to his feet, the two of them turned and walked slowly toward the cabins. By this 
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time, the moon was high in the sky and the night had cast deepening shadows across the Valley of 
the Sun. Billions of known galaxies also stared down upon the two figures through a cloudless sky, 
sending forth rays of light energy created eons ago. 

"Brother John," Maya Sangh asked seriously, looking into the face of his favorite teacher, 
"even though I now know more about heaven, I still want to visit there and meet the Lord of all the 
Worlds someday. Do you suppose he knows I am here?" 

The elder remembered the evening long ago when the Brotherhood had found Maya Sangh in 
Master Joseph's cabin, and remembered being chastised when they questioned The Lord's will. 
Therefore, his reply was somewhat amused. "Yes, little Maya Sangh, the Lord of the Worlds 
knows you are here." 

Far away, silent laughter rumbled within the Lord of the Worlds and rippled throughout ail 
creation. The Lord found the boy's doubt pleasing, and He spoke to him through the whisper of the 
summer wind and dancing specters of the shrouded night: "I have known you since the beginning 
of time little Maya Sangh, and I shall claim you in the end. Know that I am only awaiting the 
passage of your youth." 

Brother John sensed the Lord's response to the boy. Once again, looking down upon the lad 
who had won favor with the Lord of the Worlds, the Elder thought," Yes, little Maya Sangh, he 
definitely knows that you are here." 



 

 

 
 

 
 
 

CHAPTER VIII 
 
 
 
 

MASTER JOSEPH 
 

hile Brother John and Maya Sangh journeyed to the inner worlds beyond matter, Master Joseph 
arrived at the Shrine of Yellow Flowers in the Forest of the Dying. He had descended through 
the Black Dunes without mishap, for the crying souls of the lost could not bear his light. 
The sun was just rising when he entered the Shrine, and multicolored creatures of all shapes 

and sizes gathered around the edge to look at him. Terrible serpentines slithered from branch to 
branch overhead, but they did not challenge him, for the radiance of his countenance spread over 
the area, and often-violent creatures felt only peace. Even the trees made no attempt to ensnare 
him. 

The Shrine was located deep in the interior of the forest, where the Children of Light could not 
easily penetrate. Heavy moss hung down from the soggy limbs of forgotten trees and covered the 
ground around their massive trunks. A dank smell permeated from the heavy moss, and silence 
ruled. Yet in the midst of this primeval stage a single ray from the Sun God pierced the forest's 
umbrella of darkness. A cascade of delicate rare yellow orchids gained nourishment from the touch 
of light and filled the oasis with an almost intangible beauty.

It was not uncommon for the Brothers to seek asylum in this hidden shrine when they felt a 
need to seclude themselves from the consciousness of others who shared the Valley of the Sun. 
Although it was natural for each to know the thoughts of the others because they lived as one, there 
were also times when each needed to be alone. The Eldest of the Elders came now to commune 
with the God of the Worlds and learn the cause of the unrest in his soul. As he seated himself in the 
customary cross-legged fashion amid the splendor of the Shrine, a delicate breeze passed through 
the flowers, creating a golden ballet, as though orchestrated by some unseen conductor. 

The elder closed his eyes and turned his face toward the sun, quieting the external movements 
of his outer form. After a time, his still body resembled a statue of immovable granite. As the hours 
passed his white robe seemed to glow with some indescribable radiance and beauty, which was 
greatly accentuated by the surrounding yellow of the orchids. High above, the Sun God continued 
his systematic journey across the sky, sometimes playing hide-and-seek with the solitary figure. In 
time the serpentines and quadrupeds forgot Joseph was even there, and returned to their eternal 
struggle against the forces of nature. 

Throughout the day, Master Joseph sat in silence, waiting for an answer from the Lord of the 
Worlds. Although one was not immediately forthcoming he did not become discouraged, but 
continued to sit without movement. He spoke not, but a continual prayer flowed from his mind 

W 
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toward the heavens where the Lord of the Worlds resided. As the deepening colors of amethyst, 
indigo and coral touched the distant mountains, the shadow of approaching night caressed the 
Shrine of Yellow Flowers. By now, however, the Eldest of the Elders had succumbed to the great 
inner journey and knew not that night was victorious over day. 

At first Master Joseph traveled through the sea of colors, where waves of blackness merged 
with purple in a kaleidoscope of changing patterns. Then he entered the strange land of specters, 
where subtle white shapes floated in the ethereal mist between the two worlds. Their faces came 
toward the elder like leaves blown in the wind, but he passed them by with the speed of light, 
moving onward in the eye of his mind toward the arc of white fire illuminating the entry into the 
kingdom of the Lord of the Worlds. Finally, Joseph reached his destination and pierced the sacred 
fire abiding in and through all living things. Then the Elder became one with creation, and his 
awareness of individual existence passed away as though it had never been. 

Even as the residual of Master Joseph's human world passed away, a village materialized 
within him. He recognized it immediately as the Glen of Sorrow where he had once dwelled. 
Human sounds rose from the glen and filled the elder's ears with a sense of sorrow, sickness and 
death. They beseeched the Lord of the Worlds to send them the White One that had been proph-
esied, that they might be freed from suffering and pain. Master Joseph felt the anguish of the 
humans swirling through him like eddies in a deep flowing river. His heart, also one with the heart 
of the Lord of the Worlds sought to touch their souls and ease their pain. 

Continuing with his observations of the Glen of Sorrow, now resting within him, the Master 
saw a tall, comely man approach the Village. He was wearing a long white robe; his hair, almost 
auburn in color, hung to his shoulders, and his eyes gazed upon the people with deep intensity as 
though he could see into the innermost depths of their sorrow. The people stood looking at him as 
he spoke, for as he taught his words flowed like musical notes from some invisible harp. He was 
talking to those who gathered around him about the Lord of Worlds, heaven, and the universe of 
the stars.  

When Master Joseph heard the words flowing from the mysterious stranger's lips, he 
recognized a shadow of his own almost forgotten voice. He knew that he was listening to his own 
words flowing through a young teacher. 

At first, the elder wondered if he had been derelict in his duties and assigned a future life 
because he had not executed the will of the Lord of the Worlds perfectly. Even as this concern 
passed through his consciousness, Master Joseph realized that the illusive face before him was not 
his own, but Maya Sangh. 

Slowly, the cosmic tides began to recede and the Eldest of the Elders returned to his heavy 
sheath of matter. Within a short time, he was back to his more familiar self, a mere speck of 
immortal progression in the vast universe. As he emerged from the swirling ether, Master Joseph 
was grateful to the Lord of the Worlds for choosing to speak. The turbulence in his soul, which had 
begun the day of Maya Sangh's arrival in the Valley of the Sun, had finally calmed. 

After the pulsations of expanded consciousness completed their last stroke, the Master sat for a 
time. Everything had been shaken loose throughout the subtle bodies of feeling, emotion, mind, 
and particularly in the deep subconscious planes of the soul. He realized now that he must play a 
critical role in Maya Sangh's life, for the Glen of Sorrow would only be able to progress through 
the spoken word. 
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Now that the final remaining whisper of the inner journey had departed, a deep understanding 
filled the void in Master Joseph's heart and wove a pattern of serenity. The events transpiring 
through the long hours of night caused the Elder to remember a time long ago, when his own 
teacher had taught him the secrets of the universe. Now it was necessary for Joseph to repay this 
gift, for the Lord of the Worlds had passed the same mission on to him. He was to become Maya 
Sangh's teacher, and to do so would mean breaking the oath of silence. 

Once again, the Children of Light danced across the tips of the trees, kissed the crested 
mountains, and chased away the Sons of Darkness. The emerald green planet of humans and 
quadrupeds had never been graced with a more beautiful sunrise. Deep saffron bathed the terrain in 
subtle color, and high overhead the stars began to disappear from the once midnight black of vacu-
ous space. When the first ray of the Sun God again touched the Shrine of Yellow Flowers, Master 
Joseph rose stiffly from his seated position. The animals, long accustomed to his granite-like form, 
were startled and quickly fled from him in search of a hiding place. 

Soon thereafter, the Elder departed from the Forest of the Dying and entered the desolation of 
the Black Dunes. As usual, the anguished souls of this middle world did not seek to possess him 
and cowered silently in the deep shadows of unknowing covering the dark crevices of the sloping 
hills. Because of his peace, they became silent when he passed, for they somehow realized that he 
understood their pain. Master Joseph, in turn, transmitted his compassion through the unspoken 
word for he knew their suffering would cease one day, when their uncleanness was washed by the 
inner good that had woven them. For now, their suffering was, in itself, a part of the good. 

Day had almost waned by the time Master Joseph descended from the mountains into the 
Valley of the Sun. In a distance, he could hear the evening bell calling the members of the Brother-
hood together for their evening repast. The sky had changed from azure blue to the dark robes of 
descending night, and with it came the symphony of the frogs. 

On entering the hall the elder saw that the usual thirteen table settings had been laid out on the 
wooden table, and he saw the other brothers quietly take their respective seats. If they were sur-
prised when the silent, white-robed figure took his customary place at the head of the table, they 
did not show it. Only Maya Sangh cast furtive eyes toward the Eldest of the Elders. 

As the meal progressed, Maya Sangh was surprised to find the eyes of the Master Joseph upon 
him. Perplexed, the boy sensed some indefinable difference in the countenance of the Elder. For a 
moment he thought about the face that once peered at him from the window of heaven. 

When supper was over, the Brothers filed out of the dining hall and made their way to their 
respective cabins in preparation for the evening communion with the Lord of the Worlds. As usual, 
Maya Sangh walked beside Brother John hoping that the elder would have time to tell him another 
story about heaven. Although the Elder sensed the boy's desire, he knew that he could not appease 
it. Master Joseph had informed the brothers when he sat down at supper that he would henceforth 
be responsible for the boy's training. Because Maya Sangh could not hear the unspoken word, the 
young disciple was ignorant of the forthcoming changes in his life. 

This evening as Maya Sangh walked beside Brother John the hand of destiny suddenly touched 
him on the shoulder, and when the youth looked up he was startled to find that the hand belonged 
to Master Joseph. As the elder touched him, Maya Sangh had visions of huge giants, monstrous 
lions, and ghastly white faces. Surely, the boy thought, I must have done something terrible for 
this to happen. For a moment, he wished that he could hide like the animals in the valley 
sometimes did. 
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Brother John looked to see who had interrupted their walk. Upon seeing the Eldest of the 
Elders, he silently moved away, leaving Maya Sangh and Master Joseph alone. Although he was 
keenly aware of Maya Sangh's fear of the Elder and felt the boy's eyes beseeching him to linger, 
Brother John knew he must not interfere in this matter. Certain instructions had been given and 
they were to be obeyed. From now on the tutelage of Maya Sangh was the responsibility of Master 
Joseph. 

Verbal contact with Maya Sangh posed some difficulty for Master Joseph. He felt awkward in 
this unaccustomed role and no sound passed his lips when he first tried to speak. Unfortunately, 
this created a long and very awkward pause. Maya Sangh had seldom experienced such fear. It 
wasn't that he was afraid the Master would hurt him, but the Elder had always been an untouchable 
shadow during his entire life. Whenever the boy happened to glance his way, he had met with 
unfathomable eyes, cold and stone-like like the mountains that surrounded the Valley. 

In an attempt to force sound past his long-unused vocal cords, Master Joseph cleared his throat 
and as he did so, Maya Sangh flinched. The sound was coarse and harsh, and the first words from 
the elder's mouth were even more obtrusive, "Please do not be alarmed, Maya Sangh. It is time that 
you and I had a talk." 

Only the spirit of the words could salvage the awkward ripples of torment flowing through the 
boy's soul. When Maya Sangh looked into the eyes of the Eldest of the Elders, followed by the 
raspy words falling from his lips, he also perceived the stern face in heaven's window coming 
nearer and nearer. For a moment, Maya Sangh was certain that something terrible was going to 
happen and he wanted to run away. Unfortunately, obedience to the will of the elders forbade him 
that. The youth only wished that this scene before him would vanish as easily as those created in 
his imagination. Deep within he sensed that this foreboding situation was not going away, so there 
was apparently little recourse but to do as the Master Joseph instructed. The youth followed the 
teacher to his cabin with a great deal of trepidation. 

Once they arrived, the elder motioned the boy to sit down on the well-scrubbed floor, and then 
seated himself in a cross-legged fashion beside him. After they had settled themselves in a some-
what comfortable position, the elder began to speak. "Maya Sangh, I am certain that Brother John 
has already told you this, but you are the first human to ever live in the Valley of the Sun who has 
not faced the challenges of rightful entry." 

The Elder paused for a moment, because the spoken words passing through his unused vocal 
cords caused him considerable pain. After pausing to clear his throat again, Master Joseph 
continued. "At first we intended that you should return to the place where you were born. 
Unfortunately, during our inward search for your mother we discovered this to be impossible, for 
your mother had died. It was her wish that you grow up in this Valley and her desire reached the 
Lord of the Worlds. It was he who made the final decision that you should remain here with us. 

"I was called by the Lord of the Worlds to the Forest of the Dying and the Shrine of Yellow 
Flowers a few days ago. As you know, we elders often retire to the Shrine when we are in need of 
solitude. During my fusion with the Lord of the Worlds I was informed that I should teach you in 
all our ways, so as to prepare you for the trials of the Great Silver Mountain. No human has ever 
conquered the mountain that did not first defeat Devil's Swamp and the Forest of the Dying, I am 
afraid that this assignment might be the greatest challenge I have ever faced." 

While the elder had lit no candle when they entered his cabin, the room was almost as light as 
day. The Moon Goddess was in radiant vestures of golden light, and nights powerful nocturne 
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permeated the atmosphere, enhanced by the distant melody of chirping crickets. Even the voice of 
the Eldest of the Elders seemed to conform to this special magic, passing through his unused vocal 
cords in muted tones barely above a whisper. 

Sitting side by side, the Master described Maya Sangh's arrival in the village and the death of 
his mother, Sophia. He told the youth more about the Forest of the Dying, Devil's Swamp, and, 
lastly, about the Glen of Sorrow. When the Eldest of the Elders concluded his story, he dismissed 
the boy, saying, "Maya Sangh, you will come to my cabin for your lessons as the first ray of dawn 
falls upon this valley, and again when the sun has set. Although you will serve and work among 
the Brotherhood by day, you must live in solitude by night. Therefore, I will see that a small cabin 
is built for you. But for now, you may return to Brother Benjamin. 

"Remember! I shall expect you here in the morning. In the meantime, strive to maintain silence 
at all times while we are together, and do not speak unless you are first spoken to." 

A cold chill touched Maya Sangh's heart, for Master Joseph's final words sounded like an 
ominous warning, a whispered threat to mar the beauty of the night. As the youth made his way 
through the grass toward Brother Benjamin's cottage, he felt a deep sense of isolation and 
loneliness. 

Quietly Maya Sangh slipped into the cabin and lay down on his bed, trying not to disturb 
Brother Benjamin, who was sleeping on a nearby pallet. Sleep, however, was a long time coming 
to the youth. Finally, just before the first rays of dawn touched the tips of the distant hills Maya 
Sangh finally crossed the bridge separating the conscious and unconscious worlds. When he en-
tered the abyss of formless dreams, he saw the giant window of heaven and by its entrance stood a 
lone figure in flowing white robes. Maya Sangh felt his heart pump faster and faster as he ap-
proached the ghostly form. It was Master Joseph. At last the Prince of Sleep overtook the shadows 
of the invisible worlds and Maya Sangh remembered no more. 
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CHAPTER IX 
 
 
 
 

TEACHER AND THE DISCIPLE 
 
 

he Children of Light again descended merrily down the sides of the hills, signaling the 
Sun God to begin his daily trek across the sky. The robes of dawn spun its magic web over 
the Valley of the Sun as Maya Sangh opened his eyes. At first his bed felt strange. Then he 

remembered that he no longer slept on a pallet in Brother Benjamin's cabin, but lived alone in a 
new dwelling built just for him 

Even though Maya Sangh's new home was the same size as the other cabins in the Valley of the 
Sun, and contained the same bare essentials inside, from the outside it looked out of place. Its 
newly sawed, wooden frame stood bright against a backdrop of weathered and worn old buildings. 
And for the first time since the beginning of the beginning, there were thirteen cabins in the Valley 
of the Sun instead of twelve. If the Elders felt any discomfort over this change in the changeless, 
they did not talk about it.  

As Maya Sangh turned over, the straw in his pallet made a soft crackling sound. Through the 
open window above him he could see the faint glimmer of saffron as morning broke. However, the 
beauty of the rising sun brought him little comfort, for he would have rather seen the familiar 
outline of Brother Benjamin's plump body silhouetted against the remaining shadows of passing 
night. 

As the youth quietly watched the first rays of dawn through the small cabin window, memories 
of previous mornings flowed through his consciousness. He thought about his classes with Master 
Joseph, his isolation, and his rigorous attempts to seek the path of the unspoken word. The latter 
was the most difficult challenge for him, for he had talked since he was a very small child after the 
manner of all human beings. Also gone, were the tender moments Maya Sangh once shared with 
Brother John. Yet, in spite of this sense of loss, some intangible force within enabled him to 
understand this new avenue of learning might eventually make him like the elders whom he loved. 
They, in turn, tried to help him understand that nothing had really changed. Nevertheless Maya 
Sangh knew that the youthful world he had once known was over. 

In the midst of these passing memories, Maya Sangh suddenly remembered what had roused 
him from the land of phantoms and misty slumber. It was a flash of the solemn face of his teacher. 
Although this occurred every morning, he had not yet become used to it and it startled him almost 
as much now as it had the first time. The Master's face had permanently replaced the image of the 
Keeper of the Gate, who once stared at him through the pale, ghostly faces of the unseen world. 
This memory caused Maya Sangh to rise hastily and don a coarse, white, woven robe. After 
carefully washing his face and hands with cold water, he left the cottage quickly. 

T 
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While the youth hurried toward Master Joseph's cabin, the Children of Light danced their ballet 
on the crest of the mountain, turning the color of its snow to bright saffron. The beauty of this, 
however, did little to assuage the boy's concern over the possibility that he might be late for his 
lesson. The elder could be very stern, and when Maya Sangh was late, his teacher's countenance 
took on a mask of rigid displeasure. 

Because he was so intent in his haste, and because he could not yet completely see into the 
invisible worlds beyond matter, Maya Sangh did not see the woman who stood watching his 
slender, boyish form move through the Valley. As he passed near her, she moved slightly. Her 
gown, seemingly woven from the morning's mist, flowed around her like the gossamer wings of 
nature's delicate butterflies. Neither could Maya Sangh hear her whisper traveling toward him 
through the delicate ethers beyond hearing. "It will be all right, my son. Soon your loneliness will 
pass. You will grow up very fast. Wait and see." 

The woman's soft voice floated into Maya Sangh's heart upon the morning breeze and danced 
through the cells his body in harmonic rhythm. He discovered that he was suddenly feeling better. 
Many years would pass, however, before the youth would have cause to remember this moment 
and realize that his mother's tender touch had reached out to comfort him in his hours of dark 
loneliness. 

Upon reaching Master Joseph's cottage, Maya Sangh paused for a moment, trying to decide 
whether to knock first or immediately enter. While he was deciding, the elder's voice, no longer 
punitive and grating, called out to him through the door. "You may come in, Maya Sangh." 

As always, the boy was startled. He often wondered how the Master could see through solid 
wood or hear that which could not be heard. In spite of this ongoing puzzle, Maya Sangh knew that 
his teacher was waiting for him. Therefore, he quickly removed his shoes, set them just outside the 
door, and entered the small room. As soon as he was inside, the Elder motioned him to sit down. 
Even as Maya Sangh lowered himself into the customary cross-legged position beside his teacher, 
the elder spoke in a half question — half statement. 

"You are puzzled, Maya Sangh, how I am able to appear in pictures within your mind and how 
I knew that you had arrived?"  

"Yes, Master," replied Maya Sangh awkwardly, for he was still not completely comfortable in 
the presence of Master Joseph. Perhaps he never would be. Yet the youth somehow sensed that 
when he put fear aside, he had a deep admiration for his teacher and wanted to be more like him. 
Somehow these noble feelings were often overruled by the more human characteristics of fear and 
trepidation. 

In a moment, the Master spoke again. "Though it is not easy for a beginner to either do or 
understand, it is quite simple for me. I merely project my consciousness into your mind, and an 
essence of me is carried with it. When one is linked with the consciousness of the Lord of the 
Worlds one is linked with life everywhere. And because of this link it is possible for my mind to 
enter your mind, for in a sense we are one." 

Looking into the boy's searching eyes Master Joseph knew that Maya Sangh did not 
understand. He shook his head slowly from side to side and took a deep breath and began speaking 
again. "You will understand one day. As far as knowing you were outside my door, we of the 
Brotherhood have developed a second set of senses beyond the physical realm of sight, sound, 
smell, taste, and touch. These higher senses are a part of the subtle sheaths interpenetrating the 
world of matter, and are of a refined vibratory frequency beyond the senses of the human world. 
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"In time you will be able to do the same thing Maya Sangh, but for now you must learn more 
about the Lord of the Worlds, for it is through oneness with him that such things are possible. That 
includes seeing through doors." 

For some time, they sat silently side by side. This had once bothered Maya Sangh, for he 
expected Master Joseph to speak. He remembered the first day he came. Time had passed slowly 
and he was filled with boredom and anxiety. Finally he became restless Immediately the Master 
spoke sharply, saying, "The first lesson you must learn is to control the senses, and this requires 
patience. Without control of one's senses, one cannot fully utilize the powers, such as seeing and 
hearing in worlds beyond, or piercing the deepest regions of the subconscious mind. Even the 
universe itself was not created in a single second, but rather through an act of contemplation which 
has spanned billions of years. 

"The Lord of the Worlds materialized this substance called matter out of his own 
non-manifested substance. Therefore, it is the densest aspect of creation, and we cannot hope to 
rise above its sense attractions without developing the concentration and discipline to do so. It is 
impossible for anyone to control these powers until the mind has been brought under subjection of 
the will. Therefore, you must first learn patience, and when you do you will possess an important 
key to unlocking the mysteries of the universe." 

As the days passed, Maya Sangh became accustomed to rising with the Children of Light and 
making his way through the morning mist to Master Joseph's cottage. Yet he still feared the Elder's 
reprimands and fought to sit without moving. Occasionally, in order to pass the time, Maya Sangh 
imagined that his hands and feet were lions and tigers. Little-by-little he finally began to 
understand the statement his teacher had made, that he was actually an extension of the Lord of the 
Worlds. In turn, everything else was also an extension of Him, or something like that. 

The Master saw the dancing animal thoughts rise from the boy's mind and wondered if it was 
possible for any human to fully understand the ways of heaven. When this question entered his 
mind he had but to remember that he too had once come from the Glen of Sorrow. Also he 
remembered the events of the future, which the Lord of the Worlds had shown him during his 
sojourn at the Shrine of Yellow Flowers. Therefore, the Elder re minded himself that he too must 
be patient. 

Following these early morning sessions with Master Joseph, Maya Sangh continued to work 
with the other Brothers. He learned from them, also. From Brother Benjamin, he learned the art of 
body regeneration through proper use of the various foods growing on the surface of the planet. 
The Elder was not only the primary cook for the Brotherhood, but he was also very knowledgeable 
in the use of plants and herbs for healing. 

Brother Ceres helped Maya Sangh to understand that the doorways of the future were woven in 
the firm structure of cause and effect, and that changes were always taking place through the 
forward motion of planetary progression. 

The youth was also taught; that in order to see the future one must travel forward on the 
invisible wings of consciousness to view those things that not yet occurred. He found that thoughts 
not only had wings, but also eyes, and he was intrigued by these newfound powers. During his 
training Maya Sangh developed a great love for all his teachers, even though he sometimes 
struggled to comprehend all of the new things they taught him. The Brothers, in turn, realized that 
Maya Sangh did not always understand their ways, but they continued to work teach him with 
calm fortitude. 
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And it came to pass; one more year drifted down through the ravines of the Great Silver 
Mountain and fell upon the Valley of the Sun. By this time, Maya Sangh had grown accustomed to 
the routine of his morning and evening pilgrimages to Master Joseph's cabin. Day after day, the 
two sat together on the rough-hewn wooden floor. Many times, when the Master did not speak, the 
boy wondered how sitting quietly really accomplished anything. Yet he dared not be disobedient, 
for the elder had seeing beyond eyes, and hearing beyond ears, and these always infiltrated the 
youth's mind during moments of impulsive behavior. Therefore time occasionally passed slowly 
for Maya Sangh and he longed for the freedom of his past. 

One afternoon the youth decided to run from the brambles of routine to his favorite place, 
which was a round pond at the edge of the gardens. On this particular afternoon it beckoned him to 
come and sit on the smooth, grassy knoll overlooking its rippling waters. Maya Sangh liked going 
there, for he liked the freedom it always brought. On arriving he settled quietly on the grass and 
stared into the shining water, now made bright from the sun's reflection on its surface. 

Sitting there, Maya Sangh watched tiny, multicolored fish swim happily under the glistening 
surface, and observed his own changing face in the delicate rhythm of the moving waves. As yet 
he did not fully realize that the regular disciplines he had to undergo were making him stronger. 
Little-by-little, as the youth continued his endeavor to surrender to Master Joseph's greater will he 
was becoming more and more a reflection of the brothers. At the moment, however, Maya Sangh's 
only desire was to escape the constant disciplines that his teacher imposed upon him. 

As Maya Sangh watched his face change in the motion of the water, he also saw the reflection 
of the Sun God's break into a myriad of tiny lights dancing across the surface of the pond. Oc-
casionally, one of the colorful little fish jumped high in the air, and then dove back beneath the 
surface of the water, leaving only a circle of ever-expanding ripples where it had frolicked with the 
outer world. 

Abruptly, just as Maya Sangh's mind was about to drift into the land of imagination, another 
face appeared within the water, mask-like and stern. In the middle of one of the larger rings was the 
face of Master Joseph, bearing a granite-like countenance. With it Maya Sangh heard unspoken 
words echoing deeply in the corridors of his mind, "Return at once to your labors, Maya Sangh, for 
an idle mind dreams up the evils of life, and a lazy body carries them out." 
Startled, the youth bolted from his reverie, feeling guilty that he had tried to sneak away from his 
teacher's discipline. He was also astounded; for this was the first time he had heard the inner sound 
of the unspoken word. At last he knew how the Brothers communicated with one another. This 
experience helped him to also understand there was something different between ordinary, 
audible hearing and inner hearing. Along with the words seemed to come something else, a more 
complete expression than spoken words could express. He could not put a name on this 
remarkable phenomenon, but Maya Sangh knew in that single moment; the unspoken word could 
teach much more than any spoken word. 

Awed by this new discovery, the boy left the pond and moved toward the cluster of tiny cabins 
in the Valley. For the first time, the boy sensed something else — his teacher really did not dislike 
him. 

The Brother's education of Maya Sangh continued as the months passed in seasonal array. 
Daily he wandered on an inner pilgrimage to visit the Lord of the Worlds. That he never seemed to 
reach the garden of the Lord did not seem important to him any longer. His journey inward was 
sufficiently fulfilling. As he traveled these unseen dimensions he sometimes pretended that he was 
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taming the ferocious lion that guarded the gateway of the Lord's world. On other, but rare 
occasion, he felt the presence of something, or someone, more powerful than the beasts and more 
powerful than the sun, and he knew that it was the Ruler of the universe. Other times he saw a 
small flicker of brilliant white light shining beyond the ghostly faces of passing time, and Maya 
Sangh knew that this too was the Lord of the Worlds. 

During the passing months, Master Joseph watched over his disciple's journey through the 
invisible world. His amusement over the boy's fantasies was never allowed to reach his eyes, and 
the feelings in his heart were never revealed on the Elder's aged face. He knew that it was only a 
matter of time now before the Lord of the Worlds would demand the Keeper of the Gate to open 
the portals to Maya Sangh's destiny. Then his disciple would face his greatest challenge. For this 
task, the boy would need all the strength he could muster: a powerful will, a patient heart, and great 
courage. Therefore, Master Joseph was careful to dedicate a part of each day to teaching his 
disciple the mysterious ways of the Lord of the Worlds.  

"Maya Sangh, it's impossible for us to be tomorrow what we are today, for of necessity we 
must grow, always driven forward by some inner desire to be more than what we are. This desire is 
a reflection of the universal plan, which has lived in all creation since the beginning of the 
universe. You and I existed as a potential even in the beginning, although we were merely an 
aspect of the formless at that time, and our dreams but an aspect of a much greater dream.  

"Where do our souls go when our bodies die. Master Joseph?" Maya Sangh asked. 
"They dwell in an unseen world beyond human eyes," Master Joseph explained. "Some souls 

who have lived very evil ways are sent to live in the Black Dunes, existing just beyond these 
mountains. They are compelled to review their misconduct and suffer as they have made others 
suffer. Nevertheless, the Lord of the Worlds is merciful, and when these souls have learned their 
lessons, they are given a chance to make atonement by returning to embodiment in the Glen of 
Sorrow. 

"Most souls, however, live in a world not unlike this one. Because the life of a soul is one of 
progression and good, it will eventually seek to fulfill the destiny the Lord of the Worlds has 
written for it. When it has discovered its true greatness the soul then finds the narrow path to 
Shambhala, which lies far above Devil's Swamp and the Forest of the Dying." 

The boy looked up at his teacher with great curiosity. He liked knowing that there was good in 
everyone and that people like his mother did not have to suffer the terrible things many other 
humans suffered. However, his ears had also heard the word: Shambhala. If he had heard it before 
he had paid little heed and the word had passed by without catching his notice. Now curiosity 
penetrated his mind like a sharp pointed arrow, and he sensed that some great and new discovery 
was about to be revealed to him. 

Trying to control his excitement, the youth asked, "Where is Shambhala, Master?" 
"Shambhala, Maya Sangh, is not a place one can easily define. It is a mystical city beyond the 

world of humans, and beyond the unseen land where dwell the souls bound by mortal chains, such 
as those in the Black Hills. Actually it is the Lord of the Worlds' city. 

"You have heard us speak of it before, albeit not as Shambhala. You see, no one can ever enter 
there who has not overcome hatred, anger, intolerance, and greed, for Shambhala is a place where 
divine beings called angels dwell." 

"Master Joseph, will I ever see Shambhala?" Maya Sangh asked. 
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For a moment, the Elder was silent, knowing that if his young disciple were ever going to see 
the spires of the mystic city he would first have to rise victorious in his battle against the Prince of 
Darkness on the slopes of the Great Silver Mountain. Master Joseph wondered, "Can this human 
youth really accomplish such a feat?" 

Finally, the Elder spoke again. "The Lord of the Worlds has deemed that you shall indeed be 
given that chance some day. Until then, you must study well, for you must be prepared if you are to 
succeed." 

"Have you seen Shambhala, Master Joseph?" 
"Indeed I have, Maya Sangh, for I go there on occasion to assist in whatever work the Lord of 

the Worlds asks of me," the elder replied. 
The boy was about to ask another question, but he sensed a veil had been drawn regarding the 

subject of Shambhala, and that he should not make any further inquiries. Master Joseph had a 
special way of closing a door when he did not wish to discuss some matter and Maya Sangh knew 
when this occurred. The Elder was well aware of Maya Sangh's growing curiosity, but he believed 
further explanation at this time would only confuse him. It was difficult to explain the things that 
could be seen; to explain the unseen was best done through the unspoken word. Maya Sangh was 
not sufficiently advanced for this. 

Nevertheless, there was another important question on the young disciple's mind, and sensing 
that the Master might be receptive to one on a different subject; he decided to approach the matter, 
"Master, why is the swamp called Devil's Swamp, and the forest where my mother died the Forest 
of the Dying? They sound like terrible places." 

"That depends on how you look at it, Maya Sangh," Master Joseph answered. "Those who are 
afraid of the great beasts which dwell in the oozing slime and mud of the swamp look at the poor 
creatures as devils. Yet the Lord of the Worlds created these creatures just as he created you and 
me. They cannot help it if hunger gnaws at their stomachs, or the long winters make it difficult to 
obtain food. It is the nature of their being to appease their hunger by eating quadrupeds and 
humans. It is therefore important not to hate anything or anyone, for to hate another is to hate one's 
self, as the universe is of one body. Can you understand this?" 

"I think so," Maya Sangh replied. "You are saying that the Lord of the Worlds is like a huge 
blanket, and each of us is a portion of the design in that blanket. If we cut out a piece, then the 
blanket is not complete." 

"Something similar to that, Maya Sangh, although I am afraid that the matter is considerably 
more complex," the elder replied. 

"But what about the Forest of the Dying?" the boy asked. 
"It is not so dissimilar," the Elder responded. "Those who fight against the dense growth of the 

Forest soon become exhausted and wear themselves out. Before long the thick branches of the 
trees ensnare them. If they do not die of starvation, the quadrupeds of the Forest, like the beasts of 
the Swamp, come and devour them. These creatures must eat to survive too. 

"No one ever gains real and lasting supremacy by fighting against something; rather each must 
learn to work and live in harmony with the forces of nature. Those who can perceive the beauty of 
the Forest, and move with feet as silent and fleet as the creatures who inhabit it will not find it a 
Forest of the Dying. In some ways, my son, it is like the mind, full of treachery and yet a perfect 
part of the whole. The forest, like the mind, must be tamed." 
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For a moment Maya Sangh considered this, and then asked, "Then this valley is not called the 
Valley of the Sun because it is warmer than the cold mountains which surround it, but because it is 
somehow different from the Glen of Sorrow?" 

The Master paused a moment and looked intently at Maya Sangh, glad that the youth was 
beginning to understand the deceptiveness of the valley. "That is quite true," Master Joseph re-
plied. "It is called the Valley of the Sun because it not only exists beyond the glen of the humans, 
but it also reflects the Light of the Lord of the Worlds. The work we do here affects life every-
where, just as the sun above us affects this land upon which we live." 

The boy became silent, pondering on these things his teacher had told him. Master Joseph was 
also silent and, for a time, they sat quietly together in their customary cross-legged position. Fi-
nally, each was called to other tasks by some inner urge, invisible and undefined to the corporeal 
senses. 

Several days later when Maya Sangh came for his usual lesson, Master Joseph said, "All life 
experiences progression, from the tiniest of the insect kingdom to humans. In spite of this, each 
species struggles against the loss of its physical expression without really knowing why. Even 
though life may be very difficult, all creatures cling to life and fear death. It must be understood 
that the Lord of the Worlds created this planet in such a manner as to ensure that life is preserved, 
and that all living creatures are motivated to become more tomorrow than they are today." 

The Master paused for a moment and closed his eyes, as though he perceived this to be a great 
miracle. Then he continued speaking. 

"This remarkable capability of advancement is accomplished through the law of cause and 
effect, which is set in motion by the forward movement of the Lord's universal plan. Ultimately, 
Maya Sangh, all humans will transcend being human and dwell in a higher world, a world invisible 
to human eyes. And when this has come to pass there will be no wailing in the Black Dunes or 
death in the Glen of Sorrow." 

For a time, Maya Sangh was quiet, feeling sad at the prospect that anyone should suffer. He 
looked up at his Master again, wondering what happened to the Brothers in the Valley of the Sun 
when they died. 

"Master," he said, "Brother John once told me that all the Brothers must die one day, even you. 
Where will you go when that time comes?" 

"Well, Maya Sangh," the Master replied, " just as there is an invisible realm penetrating this 
world of matter, there is also another realm comprised of an even finer substance penetrating that 
one. The lower vibrations of the solid world simply cannot perceive a higher frequency of energy. 
Where two realms exist, who is to say there are not three? 

"Beyond this world is a place for those who have not yet passed their human examinations and 
yet another for those who have graduated from the need of physical expression. These souls have 
won the great battle of the self, and thus reign supreme over their senses. Consequently they do not 
descend again into embodiment. To many, these are referred to as the Immortals. Of course, such 
souls are capable of much greater powers than those who are still bound by the powerful chains of 
matter. For this reason, the Lord of the Worlds has placed the safekeeping of his universe in their 
hands." 

"But you are an Immortal — yet you will die. How can this be possible?" the boy asked. 
"We who dwell in the Valley of the Sun play a very unique role," the Master replied. "We have 

been given the responsibility of being emissaries for the Lord of the Worlds, and as such dwell 
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between the world of matter and the Kingdom of the Lord. Our task is to watch over, protect, and 
nurture the progression of this planet. When we leave the Valley of the Sun, or die, as you call it, 
we become one with the Lord of the Worlds and one with all living things." 

"Then you will be no more?" Maya Sangh asked. 
Master Joseph nodded affirmatively. 
Maya Sangh felt a sudden sense of grief well up inside him. Like a sharp sword, it pierced him 

in the heart and vanquished his remaining questions, forcing him into the darkness of the inner 
world to find solace. 

For a while, the young disciple drifted through the sea of changing colors. Then he again made 
his way past the ghostly faces toward the lighted window of the untouchable heaven. There, as 
usual, Maya Sangh prepared to leave his gift of yellow flowers. Suddenly, however, the window 
transformed into a magnificent gateway of white light, and a great hand reached out to receive his 
gift. 

Quietly observing this turn of events, Master Joseph realized that Maya Sangh was rapidly 
approaching the day when he would have to face the Prince of Darkness. The elder also knew that 
the gateway to the Lord of the Worlds would never be closed to the boy again. 
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CHAPTER X 

 
 
 
 

GATEWAY TO HEAVEN 
 

ime passed swiftly as the children of Light and the Sons of Darkness continued the eternal 
mergers of sunrise and sunset. The snowcapped peaks of the great mountains stretched 
their peaks in stark serenity toward the unseen majesty of the Lord of the Worlds. During 

the winter they gathered diamond crystals of snow and their domes glistened in whitened splendor. 
But in the spring, the crystals melted and fresh water flowed into the rivers and streams to 
regenerate the rippling waters for the long hot summer ahead. Refreshed, the waters wound their 
way like a serpent toward the great sea. En route, they nourished everything from dancing flowers 
and swaying trees to quadrupeds and humans. 

Through the years, Maya Sangh grew in both stature and understanding. He was a handsome 
lad, his youthful appearance contrasting sharply with the aging Elders, whose snow-white hair and 
beards were matched only by the splendor of the distant, snowcapped peaks. His lithe body moved 
across the meadows swiftly, and his footsteps were so silent that even the keen hearing of the 
animals could not always detect him. The disciple's touch was also gentle with all living things, for 
his teachers had carefully taught him that all life was part of the Lord of the Worlds.

One particular evening, just after sunset, an auspicious event took place in the Valley of the 
Sun. The shadows had begun to deepen along the ridges of the surrounding Black Dunes and the 
hush of twilight welcomed the planet into its embrace. A touch of deep magenta and indigo still 
lingered on the Great Silver Mountain, sending ribbons of splendor through the ever-darkening 
sky, while dancing rays of light played tag with the expanding carpet of night stars. 

Just as the Sons of Darkness began their nightly vigil, Maya Sangh picked up the customary 
milking pails and went forth to milk the goats as he did each evening. Carrying the pails in one 
hand, the youth arrived at his destination and reached for the old weather-beaten, three-legged 
stool that had so long served as a milking seat for the Brotherhood. Situating himself on the stool, 
he began to milk. 

As the white streams of milk were drawn into the pail, a half smile played around Maya 
Sangh's lips. He had a secret. Before this evening had passed he knew that an event of great 
remembrance would take place and life would never be quite the same in the Valley of the Sun, 
particularly for Silas the Goat. 

Completing the simple task of milking, Maya Sangh picked up the two pails, each now 
two-thirds full of milk. Making his way back into the interior of the Valley, he walked along the fa-
miliar path leading directly to the communal dining hall. His arch rival, Silas the goat, lay 
watching him. 

T 



Elizabeth MacDonald Burrows                                                                             61 
 

 

The youth knew that Silas was planning an attack, but chose to allow it, smiling to himself 
because the creature no longer had power over him. As he walked away from the milking area the 
goat was lying beneath his favorite bramble tree. As soon he saw Maya Sangh begin to disappear 
in the evening shadows, his heart filled with delightful anticipation. The excitement was almost 
more than he could endure, for his ways were the ways of quadrupeds and practical reasoning 
power was not his to possess. Had things been different Silas would have accepted his fate and 
settled into a dignified retirement, relishing his past achievements. 

Unfortunately, Silas was bound by instinct, and as he felt the all-too-familiar excitement 
coursing through his veins he planned his attack. He had no intention of showing any mercy, 
because Maya Sangh was his number one enemy. To the goat this was not just a game anymore, for 
recently the youth had started to outwit him and therefore becoming a source of great humiliation. 
Only a few evenings earlier, just as the shadows disappeared into the night, Silas had experienced 
a dose of this humility because of Maya Sangh. He had, as usual, lifted his horns, rose on all four 
and pounded the earth. It had been a glorious run, but as he lowered his horns, Maya Sangh 
suddenly stepped aside. Too late to stop his forward momentum, Silas ran into one of the solid 
wooden walls just outside the communal kitchen with full force. 

This collision caused Silas great embarrassment, as well as pain. Then and there, Maya Sangh 
became the goat's number one enemy. Shaking his head from his encounter with the wall, Silas 
immediately began to plot the revenge of all revenges. In the days since, he had bided his time 
peacefully, but now his moment had come. 

As the goat watched Maya Sangh disappear into the darkening horizon, he rose to his feet and 
began to paw the ground with great anticipation. Then an old familiar surge of power coursed 
through his body and he lowered his head for the great assault. Gathering momentum, the goat 
moved swiftly over the ground, his hooves beating in rapid staccato against the hard earth. He ran 
faster than ever, not wishing to give Maya Sangh sufficient time to step aside. Silas' vision of 
triumph, however, was destined to end in one final moment of humiliating defeat. 

Maya Sangh sensed the animal's plan of attack through his now keenly developed inner senses, 
even before the animal began his charge. Although the youth was fond of the goat he decided that 
it was time for him and Silas to reach a definite understanding. Thus he allowed Silas to make his 
run, not wishing to deny himself, or the goat, the pleasure of one final confrontation. 

Suddenly, just before Silas' careful aim met its target, Maya Sangh set the pails down, turned, 
and stretched out his hands in front of him with palms up. A mighty power flowed through the 
disciple's arms and out of his upturned hands, creating an unseen wall between him and his 
adversary. 

The goat struck the invisible wall and fell to his knees. Stunned, Silas raised his horns, but saw 
nothing. He tried to move forward, but he was powerless. Confused because he could no longer 
move his legs, the animal lifted his eyes and looked at Maya Sangh. What he saw brought him no 
comfort. Piercing eyes, undaunted by human restriction, returned his stare. Their intense blue 
seemed transfigured by the same decisive power that Silas had seen in the Elders. 

Kneeling in the waning light of day, Silas realized that he had been defeated by the same youth 
over whom he had once held great power. An intense feeling of despondency came with this 
realization, a feeling he could not fully understand. Nevertheless, one thing was obvious, the life 
that Silas had enjoyed since Maya Sangh was been brought to the Valley of the Sun was over. 
Master Joseph's disciple realized this also and looked upon his adversary kindly, not wishing to 
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cause the animal further humiliation. Because of this, Maya Sangh permitted Silas to look at him 
with great disdain, toss his head arrogantly, and walk away without further interference. 

The goat returned to his favorite observation point under the bramble tree, but both he and 
Maya Sangh felt a door close on the past. A sense of loss prevailed like a dark shadow in both their 
hearts. As time passed the wounds eventually healed, and for Maya Sangh, new adventures 
replaced the old ones. Silas once more retired, lying peacefully under his bramble tree. Sometimes, 
as he slept, his legs would twitch wildly. When the Brothers observed this phenomenon they 
sensed that he was dreaming of the good old days; when he had been victorious over the boy from 
the Glen of Sorrow. 

As the months passed following his final confrontation with Silas, Maya Sangh continued to be 
taught by the Brothers and acquired knowledge beyond that of humans and quadrupeds. One 
important thing he learned during this period; was thoughts were things and could be very 
powerful. 

One day, sitting cross-legged by the rippling stream descending from the Silver Mountain and 
watching the Children of Light played their early morning game with the Sons of Darkness, the 
Master said, "Though unseen by the eyes of the body, every thought has mighty strength, such 
strength as can shake the heavens. Only humans are endowed with the power of thought, for all 
quadrupeds, creatures that crawl, and birds that fly live not of their own thinking. 

"Do not think that because thoughts cannot be seen that they have no power. The lightning that 
splits the mighty oak, or the quaking that moves the very planet — these are as child's play 
compared with the power of thought. Maya Sangh, as you think, your actions will reflect those 
thoughts. If they are of malice, anger and hatred, then they will harm all you touch. Therefore, you 
must always think good thoughts, do kind deeds and speak with kind words. Only then will your 
actions benefit all life, and only then will you have great power. 

Master Joseph fell silent. 
Maya Sangh remained quiet too, for he knew it was one of those times when he should not 

speak. He had learned to treasure these moments of quietude when only the song of the birds and 
the ripple of the water filled his ears, and the smell of the grass laden with sparkles of dew filled his 
nostrils. It was a time of peace — a time to assimilate the instructions of his Elders. From that day 
on, however, Maya Sangh sought to practice kind thoughts, kinds words, and perform kind deeds 
like his mentors, and, because of this, the creatures living in the Valley grew to respond to him as 
they responded to the Brothers. 

Although he loved Master Joseph deeply, Maya Sangh still cherished the company of Brother 
John. Occasionally, they went out to watch the stars appear in the early evening sky. By now Maya 
Sangh could tell the difference between the older stars, whose journeys were coming to an end, and 
the new ones yet destined to give birth to their own solar families. This difference became 
particularly apparent to him during one of his inner journeys, for now he was no longer obstructed 
by the vagrancies of his younger days. When Maya Sangh traveled inward, he did so with ease, and 
the faces of the subtle ether no longer bound him as his consciousness passed by. 

One night, when the communal dining came to an end, Maya Sangh received a signal from 
Master John that he should join him. They met silently outside the building, for Maya Sangh no 
longer had to receive all of his instructions through the spoken word. Together, he and the Elder 
moved across the Valley's deep meadow. Their destination was a distant hill, where they could sit 
and watch the night's splendor manifesting itself through the stars. After reaching the hill, they sat 
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side-by-side and watched the panorama of the universe unfold before them. First the sky turned to 
saffron and mulberry, then to deep blue. With this came the stars. 

Closing his eyes, the young disciple allowed the peace of the night to penetrate his body, then 
his mind, and eventually his soul. As his consciousness began its spiral toward the stars, he flowed 
easily toward the light that seemed brighter than the stars themselves. Master Joseph had once said, 
"One travels by soul flight through the eye of the mind. Therefore, think of the bright and glorious 
stars, for your thoughts are as the bow of a skillful archer that sends the arrow where he wills. 

"Let your thoughts flow to the stars, for the stars are Light, and the Lord of the Worlds is Light. 
In the eye of your mind, soar with the stars into the furthest reaches of Lord's kingdom, and there 
lose yourself in the eternal Sea of Light which gave birth to creation." 

Although Maya Sangh had not yet completely succeeded in merging with the Cosmic Lord, his 
soul flowed through the stars as if it indeed flew on wings of light. As he journeyed, he observed 
the dance of atoms and the birth of new suns with infant solar systems and galaxies. He saw some 
stars dying, collapsing into remnants of their former greatness. The disciple wondered if such 
dying masses were really dying, or if they were just becoming something else, something greater 
than they had ever been. 

Seated beside him, Brother John watched all this, and he spoke with soundless words, not to 
Maya Sangh, but to Master Joseph. "You have done remarkable work with the boy, Joseph. It will 
not be long now." 

In his cottage, where he sat in quiet contemplation, Master Joseph bent his head in 
acknowledgment of the compliment. However, he did not allow any sense of pleasure to reach his 
soul, for in teaching Maya Sangh he was following the will of the Cosmic Lord. 

During his early years of training, Maya Sangh did not know that much was revealed to him 
because he lived in the grace of the Lord of the Worlds. Neither did he know that it was actually 
this Ruler of the Stars who tempted him away from the disciplines of his teachers, and who led him 
into invisible lands of imagination. It was Master Joseph who sought to help his young disciple un-
derstand that it was the consciousness of the Cosmic Lord dancing upon the rippling waters of the 
pond, moving through the hearts of the distant humans, and who directed the Sun God on his 
endless pilgrimages through the sky. 

Sometimes, during flights of fantasy, Maya Sangh would walk to the nearby orchard. There he 
would pick up a dead limb from under one of the trees, pretending that the orchard was the Forest 
of the Dying and his limb was a sword. Two of the larger fruit trees became his gateway to Heaven. 
Maya Sangh had slain many dragons on these mythological journeys, although his greatest battle 
was against the Keeper of the Gate who always refused him entry into the Garden of the Lord of 
the Worlds. 

Each time he arrived at his personal gateway, Master Joseph's disciple would lift his weapon 
high and slash wildly at his adversary, not yet having learned that violence is never a victor. In 
turn, the Keeper of the Gate would raise a jewel-encrusted sword and deftly parry each of the boy's 
violent thrusts. 

As each imaginary battle raged, the animals, seeing no one but Maya Sangh, scurried for cover 
and peeked out to see what madness possessed the usually peaceful valley. Under normal cir-
cumstances, the animals were not afraid of the youth, but seeing him move in warlike stances 
alarmed them. Despite the fact that the disciple always lost, he felt the day would come when the 
ominous guard would finally succumb under his sword, and he would see the elusive Lord of the 
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Worlds. He did not wonder why he was always defeated, nor did he question the difference 
between the real and the unreal. 

During these years of Maya Sangh's growth, each member of the Brotherhood continued to 
teach the youth his specific trade. The disciple's hands moved swiftly as he carved decorative de-
signs into the wood Brother Zarion gave him. He learned about the science of prophecy, although 
he did not yet possess the full capability to merge into oneness with the swirling mist of things yet 
to be, as Brother Ceres did. Neither could the young disciple perceive the destiny of his own life. 
Only the Brotherhood knew his future, and they were bound by silence. 

While Maya Sangh continued to mature in the Valley of the Sun, far away in the Glen of 
Sorrow the humans watched the night sky and looked with anticipation toward Devil's Swamp for 
the coming of the great White One. Little had changed at Pringle's store during the years. The old 
men still sat on the creaking porch during the reign of summer. As soon as the wind blew down 
from the mighty mountains and claimed dominion over the seasons, they gathered around the 
antiquated potbelly stove amid bins of peppermint candy and racks of leather harnesses. 

Each year the Prince of Frost came from his northern abode, nipping at human fingers and toes 
with delight. As orange pumpkins lay against the gray of encroaching winter, conversation at 
Pringle's inevitably turned to the mysterious disappearance of the woman named Sophia. This 
always seemed an appropriate time to discuss such a matter, for Sophia had vanished as the 
autumn disappeared and the first snowflakes had touched the ground. The people of the glen still 
believed that the terrible beasts of Devil's Swamp had eaten her and great lightning bolts 
emanating from the fingers of the White Ones had destroyed her fatherless child. It created a sense 
of contentment to end the story this way, a sense of closure. 

Even as the men prattled the winter away at Pringle's, back in the Valley of the Sun an old 
familiar object had returned to the shelf of Brother Benjamin's cabin. A certain blue glass bottle 
again caught the rays of the Sun God and cast dancing shadows against the cabin's small interior. 
The elder did not think about his own mother any more when he looked at it, but instead he would 
glance upward toward the Lord of the Worlds and remember a child who was now almost a man. 

Brother Benjamin also smiled when he recalled the lilting laughter of a young woman. Her 
laughter would come whenever the youngest of the elders became frustrated over the constant 
need to change the cloth squares covering Maya Sangh's wet posterior, or when he warmed goat's 
milk in the blue bottle to appease the infant's insatiable appetite. He knew that the laughter came 
from the boy's mother, for it floated down from the invisible world like the gentle fall of summer 
rain. Its melodious chime was a continued reminder that death was nothing but an illusion. 

It came to pass, when two decades of the planet's journey around the Sun God elapsed and 
Maya Sangh was twenty years old, Master Joseph ceased referring to him as little "Illusion Talk." 
He had patiently taught this human boy for ten years, carefully revealing the mysteries of life and 
death. The Eldest of the Elders had entered Maya Sangh's consciousness even as Maya Sangh 
entered his, and no matter where the youth went, the Master abided in him. When his disciple 
became entrapped in fantasies or lingered over an assigned task, the Elder's face had appeared on 
the inner field of the youth's mind with a sharp reprimand. 

During this time of growth, the Master also changed. He no longer pined for the sacred word 
without sound, nor was he bound by his earlier inflexibility. Just as the grass bent in the wind, and 
the flowers turned their faces to the sun, Master Joseph also became less rigid. He loved Maya 
Sangh with a love beyond the confines of mortality, a love that was second only to that which he 
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bore for the Lord of the Worlds. To Maya Sangh, Master Joseph had become mother, father, sister, 
brother, friend, and teacher, for the Master alone reflected the all-encompassing perfect Will of the 
Cosmic Lord. 

Despite steady development through the years spent together, Maya Sangh had little 
understanding of the price Master Joseph paid for their relationship. The disciple did not know, 
that during those periods when he was heightened the consciousness of the Elder was constrained. 
When the youth reacted against the Master's disciplines, the Master controlled his disciple's wild 
and disorderly emotions with the power of his own mind. Even as Maya Sangh visualized his 
hands and feet as wild animals, and later as planets, his soul became an extension of Master 
Joseph. During these difficult periods, the Master was compelled to transmute each mental weed 
before it took root in the garden of the youthful mind. Thus, teacher and student were united in 
consciousness by the will of the ruler of heaven. 

As these twenty years of Maya ended, Master Joseph saw a developing master in his protégé. If 
he felt any pangs over the loss of his disciple's youthful innocence, he did not allow it to travel 
from his heart to his impassive face. The Master's rule over his senses and his will remained as 
unshaken and powerful as the mighty mountains that gave of their strength to the land. 

During the autumn of this twentieth year of Maya Sangh's evolution, an unusual event 
occurred. The day began with a beautiful morning. The Snow King had dusted the crests of the 
jagged mountain peaks with the first layer of snow, and the early chill of the north wind had begun 
to seep down the mountainside. It drifted through the ridges, swept over the meadows, and 
embraced the trees, turning their leaves from deep emerald to cardinal. 

A customary practice at this time of year was for Maya Sangh to go in search of savory plant 
roots. Such roots were used to protect the bodies of the Brothers against the cold of approaching 
winter, for the plants contained many medicinal properties. The roots were boiled for hours to 
extract their flavor, and then mixed with a touch of pure drippings from the strong maple trees. 
Later, when the chill of winter came to the Valley of the Sun, Brother Benjamin brought out the 
mixture, placed a spoonful of the elixir into thirteen clay mugs and filled them with scalding water. 
Each brother received a mug of the steaming hot remedy to drink. It coursed through their bodies 
and penetrated every cell, sending a flow of warmth from the tip of their toes to the top of their 
heads. Every chill fell away from the onslaught of the winter's penetrating touch. 

The young disciple enjoyed these outings into the woods, for it took him away from the routine 
of daily activities and gave him a renewed perception of life. As usual, he followed the well-trod-
den path into the orchard, soon passing through his youthful and imaginary gateway to heaven. 
After making his way to the outskirts of a thickly wooded area at the base of the Great Silver 
Mountain, he paused briefly to look at the mountain's cone-like peak with intense curiosity 

A fragment of the child still remained in Maya Sangh, for he had a small unrequited hope that 
he might see some sign from the Lord of the Worlds. Seeing nothing, as usual, he smiled to himself 
and began collecting the various roots requisitioned by Brother Benjamin. He had not been 
working long before a sensation of being watched assailed him, and for a moment he closed his 
eyes in order to extend his hearing. Although he heard nothing, the young disciple knew that 
something was lurking amid the closely shrouded trees. He opened his eyes to find himself staring 
directly into the face of a large lion. The regal animal held its stance with calm fortitude, its amber 
mane flowing motionless down each side of its sinewy neck. Its eyes never left Maya Sangh's face. 
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For a moment, Maya Sangh stood transfixed. Then a subtle chill of fear began to settle over 
him. At first he did not remember the fantasy of his childhood, for the creature's hypnotic eyes held 
him immobilized and unable to think clearly. Then distant remembrances began to flow through 
him like shadows, moving slowly from the hidden corridors of his subconscious mind into his 
conscious awareness. He became even more frightened as these remembrances came to life, but 
with fear came confusion. Could this Hon be the lion of his youthful visions and imagination? If 
so, the young disciple wondered, what invisible wall separated reality from unreality? 

These things passed through Maya Sangh's mind in a single instant, although it seemed longer. 
He remembered something that Master Joseph had taught him: all life is part of oneself. This 
creature crouching before him was not really his enemy. It appeared that way because he was 
separated by his own fear. Immediately he tried to gain control and subdue the fear coursing 
through him, by entering the silent depths where fear and hatred had no hold. 

Amidst this visual confrontation, the lion was keenly aware of the youth's fear. It also sensed 
the subtle change which was beginning to override Maya Sangh's fear. Although it had the 
physical form of a lion, it was not like the other beasts of his species that now stalked the Forest of 
the Dying. Centuries ago, before this particular planet of humans and quadrupeds had been 
brought into existence; the lion had dwelled in another world beyond the known solar system. He 
had been ferocious, and ruled over jungles and swamps without being conquered. Some of his 
battles for supremacy had been to the death. 

As the years passed, the lion's body had begun to weaken. His muscles had grown rigid, and 
the hair of his glorious mane began to thin. He saw that it would soon be he who would become the 
victim, and that the world he knew would come to an end. Strange upright anthropoids were 
starting to infiltrate the forest where he ruled. They built odd, box-like structures where mighty 
trees had once grown. After this came an unfamiliar pounding sound and high-pitched whinnies of 
four legged beasts pulling strange things that shredded the earth. When the Lion saw and heard 
these things he began to fear not only for himself, but also for his descendants. Long had his mates 
brought forth children, and long had they frolicked in the sun. Now, he and his family was 
becoming the endangered. 

Time passed; the ruler became even more aware of the ebbing strength in his aging body. One 
day, just at sunset, a grave danger fell across his world. It descended like an abominable shadow, 
filled with an inordinate force of seeming evil. Standing before him was a huge, grotesque giant 
cloaked in black. Its eyes were two red-hot coals, buried deeply within sunken cheeks. Below these 
appeared a large, pointed nose, and below that, a thin slit of a mouth. The invader's form was 
shrouded completely, appearing phantom-like as it blended into the moving shadows of the forest. 

The menacing silhouette stood facing the lion without moving. Everything around them 
became murky, closing off any view of the surrounding terrain as the specter sought to enshroud 
the beast with its cape. Then hideous images in the form of terrible beasts surrounded the aging 
animal and danced. The lion, gathering his last remaining strength, rose to defend his world against 
the encroaching blackness. He knew that he must fight to the death. 

The epic battle between beast and giant continued through the night. And just as the Sun God 
prepared to drive his chariot across the morning sky, the lion received the fatal blow. He looked up 
at the face of his conqueror as he lay dying, but the great beast no longer saw the same evil 
darkness he had just fought against so valiantly. The eyes looking down upon him were filled with 
deep compassion. In that moment the beast felt his body drop away, and his soul became one with 
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swirling mists of incandescent light. He rose toward heaven just as the sky burst forth in the colors 
of morning rise. 

To his surprise the great beast discovered that he was not really dead. Before him stood a 
magnificent throne adorned with every imaginable jewel, and high atop the throne pulsated a Light 
brighter than any sun the lion had ever seen. It spoke to him in the language of the beasts, falling on 
his ears like the gentle touch of summer rain and rippling through his body like the music of his 
forest home. 

The lion did not yet understand that he stood before the throne of The Lord of the Worlds. He 
heard only the voice of a brother lion coming from within the glowing mass before him, saying, "In 
the end, you gave up violence and ruler ship, and surrendered your life to protect all living things in 
your world. You fought to the death against darkness, and though you did not know it, you also 
fought against the forces of ignorance and superstition. You did not lose against the Prince of 
Darkness. 

"Because you are the bravest of all beasts," the great voice continued, "you shall henceforth 
become the guardian of my throne and serve as my emissary on all future worlds. Your sign shall 
be a certain star cluster in the sky which will be known as the constellation Leo, and from this day 
onward, you will champion every soul who seeks to enter my kingdom." 

During the eons that ensued, the mighty beast championed many who were called to fight the 
Prince of Darkness. Sometimes they won, and sometimes they lost, but as an emissary of heaven 
the lion remained steadfast and true to the work the Lord of the Stars had assigned him. 

Now the guardian crouched once more, prepared to test the readiness of another human. As he 
prepared to leap, Maya Sangh raised his hands, palms outward. Instantly the lion felt himself 
submerged by an undulating force, which forbade movement. For a brief moment, beast and 
human became one, not because Maya Sangh willed it, but because the emissary of the Lord of the 
Worlds allowed it. In the transcendental moment of their oneness, Maya Sangh realized that the 
lion of his youth was not an illusion, but a reality buried beyond the senses he had then possessed. 
He had met the Keeper of the Gate at last. 

Retreating in apparent defeat, the beast vanished back into the trees. The young disciple did not 
hear it say, "Yes, the lad is almost ready now." 

By late afternoon, Maya Sangh finished the task the Brothers had assigned him and prepared 
to return to the circle of cottages nestled together at the far end of the meadow. He picked up his 
bundle of roots, placed them on his shoulder, and turned in the direction of the setting sun. At the 
edge of the woods, the youth paused for a moment and turned back to look at the Great Silver 
Mountain. Its peak stood higher than all the others. Etched against the darkening horizon, its 
white, crystalline particles of snow sparkled in the rose-colored light of sunset. This time the 
mountain seemed to return the youth's gaze, impassioned, stark and foreboding. 

Several months following Maya Sangh's encounter with the Guardian of the Throne, the first of 
Brother Ceres' prophecies began to unfold. The day started much like any other. After his morning 
class with Master Joseph, Maya Sangh joined Brother Noe to assist in watering the gardens. They 
worked together for a number of hours, communicating in neither spoken nor unspoken words. It 
was now the seventh month of the planet's journey around the sun and the day was one of warmth 
and great beauty. Early lambing was long since over; birds, once naked in their infancy, had grown 
a rich arrays of feathers, and the garden was filled with lush, green plants. 
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Suddenly and quite unexpectedly, as Maya Sangh bent over his work, he felt a powerful urge to 
look up at the Great Silver Mountain. As he did so, he again felt an ominous chill travel down his 
spine. Yet, he could not resist the phantom's call drifting down from the mountain's impassive peak 
over the ripples of the brook and penetrating the peaceful symmetry of the gardens. Immediately 
he laid down his garden tools. Departing from his work, Maya Sangh began to walk in the 
direction of the mountain, his eyes staring at the distant, snowcapped dome as though entranced. 

Brother Noe also sensed a transient essence floating through the air. At first he was perplexed, 
but as he watched Maya Sangh disappear toward the mountain, he felt an inexplicable joy touch 
his heart. Returning to his work, the Elder bent his head low, knowing that he must not interfere. 
The time had come. 

The keeper of the gardens was not the only one to perceive the strains of the mysterious power 
emanating from the glistening peaks of the great summit, for the Eldest of the Elders felt it, too. It 
came to him like a shadow in the night, an imperceptible encroachment upon all that was 
comfortably familiar in this hidden valley beyond the world of humans and quadrupeds. When he 
heard the mountain's call, Master Joseph knew the prophetic mist which had hovered over the 
Valley of the Sun since Maya Sangh's arrival would now end. He turned his eyes in the direction of 
the Great Silver Mountain calling his disciple to a rendezvous with destiny, and as he did so he 
heard a faraway roar rising from the deep bowels of the earth. It was the sound of a warrior 
preparing for battle. 

On hearing the sound, Master Joseph knew that he must now prepare himself to help Maya 
Sangh through the long and difficult days ahead. If his disciple were to survive it would be the 
Elder who would have to lift him through the terrible trials which would soon overtake him on his 
journey up the mountain. Joseph well knew that the Prince would unleash the powerful forces of 
the underworld and turn them on Maya Sangh in an attempt to bind him to sorrow and death. If the 
Prince won, Maya Sangh would be relegated to the darkness of mortality and forced to return to the 
Glen of Sorrow, his memories of the Valley of the Sun erased forever. 

Upon hearing the hideous and half-victorious wail, Master Joseph turned away from the 
mountain quickly and departed for his cottage. He resolved that his young disciple would not fail 
in the challenges that would ultimately confront him. The Elder knew, however, that he could not 
halt the forces soon to tear at Maya Sangh's soul, for that would be against the will of the Lord of 
the Worlds. Nevertheless, he was permitted to watch over his disciple to insure the boy was not 
alone in his battle. 

Once he was back at his cabin, Master Joseph seated himself on the floor, crossed his legs, and 
closed his eyes. As his eyelids touched his cheeks he heard the voice of the Prince of Darkness. It 
flowed through the ether, laden with sinister overtones and dark mirth, "I shall win this time, 
Joseph. You cannot expect a mere human to withstand the power of darkness. He will be mine — 
wait and see." 

The Master responded to the Dark Prince in deep, unspoken words, which reverberated across 
the timeless space, "Yes, let us wait and see." 

Even as Master Joseph had made his way to his cabin, Maya Sangh was hastening across the 
meadow. Reaching the edge, he prepared to enter the thick grove of trees standing at the base of the 
mountain. He felt a ripple of excitement coursing through his body, but at the same time he also 
felt a fear more intense than any he had ever known. His heart began to beat rapidly and his 
breathing became more labored because of the power consuming him. The subtle planes of 
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intuition enabled the youth to realize that the call this time was somehow different, that it was 
somehow a part of his destiny. 

Entering the deep solitude of the trees where he had so often played as a youth, Maya Sangh 
again felt something staring at him. Looking around, he saw a lion crouched in the shadows of the 
nearby trees. Immediately Master Joseph's disciple recognized it to be the same creature he had 
met while gathering plants earlier. This time, Maya Sangh felt no fear, and for a few moments he 
and the beast simply stared at one another. Immediately the young disciple sensed that there was 
something very different about their meeting. This time the lion gave no indication that he was 
going to attack, and shortly thereafter it simply disappeared. 

This puzzled Maya Sangh, for he had not seen it rise up or walk away. It had simply 
dematerialized, leaving no trace of its recent presence. Although the young disciple knew that the 
lion had not been afraid of him, he wondered if the confrontation had ended because he had turned 
the creature away during their last encounter. 

Standing some distance away in his invisible world, the beast was not only aware of the youth's 
thoughts, but also amused by them. During their earlier encounter the lion had merely allowed the 
youth to feel victorious, but now as quickly as he had vanished he reappeared and took a stance 
directly in front of Maya Sangh. Once more it looked the young disciple straight in the eyes, 
producing an invisible force field that held Maya Sangh imprisoned and unable to move. 

The disciple was startled by the creature's sudden reappearance and he was even more stunned 
when he found that he was powerless to defend himself Although he stood defenseless, the young 
disciple did not feel afraid. Some hypnotic force bore into the inroads of his mind, although it did 
not seem militant, Rather the force seemed only intent on stopping him from any actual physical 
confrontation. As the two stood before one another in silence, a hush of expectancy seemed to fall 
over the land. For one suspended moment, it was as though creation ceased to breathe. 

During this silence, which seemed to permeate all planetary animation, the lion began to infuse 
his will into the consciousness of Maya Sangh. He instructed the youth to climb the Great Silver 
Mountain. As this instruction floated across the inroads of his mind, Maya Sangh realized the beast 
was not his adversary, rather some mysterious bearer of things yet to be. A rush of excitement 
flowed through him. In spite of this, Maya Sangh also sensed that he must soon face some 
inexplicable and dangerous challenge. This had been insinuated in the unspoken words of his 
teachers and one that had haunted him since his youth. Because of this, Maya Sangh succumbed 
quickly to the silent summons of the beast. Immediately, he turned toward the great Silver 
Mountain standing austere and silent before him, its peak rising toward the heavens like a sentinel. 

From his underworld of haunted caves, the Prince of Darkness had waited to see if this protégé 
of the Lord of the Worlds would accept the challenge that lay before him. As soon as he saw that 
the young disciple had embraced the call of divine decree, his arrogant laughter floated like a 
chilling wind into the invisible ether, carrying with it a foreboding assumption of victory. 

Now, as Maya Sangh approached the base of the colossal rise, he saw no further sign of the 
lion. Neither did he see his mother standing in the invisible land between matter and light. Because 
his eyes and ears were still not fully seasoned to see and hear well beyond the physical world of 
solids, he did not hear his mother say, "I cannot go with you, my son, but you are strong, and you 
will not fail. 
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"When I journeyed over Devil's Swamp long ago and passed through the Forest of the Dying, 
the Lord of the Worlds heard my prayers and watched over us. It is His hope that you will defeat 
the Prince of Darkness and become like those who raised you. Therefore, be brave my son." 

As the day wore on, the Sun God passed its zenith at high noon and continued to proceed 
across a cloudless sky. Dusk approached, donning a cloak of evening magenta and brushing the 
snow-white peaks with saffron and violet. A tingle of electricity ran from Maya Sangh's head 
through the fine network of nerves within his spine. A sense of impending mystery flowed like a 
fathomless fog, unyielding and opaque. He sensed that the destiny overshadowing his boyhood 
was now unfolding, although he still had no concept of what that destiny was. For now his future 
remained sealed, to be revealed by the hands that sculpted it. 

Just then the youth stepped into a clearing and beheld a sight more beautiful than any he had 
ever known. Before him stood the Great Silver Mountain of the Lord of the Worlds, closer than it 
had ever been. No longer obstructed by any trees, it towered above him like a titanic giant, its 
snow-covered ridges glistening in diamond-like splendor in the fading sun. Deep shadows gath-
ered along the crevasses and stared down upon him, as if to penetrate the every corner of his soul. 
The mountain came alive, no longer an inert piece of granite reaching to the stars. Maya Sangh 
could feel its icy breath flow along its contoured sides and pierce his body. Around its base were 
flowers as red as blood, dancing harmoniously in the gentle evening breeze. A rippling stream of 
water, clear as glass, flowed from a gaping gouge in the mountain's side. 

Enchanted by this magnificence, Maya Sangh lowered himself to the ground and assumed the 
cross-legged position; long the signature of his lessons and meditations. Still enraptured by the 
natural grandeur before him, the disciple was at first unaware that the great lion had now lain down 
beside him. When he realized this, he made no move to disturb the creature, for he knew now that 
their destinies were somehow linked. However, he was not aware that the strength of the beast 
would become his strength during the struggles to follow. Nor did he know that he could not be 
victorious without its help, for the lion would ensure that the battle for immortality was fought 
fairly. 

The beast remained equally silent as he lay near the youth, but his silence was one of 
preparation, a mere moment of respite before the Great War. The lion alone knew that he must 
soon lead the young disciple into an abyss of unknown worlds fraught with grave danger. 

While the shroud of night continued its descent over the land, the Moon Goddess began her 
journey through the stars. Slowly, she rose above the great peaks and bathed the terrain in 
argentine light, silhouetting the motionless figure of Maya Sangh in dancing shadows. The great 
Silver Mountain rose stark and hostile before his seated figure, its beauty more splendid than ever 
under the eaves of encroaching night. Entranced by such vision of incandescent beauty, the 
disciple's soul began to expand. Finally his consciousness wove its way past the barrier of the 
lower, unseen worlds, until at last it merged into a radiant white light from whence all life began. 
Captured within the consciousness of Lord of the Worlds, Maya Sangh experienced worlds being 
born within him. 

Before long, the disciple found himself looking upon the Glen of Sorrow; the land of his 
mother's people, and heard their cries for help as they suffered through the endless cycles of 
sickness, old age, and death. In his heart, which was now one with the heart of the Lord of the 
Worlds, he knew neither anger nor vengeance. Because he was one, Maya Sangh watched over all 
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life in the unnumbered stars as a father watches over a precious child. And throughout the night 
the stars and moons moved deep within him and silver clouds floated slowly through his being. 

Far away, the twelve Elders had gathered in the communal dining hall to partake of their 
evening supper. For the first time in twenty-one years, Maya Sangh's place at the table was empty. 
The Elders looked at the vacant place with a measure of tenderness and a measure of pride. They 
knew their young charge had finally been called to the great mountain to keep his rendezvous with 
the Lord of the Worlds, and they also knew that he must defeat the Prince of Darkness if they were 
ever to see him again. 

This event had come as no surprise to the Brotherhood, for they had never forgotten Brother 
Ceres' prophecy long ago. In spite of this they looked at Master Joseph with deep concern, each 
Elder recalling their own fight against the Prince. 

The Master sensed their compassion and did something he had never done before. He spoke to 
them in the spoken word. "I speak this night in the spoken word to pay homage to young Maya 
Sangh. However, from this time on, no other sound shall ever pass my lips, for I will again enter 
the halls of silence. I wish only to confirm, on this twenty first year of Maya Sangh's journey 
through Maya, our charge has received a call from the Lord of the Worlds. Although he now rests 
in the consciousness of the Lord, tomorrow he and the Guardian of the Throne must begin their 
ascent to the crest of the Silver Mountain. Whether Maya Sangh rises victorious or tails, it will, I 
fear, be necessary for him to return to the Glen of Sorrow and the land of his mother's people." 

The Master paused to enter into the quietness of a world beyond the worlds, and for a moment 
everything in the universe was still, as though waiting for something more. Yet no one knew 
exactly what that something would be. Then the Elder spoke for the last time, "Maya Sangh will 
return to this valley one day — you will see." 

With these final words, the Eldest of the Elders fell silent. When the meaning of his words had 
woven their way through the ether and entered the minds of the other Brothers, it was as summer 
rain upon a bleak and arid land. For a time each member of the Brotherhood of Twelve 
remembered that only their beloved Maya Sangh had been able to see lions and tigers in his feet 
and a gateway to heaven between the trees. 
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CHAPTER XI 

 
 
 
 

THE GOLDEN CROWN 
 

uring the night, as the planet of humans and quadrupeds completed another rotation 
around the sun, Maya Sangh remained in a deep suspended consciousness among the 
stars. When dawn infiltrated the heavy blanket of darkness ruling over the night, the 

Children of Light rode in from the East on the rays of the Sun God. Upon seeing the motionless 
body of the young disciple lying in deep, semi-frozen suspension, the Children of Light made 
haste toward the base of the mountain to strengthen his life force. They touched him with streams 
of golden light to warm his inert form, and called him back to the isolation of human 
imprisonment. 

At the precise moment the sun's rays touched his body, Maya Sangh felt himself suddenly 
released from the consciousness of the Lord of the Worlds. His soul began to contract, and he felt 
a spinning sensation. He was drawn through the vortex of inner ether surrounding the lesser world 
of dense matter. When he opened his eyes the disciple felt a swollen sensation, as if his soul had 
not yet fully condensed to its normal size around his body. He was also confused and disoriented, 
unable to remember exactly where he was. It was as though he had descended into a foreign land 
and was now shackled in a sheath of frozen clay. When he tried to stand up he found that his 
disorientation more intense than he had first imagined. At the same time, his arms and legs seemed 
unyielding and strange. 

As the warming rays of the Sun God continued to spread over the rigidity of Maya Sangh's 
body, he was able to raise himself to a standing position. As he stood he looked up at the Great 
Silver Mountain looming against the morning light in stark, imperial beauty, it stared back coldly, 
austere and unapproachable. On its frosted summit, he saw something shining brightly in the 
morning sun. At first the young disciple thought that he must be seeing a mirage, brought on by his 
body's exposure to the extreme cold. He closed his eyes and then opened them again. Hovering 
high in the silver mist like a specter was a golden crown. It rested over the sharp crags of the 
mountain's highest rise, its brilliance enhanced by darting rays of sunlight dancing over the 
multi-peaked points. 

The lion, which had lain beside Maya Sangh's mortal sheath throughout the night, waiting for 
the youth's soul to return to the perceptible world, also opened his eyes. There was little need for 
him to conjecture what the day would bring. Within him flowed remembrances of the other times 
when he had journeyed with each of the Brothers who lived in the Valley of the Sun. Because he 

D 
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was one with the Brothers, and one with the Lord of the Worlds, their victory over mortality was 
his victory. He loved each of them. 

Now the Lord of the World willed that the lion champion this youth facing the Great Silver 
Mountain. The beast hoped that Maya Sangh too would be victorious, but he also knew that Master 
Joseph's disciple had come from the Glen of Sorrow without first defeating Devil's Swamp and the 
Forest of the Dying. Therefore the outcome of the forthcoming struggle was more uncertain than it 
had been with any of the other Elders dwelling in the Valley. Stretching his powerful body, the 
Guardian stood up, looked upon the great Silver Mountain and prepared to face the trials which 
would confront him and the youth in the coming hours. 

While looking at the crown Maya Sangh felt the will of Lord beckon to him once more, 
challenging him to climb the steep, mountainous terrain and claim the golden crown. The call was 
like a melodious musical chord, containing all sounds, and yet was but one sound. 

Unable to turn away, the young disciple immediately left the small clearing. Moving through 
the thick foliage surrounding the base of the mountain, he felt certain that he would reach the 
summit of the Silver Mountain by nightfall. In ignorance Maya Sangh sent a message of victorious 
anticipation, pausing a moment to look up at his adversary. If the stark, impassive massif received 
it, there was no sign. 

Before Maya Sangh started his climb, he picked up a sturdy branch that had fallen under one of 
the trees to use as a walking stick. In his youthful anticipation and strength, he little knew that there 
was a haunting terror waiting to lay waste to his soul. Neither did he know that the Sun God would 
pass overhead twelve times, or that the Prince of Darkness would rule over twelve nights, before 
he experienced either victory or defeat. Had Maya Sangh known these things, his heart would not 
would have been so light, nor his feet so quick. 

The first part of the climb seemed relatively easy, and Master Joseph's disciple moved through 
the dense woodland area at the base of the Great Silver Mountain without complication. He was 
still puzzled over the presence of the great beast walking beside him, although he sensed it meant 
no harm. While they climbed Maya Sangh's thoughts were engrossed with the events of the 
preceding night. Now he more fully understood the path of the White Ones and why they served 
the Lord of the Worlds. He was still haunted by the memories of the Glen of Sorrow and the cries 
of his people, and vowed that he too would one day live as the Brothers lived. 

As he looked around, the disciple found that his perception of things had changed, for his 
experiences between sunset and sunrise had instilled in him an understanding of the nature of 
universe. The Lord had revealed His great plan for the birth and systematic progression of all the 
worlds. Having dwelled in oneness while the star-studded night drifted within him, the knowledge 
of the Lord of the Worlds became his knowledge. Reflecting on these revelations, the youth finally 
understood why his guardians had always emphasized the need to express beyond the limitation of 
human communication. It was now obvious to Maya Sangh that the answers to life were quite 
simple, yet so vastly complex that they could never be fully explained with the spoken word. 

Lost in deep contemplation, the hours of the early morning passed quickly. By midmorning, 
the elongated shadows were replaced with shorter ones. As morning passed, he discovered that he 
was quite hungry. His body although young, was weakened from its all-night vigil. The sparse 
timberland had given way to more dense vegetation, rendering his journey more difficult. The 
increased number of trees and thick layer of underbrush created such impenetrable foliage that the 
Sun God could barely pierce its darkness. 
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Fortunately, the disciple did not have to remain hungry long, for shortly thereafter he spotted a 
number of thorny bushes filled with succulent berries. Picking some of the fruit, he sat down to 
alleviate his hunger. 

Once the frugal meal had been consumed Maya Sangh resumed his climb, the lion remaining 
dutifully by his side. The two continued their ascent even as night fell. By now, the lion became 
keenly aware of the stranger who was making his way through the trees, moving toward them like 
an ominous specter. Maya Sangh, however, had not yet sensed the menacing presence. If he had 
any feelings at all, it was only that the day had grown somewhat oppressive, and a new kind of 
heaviness seemed to hover over him. 

Moving up the mountain and toward the pair at a rapid pace, the Prince of Darkness blended 
with the ever-deepening shadows of the night. Before long, his foreboding presence caught up 
with and moved abreast of the beast, although he remained invisible to Maya Sangh. While the 
Prince walked beside the pair without effort, he was not allowed to make himself visible to his 
opponent, or to make contact. Rules of conduct had been established pertaining to the testing of 
those who sought the path of immortality, and the Prince knew that these rules were not to be 
broken. Nevertheless, he looked at the lion with a cunning and twisted smile. 

The Guardian tossed its thick golden mane from side-to-side briskly to show the Prince he 
would not be intimidated. By this time the beast was used to such insinuations from the Prince, for 
they had not only met a number of times on this mountain but also confronted each other in many 
other worlds. Thus, their eyes locked in momentary confrontation as they prepared for the chal-
lenge before them. Both knew that Maya Sangh, in spite of his mortality, might prove excellent 
game, for he was Master Joseph's disciple. 

A cold chill permeated the air as night descended. The young disciple knew that he would have 
to seek shelter amid the trees to find protection from the icy wind blowing across the rugged 
landscape. Selecting a thickly wooded area, he began to create a small lean-to out of fallen 
branches lying nearby. Gathering ferns and ivy, Maya Sangh packed them neatly between the 
branches to further restrict the flow of cold air. Next he wove a small mat and placed it in front of 
the opening, fastening it to one side of the shelter with some of the stronger ivy. After completing 
these tasks, he stepped into the shelter and seated himself. Crossing his legs, he prepared a frugal 
repast from the remaining berries he had picked earlier. Although he was somewhat thirsty, the 
juice from the berries alleviated some of this discomfort.  

While Maya Sangh ate, he thought about the next day's ascent. He expected to reach the snow 
line and knew that he could quench his thirst from the mountain's white crystals. As the cold wind 
howled around his shelter, Maya Sangh thanked the God of the Worlds for the warmth that the 
shelter provided, and for the food he had been fortunate enough to find. Then he prepared to sleep. 

No sooner had the disciple settled down, when the Prince of Darkness, who had been observing 
him, raised his arm to call forth the creatures of the night. They came like silent phantoms, 
materializing from the cold mist. Their ghostly shapes floated around the shelter, while their 
grotesque faces created a melodrama of illusion. 

Maya Sangh felt that he could never forget these terrible images or the strange worlds beyond 
the senses that gave them life. The Lord of the Worlds seemed far away as an unbridled fear began 
to consume Maya Sangh's mind. The fear seeped in like a ghostly pall, and as the hours wore on it 
intensified until its viselike tentacles entwined all his senses. Desperately, he sought to reach into 
the inner world for the peaceful memories of the preceding night when all life had been within him 
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and he had been in all life. Somehow he knew that he must maintain a locked door against all 
thoughts of darkness, but the forces unleashed upon him were very powerful. 

In one last desperate effort to ward off the encroaching images of the night, Maya Sangh drew 
a deep breath and again attempted to concentrate all of his thoughts upon the night before. At first 
his memories of light seemed to work and lessen the power of the wraithlike phantoms dancing 
before him. Soon, however, his eyes began to get heavy, and a deep need for sleep fell upon him. 
As his consciousness diminished, the phantoms sought to reach their needle-like tentacles into the 
center of his soul. 

The young disciple shook off the impulse to close his eyes and, as the hours of darkness 
continued, he saw that the specters were actually not causing him harm. His fears began to quiet. 
Watching the images closely, Maya Sangh began to feel a measure of compassion for them. It was 
obvious that they lived in a mindless dimension without light and without hope. 

In the early morning hours, Maya Sangh finally slept, although it was not long before the 
warming fingers of the Sun God awakened him. Rising quickly, he unfastened the vine ties 
holding the woven mat and stepped out into the sharp, morning air. Inhaling deeply, he felt a flow 
of life from the Children of Light course through his body and renew his strength. Even as the 
disciple stretched his body in the early morning light he heard an undulating vibration flow 
through the intangible ether of invisible worlds from the Lord of the Worlds, "Well done, little 
Maya Sangh. You have passed the first test, which is "Will." 

There was no time to rejoice over the message, for Maya Sangh again sensed an urgent 
summons from the mountain calling to him. Gazing up at the white-domed peak against the early 
dawn he saw the glittering crown resting on the mountain's radiant summit, just as it had appeared 
the day before. Then it disappeared, and as it faded the crest of the mountain seemed to also recede 
before his eyes. By this time, the Guardian of the Throne had also risen from his watch of the night 
and stood beside the youth. He shook his tawny mane and playfully frolicked with the Children of 
Light, paying little heed to Maya Sangh's victory of the night before. The final victory or defeat 
would be decided in the last decisive skirmish of the long battle ahead. 

After he took a few more deep breaths, Maya Sangh searched the surrounding foliage for berry 
plants. Eventually he found a lone bush with some ripened fruit hanging tenuously to its sparse 
branches. Gratefully he consumed the berries, realizing that it might be some time before he would 
again grace the communal dining hall with his teachers. Once he had completed the simple repast 
the disciple turned toward the Silver Mountain and resumed climbing. Although the mountain 
terrain was steeper now, Maya Sangh soon found his progress easier due to less underbrush. He 
climbed swiftly as the crisp morning air increased his stamina and drove him onward with 
relentless force. Confident that he would reach the summit by nightfall, he sent a somewhat 
challenging look at the great silver pinnacle above him. 

At first the mountain did not answer Maya Sangh, but remained silent and foreboding, 
surrounding itself with a thick layer of clouds. Then the young disciple felt a blanket of appalling 
heaviness begin to descend over him. It was if some living and menacing foe had been sent to 
hinder his progress. Each step became more and more difficult. The young disciple felt as though 
his feet were traversing a muddy bayou and his body felt as if it were made of lead. Climbing 
became a laborious ordeal and he wondered how he could continue to answer the driving dictates 
of his soul. In spite of the discomfort, some deep inner force seemed to drive him onward. 
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Slowly, Maya Sangh put one foot above the other, continuing to climb the precipitous terrain. 
He stopped frequently, and each time he did so, he glanced upward, hoping to glimpse a view of 
the mountain's apex. But the Great Silver Mountain of the Lord of the Worlds remained elusive 
and imparted nothing. Once more night began to overtake day and a cold wind still swept down 
from the jagged precipice. It flowed over the mountain's icy ledges, and whipped around Maya 
Sangh like a vengeful tyrant intent on destruction. From his vantage point a short distance away 
the Prince of Darkness watched the sun dip behind the horizon and began to gather his forces for a 
formidable assault on the disciple. 

It quickly became apparent to Maya Sangh that he would have to seek shelter again. 
Fortunately he found a small cave hollowed out under a cliff. Gathering some dead branches from 
under the trees, he placed the wood inside the cave. Next he selected two small, flat stones from the 
surrounding rocks and carried them into the shelter with him. Once settled into the customary 
cross-legged position, the disciple methodically peeled off slivers of the bark and put them in a 
small pile at his feet. Next, he took the two stones and striking them together over the shavings, 
produced a small fire, to which he added some of the larger pieces of wood he had gathered. 
Immediately, Maya Sangh was rewarded by heat spreading itself through the shelter. 

After making himself somewhat comfortable, Maya Sangh partook of a few of the berries that 
he had been picked earlier in the afternoon. Then he settled down comfortably for a good night's 
sleep. First, the disciple asked the Lord of the Worlds to forgive his daring forwardness of the 
morning, knowing that the difficulties during the day's climb had been intensified by his 
over-confidence and boasting. 

No sooner had the last words flowed from Maya Sangh's mind before he nodded off to sleep. 
The Prince of Darkness immediately raised his hand to call forth his abominable forces from 
night's deep abyss. Instantly, a grotesque figure rose from the fire's flickering embers, its face was 
twisted with pain and suffering. The specter's eyes glowed with two red-hot coals, and layers of 
massive chains around its waist rattled when the specter swayed from side to side. One of its hands 
was raised high above its head, and its gnarled fingers held the center of a large balance. 

On one side of the balance danced a bearded creature, bearing the title "Lord of Judgment". He 
possessed a long, forked tail like a scorpion, and two glowing red horns protruded from the top of 
its head. It was he who ensured that every human being who violated the natural order of good 
received a just penalty according to the Law of the Lord of the Worlds. On the opposite side of the 
scale, a beautiful woman stood wearing a long white dress. Wings of silver rested on her 
shoulders, and a halo of pure gold encircled her head. She was the Angel of Mercy and therefore 
good, symbolizing the noble attributes of human life. 

The young disciple watched as the two figures of the night faded in and out, first one and then 
the other, while thick tongues of smoke wound themselves through the robes of the central specter 
holding the balance. Slowly Maya Sangh began to lose his courage, as though it was being drawn 
from his body by the scrawny, emaciated hands of primeval past. His fear mounted, and an 
unfathomable terror wrapped a stranglehold on his heart. Then his throat began to constrict as 
though a noose was slowly being tightened around it. As he began to spiral down a dark foreboding 
vortex the disciple heard the familiar voice of Master Joseph, who far away in his cottage was 
sharing in the silent vigil of the night with his young disciple. The Master's unspoken words 
pierced the recesses of the youth's mind; "Your adversary is your past, Maya Sangh, both good and 
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evil. The past can bring you no more harm than it already has. You will find that the Lord of 
Judgment can only be defeated through understanding." 

When Maya Sangh heard the inner voice of his teacher, he gathered sufficient strength to 
continue his battle against the despair that permeated him. Again and again, the faces of the figures 
ebbed and flowed like the tides on a mighty sea, but the youth remembered his Master's words. 
With each undulation, Maya Sangh recognized both the good and bad deeds of his past. With this 
came an understanding of the longings and hidden desires that had played hide-and-seek within his 
soul during his years with the Brothers. As the night wore on, the young disciple also began to 
perceive these powerful forces of good and evil were actually impartial administrators of his 
learned and unlearned lessons and made him what he was. Maya saw that this process was just and 
fair and that life could only progress by learning its unlearned lessons. Progression of life 
advanced through reaping good for good, and hardships for any violation. 

As the night began to wane Maya Sangh saw the pain on the face of the Lord of Judgment begin 
to disappear, and as it did so, the beautiful countenance of the winged angel remained longer and 
longer. When the splendor of the dawn, with its magnificent colors of saffron and gold, descended 
to embrace the mighty mountain's summit, the specters under the command of the Prince of 
Darkness vanished into the ashes of the spent fire. 

It had been a troubling night for Maya Sangh and he had been unable to sleep until the first 
light. Now he was utterly exhausted. Unfortunately, no other recourse seemed open to him but to 
continue climbing. Tiredly, the disciple picked up his walking stick. Slowly putting one foot in 
front of the other, he again began to make his way upward toward the illusive mountain summit. 
As he climbed, Maya Sangh sensed that other ghost-like horrors might await him during the nights 
ahead, and that he was powerless to change this. 

Once Maya Sangh began to climb he heard the powerful voice of the Lord of the Worlds. It 
seemed to emanate from the very core of the mountainous adversary looming before him. "Well 
done, little Maya Sangh. You have undergone baptism and trial by fire. As you know and 
understand yourself, so shall you know and understand all creatures. The lessons of the night were 
understanding and humility. 

By this time the lion had also risen from the previous night's vigil. Even though he also had not 
slept during the preceding hours, he felt no fatigue. Traveling beside Maya Sangh, he, too, looked 
up at the mountain when he heard the voice of the Lord of the Worlds. As on the previous 
morning, the guardian was not surprised by the events that had occurred. He, alone was at peace 
with the mighty war; neither did he bear any malice toward the Prince of Darkness. Tossing his 
mane at the Prince, who was observing the two from some distance away, the lion ambled con-
tentedly beside his charge. 

Before long, the two figures reached the edge of the timber-line. Here the trees and shrubs 
became sparse, and large patches of snow began to appear. Maya Sangh immediately sought to as-
suage his thirst, for he had not drank any water since leaving the Valley. Reaching down, he took a 
handful of snow and forming it into small, compact balls, placed them in his mouth one-by-one. 
He felt strengthened as the frozen crystals turned to cool liquid and seeped down his dry throat. 
Before continuing the climb, he took time to look over the surrounding terrain and saw that it was 
going to be difficult to find food. At this elevation there were very few berry bushes remaining, 
and even fewer berries on their branches. 
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Stopping long enough to pick any available fruit he could find, Maya Sangh was fully aware 
that it might have to last until his journey was finished. Shortly thereafter, he resumed his ascent, 
soon reaching the stark, snow-crusted terrain above the timberline. Instantly the mountain crest 
stood before him, sharply etched against the cerulean sky in breathtaking in splendor. 

Dusk descended and the wind gathered momentum, falling across the mountain with bestial 
fervor. It blew across the ice and attacked Maya Sangh incessantly, easily piercing his light 
clothing. The disciple knew that he would have to find shelter from the icy drafts of the ferocious 
wind if he was to survive the night. Looking around he found the entrance to another cave, almost 
entirely obscured by the approaching darkness. The cave appeared to be carved into the hard 
granite of the mountain, and smaller than the one housing him the night before. He made his way 
toward the entrance, at the same time keeping eyes alert for possible firewood. 

A short distance from the entrance, Maya Sangh saw a couple of small, snow-encrusted thorn 
bushes. As he came near them he discovered that they had not been able to survive in the stark 
wasteland, and their branches were rigid and brittle. Relieved that he would not have to sacrifice 
their lives in order to bring comfort to his own, the disciple quickly broke them into small sections 
and carried them into the cave. The wood was somewhat wet, but the young disciple's persistent 
effort to ignite it was eventually rewarded by a small, flickering flame. As the fire began to burn, 
the wind made howling noises and swept across the entrance of the cave with great fury. Cupping 
his hands over the tiny fire, Maya Sangh gave thanks to the Lord of the Worlds for the protection 
that the cave offered him. Then he turned his attention toward nourishing his body. 

After eating a few of the berries he had gathered earlier, Maya Sangh made his way to the 
entrance of the cave and scooped up more snow to quench his thirst. Settling down in front of the 
fire the disciple began to immerse himself in quiet contemplation, while the flickering flames 
created dancing shadows on the wall. This somehow caused his attention to be drawn a design 
etched on the smooth rocks in the rear of the cave. Curious, he picked up one of the burning sticks 
and held it near the wall in order to see the engraving better. He was surprised to find the names of 
each of the twelve members of the Brotherhood. The first name on the list was Joseph, and directly 
under it, John. 

On reading the twelve names etched in granite Maya Sangh realized that he now knew the 
unspoken secret of his guardians. Each one had also climbed the Great Silver Mountain. Seeing 
their names on the stone monument brought back many memories, and he sat mesmerized before 
them until the flames of fire began to dwindle and they could no longer be read. Soon thereafter 
the desire for sleep began to seek control of his senses. Before he drifted away into the silent land 
of forgetfulness, however, the disciple thought about his extraordinary guardians again. He was 
humbled by the fact that he, too, had been called to climb this sacred mountain, and wondered how 
he, a mere human, could reach the mountain's crest when those before him were so powerful. In 
spite of this, Maya Sangh knew that he must continue his struggle on the mountain, and that he 
would ultimately bring honor to those who had raised him. 

Sheer exhaustion finally overtook the disciple, but no sooner had he closed his eyes than the 
Prince of Darkness raised his hands to call forth the haunting specters of the night. They gathered 
in the cave like ravaging locusts and taunted Maya Sangh without mercy. Their screams penetrated 
his mind, and their misshapen forms writhed like snakes through the dying embers of the fire. 
Although Maya Sangh did not recognize them, he sensed that they originated from the Glen of 
Sorrow. He watched as they changed form, sometimes pitiably misshapen and full of boils and 
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diseases. Other times, they danced as skeletons with pieces of decaying flesh hanging from their 
bones. 

The disciple wanted to turn away from these ugly and diseased creatures, but when he closed 
his eyes, the scenes became even more vivid than ever. Then an event from the past entwined itself 
amid the specters occupying the young disciple's mind. He remembered an incident that had 
occurred when he had been a little boy and had gone to Brother Benjamin with a painful sore on his 
arm. The Elder had tenderly applied a thick, brown salve to the wound, bound it, and patting him 
on the head, had said, "There, there, little Maya Sangh, it will not hurt any more." 

As a youth, Maya Sangh had loved the gentle hands and consoling disposition of the Brother 
who had nurtured him. Now, he found himself sitting in the very same cave where the Elders had 
once sat. Upon remembering the gentle kindness of Brother Benjamin, a deep inner peace 
overtook his troubled mind. With this came an understanding that he must one day return to the 
Glen of Sorrow, regardless of the outcome of his battle. He knew that he wanted to ease the pain of 
these humans whose shadows now danced before him, for they did not have Brother Benjamin's 
tender touch to comfort them. The disciple did not regret being called upon to return to the land 
where he was born, for the Brothers had raised him wisely, and Master Joseph had taught him to 
surrender to Divine Will. Nevertheless, a sharp pain passed through his heart when he thought of 
departing from those teachers whom he loved. 

Once the decision to return to his mother's people had been made, Maya Sangh was allowed to 
sleep. By this time it was early morning. The lion, having remained motionless beside him 
throughout the night, was aware of the youth's decision. He shook his long, golden mane in 
approval and his eyes became narrow slits as he peered cunningly at the Prince of Darkness, who 
was standing in the dark shadows just inside the entrance of the cave. It was he and not the Prince 
who was the victor this night, for Master Joseph's disciple had chosen wisely. 

With the descent of the Children of Light, the cold, crystal surface of the Great Silver 
Mountain was transformed into a sparkling dome of diamond-like splendor. Soon the golden rays 
descended from the mountain's dome and touched the outer rim of the cave where Maya Sangh 
slept. He awoke rather abruptly and sat up, uncertain of where he was. In a moment, however, 
memories of the preceding night rushed into his mind, and his decision to return to Glen of Sorrow 
and to his mother's people. He thought, "When I return to the Glen of Sorrow I must teach the 
humans the ways of the White Ones and tell them about the perfection of the Lord of the Worlds." 

Even as Maya Sangh sat in his customary position of contemplation and the memories of the 
night played hide and seek in his mind, he thought about the golden crown he had seen earlier. He 
wondered what it would mean to retrieve it from the mountain's summit. At the same time he also 
puzzled over why his teachers had chosen not to tell him about this journey. Immediately, as he 
questioned the silence of his teachers, the young disciple remembered something that he had never 
paid much attention to. Each of his teachers possessed a light around their face, a light that did not 
surround his own head. Its radiance gave the Brothers a soft beautiful appearance, like a peaceful 
dawn breaking over the Valley of the Sun. 

Although he had not been aware of this before, Maya Sangh now knew that the light emanated 
from a crown which each of the Brothers wore. As he remembered this, some of the old youthful 
curiosity engulfed him. If he were fortunate enough to retrieve the crown from the summit of the 
mountain, would he become like Master Joseph and Brother John? For the first time since he had 
started his ascent up the mountain, the disciple knew that he must reach the summit at all costs. The 
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power of the crown would make it possible to traverse the Black Dunes, pass through the Forest of 
the Dying, and conquer Devil's Swamp. If he did not succeed his existence would be of little value, 
for his people would remain bound to sickness, old age and death. 

Before Maya Sangh departed from the cave to return to the shimmering, white crystals of the 
forbidding mountain, he knelt in front of the carved names of his guardians who had gone before 
him. He picked up a rock and carefully etched the words Maya Sangh below the last name. As he 
did so, he heard a voice say, "Well done, Maya Sangh. Your mission is a worthy one. You have 
learned compassion." 

On the fourth night, the young disciple did not find a cave, and was forced to create a sparse, 
lean-to shelter against one of the trees. He tried to build a fire, but the wind was too fierce, and tore 
at him like a voracious giant. It consumed whatever small flame he could create like a hungry 
serpent, and then twisted over the stark terrain in wanton fury. Although the wind created swirls in 
the snow, and the night was bitterly cold, the sky was clear. A full moon cast its radiant glow, 
creating dark shadows on the stark terrain. Trying to protect himself, Maya Sangh crouched in a 
small ball beside the tree. As his eyes closed from sheer exhaustion, the shadows on the Great 
Silver Mountain seemed to writhe and turn. They came in single file, phantoms who laughed at his 
discomfort, and whose faces were lined with cruelty. 

They touched the youth's face with long, sharp, black talons and pressed their sinister faces 
close to his. Their own eyes were full of greed and darkness, and Maya Sangh realized they were 
from the Black Dunes. They were the living dead .. . those whose heinous acts toward others had 
relegated them to the most remote and darkest regions on the planet. Yet, in spite of their hideous 
countenances, they did not cause the fear that he had felt earlier, only disgust. 

As the night deepened, the march of the phantoms did not halt. They played hide and seek with 
the moon and their actions emanated cruelty, ignorance and superstition. Their bigotry revealed 
the suffering and pain humans often inflict on one another. He saw that these creatures tormented 
him because they were themselves tormented. They did not understand that each vile act they did 
to another, they actually did to themselves. 

Long ago, the disciple's teachers had taught him that the Lord of the Worlds had designed the 
universe in such a fashion as to assure that no soul could escape its just retribution. At the same 
time, they had also taught him that the Lord did not arrange this retribution because he hated, but 
because he loved. They carefully explained that the Great Plan of creation was perfect and even 
the walking dead would someday find the path of good through the sorrowful lessons they had to 
learn. When the lessons had been learned, Master Joseph had said, even the lost ones would be 
allowed to leave the Black Dunes and continue their individual paths to the stars. 

During the long night, Maya Sangh had an opportunity to search his soul. As the hours passed 
he began to feel a deep compassion for the twisted creatures living in the abyss of darkness. By the 
time the Children of Light departed from their home in the sun to cast their rays over the top of the 
mountain, Master Joseph's disciple understood the importance of tolerance. Later, as he continued 
his ascent up the mountain, he decided the writhing specters that dwelled in the Black Dunes must 
be freed from their imprisonment if the Glen of Sorrow's dream of Shambhala was to ever be 
realized. For the first time, Maya Sangh understood that each of those who lurked in the shadow of 
the dunes had once lived in the land where he had been born. 

Continuing to climb the stark and barren terrain of the great mountain's upper ridges, the 
disciple occupied his mind with thoughts of those who inhabited the mysterious and shadowed 
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regions outside of the Valley. He concluded that the deeds of the lost were not so different than 
those committed by the creatures of Devil's Swamp. Each sought survival, and evil was 
personified only by those lessons that were as yet unlearned. 

During his fifth day of ascent, Maya Sangh found himself climbing amid swirls of mist and 
fog. The Great Silver Mountain was steeper now, and the cold chill of the morning did not sur-
render promptly to the warming rays of the Sun God. It was getting more difficult for the disciple 
with each passing hour; the terrain became steeper and shelter almost impossible to find. By this 
time he had also run out of berries, but as hunger gnawed at his stomach he tried to pay it little 
heed. At the moment his mind was occupied with the terrible conflicts enveloping his soul night 
after night, so the lack of food did not yet cause any excessive discomfort. 

Far away in the Valley of the Sun, Master Joseph continued to maintain his vigil while his 
disciple persevered on the perilous journey. He slept only for short periods, and even then a part of 
his consciousness remained keenly alert. Although he was forbidden to break the prime directive 
of non-interference except in an emergency, he felt the need to be prepared for such a potentiality. 
Thus, hour after hour he sat motionless, his consciousness linked to his disciple on the Great Silver 
Mountain, his memories bound by his own climb long ago. 

During the day, the other members of the Brotherhood brought simple meals to the Elder's 
cabin, but he never ate them. The Brothers came silently and they left silently, careful not to 
disturb him. Sometimes they glanced at one another, a part of them wanting to know how Maya 
Sangh fared in his battle of the soul. Master Joseph's consciousness, however, was focused on his 
disciples and therefore closed to them. And so they returned to their work, each remembering their 
charge's boyhood war with dragons and his fanciful daydreams of heaven. 



 

 

 
 

 
 

CHAPTER XII 
 
 
 
 

FINAL ASCENT 
 

ven as Maya Sangh was climbing the higher regions of the Great Silver Mountain, back in 
the Glen of Sorrow the old men gathered at Pringle's General Store. The glen was now in 
its twenty-first revolution around the sun since the disappearance of Sophia, but things had 

changed little. Mr. Pringle still presided over the sale of harnesses and peppermint sticks, although 
his beard was whiter and his footsteps slower. This did not really matter a great deal, for most who 
gathered for the daily confabulation were also more wrinkled and their steps more tottering. 

The passage of time had not been merciful upon the women either. They had also grown older, 
and gradually certain events over the years dissolved into nothing but memories. Their faces 
showed the effects of sorrow and illness, while their beauty dissipated in the drifting sands of 
passing youth. Still, the women performed their daily routines. They hung their wash out on the 
lines the first day of the week, and gossiped over their brown, weathered fences. Their endless 
chatter usually centered on how to make apple butter and grape marmalade, as well as the details 
of forthcoming weddings and births. 
All in all, life in the glen had remained largely the same since the disappearance of the woman, 
Sophia, and her newborn child. Some people died as the years passed and others were born. 
Among the bodies laying in repose in the old cemetery at the edge of the central church was old 
Mrs. Delacourt, the midwife who had delivered Sophia's child in Weaver's barn. Nearby was 
another raised mound. It had a small tombstone at one end, reading, Samantha Weaver, Wife of 
Thomas Weaver. Beyond these, there were other low mounds to mark the continued ravages of the 
relentless war of Maya. 

Sometimes, when the life of those who lived in the glen of Sorrow became too difficult and 
their hardships unbearable, they reflected on the prophecy. They would look toward Devil's 
Swamp, hoping to see the silhouette of the White one who would lead them to Shambhala. Of 
course, he never came, but the prophecy was something nice to think about when the sameness of 
the days ruled the senses. 

While Maya Sangh continued his battle between darkness and light on the Great Silver 
Mountain, an auspicious occurrence was about to occur in the Glen of Sorrow. It was the seventh 
day of the week, a day of rest for those who lived in the glen. Following Sunday worship and 
twelve o'clock lunch, most of the men made their customary pilgrimage along the worn path to 
Pringle's store to exchange stories, while the women gathered in one of the houses to exchange 
recipes. Because the weather was pleasant, despite a chilling fall breeze flowing down from the 
surrounding hills, the men gathered outside on Pringle's porch. 

E 
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Arriving at the store, the men took their customary seats and leaned back against dilapidated 
pillars. The oldsters, who were no longer agile enough for this, took their seats in old 
weather-beaten rocking chairs reserved for such occasions. It was, of course, not long before their 
talk flowed from crops, new births, moon signs, and their favorite subject: the fiery furnaces of the 
White Ones. 

Shortly after a conversation about the White Ones was brought up, Corley, one of the local 
farmers, captured everyone's attention. He told the men about a dream he had, and in it, one of the 
White Ones with fiery eyes had come to carry him off to the scorching furnaces. Corley, of course 
was reputed to "have a mean streak in him a mile long," and said to be the stingiest man in town. 
The only reason the men even tolerated his orneriness, was because he was part of the glen. There 
was little doubt in the minds of those who gathered at Pringle's on this particular Sunday, however, 
that Corley was probably speaking the truth, the White Ones had their eyes on him. 

"Yep, I remember it well," Corley spoke up. "It was one of those cantankerous nights last 
mid-winter. The snow was blowing a gale. It rode down from that strange mountain over yonder 
wailing like a banshee. I'd just gone to bed, but my eyes were no sooner closed — than right in 
front of me was about the most frightening critter I ever did see. He was dressed in some kind of 
white robe, and his face glowed like a full moon during ripening time. 

"Yep, there he was — big as life. He didn't have no nose or mouth, but I will never forget those 
eyes. They were big, they were. It done looked like the critter had picked up two of them red-hot 
coals from the fiery furnace and put them right in his eyeballs. They were staring right down at me, 
and I felt a burning clear down to my toes. I'm telling you, I felt like my blood was on fire and I was 
going to die right there on the spot. 

"Then the critter began to come closer and closer, and I felt flames licking at my face. They 
were hotter than an old kiln cooking moonshine on an October night. I was right afraid that I was a 
going to burn for sure. 

"Then, jest before it grabbed me it turned away, and I felt a cold chill go down my spine, like a 
nor'easter ripping down that thar mountain. By this time, I had about enough, so I covered my head 
with my quilt and prepared to die right then and there. When nothin happened, I peeked out, and he 
was clear gone. I'm telling you, it was a monster like you ain't never seed before." 

When Corley stopped speaking, the others sat very still and said nothing, nodding in agreement 
that this event was indeed terrible. Yet, they didn't want the horror of the moment to pass away too 
quickly and silently savored it like a piece of fine chewing tobacco. 

The eldest member of the community, old Moe, was among those who had gathered on 
Pringle's porch on this Sunday afternoon. In spite of the excitement created by Corley's story, how-
ever, Moe was unable to stay awake. It wasn't that he lacked interest, but it took a great deal of 
effort to hold his aging body in an attentive position. When Corley started to narrate his somewhat 
embellished dream of the great White Ones, old Moe's head dropped to his chest, and his breath 
began to flutter through his long, white beard like wind flowing through corn silk. Occasionally, as 
he inhaled and exhaled, his mouth flew open and emitted a rumbling noise somewhat like thunder. 

Some of the men, particularly the younger ones, began to look at Moe with a measure of 
aggravation, because the old man was disrupting their spine chilling reverie. Completely irritated, 
one of the younger men gave the old man a good poke in the ribs to make him stop the terrible 
racket. Moe raised his head and his eyes flew open as though he had been shot — but not before 
one more low and rasping rattle rolled out of his mouth. 
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When the old man opened his eyes and saw that nothing exciting was really happening, his 
head dropped to his chest again. Before long, he drifted back into a world existing beyond the 
portals of wakefulness. Lost somewhere in timelessness, Moe encountered some old friends, and 
stopped to converse with them. As usual, the old man's conversation with the invisible produced a 
series of incoherent mutterings sandwiched mid rolling snores and rasping wheezes. Although the 
men at Pringle's could not understand what Moe was saying, the disturbing noise caused them to 
halt all conversation. Accustomed to the old man's mindless conversations, the other men looked at 
one another with a measure of chagrin, shrugged their shoulders, and tried to resume their 
discussion. Soon thereafter they were engrossed in speculation pertaining to the mysterious 
disappearance of the woman, Sophia. 

Left in peace, Moe started drifting along the old familiar road to the world where sleep and 
wakefulness meet, but this time he suddenly encountered a strange young man dressed in white 
robes. The stranger standing before him was unlike anyone Moe had ever seen. There seemed to be 
a subtle light radiating around his body, and his cobalt eyes looked at the old man from beneath a 
glint of almost copper hair. This encounter terrified the old man, and he feared that the 
indiscretions of his youth had caught up with him. The oldster quite naturally assumed the stranger 
must be one of those White Ones who had come from the Valley of the Sun to throw him into the 
hot caldron of retribution. Terrified, Moe sank into an even deeper quagmire of misery when the 
apparition started speaking. 

"Greetings, old timer, I have come from the Great Silver Mountain on behalf of the Lord of the 
Worlds to show you the way to Shambhala." 

The white-robed figure paused for a moment, watching old Moe with compassion. "Please do 
not fear me, for the deeds of your youth were born from the jungle of unknowing. Therefore, I 
promise you that your soul shall not be cast into the fires of destruction. I have merely come to tell 
you that I am from the Valley of the White Ones. Though I cannot stay, you are free to tell the 
others that I expect to arrive in your village within a few days. " 

While Old Moe journeyed in his invisible world and met with his stranger from the Valley of 
the Sun, the other men at Pringle's were engaged in a rather active discussion, each offering his 
own comments and rebuttals. Deeply engrossed in their musings, they were startled when Old Moe 
let out a loud yell and sat up abruptly in his chair. Paying little heed as to whether the others were 
listening, the old man slapped his hand on his leg and bellowed, "By thee Jehosephat! I have done 
had a revelation that the last days are upon us. One of White Ones from the end of the world 
appeared and he said he was comin to the Glen of Sorrow. I tell you I hain't never been so afeard in 
my whole life. I thought fer certain he was a comin to throw me into one of those fiery furnaces." 

This time he caught the full attention of those around him, and Moe began to relate the story 
exactly as it had happened. Although those who were gathered on Pringle's porch gave their 
undivided attention to Moe's chilling yarn, they really did not believe a word he said. From time to 
time, they looked at each other with raised eyebrows to indicate that they believed the old man's 
was not quite right in the head. They did not doubt for a minute that the old man believed a god had 
talked to him, but they were also of the firm conviction that no human had ever actually spoken to 
a god, and none ever would . . . particularly one as obstinate as a mule yoked to a plow. Out of 
respect for the oldster, however, they managed to contain themselves, although not too discretely. 
Because it was deemed entertaining, the old man was allowed to have his fantasy. 
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Old Moe, of course, never doubted his vision for a moment. After completing his narration he 
excused himself, knowing that his dream would probably be the main topic of discussion for hours. 
For some inexplicable reason, he felt that he could not stay for any subsequent speculation and 
hastily departed from the store. With as much speed as he could muster, the old man hurried 
toward his shanty to prepare for the journey to Shambhala. 

Even as Moe left Pringle's, back on the mountain, Maya Sangh was continuing with his 
struggle to reach the summit. He was now in his sixth day of the climb. Believing that victory was 
almost within his grasp, he increased his speed. The air was thin, and the wind extremely cold, and 
before long, every breath felt like a sharp knife in his lungs and his feet became lead weights. 
Suffering from exhaustion, he fell on the frozen crystals of the desolate slope. As the young 
disciple lay prone in the snow, the lion came and stood over him, watching to see if the bitterness 
of this hour would cause his charge to fail. 

Despondency engulfed Maya Sangh and he felt he could go no farther. As he lay in a cold, 
despondent heap, he remembered something his teacher had once said, when, as a youth, he had 
become impatient to grow up. 

"Always remember, little Maya Sangh," Master Joseph taught, "Impatience is one of the 
primary causes for failure in life. If one does not take time to build a good foundation under their 
house, the house will fall. If a house falls, then the master of the house, as well as his family, will 
be left homeless. Is this not a terrible price for impatience? So, remember little Maya Sangh, you 
must learn to hasten slowly, lest you become as the homeless house-builder." 

With renewed vigor, Maya Sangh struggled to his feet, brushed away the remnants of icy 
crystals clinging to his thin clothing, and started to climb again. He moved much more slowly this 
time, careful to place one foot in front of the other. Shortly, his strength began to return. As he 
climbed, the disciple thought about a mighty river patiently cutting its way through layers of solid 
rock in its timeless journey to the sea. With these thoughts, Maya Sangh could see that he would 
best complete the challenge before him, if he too, became as the river, constant and relentless. 

Throughout the day, the crown weighed heavily on Maya Sangh's mind. He had learned a 
lesson in perseverance, but the prize that once seemed so near seemed further away than ever. The 
nights too had begun to run together. During the day, he climbed, but at night the phantoms came 
one after another. The gaunt, ghost-like specters from the underworld tormented him without 
mercy. Sometimes they wore golden crowns and writhed like snakes, moving among shadows of 
dark, opaque mist. Other times, he was besieged by specters with misshapen faces, carrying axes 
and lances, while others with serpentine heads and clothed in red robes, swished scorpion-like 
tails. 

Even though Maya Sangh could not actually see the Prince of Darkness, he sensed some dark, 
foreboding force governed the bleak hours between sunset and sunrise. Often his only comfort 
came from the presence of the lion which never left his side, for it gave him knowing that he was 
not alone in his battle to gain supremacy over the hideous forces that constantly plagued him. 

On the seventh night, when Maya Sangh thought the forces besieging him could not get any 
worse, he heard the Lord of the Worlds speak to him, saying "Seek not the crown for itself alone, 
but for the wisdom which wrought it." 

Thus, on the eighth morning, as the young disciple began his upward ascent on the Great Silver 
Mountain, the words of the Lord returned. For the first time since the ordeal began, Maya Sangh 
did not search the lofty summit for the crown. This did much to alleviate his impatient tendencies, 
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although he was unfortunately experiencing another problem. He was becoming very hungry. The 
berries, so carefully gathered, had been eaten a few days earlier. Now his only sustenance came 
from the crystal-like snow. While this provided water it did little to appease the pangs of hunger 
tearing at his stomach. He also had to endure increasingly cold weather, for the upper elevations 
left him more vulnerable to the winds ripping down from the summit. Yet, somehow, in spite of 
these severe difficulties, Maya Sangh continued his ascent, for some greater power seemed to hold 
him to the steep and rocky ridges of his mountainous adversary. At times, the hunger, pain, and 
freezing cold which pierced his body, turned it into a wet piece of clay. Often he was even unable 
to feel his feet. Still he plodded ever upward, praying that he would somehow survive. 

Four more days and nights passed. The long hours of climbing without food had taken their toll 
on the young disciple's body. The macabre forces of the underworld had continued their torment 
during the hours of darkness and robbed him of sleep. They tore at his soul, his mind, and 
emotions, creating in him fear, discouragement and hopelessness. 

In spite of his severe anguish, the young disciple's heart received nourishment from the sheer 
beauty of his surroundings. Every morning, the sun cast its bright rays upon the snow and 
transformed it into a cascade of flickering jewels. Thick, white clouds glowing with incandescent 
light floated beneath him, isolating him from the valley below. For a brief time in the early dawn it 
seemed as though both he and the mountain's summit were suspended in space; a remote world 
floating in an endless sky. 

In time, Maya Sangh lost his self-identity. He forgot the cold, hunger, and fear, and putting one 
foot slowly in front of the other he grasped at the icy granite protrusions to keep from falling. His 
body seemed no more his, but some cold, wet, heavy mass, living and breathing in some outer 
dimension of a world he could barely remember. 

Never far away, the Prince of Darkness allowed a diabolical smile to twist his lips as he 
observed Maya Sangh's hopes shattered again and again by cold and hunger. Although Master 
Joseph's disciple was proving to be a worthy pawn in the valiant battle for supremacy over matter, 
the Prince knew that the youth was growing weaker. He did not believe Maya Sangh could survive 
the last and most difficult hurdle yet to befall him, and the Dark Prince savored what he believed 
was his forthcoming victory. 

When the twelfth day broke over the mountain, the sky was no longer adorned with colors of 
magenta and gold. Instead, it had taken on a dark, gray pall, which now seeped over the dome of 
the Great Silver Mountain like some dismal requiem. Maya Sangh sensed its ominous warning as 
the cold wind, howling like a mindless banshee, drifted down the bleak face of the precipitous 
cliffs. It whipped along the icy peak and penetrated the granite where the youth had huddled the 
preceding night. The disciple heard its baneful cry and felt its frozen fingers tearing at his skin as 
he raised himself up and began to climb once more. 

The beast, which had lain by the young disciple throughout the night, also rose. Arching his 
back to stretch, he looked toward the Prince of Darkness. For a moment the two consciousnesses, 
that of the Guardian of the Throne and that of the Ruler of the Underground met, but not without 
question. They alone knew the impact of the day's indefinable quest, but not the outcome. Then the 
beast turned away from the Prince and ambled over to Maya Sangh's side, preparing to champion 
him during the bitter struggle ahead. 

Meantime, high above the somber clouds, the Lord of the Worlds looked down upon Maya 
Sangh with great compassion and erected the last steep pinnacle in his path. 
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Suddenly, out of the thick fog a granite wall of stone loomed in front of Maya Sangh. It stood 
almost perpendicular to the sky. The wind tore down its smooth contour in wanton recklessness, its 
power unobstructed by vegetation. Not even the icy crystals of winter could cling to the wall's 
sterile skin, nor could the sound of any living creature be heard. Time after time, the young disciple 
tried to dig his hands into the cold granite wall in order to continue his ascent, but each time he met 
with failure. At last, exhausted, he sank down beside the perilous precipice, wondering if this was 
the end of his journey. Somehow, such a prospect was more frightening than any other trial he had 
endured since leaving the Valley of the Sun. 

To further intensify the devastation Maya Sangh was already facing, the Prince of Darkness 
unleashed his demons of discouragement and hopelessness, which sought control over the youth's 
consciousness. These forces entered the disciple's heart and soul and tore at his ebbing life force to 
appease their own gnawing hunger. 

The young disciple used every ounce of his remaining life force to fight the demons. Although 
he tried to concentrate on the crest of the mountain to retain consciousness, its foreboding pinnacle 
revealed nothing and remained standing cold and austere against the gray, overcast sky. During 
this time the Prince spared no mercy, for if he was to win the battle, it must be done this day. 

At last Maya Sangh could endure no more. He laid his head against the frozen surface of his 
mountainous adversary, allowing misery and despair to sink their sharp talons into the last rem-
nants of his will. The demons laughed and poked fun at his almost frozen corpse, while their 
master, the Prince of Darkness, half-raised his hand to signal his impending victory over Light. 
Even as the Prince stood, believing he was victorious, the lion eyes became narrow slits. Turning 
toward his opponent the beast warned the Prince that the battle was not yet over. 

At first the Prince was puzzled over the lion's warning, but then he felt a strange and powerful 
vibration emanating from someplace far away Instantly, he knew that it came from Master Joseph. 

From his cabin in the Valley of the Sun, Master Joseph watched as his young disciple was 
approaching death against the stony base of the final ascent. The teacher had seldom moved 
throughout the long days and nights of the youth's dark battle, but now he felt the pain of his young 
disciple's suffering. He knew that he must break through the chains of Maya Sangh's anguish or the 
Dark Prince would cast his veil of darkness over him forever. Slowly and methodically, Master 
Joseph centered all his will on Maya Sangh, striving to pierce his disciple's mind. At first he was 
not successful, then, little by little, the power of the Elder's thoughts moved through the dark abyss 
that separated them. 

Like a far away echo, the dying youth heard his Master's voice speaking in his mind, "Your 
journey is almost over Maya Sangh. Do not allow yourself to surrender to the forces of darkness. 
Remember, all things must reveal themselves to those who have the ability to see beyond human 
senses. It is your inability to step over the boundaries of mortal limitation that defeats you now. 
Seek not to master the mountain, but to understand its true reality. It is an essence of the Lord of the 
Worlds, and its very beauty reflects that truth. Wise is the soul who perceives this and works in 
harmony with it to defeat evil." 

A flame of hope burst through the dark vacuum of Maya Sangh's despair, and lifting his head, 
the young disciple sought to move his half-frozen body At last he was successful, and, with 
throbbing hands he began to rub circulation back into his stiffened limbs. Finally, he began to feel 
better and assumed a cross-legged position, staring upward at his somber adversary. Reflecting on 
Master Joseph's words, Maya Sangh remembered a morning when he was twelve years old. He had 
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gone to his teacher's cabin for his customary lesson. After seating himself on the floor, Master 
Joseph had said, "Many things seem insurmountable because one does not understand the spirit. 
Humans are prone to look only at what they can comprehend. All too often this is only the spirit's 
physical counterpart, or the world of matter. However, the impossible becomes easily possible 
when one extends their consciousness beyond the limitation of form. 

"Observe this cabin surrounding us, Maya Sangh. It is a living replica of thought. Every piece 
of wood is comprised of millions of life-giving particles. Left alone, the wood will eventually 
begin a process of decomposition, thereby changing itself from its current state of expression. On 
the other hand, should I choose to tear it down, it has no alternative but to allow me to do so. 
Although alive, it has no brain, and therefore it is incapable of making decisions. For this reason, it 
must succumb to that will which is higher." 

From his perch high on the mountain, Master Joseph's disciple pondered over these words of 
his Master which had raised him from the crushing grip of death. Then he closed his eyes to block 
out the menacing form of the gray obelisk and sought to understand its spirit. A great peace spread 
across his wounded soul, and his battered mind began to free itself from the dark forces that had 
sought his destruction. 

As on the first night of his ascent, the disciple's soul began to undulate with light. Quickly it 
released its ties to the world of mortality and soared aloft, becoming one with the Lord of the 
Worlds. As his soul expanded Maya Sangh watched the mountain gradually diminish until it was 
entirely contracted within him. Soon it was no more than a tiny speck amid millions of galaxies. 
Compared to such vastness it held little authority. 

While observing the mountain within him, Master Joseph's disciple saw that its melting snows 
turned into icy waters, which then ran down its scarred surface to the valley below. He saw that his 
adversary lived to give life to many things, although it seemed to be no more than a tiny speck 
upon the planet's surface. Because of its existence, there was the fertile Valley of the Sun. Having 
discovered the secret of the Great Silver Mountain, Maya Sangh's soul returned to his body and to 
the bitter winds and frozen cliffs. Rising unsteadily due to cold and stiffness, he moved his half 
frozen feet toward the steep granite face of the mountain. 

Painfully Maya Sangh began to climb, his frozen fingers finding crevices where he thought 
there were none, while his numbed feet somehow locked into to the mountain's frigid granite 
surface. He felt that the mountain was no longer his adversary, and that its mighty summit paid 
tribute to the Lord of the Worlds with honor and majesty. Therefore, he did not diminish its 
stateliness in his mind, but paid homage to its beauty. The disciple no longer blamed the titan 
massif for the difficulties he had undergone. Upon its frozen tundra he had found that his real 
enemies were haste, impatience, and fear. These weaknesses alone allowed the forces of darkness 
to have dominion over him. 

As Master Joseph's disciple continued his ascent, the wind ceased its vicious onslaught against 
him, although the morning remained dark and somber. He felt the spirit of the mountain move 
under him and, as he communed with it, he sensed a friendship with this granite mastiff that 
challenged him. His body was now almost weightless, and the rocky barrier once defeating him 
seemed to give way beneath his feet. Reaching the leading edge of the peak, he stepped forth upon 
the summit of the Great Silver Mountain just as the Sun God reached its zenith at high noon. In a 
single instant, the gray clouds dissipated and the solitary world of the highlands stood bathed in 
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radiant sunlight. In the thin mist hovering over the Valley of the Sun, he saw the golden city of 
Shambhala, its spiral peaks reaching up toward an endless eternity. 

Enraptured by the beauty spread out before him, Maya Sangh briefly forgot about the crown. 
Then he remembered. When he looked down he saw it gleaming at his feet. Picking it up, he placed 
it on his head. As he did so, the purpose of his journey flowed through him like a magnificent river, 
for the crown instantly linked him in consciousness to the Lord of the Worlds. With it came a deep 
understanding of all things, and he saw everything from the beginning of the universe to the 
magnificent progression of all living things. The disciple also realized that he had risen victorious 
over matter, and that he would never be completely human again. The crown caught the sun's rays 
and seemed to light the entire summit of the great Silver Mountain as Maya Sangh stretched out his 
hands toward the gleaming spirals of Shambhala in silent victory. 

Standing in the golden light of high noon, with crystals of diamond light moving around his 
feet in joyous dance, Maya Sangh's eyes were again drawn to the glory of Shambhala. In its midst, 
a vision began to form. He saw a young man with auburn hair, dressed in white linen. Thousands 
followed behind him, their faces illumined with the light of the City of Shambhala. There was no 
more death or pain, only hope and joy. Maya Sangh watched as the people hold out their arms to 
embrace the Lord of the Worlds, and as they did, their physical bodies were transformed into 
beautiful semi-transparent bodies of light, and radiance filled their faces with indescribable glory. 

Tears filled his eyes as he looked up with gratitude toward the Lord of the Worlds, realizing he 
had been chosen to lead those in the Glen of Sorrow to the Lord of the Worlds through power of 
the spoken word. As the vision began to fade the lion let out a mighty roar. The sound thundered 
down the mountain and reverberated through the subtle ether. 

Upon hearing the victorious roar of the beast, the Prince of Darkness raised his hand, not in 
victory, but to call back his forces of darkness. The Lord of the Worlds had won. Nevertheless, the 
Prince was not altogether unhappy for it had been a tremendous battle. Smiling, he materialized 
before of the Guardian of the throne. Bowing, he said, "This time you win. But behold your 
adversary. Remember, those whom I can lead astray shall never enter the Kingdom of the Lord. 
We shall meet again." 

In reply, the great lion merely shook his mane, as though the matter was no longer important. 
Looking kindly upon the black-robed figure before him he also bowed, placing the right front leg 
ahead of the others and dropping his body gracefully. "Yes," the beast thought, "they would indeed 
meet again." He relished the idea, for the Prince was a worthy opponent. 

Once they acknowledged completion of the battle, they both disappeared, returning to the 
worlds from whence they came. The Prince of Darkness, with the pomp and ceremony of 
centuries, majestically dissolved himself into a thick black mist of impenetrable fog and melted 
back into the subterranean caverns at the center of the earth. The Guardian was not to be outdone, 
but chose to vanish into a vortex of sparkling stars and return to stand beside the throne of the Lord 
of the Worlds. 

In his cabin far below the mountain's granite cliffs, Master Joseph rose stiffly from the 
cross-legged position holding his body steady throughout the long days and nights of Maya 
Sangh's ascent. Quietly, he opened the door and stepped out into the sun. His eyes were moist as 
he looked up at the Great Silver Mountain where his disciple had so valiantly struggled. Quietly he 
walked toward where the other Brothers were working, for the Elder knew that they too had been 
awaiting the final outcome. As Master Joseph approached them, the Brothers looked up from their 
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labors. When he neared, they saw the reflection of the sun on the moist droplets of his cheek, and 
Maya Sangh's victory shining radiantly in his eyes. 

Silently, the Brothers gathered around the Eldest of the Elders and looked toward the majestic 
dome of the great Silver Mountain. For a brief time they stood together, each remembering the first 
whimpering cries of a human child long ago. 
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CHAPTER XIII 
 
 
 
 

MAYA SANGH RETURNS 
 

s Maya Sangh left the summit or the Great Silver Mountain; a beautiful woman watched 
his disappearing figure with great L joy. Her clothes fell around her in a swirling mist and 
sunlight played upon the tears in her eyes, creating prisms-like rainbows glowing with 

incandescent light. Her gentle face reflected her radiance, and her delicate laughter sounded like a 
thousand tinkling bells. Maya Sangh's Mother had proudly observed her son as he placed the 
crown upon his head. When he started to ascend she lifted her face toward the sky and gave 
humble thanks to the Lord of the Worlds for granting her deepest wish: her son would not die an 
old man in the Glen of Sorrow 

Maya Sangh's journey down the Great Silver Mountain was swift, and while he was making his 
way toward the Valley of Sun a rather extraordinary event unfolded in the Glen of Sorrow. 

An intangible air of expectancy seemed to pervade the atmosphere around the glen. It came 
through the unseen world like a winged zephyr and floated in the ether like invisible rain falling 
softly and gently upon the darkness and unknowingness of the humans. Although the people in the 
glen did not understand the strange feeling descending over them, they sensed it was good. To 
them, anything good was also an excuse to congregate at Pringle's store.  

Several of the men made their way down the dusty street to take their customary places on 
Pringle's sagging porch. They were surprised to find old Moe's rocking chair noticeably empty, al-
though they were not particularly concerned. When he failed to show up within the hour, however, 
two of the men, Jeb and Morry, decided they should perhaps check up on him. 

Taking leave of the others, the men headed toward Moe's dilapidated shanty on the outskirts of 
town. Passing time as they walked, they began to discuss the pros and cons of the old man's 
absence. "What do you suppose happened to him Morry?" Jeb asked, "Do you reckon he be talking 
to that there god again?" 

"Well, I don't rightly know," replied Morry. "I suppose he could be sick, or something. You 
know he's been a might messed up in the head since he thought he heard that god speaking to him. 
So who knows? I reckon he's okay, though, because he too darn cantankerous to get very sick." 

Deeply amused over the idea of old Moe and his god, both men fell silent for a time. On 
arriving at Moe's shanty they began to weave their way through a yard full of tall, overgrown 
weeds and useless junk. They reached the edge of the rickety old porch and climbed the worn steps 
leading up to the door. To their surprise, they found it partially open. For a moment, Jeb and Morry 
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stopped and looked at one another. A cold chill ran up their spines, but there seemed little recourse 
but to go inside. Squaring their shoulders they entered, fully expecting the worst. 

The squalid cabin consisted of two rooms. When they passed through the first room, which 
served as the kitchen and living room, Jeb and Morry saw a plate of half-eaten food on the table. 
Nearby was a pail for drinking water and an old, chipped washbasin on the counter. Pots and pans 
hung on the wall, and an old, rickety rocking chair sat the corner. Squeezing their way through 
mounds of old papers and several glass jars filled with rocks, the two men noticed that the door 
between the kitchen and the other room seemed slightly ajar. They called out Moe's name several 
times, but there was no response. Looking at each other quizzically, they eased their way toward 
the partially open door. 

There before them, by an old threadbare bed, the two men saw Moe's body draped over a 
partially packed traveling bag. Since he never went anyplace, they could only assume that the 
excitement of his vision was too much for the old man and he had died while preparing for his 
journey to Shambhala. Somewhat crudely, they turned the body over. Although they were trying to 
handle the shock of his death with masculine resolution, neither Jeb nor Morry were quite prepared 
for the surprise awaiting them. Beneath the long tresses of matted white hair, Moe's face was no 
longer aged and wrinkled, but young and smooth. A soft light seemed to glow around him, as 
though some miracle had touched him in his final moment. 

The men stared at each other, anxious and fearful. They wondered, for a fleeting moment, if 
there might really be a Shambhala after all. What if Moe's vision had been a reality and he had 
actually met one of the White Ones as he had declared? The two men shook their heads, 
immediately dismissing these possibilities from their minds. The old man and a god — that was 
right stupid. 

Half afraid they might see Old Moe's ghost, or something worse, Jeb and Morry hurriedly 
selected the cleanest of the old gray blankets on Moe's bed and wrapped his body in it. Then they 
each grabbed an end and set about transporting the old man back to the village to be buried. They 
moved quickly, in an effort to put as much distance between themselves and the shanty as 
possible. As far as they were concerned, the whole situation, from Moe's vision to his partially 
packed suitcase, was, to quote Morry later, "More creepy than the howl of a banshee when the 
moon was full." 

While the events surrounding Old Moe's departure were occupying the minds of those in the 
Glen of Sorrow, Maya Sangh continued his rapid descent down the Great Silver Mountain. Along 
the way, he paused long enough to pick some lush, ripe berries, his first food since reaching the 
higher elevation several days before. After sitting down to consume the fruit and taking a moment 
to enjoy the magnificent beauty of the day, he resumed his journey. Shortly thereafter the disciple 
reached the lower slopes where the temperature was noticeably warmer. He relished the feeling of 
the sun's rays pouring down on his body, and the warmth it brought. 

After walking for quite some time, Maya Sangh paused again and turned back to look at the 
majestic beauty of the great mountain. For a moment, its peak seemed within the grasp of his hand. 
Smiling, Maya Sangh shook his head, and speaking to the mountain, said, "Not this time, my 
friend. You cannot fool me again, for only the ignorant would believe that a treasure such as yours 
could be obtained without great effort. As close as your summit may seem, it, like many things, 
rests in the vapor of illusion and you only wait to lure your next impatient challenger." 
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Turning his back against the mountain's grandeur, Maya Sangh continued his descent, allowing 
his attention to focus on the future. He knew that he could not remain in the Valley of the Sun long, 
for the Lord of the Worlds had heard the prayers of the humans who lived in the Glen of Sorrow. 
Now the disciples understood many things the Brothers had alluded to during his years of growing 
up. One of these secrets; humans could not remain humans forever. Just as he had climbed the 
Great Silver Mountain to win his victory over matter, he had seen that each human would in time 
evolve into something higher. They too would leave their bodies of dust and don the robes of 
immortality. Then they would cry no more, and old age would not tarnish their splendor. Maya 
Sangh knew that he must go to them and hasten the end to their Glen of Sorrow. 

The young disciple felt no remorse over returning to the Glen of Sorrow, for as he had 
received, so he must give. That was the will of the Lord of the Worlds. At the same time he would 
deeply miss the Brothers, even though they were bound together by one consciousness and one 
mind. In spite of being physically separated from them, Maya Sangh sensed they would still be 
together in spirit, and that he would never be alone. 

Making his way through the woods toward his beloved Valley of the Sun, the disciple was 
filled with great joy. It was a beautiful day, permeated with the songs of meadowlarks and the hum 
of bees as they drew nectar from the lush wild roses cascading down the rise of the lowland. In the 
distance, he heard the faint sound of running water flowing from the melting snows of the Great 
Silver Mountain, and he was glad that the land was nourished because of it. Watching a deer scurry 
through the underbrush, Maya Sangh remembered Silas the Goat and smiled. 

Quickly Maya Sangh turned his attention back to the future awaiting him. His journey to the 
Glen of Sorrow would take him through the Black Dunes, the Forest of the Dying, and across 
Devil's Swamp. After the trials he had endured during his days and nights on the Great Silver 
Mountain, Maya Sangh felt little fear over what lay before him. During his ascent up the mountain 
he had been sustained by the encouragement of his teacher, Master Joseph, for the Master's 
consciousness had been more powerful than the abyss of the dark nights. He knew he would never 
forget, nor cease loving he who had helped him face the final deception created by the Prince of 
Darkness. 

When Maya Sangh broke through the last of the timberline, he saw the tiny cottages of the 
Brothers nestled a short distance away in the center of the Valley of the Sun. He gazed fondly 
upon the small group of buildings, as past memories of his youthful life with the Brothers passed 
through his mind. For the first time, the disciple noticed that the Valley was enveloped in a cocoon 
of soft, ethereal light. It radiated through the splendor of the snow-capped mountains and touched 
the blue-green grass of the graceful meadows. Looking up to see from where it came, Maya Sangh 
again saw Shambhala; the golden city of the Lord of the Worlds, whose spirit lived in the hearts 
and minds of its guardians. It was the brotherhood's unity with this higher power that made them 
emissaries of heaven and commanders over matter. 

While he stood gazing at the wonder before him, the young disciple saw the Valley of the Sun 
was a land of peace for all creatures. Even as the lion and the lamb lay side by side in the morning 
sun, brilliant flowers swayed in silent dance against the backdrop of the mighty trees. Nearby, the 
gurgling stream created swirling eddies, and a school of tiny fish swam happily under the dancing 
lights of the sun's reflection. 

"This," Maya Sangh thought, "is the way all life must one day live, for this is the way of the 
Lord of the Worlds". 
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More than ever, the disciple realized that he could not remain in this place which had so long 

been his home, for he was not yet worthy. There was no pain in learning this; he found contentment 
and comfort in the destiny that had been allotted him. Nevertheless, for a single instant Maya 
Sangh allowed himself to hope that his feet might one day walk in this hallowed valley. Yet, even 
as these thoughts passed through his mind, the young disciple saw his guardians coming toward 
him. 

The twelve members of the Brotherhood moved through the waving grass in single file, Master 
Joseph in the lead, followed by the others according to their seniority. Maya Sangh watched them 
with tender admiration. The Brotherhood seemed to flow in harmony with each other and with 
everything around them, so much so that they became a part of the graceful meadow and dancing 
flowers. For the first time, the young disciple realized the price each Brother had paid for rearing 
him. Therefore, out of love and respect, Maya Sangh did not speak as they approached. Instead he 
chose to honor their preference for the inner world of the unspoken word. 

When the Brothers reached Maya Sangh they stopped in unison. Then Master Joseph stepped 
aside, that the others might approach his disciple first. The disciple saw that each guardian carried 
a simple gift, and he knew they had come to say goodbye. For a moment he felt a twinge of pain 
because he would not be allowed to spend one final night in the Valley of the Sun. In spite of these 
feelings of sadness, he did not allow the pain to remain, for this was the Will of the Lord of the 
Worlds, and not to be questioned. 

One by one, the Brothers stood before Maya Sangh and silently handed him their gifts. One 
presented a coarsely woven bag filled with fruit from the orchard, while Brother Noe presented 
him with a small hand-hewn flask of water. There was a new cloak from Brother Ashua, a small 
carving of Master Joseph from Brother Zarion, and a tiny book from Brother John. The disciple did 
not know that the book contained a handwritten note from each of his twelve guardians. 

In the days ahead these messages would bring Maya Sangh great strength and solace, 
particularly the words on the last page, for they had been written by his teacher, Master Joseph; 
"We shall meet again one day, little Maya Sangh. Until then, remember the lesson of the Great 
Silver Mountain, and seek wisdom with the mind, love with the heart, and power through 
honorable action. Know that he who would live in the city of the Lord must first serve the 
universe." 

After each of the Brothers made their presentations, Master Joseph stepped forward. The Elder 
carried a small, neatly tied bundle. This contained the remaining things that Maya Sangh would 
need for his journey. They spoke no words, but as Master and disciple stood face to face a special 
understanding passed between them. It was as powerful as the swift flow of water down the Silver 
Mountain, as deep as the planet's mighty oceans, and as enduring as the Cosmos. As he looked into 
his Master's eyes, Maya Sangh realized that Master Joseph would be with him forever in the silent 
worlds beyond illusion. Yet, in spite of this insight, a measure of pain found a home in the 
humanness of Maya Sangh's heart. 

After accepting Master Joseph's parcel, Maya Sangh glanced at his twelve guardians and bade 
them a silent, but fond, farewell. Then he did what he knew he must do: he turned his back upon 
their watchful faces and made his way toward the path that would take him out of the Valley of the 
Sun. Just as he took his first steps on the narrow trail, the Sun God cast its last rays upon him. For 
a moment, standing there with his auburn hair glinting in the light and his white robe highlighted 
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by the saffron rays of the setting sun, he appeared exactly as he had appeared long ago in Brother 
Ceres' prophecy. Then, the sun slipped behind the mountains and Maya Sangh disappeared into the 
shadows at the end of the world. The twelve Brothers, having watched the youth until he was out 
of sight, turned and silently made their way back to their village in the peaceful valley standing 
between heaven and earth. 

During the first night of his return journey to the Glen of Sorrow, Maya Sangh rested along the 
narrow trail leading out of the mountains into the Black Dunes. When the sun rose and the 
Children of Light frolicked over the land the next morning, he ate a piece of bread out of the small 
bundle of food Brother Benjamin had prepared for him. Then he continued his descent into the 
Black Dunes. The morning air flowing down from the hills was very brisk, but the dawn sky, 
painted with colors of deep rose and citron, helped offset the chill of the early hours. 

By high noon, Maya Sangh had reached the somber dunes of enchained souls. The peaks of the 
Black Dunes rose darkly against the cloudless sky, while their smoothly contoured slopes seemed 
to plunge into narrow, impenetrable, dark valleys. There was no vegetation in any of the isolated 
crags and this created an almost bizarre mirage of emptiness. Nevertheless, the disciple knew the 
dunes were not empty, for he could hear the pitiful, but constant, cries of those bound by darkness 
floating through the air. This did not alarm Maya Sangh, for he remembered stories of his guard-
ians' own journeys from the Valley of the Sun, even that of Master Joseph. 

The lost ones came screeching at Maya Sangh as he stepped off the trail leading into the almost 
night like valley of dismal desolation. He felt the crown immediately tighten on his head, and knew 
that the Lord of the Worlds was with him. Even though the crown was comprised of subtle ether 
from an invisible world, the Lost Ones who dwelled without embodiment in the stark terrain could 
obviously see it. When he approached, the specters fell away from the light of the crown and 
cowered amid the shadows of stony crevasses. In passing, Maya Sangh spoke kindly to them, 
saying, "Someday you shall not suffer any more, for the Black Dunes only enchain that part of you 
which has committed grievous offenses toward other living things. When your debt has been paid 
in full, you will ride the great east wind and fly beyond the dark abyss of your pain." 

As Maya Sangh spoke, the lost ones stared at him and their wailing turned to pitiful 
whimpering. While they could not fully grasp the meaning of what he said, they felt something 
old, yet unfamiliar, stir within them. For a brief moment they possessed some awareness of a 
distant past and a time when their actions had wrought the chains of cause and effect binding them 
to this endless darkness. Something about Maya Sangh's words brought a sense of peace to their 
tortured souls, and their cries were stilled as a child's cries are stilled by the comfort of its mother's 
arms. Still, they knew not that one day the Black Dunes would become empty of wailing souls and 
repose peacefully in the light of the noonday sun. 

As Maya Sangh departed from them, those enchained in the Dunes felt a faint glimmer of 
regret, a feeling long forgotten and one belonging to a world they could not remember. 

That night, Maya Sangh rested in the grassy meadow separating the Black Dunes from the 
Forest of the Dying. Looking up at the stars, he remembered the night when he and the Lord of the 
Worlds were one. He thought also about the Brothers who had watched over him as a child and 
how their gentle compassion had always surrounded him. For a moment he felt as though he was 
back in the Valley, until he remembered that he was returning to the Glen of Sorrow. Closing his 
eyes, the disciple drifted into a quiet, dreamless world beyond mortal boundaries. 
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The next morning Maya Sangh awakened, only to find he was staring at an ominous brigade of 
knurled trees. They seemed to be standing sentry over a forest of some kind and, as he looked 
beyond them, he could see nothing but the dense, dark, almost impenetrable woods. He knew that 
he had reached the entrance of the Forest of the Dying, for it was exactly as his teachers had 
described. Feeling the need to be quickly on his way, the disciple rose and ate a light breakfast of 
bread and water. After completing the frugal meal, he picked up a nearby stick to aid him, stepped 
into the forest's sinister web of entangled shadows. 

Unlike many who had previously wandered through the thick, gnarled pillars of the forest 
primeval and lost their lives Maya Sangh could not be possessed by the forest. Remembering his 
lesson on the mountain, he sat down beneath one of the trees to seek out the spirit of the forest. 
After a time he merged with its shadows, and tried to touch the very essence which held the trees in 
its embrace. Finally, Maya Sangh found its heart and, in the silent world beyond visible matter, he 
felt the pulsing rhythm of its wooded breath. The disciple discovered that the spirit of the primeval 
forest was old and wise, and that it had existed as a silent spectator to life since the beginning of the 
planet's evolution. He watched the soul of the forest, as it waited for the first rains to fall and cool 
the terrible fires caused by volcanic upheavals so that it could take root in the new land. Even so, 
the forest was still only a potentiality drifting in a sea of potentiality. But it was strong, and 
eventually descended and took hold; fighting to survive upon a stark and fiery planet. 

Humbled by what saw, Maya Sangh rose and moved through the trees silently. As he walked, 
he chanced upon the Shrine of Yellow Flowers, the sanctuary of the Brothers who had raised him. 
The disciple knew what it was, for Brother John had described it to him once, and his own Master 
Joseph had spoken of it. The shrine was almost completely hidden by the thick underbrush, but as 
he stepped into the holy place, he sensed that the soul of the forest had led him to it. 

Sitting amidst the incandescent yellow blooms of the golden shrine, Maya Sangh soon began 
to drift into a timeless mist of images past. Through oneness with the forest, he perceived the 
unwritten pages of its history, preserved through time's relentless passing. From the first lone tree 
to the occasional visits by his teacher, the disciple watched the soul of the forest survive numerous 
cataclysms. Through it all, the forest remained a staunch protector of plants and creatures seeking 
its shelter. Maya Sang smiled, for the Forest of the Dying was not only an ending but also a 
beginning. It gave life, even as it took life. 

Soon thereafter, the ebb and flow of expanded consciousness ceased, and Maya Sangh's senses 
returned to the Shrine of Yellow Flowers. For some time thereafter, he sat quietly, pondering over 
what he had witnessed. Then he rose, bowed to the golden shrine crowning the woodland's dense 
vegetation, and resumed his journey. Carefully, the young disciple pushed aside the tangled 
branches of the trees so that he would not harm them. In return, the Forest of the Dying protected 
him. Even the quadrupeds sensed that Maya Sangh was not to be harmed by them, so they 
followed some distance behind him with intense curiosity. Had they been capable of reason, they 
would have wondered what strange power held them at bay and laid the hunger in their bodies to 
rest. 

Hours passed as Master Joseph's disciple made his way through the Forest of the Dying. Once 
again, the Children of Light scurried over the now distant mountains and the Sons of Darkness 
claimed dominion over the forest. As night settled its impervious black shroud over the planet's 
surface, Maya Sangh sought refuge under one of the stately trees. Settling comfortably onto a layer 
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of soft moss beneath the knobby limbs of one of the forest giants, he again opened Brother 
Benjamin's bundle of food. 

After consuming his now customary meal of bread and water, Maya Sangh leaned his head 
against the rough bark of the trunk and fell asleep. He had been asleep only a short time, however, 
when a pulsating golden light awakened him. As he opened his eyes he saw the figure of a woman 
emerging from the dense underbrush in front of him. Finely chiseled features framed her dark hair 
and a full ankle-length gown flowed softly around her as she moved. 

As the semi-light, semi-material form neared Maya Sangh, he saw that she was looking upon 
him with tenderness, although her eyes were dark and mischievous. Her melodious voice filled the 
aerial space between them. "Maya Sangh, I am Sophia, your mother. I know the White Ones have 
told you many things concerning your arrival as an infant in the Valley of the Sun. My visit is 
coming to pass because I want you to know that I have watched you grow from a tiny infant into a 
young man over the years. The Lord of the Worlds allowed me to take you to be raised in the 
Valley of the White Ones. Had you remained in the Glen of Sorrow, you would have died of 
sickness and old age, and I could not bear that. 

"Maya Sangh, I know that the Lord has asked you to return to the land of your birth and redeem 
those who live in darkness," Sophia continued, "Before you arrived at the glen I wanted to see you 
and tell you that I loved you when you born and I shall love you until the winds of creation draw all 
things into it. I promise you that one day we shall dwell as one body, as one mind, an aspect of the 
whole." 

For a moment, Sophia paused, almost as though the words had consumed all of her energy. 
Then, her body started to fade back into the unseen world from whence it came. Maya Sangh 
immediately reached out with his mind to draw her back to him and his will strengthened her. Soon 
she stood fully revealed once more. Smiling, she held him with her eyes until she was able to speak 
again. 

"In the morning, when you awaken, you will find the remnants of my human life buried under 
the moss upon which you sit. It was here that the Lord of Death eased the pain in my heart and 
lifted the terrible exhaustion of my human body. Since then I have lived in the City of the Lord of 
the Worlds where we shall meet again someday. 

"Remember always, my son, love is the cohesive force of the universe, and through love one 
can overcome all obstacles, for love rules without condition. Now I must go, but I shall always be 
with you in spirit." 

Once more Sophia vanished into the deep, impenetrable world beyond matter, and Maya 
Sangh reached out again to bring her back. This time, however, he was not successful. When he 
realized that his mother had returned to her world, the young disciple leaned his head against the 
tree's rough bark, striving to remember every detail of her beautiful countenance. The void that 
once lived in his heart had now been filled, although he had never really been aware that it existed. 

Just as he closed his eyes and surrendered to sleep, Maya Sangh sensed someone leaning over 
him. He felt as though his body was being wrapped in a cocoon of silken web, and there was a 
sense of familiarity about this feeling — some distant memory from his childhood. It had always 
come in the hours of his deepest loneliness and had brought with it a sense of Tightness and peace. 
Feeling the cocoon enfold him now, the disciple remembered similar moments of long ago. He 
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knew now that it had been the touch of his mother, and that she had come to comfort him from an 
invisible world. 

Eventually the young disciple succumbed to the corridors of endless dreams, but before he 
drifted off to sleep he whispered gently to his mother in unspoken words. "Yes, my beloved 
mother, the veil that once covered my eyes has been lifted, and we shall indeed walk together 
forever on the white sands of time. Until then, I will ever hold you in the deepest and most sacred 
recesses of my heart." 

The following morning, as the first faint ray of light broke through the dark mantle of the 
forest, Maya Sangh opened his eyes. For a moment he lay still, looking up at the treetops and at the 
fragments of azure-blue sky above the branches. While absorbing the ever-changing panorama 
and morning dance of creation, he recalled the previous day's events. Lifting his face upward, he 
pressed his palms together in prayer and thanked the Lord of the Worlds for the gift of his mother. 

Before starting the new day's journey, Maya Sangh remembered his mother's message and 
pulled some of the moss away from under the tree. There he saw fragments of whitened bone from 
the body that had once housed his mother's soul. Tenderly, he touched the bones, and then he dug 
a small grave in the soft earth. Placing the bones carefully in the grave, he covered them with the 
rich brown substance of the planet's surface. Next, the disciple topped the grave with the same 
delicate green carpet of moss that had hidden its special secret until now. Maya Sangh gently 
patted the moss into place and rose to his feet. As he did so, he bowed low to the spirit of the Forest 
of the Dying, for it had bestowed gifts upon him greater than he could have imagined. With a 
measure of regret, he turned away from the mossy sanctuary and made his way through the trees. 

By mid-afternoon, Maya Sangh reached the outskirts of Devil's Swamp. The creatures of the 
swamp saw him and raised their heads, opening their mighty jaws to expose razor-sharp fangs. 
White saliva oozed out the sides of their grotesque mouths as they prepared to attack, their tails 
swishing against the green, slime-covered mud. They could not perceive the disciple's light, or his 
crown, for their primitive nature was still bound to their dank world of coarse, scaly bodies. Thus, 
unlike those who hovered in the Black Dunes, the beasts were not thwarted by the appearance of 
this human in their midst. 

For a time, Maya Sangh stood at the edge of Devil's Swamps and observed the scaly 
monstrosities writhing in unknowing agony. He knew that he would have to traverse the swamp in 
order to reach the Glen of Sorrow. Even now, Maya Sangh could see the faint outline of rooftops 
rising above the green meadow on the far side of the swamp, and realized that he had nearly 
reached his destination. Slowly the disciple lowered himself to the ground, just out of the reach of 
the beasts. Assuming his customary cross-legged position, he began to ferret out the depths of their 
souls. In a short time various scenes began to pass through his newly acquired inner sight. 

The disciple watched as the infant souls of the creatures descended into the gross reptilian 
bodies they now inhabited. He saw their swamp home threatened, first by quadrupeds and later by 
humans. All that remained for them now was this small piece of marshland and when it was gone, 
their species would become extinct. The humans from the glen had already started to encroach 
upon the grassy meadows separating the two and the beasts were afraid. Moved by primitive 
instinct, they sought to protect their home, and to preserve their species. He saw that they were 
neither mean nor evil, merely simple souls performing the basic necessities for their survival. 



Elizabeth MacDonald Burrows                                                                             99 

 

At last Maya Sangh straightened out his legs and prepared to stand. He understood these 
mischievous children of the swamp. Before raising himself to a standing position, he spoke to the 
creatures through the unspoken word. "Please do not be afraid of me. I will neither take from you 
nor hurt you. If you could but understand all things, you would know that there will come a time 
when protection of this swamp will no longer be needed. Someday, when the night of your soul has 
passed, you will not even remember having been beasts. Until then, you must sleep in the shadow 
of forgetfulness. Now I must travel to the glen, but do not fear me, for I shall protect you until the 
mist of human ignorance has been lifted. I will also help the humans understand your world."  

Although the creatures of Devil's Swamp did not understand the young disciple's words, they 
sensed their inherent meaning, for the spirit of the Lord of the Worlds flowed through the un-
spoken word, and they, too, were an aspect of that spirit. Thus, when Maya Sangh rose and 
prepared to cross the swamp they did not attack, but looked up at him with curious, child-like eyes. 
For a brief time, they felt a kinship, as though he was one after their kind. And when Maya Sangh 
stepped into the meadow on the other side of the swamp the beasts felt a strange indefinable sense 
of loss. Soon, however, the creatures of Devil's Swamp forgot him and returned to their primitive 
ways, swishing their long, scaly tails in the mud. The old, familiar feeling of insatiable hunger still 
clutched at their stomachs, and occasionally they let out screams of painful distress. 

The silence of high noon hovered over the land and the Children of Light stood victorious over 
any hint of night's zealous vigils. This was about to change, for it was the day of the great eclipse, 
and the hour of the prophecy was at hand. Silently, the planet turned on its axis around the sun, and 
as it did so, the moon prepared to make its first contact. Although the eclipse would end when the 
moon passed out of the sun's disk, it would mark the beginning of a changing world. Thus, as day 
prepared to become as night, it bore with it a strange and mystical foreboding, one to be 
remembered as long as the Glen of Sorrow existed. 

At first the men who gathered on Pringle's porch did not notice the approaching eclipse, nor did 
they sense that this day would be different from any other. They were more interested in discussing 
the crops and the strange circumstances regarding old Moe's death. He had been buried in a 
rough-hewn wooden box at the edge of the cemetery, although only a few of the old ones came to 
bid him farewell and say some kind words over his remains. Those who had prepared Moe for 
burial could not forget the strangeness of his more youthful face resting amid the tangled white 
hair, or the soft glow that seemed to emanate from his body. It was easier to believe that one of the 
White Ones had come to take the old man's soul away in order to cast it into the fiery furnaces at 
the end of the world. No one really believed that he had met a god, or that he had gone to 
Shambhala ... at least not seriously. 

The conversation was just starting to warm up when one of the men happened to get up to 
stretch his legs. He walked over to the end of the porch that overlooked the meadow at the edge of 
Devil's Swamp. As he paused to look at the distant swamp, he let out a strangled cry. The others, 
thinking one of the devils might have wandered out of the swamp, hastened over to his side. On 
reaching him they beheld a sight more terrifying than anything they had ever imagined. Coming 
out of the swamp was the figure of a man dressed in white. His face seemed to be surrounded by a 
white glow, and his hair was a red flame, highlighted by the passing sun. He glided through the 
meadow as though walking on air. 

Just then, the sky grew dark, as if the hands of some demonic power had suddenly touched it. 
While those who had gathered on the porch watched the strange apparition approach from the 
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swamp, they saw that day was quickly changing into night. Even though they had witnessed this 
before, it always brought terror into their hearts, for they had no name for it. Each time it happened 
they feared the world was coming to an end. Now, unable to do anything but watch the menacing 
encroachment of night, fear enveloped the men once again. Those who stood on the porch sensed 
that the eerie phenomenon in the sky had something to do with the white-clad figure now coming 
toward them from Devil's Swamp. However, at the moment, the fulfillment of prophecy was far 
from their minds 



 

 

 
 

 
 

CHAPTER XIV 
 
 
 
 

HOME IN THE GLEN 
 

hen Maya Sangh left Devil's Swamp behind and made his way toward the village, a soft 
breeze caused the grass to dance before him. Occasionally it wound its soft, jade 
tentacles around his ankles, not caring if he crushed a few blades of its soft carpet 

beneath his feet as he walked. It had been trampled on many times through the years, but its 
resiliency always enabled it to return to its original splendor. The grass was proud of its heritage, 
for it had existed on the planet before quadrupeds or humans, and it would continue to exist until 
the planet expanded, even as the universe expanded. 

The disciple moved lightly through the meadow. He too was aware of the eclipse occurring 
above him, although he did not associate it with his arrival in the glen. He knew nothing of the 
prophecy that lived in the hearts of the humans, but he had witnessed this rare natural anomaly 
before. Master Joseph had taught that an eclipse of the sun took place when the moon, revolving in 
its orbit around the earth, came between the planet and the sun so that the moon's shadow swept 
over the face of the planet. Even in his youth the disciple had been fascinated by this silent mirage 
which turned day into night. He knew that the passage of the moon across the sun would only last 
for a short duration. As he drew closer to those who had gathered on the porch, Maya Sangh sensed 
that those observing him were deeply afraid of both him and the eclipse. 

Although the disciple had been born in the glen, he did not feel that he was coming home, for 
home, as he had known it, was in the Valley of the Sun. Still, his anticipation was mounting, for he 
was finally coming face to face with his destiny. Here in this land, far removed from the world in 
which he had grown up, he would serve the Lord of the Worlds with the spoken word. As he 
walked, the disciple knew little of the events that lay before him. Had he known, he would have 
thought the beasts of Devil's Swamp and the clinging vines in the Forest of the Dying more 
merciful than the humans now watching his approach. 

Observing the young man in white coming toward them, the men's fear soon became less 
intense than their curiosity. By this time, the sun was beginning to light up the sky again, and the 
sense of foreboding doom and destruction lifted. Stepping off the porch, the men of Pringle's made 
their way toward Maya Sangh, seeming to move of one accord, although the decision to do so had 
not been voiced by anyone. 

Even as the men approached the meadow, one of the younger members, Sam, slipped away. He 
was a talkative person and unable to keep silent regarding the extraordinary event occurring at the 
edge of Devil's Swamp. Taking off down the streets of the glen he ran as fast as possible and began 

W 
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alerting everyone about the strange apparition emerging from the swamp, shouting, "The god has 
come! The god has come!" 

On hearing the shouts, people came out of their houses and gathered around Sam in order to 
learn what the excitement was all about. When they heard the young man's enthusiastic account of 
the strange events, the townsfolk immediately began to chatter among themselves in disbelief. No 
one believed for a moment chat a god had come. Because of the commotion, it was quite obvious 
that something very unusual was taking place at Devil's Swamp. Within minutes a cluster of 
people began to make their way to the outskirts of the meadow, where the men from Pringle's had 
already gathered. They arrived quickly and, taking their places behind the men, gazed toward the 
approaching figure of Maya Sangh. 

By now Maya Sangh was almost in front of them, and those who had gathered could see that 
he didn't have burning coals for eyes, his hair wasn't white, and he did not look like they thought a 
god should look. Actually, they thought, the disciple appeared quite human, although definitely a 
bit on the strange side. When he spoke, they found his accent also unusual. 

Sensing their fear and hostility, Maya Sangh spoke gently, "Greetings, my name is Maya 
Sangh and I have been sent from the Valley of the Sun to help you." 

At first the people of the glen did not respond, but within a few moments the more daring began 
to mill around Maya Sangh. Some touched the white clothing that swathed his body. Others poked 
their fingers into him to see if he was made of flesh. Their pokes were not gentle, but determined; 
created from the need to find out if he was solid. As they felt the familiar density of his body, they 
exchanged furtive glances. Although some of the townsfolk remembered old Moe's prophecy, they 
paid it little heed. Gods were not supposed to be flesh and blood. 

Despite the probing, Maya Sangh did not speak, nor did he try to move away. Although he had 
never been exposed to these humans from the Glen of Sorrow, he felt their curiosity. Therefore, he 
bore their investigation with patience and fortitude. At the same time, the disciple sensed that the 
mentality of those living in the Glen of Sorrow was very simple compared to that of his teachers. 
Yet, he perceived chat they were more advanced than the quadrupeds of the forest and beast of the 
swamp.  

About this time, one of the older men, deciding that Maya Sangh was not a god, but quite 
human, ventured up to him and asked, "Who you be, young man?" 

"I am the son of Sophia, and born here in this glen," Maya Sangh replied. "Shortly after my 
birth, my mother took me to be raised in the Valley of the Sun by the great White Ones. I grew up 
there." 

After uttering these words, the disciple could speak no further. He immediately felt something 
akin to that which he had experienced on the Great Silver Mountain, when the ghostly creatures 
had come out of the fires to taunt him. While that experience had been frightening, this ominous 
feeling was even worse, for these were his mother's people and he had come to help them. Because 
of this, their antagonistic thoughts and skepticism seemed more alien to him than the events that 
had taken place during his trials on the mountain. Maya Sangh felt the peoples' negativity race 
through him like a fire sweeping through dry tinder, and he wondered at it, for it produced great 
pain. It was a pain he had not felt before, because it came from humans, not beasts and forests, 
which responded only by instinct. Neither had he ever experienced it in the Valley of the Sun, for 
the Brotherhood was bound by love. 



Elizabeth MacDonald Burrows                                                                             103 

 

The negative forces began to increase as they flowed through the disciple, and murmurs of 
distrust started to circulate through those who had gathered before him. The disciple saw that the 
task ahead would not be easy. Even as he considered this, the crown tightened upon his head and 
Maya Sangh knew, without question, that there could be no turning back — the will of the Lord of 
the Worlds was to be obeyed. 

"You say you are the young'un of Sophia?" another man asked. "Then you shore ain't a god. I 
don' know about the rest of us here, but I would be a heap interested to know where you ma's been 
hiding you all these years. I reckon you really ain't been far away. You know, it'd go a mite better 
for you if you'd just told us the plain truth about yourself." 

"Well, you are right about one thing . . .  I  am not a god," Maya Sangh replied. "There is only 
one The Lord of the Worlds. However, I did come from the Valley of the Sun. My mother died in 
the Forest of the Dying on her return trip to the glen, so I never knew her. 

"Now look here young man, there ain't no one been to the end of the world and lived to tell 
about it," the old man interjected before Maya Sangh could speak further. "You cain't tell me that a 
puny woman like your ma could get by them savage swamp beasts. Why, those critters would eat 
you alive without batting an eye. Even if she did get past them, she wouldn't get much further. 
Those woods are more treacherous than a den of snakes." 

Pausing, the villager shook his head. "Nope, I kind of reckon you been a hiding out someplace, 
and it ain't likely that it was at the end of the world." 

Upon hearing this, a number of the townsfolk laughed. By now, the gathering had become 
quite large, and they were able to put on a show of bravado. If they felt any guilt over their inhospi-
table attitude, they certainly did not allow it to reach their hearts. Most of the people agreed with 
the oldster's assumption. This was not the long-awaited god. They were curious, however, because 
things like this did not happen in the glen. After prodding and poking him, and deciding that Maya 
Sangh was actually human, some people simply lost interest and went home. Those who felt 
especially brave, as well as those who were more curious, continued to hover near the disciple in 
an effort to learn more about him. 

When Maya Sangh observed some of the people were leaving he wondered what he should do. 
Returning to the Valley of the White Ones was not an option. So, turning to those who remained, 
he said, "I have come to the glen to live. Perhaps one of you will be kind enough to direct me to a 
place where I can stay." 

"You got any money?" asked Zeke, who had replaced Old Moe as the oldest man in the glen, 
and considered by the townsfolk to be the wisest in their village. The men often turned to the old 
man for advice in times of need and trouble. Now, as the Zeke spoke to Maya Sangh, all eyes were 
upon the old man.  

"Money?," Maya Sangh questioned. 
"Money," Zeke replied. Now it takes a heap of money to buy lodging and grub, but I see from 

the way you be hesitating I reckon you ain't got none. If that be true, it's going to make life right 
difficult for you." 

"I don't know what money is," Maya Sangh replied. "I don't believe we had any in the Valley." 
Old Zeke shook his head. He found it hard to believe what he was hearing, but reaching into his 

overall pocket, he pulled out a few misshapen coins and a wad of dirty paper pieces. Then he 
showed them to Maya Sangh, saying, "Well, this is what it looks like. You work, and you get this 



104               Maya Sangh And The Valley Of The White Ones 

 

for working. Then you go to that store over yonder called Pringle's and give this in exchange for 
something." 

Seeing the look of puzzlement on Maya Sangh's face, Zeke realized that the youth had no idea 
what he was talking about. He spoke again and tried to explain. "You see these clothes I'm 
wearing? Well, I got them by giving some of this here money to old man Pringle. Then he gave me 
the overalls in exchange for the money." 

The old man paused for a moment, and almost as an afterthought, added; "Now we are right 
proud of this money. You see, it is made here in the glen and that way we make certain that no one 
gets anything without working for it." 

Maya Sangh quickly grasped the concept of money, but his newfound understanding did not 
simplify the problem he faced. He slowly shook his head and wondered what he should do now. 
Immediately the Lord of the Worlds made his presence known, for as soon as the young disciple 
questioned the situation he was facing, he was shown what he must do. 

"You are right," Maya Sangh replied. "I have no money. However, I am young, and I can work. 
I used to help my teachers in the growing fields for many hours, and I learned to milk, carry water, 
build, and harvest crops. Since I am a stranger without money, in a land where I have never been, 
perhaps you would be kind enough to help me learn the ways the glen." 

By now, a number of people who had remained earlier also began to leave. Having determined 
that this stranger was a mere mortal, and a rather one stupid at that, they turned away and returned 
to their homes and work. As they departed they bore both ridicule and disbelief with them. The 
people were also irritated by the fact a stranger had encroached upon their land, and to further 
compound the situation, it was not just any stranger, but someone who claimed to have come from 
the end of the world. 

Three of the younger men, who had remained with Zeke, stood facing Maya Sangh. They 
remained only because their youthful curiosity had not been appeased. Certainly they did not be-
lieve that Maya Sangh was anything other than someone who had been living near the glen. 
Because their curiosity had not yet been saturated, they gave Zeke their undivided attention when 
he spoke to the stranger again. 

"Well, young man," Zeke commented, "Seeing as to how you've done got yourself into a pretty 
kettle of fish, I best be doing for you what I can. Now, I tell you what. As you leave this meadow, 
you follow that road goin south. Down the road a piece is a cabin. It belonged to old man Moe, but 
he done passed away a while back and so it should be empty. It's in pretty bad shape, but I reckon 
it'll keep you dry, and perhaps you can clean it up some. You go there, and later on I'll bring you 
some grub. You can pay for it by coming over to my place and helping me dig a new well." 

The old man looked up and saw the Sun God's chariot had started to lower against the western 
horizon. Looking rather intensely at Maya Sangh, he said, "Young man, I reckon you best be on 
your way. The sun will be setting before long and you be wise to get yourself settled." 

With these words, Zeke took his leave and headed in the direction of Pringle's store. The 
younger men turned and left with him. Although they had been more curious than the oldsters, fear 
still ruled over their curiosity. Mostly, they were still afraid to be alone with Maya Sangh, who 
talked and dressed in a strange fashion. 

After the entire group had departed, Maya Sangh discovered that he was more alone than he 
had ever been. Even though the Lord of the Worlds was with him, the disciple knew that he was an 
outcast here in the glen and not accepted by the people. On the mountain, he had been watched 
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over by the mighty lion, and through his trials, his beloved master had cared for him. For a 
moment, a feeling of despair crept into his heart. When he hesitated because of uncertainty, the 
crown tightened its grip. The longer he hesitated, the more intense the pressure of the crown 
became, until it became steel vice, closing off his ability to reason. Maya Sangh knew that he had 
no choice but to proceed, for the crown enforced the will of the Lord of the Worlds. 

As the disciple began to walk southward, he felt the crown lessen its grip. Then he heard the 
voice of Master Joseph speaking to him through the higher vibrations of his mind. "It will not be 
easy Maya Sangh, but you must persevere. On every planet, there has come a time when the Lord 
of the Worlds has sent an emissary to guide those still bound by sorrow and darkness into a greater 
world of light. For this reason he has sent you to the glen. Remember always; the secret is love, 
Maya Sangh." 

Reassured by the sound of his master's voice, Maya Sangh began to walk in the southerly 
direction Zeke had pointed out. He felt those, who once again gathered at Pringle's store, staring at 
him, but he sought to ignore them and ponder instead upon his Master's words. 

As he walked Maya Sangh remembered other events where love had conquered. It had served 
well when he crossed the despairing Black Dunes. His understanding and tolerance had kept the 
piteous inhabitants from attacking, and in the forest he had sought oneness with the soul of the 
forest to escape its grasping tentacles. The same had proven true in the swamp. Ultimately, he 
knew that it was love and compassion for the beasts that protected him from them. With these 
remembrances, came the knowledge that he must seek to know the humans as he had once sought 
to know the creatures of the swamp. Maya Sangh resolved to reach into the souls of his mother's 
people when he communed with the Lord of the Worlds during the last light of the day. 

After walking a mile or so, the disciple came upon an old, ramshackle cabin. Maya Sangh 
immediately sensed its neglect and poverty, and knew that it had been the cabin of old Moe. As he 
walked through the unkempt grounds and stepped onto the rickety porch, he discovered that it was 
worse than he first imagined. The door had not been completely closed when the old man's 
physical counterpart had been carried away, and now it stood partly open. Inside, everything was 
covered with dust and grime, and a stench of filth permeated the cabin. It was the smell of garbage, 
death, and decay, smells accumulated through years of neglect. 

It was obvious to Maya Sangh that he could not stay in the cabin this night, so he searched for 
a place to rest in the far corner of the grounds near some stately trees. After finding a suitable place 
Maya Sangh picked up a nearby stone and began to loosen the earth, working the soil through his 
hands until it was like fine sand, soft and comfortable. Next he covered the earthen bed with a thin 
layer of leaves from the tree's friendly branches. Because of the bed's location, the limbs of the tree 
formed a half canopy, which would somewhat protect him from any unexpected inclement 
weather. From this vantage point, he could watch the panorama of suns and planets moving above 
him and smell the clean, fresh scent of the nearby evening primrose. 
Seating himself under of the early evening stars, Maya Sangh opened the little parcel that Master 
Joseph had given him and took out the last remaining fragments of bread. When he had eaten, he 
went to the nearby well and filled his flask. Feeling completely refreshed after partaking of the 
cool and refreshing water, the latest resident of the glen prepared to spend the night under the trees. 
A deep peace enveloped him as he looked up at the heavens. 

As stars played hide-n-seek mid the approaching night, Maya Sangh marveled over the 
panoramic wonder of the universe spread out above him. He watched as the stars came out like 
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windows in the sky. Most of the brighter ones he knew by name, because Brother John had taught 
him these things when he was a boy. The disciple also knew the stars affected one another, as well 
as all other life throughout the universe, and he never tired of the dramatic star play. As he watched 
the changing mysteries of the night, Maya Sangh remembered the night when he had been one 
with the Lord of the Worlds, and when the heavens had been within him. 

Eventually the disciple began to ponder over the events of the day. In his mind he followed 
them in chronological order, reliving the people's disbelief and ridicule. Then he recalled his com-
mitment to learn the secrets of the humans. Closing his eyes, Maya Sangh began his familiar 
journey into the inner worlds. Entering deeper and deeper levels of consciousness, he eventually 
overcame the stars and visions began to form in his mind. First he saw the Forest of the Dying, 
then Devil's Swamp, and then he found himself walking again in the soft green meadow at the 
edge of the swamp. 

There were humans there, but not as Maya Sangh remembered them. These who came in the 
vision were gathered around a small fire, which burned in a clearing not far from the swamp. Their 
clothes were made of animal skins, their hair was long and matted, and their bodies partly covered 
with hair. The village, which the disciple had seen earlier that day, was not there. Neither could 
Maya Sangh see any type of shelter. He wondered how these simple creatures protected 
themselves and where they slept. Immediately, as this question touched his mind, he looked up and 
saw one of them asleep in a tree, balanced on low limbs like the woodland animals he had seen in 
the Forest of the Dying. 

The swamp with its monstrous creatures was larger now, and the forest filled with huge and 
unfamiliar animals. In the distance, volcanic cones spewed fire. Thick lava ran down their sides as 
they belched and trembled, and steam filled the bayous, turning them into misty bogs of shadowed 
phantoms. As Maya Sangh watched these scenes unfold, he saw death and destruction. In spite of 
these obstacles facing the ancestors of those now living in the glen, the disciple observed the 
human's constant struggle against overwhelming odds. He watched their first feeble attempts to 
make a place for themselves, fighting the snarling jungle, the huge quadrupeds, and running to 
outdistance the burning ooze flowing from the cones. 

In fighting the forces of nature, these creatures of the glen slowly changed. Eventually they 
began to clear the forests to build a place to live, and overcoming many terrible dangers, they 
succeeded in establishing the Glen of Sorrow. When Maya Sangh saw these things, he wept for the 
people. Tears of compassion streamed down his face, for he witnessed their nobility and small 
victories, and felt their pain. 

"These people are really but the young children of the Lord, " Maya Sangh thought. "They do 
not understand that they shall one day become like my teachers who live in the Valley of the Sun. 
It is no wonder they believe that the Great Silver Mountain is the end of the world, and that those 
who live there have great flaming furnaces, for that is all they have ever known. Like them, I too 
must carve a place for myself, for I am now an interloper in their world, and they look upon me as 
the beasts once looked upon them." 

With these thoughts, the inner visions began to subside and Maya Sangh found himself looking 
at the stars. A deep sense of understanding enveloped his soul and erased that part in him which 
had earlier been consumed by doubt. He realized that he must be patient, for the right time would 
come. The disciple then settled down on his fresh bed of earth and leaves, closed his eyes and 
entered a silent world beyond the senses. Overhead, the stars moved in their circular orbits, 
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transmitting their rays of light throughout the universe. While he slept, Maya Sangh did not dream, 
for sleep took him into the deep place where time and space ceased to exist. 

The next morning, as the Sun God prepared for its usual ride across the daytime sky, the 
Children of Light saw Maya Sangh still sleeping near the trees. Laughing, they plummeted through 
the green leaves to gather around him. They poked at him with their rays of light until they 
awakened him. He smiled when he sat up. It was a beautiful morning and there was much work to 
do. First, however, he would have to see if the trees were hiding any forgotten berries or edible 
plants. 

Maya Sangh stood up, brushed the leaves off his clothing, and took a long deep breath; filling 
his lungs with the fresh air of the morning. By this time, the Children of Light had moved on, 
seeking others to awaken. Their sounds were full of merriment as the birds began to sing, and the 
dayflowers turned their faces toward the sun. 

Just as Maya Sangh prepared to enter the nearby grove of trees in search of food, he heard 
someone approaching. Turning, he saw old Zeke coming toward him with a small silver pail in one 
hand and a bundle tied with dark fabric in the other. As the oldster came near, he spoke up quite 
loudly. "Morning to you stranger, I thought you'd be right hungry by this time and I had my missus 
fix you a bite. I'm afreered it ain't anything fancy, but the missus just baked the bread and its right 
fresh. The milk is from my cow Bessy. In fact, I just milked old Bessy before I came, so the milk is 
still warm. You best eat now." 

Having spoken his piece, the old man looked quite satisfied and started to turn away. However, 
Maya Sangh called out to him. "You are right Zeke I do not have any food left. I was about to go 
into the woods and see if I could find something edible. I am truly very grateful to you. Yesterday 
you said I could pay for this by helping you to dig a well. You tell me where you live, and I will 
come immediately." Smiling, the disciple added, "At least I will come as soon as I have eaten this 
food you brought me." 

"Well, young man, I'm a mite beholding to you because I sure cain't pay you much, but I can 
use the help. It appears that you done slept outside last night, so I reckon old Moe's cabin is pretty 
bad. You best get yourself settled in first. I'll give you directions to my place tomorrow when I 
bring you some more of old Bessy's milk. The well can wait, cause it sure ain't going to dig itself." 

With that, Zeke hiked up his overalls, turned, and headed for the village. 
Maya Sangh sat down and opened the neatly wrapped bundle. In it he found fresh bread, 

churned cheese, and a few apples. The small pail beside him was still warm to the touch with its 
fresh milk, and the disciple could not help but think of Silas. Bowing his head, he gave thanks to 
the Lord of the Worlds for Zeke's kindness and for the food that had been brought to him. Then 
Maya Sangh carefully divided everything into two portions, removing only one of the portions for 
his immediate use. After this he painstakingly rewrapped the bundle in order to save the remainder 
for evening. 

When the last crumb of bread had been consumed, the disciple raised the pail to his lips and 
drank half of the milk. A feeling of contentment came over him, for his hunger had been appeased, 
and he felt more prepared to face the challenges of the day. 

For the next several hours, Maya Sangh worked to make the small cabin habitable. Since the 
shanty consisted only of two rooms and was sparsely furnished, it did not take him long to remove 
everything from inside. In the living area was an old rocking chair, an old red wooden table, a coal 
oil lamp, two rickety chairs, a wash basin stand with a bent pail, a ladle and basin, a few tin pots for 
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cooking, and an old bench. In the bedroom was a wooden bed frame with a sagging mattress, some 
worn out blankets, and a nightstand made out of a wooden box, and another coal oil lamp. Against 
the wall was a dilapidated dresser with a broken mirror. Every closet and shelf was full of 
threadbare clothing and other unusable items. 

Maya Sangh shook his head as he worked his way through of the shack, thinking of the 
sorrowful legacy old Moe had left behind. Outside of the door stood an old rusted shovel, a rake, 
and an axe, as well as a washtub and board. Picking up the shovel, the disciple went some distance 
from the building and dug a hole in the ground to dispose of the rotted food and other decomposing 
items. Next Maya Sangh began to stack unusable items to be burned, placing the mattress on the 
bottom. At the same time, he left the few remnants of usable furniture outside the cabin door in 
order to allow the fresh air to complete the task of purification. 

After everything had been removed from the premise, Maya Sangh began scrubbing; making 
certain every crevice and corner was cleaned. By nightfall, as the Sons of Darkness made their 
descent from the hills, the cabin was as clean as those in the Valley of the Sun. With the coming of 
darkness, the disciple took the food he had saved from that morning and went to sit under the trees. 
As he ate he again watched the dance of the cosmos, feeling at peace with himself, the glen, and the 
Lord of the Worlds. Although it had been a day of great labor, the task was now done. 

When Maya Sangh completed his evening repast, he leaned his head against the trunk of the 
tree and watched the dance of night enfold the land. Nearby, he heard a cricket chirping, and from 
high in a tree came the hoot of an owl. The disciple closed his eyes and began his evening 
communion with the Lord of the Worlds. As always, the outside world soon fell away from his 
soul, and an inner world began its timeless ebb and flow. It was well that it was so, for the morrow 
was the beginning of waiting. 

During the weeks ahead Maya Sangh remained the primary topic of conversation at Pringle's 
store. People seldom came near his cabin during the early part of his stay. Nevertheless, they often 
queried Zeke about him, for the disciple continued to work at Zeke's place from time to time. Ever 
so often, someone would ask, "What's the young feller like, Zeke? Where has he been hiding since 
that Sophia brought him into this here world?" 

The oldster would just shake his head over their continued barrage of questions, and reply, 
"Don't rightly know, I fear. He ain't much of a talker, that one. He kind of keeps to his self. He's 
right polite though, and he's a good worker, as well as honest. That Sophia sure reared him right. 
You got to say that much for her. Course, he ain't changed his story none, still says he grew up in 
that valley at the end of the world". 

Although Maya Sangh was well aware of the conversations taking place at the old country 
store, he paid little heed and continued to wait patiently. If an occasional doubt entered his soul, he 
quickly disregarded it and remembered how the people in the glen had overcome terrible odds to 
build their village. While he waited, Maya Sangh tried to be helpful and kind to the villagers, 
remembering that he was an emissary of the Lord of the Worlds. When he saw a woman carrying 
heavy canvas bags of food and grain, he would help her home with it. If by chance a farmer needed 
some help loading a wagon, the disciple gladly put his shoulder to the task. 

In time, the townsfolk began to rely on Maya Sangh, and they spoke kindly about him. They 
still thought he dressed and spoke in strange ways, but they began to trust him. Eventually, 
mysterious packages found their way to the disciple's doorstep: fresh rolls from the village baker, 
canned fruit and vegetables, a new quilt, or a nice new white tunic made by one of the women. 



Elizabeth MacDonald Burrows                                                                             109 

 

Maya Sangh was extremely grateful for these gifts, and when he gave thanks at eventide, he 
always asked the Lord of the Worlds to bless the people. 

One day, as the disciple bent over to pull up weeds in his small garden, he sensed a presence 
nearby. Turning quickly around, he saw one of the younger men from the village watching him. 
Believing that someone needed his help, Maya Sangh turned to the tall, rather gangly youth and 
said, "Greetings, Thomas. Is there something I can help you with?" 

"Don't reckon I rightly know," the lad replied. 
Thomas, who had never been called by his full birth name before, was a bit taken aback. After 

momentary startled pause, he finally found his tongue again, and said, "I came to see you cause I'm 
a heap tired of living in this here village. It's always the same. Seeing as how you've been at the end 
of the world and all, I thought perhaps you could teach me about it." 

The youth paused for a moment, and then asked, "You suppose I could go there some day?" 
Maya Sangh smiled. "I can teach you many things, Thomas. First, however, you must promise 

to do as I ask and not question what I tell you. In time, when I have taught you long enough, you 
will understand. Are you quite certain that you really want to do this?" 

"Yep, I've been going to ask you for a right long spell, but I didn't want to bother you," the 
youth answered, awkwardly shuffling his feet back and forth. 

Looking intently at Thomas, Maya Sangh allowed his mind to travel into the very depths of 
the boy's soul. What he saw there gave little indication that the youth could weather the journey 
between the two worlds. At the same time, he also saw that Thomas was sincere and, because of 
this, the disciple decided to give the boy a chance. 

"All right, Thomas, we are in agreement," Maya Sangh said, "You may come every morning at 
five o'clock, starting tomorrow, and we will begin. First, however, we must go to the swamp to 
collect some of the long grass growing near the edge. After that I will show you how to weave a 
mat, as you will need one to sit on during our lessons. The ground can be cold and wet in the early 
morning light." 

Maya Sangh noticed a sudden burst of fear enter the youth's eyes and was quietly amused. He 
knew that this fear had risen because the swamp had been mentioned. At the same time, the 
disciple possessed a deep sense of compassion, for he remembered the trepidations of his own 
youth. Speaking kindly, he added, "Don't be afraid of the swamp, Thomas. We will not be going 
close enough to upset the beasts. You must understand that the creatures of the swamp are hungry 
all the time, and to understand them, you must try to remember how you feel when you are hungry. 
Only then can you realize how difficult their life really is. Occasionally, I actually go to the 
meadow and cut grass to feed them, and from time-to-time, when some creature dies in the woods, 
I take it to the swamp to ease their hunger. Because of this, they do not harm me." 

The youth looked at Maya Sangh, somewhat startled. Yet, when he really thought about what 
his new teacher was saying, he knew that Maya Sangh was right. As they walked side-by-side 
toward the swamp, Thomas decided that he, too, would help the swamp creatures when he could. 

On arriving where the tall grass grew, Maya Sangh showed his new disciple how to pluck the 
blades near the root so that it could grow again in the season of its renewal. Next, he showed 
Thomas how to weave the blades of grass tightly together to make a hard, green mat. Although it 
looked somewhat clumsy when it was finished, Maya Sangh knew that it would be adequate. On 
completing the mat, they returned to the cabin, where Maya Sangh instructed Thomas to place it in 
the sun in order to dry. 
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As Thomas returned to his home in the glen, he thought about the quiet peace he had felt as he 
worked beside the teacher. He marveled at Maya Sangh's control over the swamp beasts, for the 
beasts had only raised their heads and looked at them, but refrained from their usual terrible 
writhing and sounds. Most of all, however, Thomas felt something different, almost like some in-
visible presence. It filled him with a great desire to know things he had never wondered about 
before, and caused him to look upward at the small, puffy clouds moving leisurely across the rich 
blue sky. An intangible feeling slowly crowded into Thomas's heart, and for the first time in his 
life, he felt a deep sense of happiness. It was a different kind of happiness than he had ever 
experienced, for he felt as though he was on the verge of some great discovery. 

The next morning, at precisely five o'clock, Thomas knocked on the door of Maya Sangh's 
cabin. The teacher opened the door and came outside, motioning his new disciple to pick up the 
mat which he had made the day before and follow him. By this time, the mornings had taken on a 
chill, although the sun was growing bright and would warm the earth quickly. The two did not 
speak as Maya Sangh led Thomas to the nearby trees where Maya Sangh spent many of his 
morning and evening hours. As they walked, the new teacher remembered those mornings long 
ago when he had sat with Master Joseph far away in the Valley of the Sun. 

Although Thomas had many questions, something about his teacher's demeanor indicated that 
these questions would have to remain unanswered for the time being. Upon arriving at the trees, 
Maya Sangh sat down in his customary cross-legged position and indicated that Thomas should 
do the same. At first Thomas found this position to be extremely awkward and uncomfortable, but 
after a few minutes of rather painful twisting he managed to situate himself in a similar fashion. 

When Maya Sangh saw that his new disciple had finally managed to quiet his body, he began to 
teach. "The first thing you must learn Thomas is the end of the world as you believe it to be is not 
a reality. Beyond that Great Silver Mountain, which you see in the distance, rests the Valley of the 
Sun where my teachers live." 

Pausing to smile, Maya Sangh added, "By the way, my teachers do not have burning coals for 
eyeballs, nor do they have fiery furnaces. Actually, they serve the Lord of the Worlds by helping 
this world in its continued progression. At the base of the mountain, where my teachers live, there 
is a beautiful valley with ponds, a river and beautiful flowers. Every morning when the sun steals 
down from the Great Silver Mountain it casts it light over the Valley, and for a brief period each 
day the valley becomes a reflection of heaven. Because of this, it is called the Valley of the Sun. 
And beyond the Valley of the Sun, mighty masses of water take care of life forms even more 
strange than those creatures in the swamp." 

"Have you seen these things, Maya Sangh?" Thomas asked. 
"No, I have not seen very many of these things," Maya Sangh replied. "But in the Valley of the 

Sun, we have a great library with many scrolls. These scrolls have drawings of the great water 
masses, and also drawings of those things the water protects. Although I do not remember the 
Brothers ever going far from the valley, they seemed to have created these scrolls over the 
centuries to record their knowledge. While I was growing up, I was taught from them. One of the 
most important lessons I learned from my teachers was that this world upon which we live is 
round, and therefore has no end." 

Seeing the shock and surprise on Thomas' face, Maya Sangh smiled again and said, "Don't 
worry. Our planet actually rotates, or turns like a great ball, and this causes our days and nights. By 
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rotating it creates a force called gravity, and that keeps us from being thrown off the planet's 
surface. If you started walking today and you continued to walk for a thousand years, you would 
do nothing other than walk in a big circle. Because a circle is without end, there can be no end of 
the world." 

The young student's eyes got very wide and he looked at Maya Sangh with amazement. "Just 
wait," he said to his teacher, "Wait until I tell this to the others." 

"Thomas," Maya Sangh cautioned, "don't be too surprised if some people won't believe you ". 
Deciding that Thomas had learned enough for one day, Maya Sangh rose up from his mat and 

motioned his new student to follow. Arriving back at the cabin, Maya Sangh said, "We will 
continue tomorrow Thomas, for I have many things to teach you in the days ahead. I'm afraid this 
new world you are entering will seem a bit strange at first. You must persevere, however, for if you 
do, you will never again be imprisoned by the Glen of Sorrow and one day you too will walk with 
the Lord of the Worlds." 

Looking at his new teacher with great admiration, Thomas said, "I told you, I ain't be wanting 
to stay in this here glen. So you don't have to worry none, cause I want to learn more than 
anything." 

When Thomas finished speaking, he and Maya Sangh stood quietly for a short time. Thomas 
sensed that it was time for him to be on his way. As he departed, he felt the consciousness of his 
teacher walking beside him, and he thought about the concept that there was no end of the world. 

During the ensuing days, Maya Sangh taught his new disciple about the Lord of the Worlds, 
his own teachers, and the world beyond Devil's Swamp. In turn, Thomas' understanding grew and 
he began to change. He started to speak differently, and he became kinder and more compassionate 
toward the animal and plant kingdoms. He also improved in reading the written word, for Maya 
Sangh shared the little book the Brothers had sent. Because of this eagerness to learn, Thomas had 
little difficulty with the disciplines Maya Sangh administered. The disciplines, of course, were 
inevitable, for Maya Sangh required of Thomas what his own teachers had required of him. 

Before many weeks had elapsed, the townsfolk noticed the remarkable changes taking place in 
Thomas, as did some of the other young men of the glen. One day when Maya Sangh opened the 
door to admit his disciple, he found four young men instead of one. When he looked at the small 
group standing before him in awkward silence, the teacher felt a deep sense of fulfillment. 
Apparently the Lord of the Worlds had found him worthy, and placed these youthful souls in his 
hands to teach and protect. With deep requital, the teacher looked upward, giving thanks to the 
Lord of the Worlds for the opportunity to serve Him. 

A sense of humor also touched Maya Sangh's heart as he looked upon his new disciples and 
prepared them for their first lesson. He would begin by taking them to Devil's Swamp. 
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CHAPTER XV 
 
 
 
 

THE AWAKENING 
 

utting across the meadow toward Devil's Swamp with his new disciples in tow, Maya 
Sangh was in deep thought. He did not wonder why the young men now following him had 
shown so little fear when he mentioned the swamp. He assumed that Thomas had already 

told them many things. Otherwise, they would not have come. Underlying these thoughts and 
feelings concerning his disciples was something else, something different. It was the deep sense of 
a new beginning capturing his attention. It was even stronger than it had been on the day he first 
arrived in the Glen of Sorrow. 

Musing over this strange impression superimposing its shadow over his other thoughts, Maya 
Sangh was not able to understand the fullness of its mystery. Memories seemed to wind their way 
through the inroads of his mind, memories that he previously believed were no longer important 
and had since been pushed back into the recesses of his subconscious. 
The young teacher realized that he had not been ready to teach when he first arrived, although he 
had thought he was. When he reflected on those first days, it was obvious that the Lord of the 
Worlds had felt it necessary for the disciple to first understand the people of the glen. He could also 
see that his work as a common laborer among the villagers had been necessary; otherwise ego and 
over-confidence might have raised his self-esteem above the people's individual nobility. From 
time to time over the years Maya Sangh wondered why he had been brought here, for the work he 
thought he was supposed to do was still not done. As these thoughts crowded his mind, the teacher 
shrugged his shoulders and immediately dismissed the distractions. Quickly he turned his attention 
back to his disciples. One thing he had always known; the Lord of the Worlds had a reason for 
everything, and his task was to comply with patience, integrity and obedience. 

The day was beautiful, although an early morning chill permeated the air. As the colors of 
saffron and blue mingled with the gold of the sun, the glen very much resembled the Valley of the 
Sun where Maya Sangh had grown up. Such beauty and tranquility, enhanced by the song of the 
birds, provided a natural sense of clarity as Maya Sangh walked with his new disciples. 

Before long the group arrived at the swamp. When the grotesque creatures of the swamp heard 
Maya Sangh arrive with his disciples, they raised their heads and opened their thick jowls, showing 
their uneven, yellowed fangs which dripped with saliva. Then they let out a fierce sound of 
proprietorship and guided their ungainly bodies through the oozing mud toward the edge of the 
swamp. As one of the larger beasts thrashed his huge tail and moved clumsily toward the meadow, 
he let out an ear-piercing screech. He was an ignorant creature with but rudimentary intelligence. 
When he saw that the intruder was Maya Sangh, he somehow sensed that breakfast would not 

C 
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consist of a human repast after all. Upon seeing the teacher, not only he, but also all of the massive 
beasts dropped their huge hulks back into the oozing dark swamp and became quiet. 

Although Thomas had told his friends about his teacher's authority over the creatures of Devil's 
Swamp, they had not actually believed him. Such a miracle had never occurred in the Glen of 
Sorrow, nor was such a possibility ever mentioned. It had always been easier to believe that 
Thomas was exaggerating the prowess of Maya Sangh because of blind devotion. Now, standing at 
the edge of the meadow, the new disciples stood transfixed, their mouths gaping, as they watched 
Maya Sangh assert his remarkable power of will over the huge reptiles. 

Finally, one of the new disciples, a short, stout youth called Timmy, who had lived nineteen 
turns around the sun, asked with great excitement, "How are you able to still the beasts, Maya 
Sangh? I ain't seen anything like that before." 

"First of all, Timothy, you must learn to call me 'Teacher.' It is better that you do not think of 
me as a regular person, but rather as someone who is here to guide you on a new and wonderful 
adventure. In turn, I will not call you Timmy, but Timothy. By the way, did you know that your 
name means paying homage to the Lord of the Worlds?" 

Pausing for a moment, Maya Sangh looked at the youth gently and asked, "Is that all right with 
you?" 

"Yes sir, it sure is," Timothy replied. Calling Maya Sangh Teacher was somewhat like Maya 
Sangh calling him Timothy, and the youth liked the way his new name sounded. 

During this brief exchange of words, a deep sense of devotion for the teacher was born in the 
boy, and in the days ahead it would be Timothy who would be willing, if necessary, to lay down his 
life for the kind touch of his mentor's hand. 

Compassion touched Maya Sangh's heart deeply when he observed these feelings consuming 
the youth. He realized he was feeling the same kind of bond Master Joseph had felt for him when 
he was a young boy. Like Master Joseph, however, Maya Sangh did not allow these feelings to 
show on his face or to reflect in his voice, for such things were best relegated to the deep places of 
the heart. To express them too openly could weaken the future greatness of those whom the Lord 
of the Worlds had entrusted to him. 

When he began to teach, Maya Sangh's eyes fell upon all of those gathered before him. He 
began his lesson by saying, "It will be hard for you to completely understand this right now, but 
you will in time. First, look up to the sky and see how vast it is. Even though there appears to be 
nothing but empty space, what you see is actually a living intelligence and the living expression of 
the Lord of the Worlds. Learn to accept the idea that all things dwell within the Lord. Even the suns 
you see by day, as well as all the stars you see at night, are a part of the Lord of the Worlds. This 
means that both you and I, and even these creatures of the swamp, are also within Him. It is 
because of this, the beasts, as you call them, can be communicated with. 

"Creatures do not understand the spoken word, or even our specific thoughts. However, they 
respond empathically through the Oneness that fills our universe with its unconditional love. If we 
remember this and communicate with the creatures at the empathic level, then they will serve 
rather than destroy. Since the Lord of the Worlds is good and has no evil, those who live in the 
swamp are actually good, too. It is only hunger that turns them into beasts. This hunger causes 
them great pain, for it gnaws at their stomachs, and their primal instinct is to appease it." 

Turning away from his disciples, Maya Sangh bent down and began to harvest the grass, 
showing his disciples how to separate the green blades carefully from their roots, as he had once 
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taught Thomas. When they had gathered enough for their mats, he then showed them how to 
weave the long blades together, beginning from the middle. 

Time passed as the group worked silently beneath the early morning sun. No one spoke or 
asked any questions, because Thomas had already explained many of the Teacher's ways. Once 
they had finished the project, Maya Sangh told them to gather the longer strips of grass and tie 
them into large bundles. 

The disciples silently wondered what their teacher was going to do with the bundles, but they 
refrained from asking. They sensed something in Maya Sangh's demeanor that forbade them to do 
so. After they had prepared quite a number of bundles and stacked them, Maya Sangh said, "Now 
we shall take these bundles to the creatures and feed them, for they have allowed us to gather our 
needs near their world. It is right that we thank them." 

Seeing fear in the eyes of his new disciples, Maya Sangh added, "Remember what I told you 
earlier. They will not hurt you if you will but allow the kindness of your heart to go out to them." 

Gingerly, each of the four youths picked up a bundle and did as they were told. When they 
reached the edge of the swamp, the massive hulks raised themselves and began thrashing their tails 
up and down in the mud. Immediately, they felt Maya Sangh's vice-like restraint flow through 
them, warning them not to attack. Ceasing their aggression, the beasts looked at him with large, 
sad eyes, as if to ask him why he now denied them sustenance to appease their hunger. 

Maya Sangh looked down upon the creatures, almost as tenderly as he looked at his disciples. 
Then, he motioned his young followers to throw the grass bundles as far out into the bayou as 
possible so that the beasts could reach them. When they had finished doing so, Maya Sangh 
released the hold of his consciousness over the swamp and allowed the creatures to appease the 
hunger tearing at their bodies. 

Leaving Devil's Swamp behind, the group turned and made their way back to Maya Sangh's 
cabin. They did not speak as they walked, not because they were concerned about doing so, but 
because they had witnessed something that defied explanation. They knew that Thomas was right; 
their Teacher was all that he had said and so much more. 

Every morning thereafter, the four disciples came to Maya Sangh's cabin to be taught, and their 
knowledge grew swiftly as the days passed. They learned about the Lord of the Worlds, the reason 
for life, the mysteries of Devil's Swamp and the Forest of the Dying, and the terrible pain of those 
who dwelled in the Black Dunes. As they began to understand the inherent oneness in all life, the 
teacher's disciples also started to express this knowledge, both physically and mentally. Eventually 
they began to dress like Maya Sangh and openly declare themselves to be his disciples. 

In the days ahead, Thomas eventually became somewhat a leader among the young men, for he 
had been with the teacher longest. But it was Timothy who served his teacher's small needs with 
undying devotion. Sometimes this devotion caused Maya Sangh a measure of trouble, for Timothy 
was a bit clumsy. His clumsiness caused a number of near disasters, including falling into the 
swamp. Fortunately Maya Sangh was present at the time and able to fish the youth out of the mud 
before greater difficulties ensued. When these things happened, Maya Sangh simply shrugged, 
remembering his days in the Valley of the Sun with the Brotherhood when he too had caused such 
mishaps. 

During the weeks following their first trip to the swamp, Maya Sangh's disciples quickly 
became closer to one another than they were with their own brothers and sisters. Along with 
Thomas and Timothy, there was Davy, or David, as Maya Sangh called him, and Heber, a tall thin, 
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young man with hair almost as red as the teacher's. Both were astute students and learned well, but 
of the two, David was the greater scholar. While David often became very intense about what he 
learned, Heber was the group comedian and found humor in the most serious of situations. 

Those who lived in the Glen of Sorrow responded to the kindness of Maya Sangh's disciples 
just as they had responded to Maya Sangh. Nevertheless, the people were still set in their ways, and 
nothing could convince them to believe the stories they heard about the Valley of the Sun. Neither 
would they yet listen to anything pertaining to the Lord of the Worlds, which Maya Sangh's 
disciples tried to tell them. 

As the months passed, other young men came to Maya Sangh's cabin to be taught. He 
welcomed each of them with a loving heart, and thanked the Lord of the Worlds for sending them. 
He instructed his disciples with the spoken word, just as Master Joseph had once instructed him. 
Each was shown how to make musical instruments, and how to write songs praising the Lord. 
They were also taught to express the beauty they experienced all around them through art and 
poetry. As a result of their studies they became more and more like a river, progressing constantly 
in spite of any adversity the people of the glen imposed upon them. 

Early one morning, the disciples gathered in the grove of trees near Maya Sangh's cabin. They 
sat on their mats with their legs crossed and faced the rising sun with their eyes closed. The beauty 
of the morning was like a great chord of music, and just as the sun cleared the distant foothills the 
Children of Light danced merrily through the trees and touched each one of disciples as they 
waited for their teacher to appear. Then they heard their teacher arriving, his footsteps almost 
soundless against the earth. "Good morning," Maya Sangh said. 

Raising their eyes, the disciple looked at their teacher with deep reverence, for they loved him 
dearly. He had opened a doorway to another world, and they would never be the same. 

Sitting down among them, Maya Sangh taught, "You must learn to become like the river. As 
the water flows over rocks and stones, it is purified. So too are we purified by the trials we endure 
during our journey through darkness and unknowing. As the water always flows toward the vast 
sea, you must never cease to flow toward the Lord of the Worlds. Should you cease in your 
journey and be drawn back to the Glen of Sorrow, you will become as a stagnant pool. Remember 
always that once the water is separated from the stream, it gradually becomes stagnant and breeds 
diseases. 

For a moment the Teacher paused, then added, "As the great river serves all life, we too must 
serve all life, for that is the way of the Lord of the Worlds." 

For a time Maya Sangh and his disciples sat in silence, contemplating upon the river, which 
gave water to all the land as it moved toward its inevitable rendezvous with the sea. While they had 
never seen the sea, the disciples knew that it was a great body of water, larger even than the Glen of 
Sorrow. 

When the Sun God's chariot raised high in the cloudless sky, the group rose and departed. Each 
disciple approached their daily tasks with gratitude to the Lord of the Worlds for the new life they 
had been given. 

On rare occasions, the disciples were allowed to join Maya Sangh at dusk's light and sit with 
him under the stars. He would often tell stories about his life in the Valley of the Sun. They par-
ticularly enjoyed hearing about their teacher's occasional trouble with the Brothers and of his 
confrontations with Silas the goat. Little by little, during the quietude of these magical evenings, 
the disciples almost forgot that they had ever lived in the Glen of Sorrow, and sometimes felt as 
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though the Valley of the Sun was their true home. These hours passed like elusive beams of moon-
light, and eventually each disciple began to develop a deep affection for the masters who lived at 
the end of the world. Their devotion ultimately formed an empathic link between themselves and 
the Brotherhood. In time these great emissaries of the Lord of the Worlds watched, not only over 
Maya Sangh, but also his disciples. 

In such a manner the seasons passed one-by-one. Each year the Queen of summer ultimately 
relinquished her ruler-ship to the Prince of Frost, and in turn the Prince would turn the Glen of 
Sorrow over to the Snow King. Winter succumbed to spring, and as it did, the newly awakened 
earth would again reach out to embrace the powerful Sun God. With the coming of the Sun God, 
the Children of Light danced merrily in the glen, and Red-breasted robins built their nests in the 
trees outside Maya Sangh's cabin. Fragrant blossoms swayed on the knurled branches of ancient 
trees, and in the distance, the snows from the Great Silver Mountain melted and flowed to the 
mighty river.  

Although Maya Sangh's disciples had slowly risen from darkness and unknowingness, the 
townsfolk continued their disbelief concerning the stories about the land at the end of the world. 
Bound by the outmoded ways of their ancestors, old age and death still possessed them, and sorrow 
and pain was still their burden. Nevertheless, a few subtle changes had encroached on the estab-
lished practices of the past. 

Conversations among the oldsters at Pringle's store were not as lively now as they had once 
been, and seeds of doubt had started to creep into the fanciful legends about their ancestors. There 
were no young men to replace the old men who, one by one, had allegedly succumbed to the fiery 
furnaces of the White Ones at the end of the world. All of the younger men in the glen had gone to 
Maya Sangh, and no one took their places on the worn-out chairs of myths and legends. This 
greatly worried the old men who remained, for they could see their ways gradually ending. Yet, 
despite their fears, they were unable to embrace the new. 

Maya Sangh watched these developments come to pass, but still he waited patiently knowing 
that the time would come when the people of the glen would turn to him. In the meantime, he was 
content with the many disciples he now taught. Each was like a tender plant, a seed to be nurtured, 
strengthened, and made ready for a greater life. These would be the descendants who would carry 
on the work of the White Ones when he departed from the glen. Although the teacher's hair was 
now touched with tinges of silver, and he had thoughts about death, these did not frighten him. His 
own Masters had taught him long ago, that there was no death and later, when he met his mother in 
the Forest of the Dying, he accepted this reality. 

During the passage of these years, Maya Sangh believed that his most important work was to 
prepare his disciples to continue in the effort to guide the people from the Glen of Sorrow to 
Shambhala. He knew that the glen would be different one day. Its people would no longer wander 
in darkness and unknowing, nor would there even be a Forest of the Dying or a Devil's Swamp. 
Yet, in spite of the inner visions that revealed these things to Maya Sangh, he had not been shown 
the outcome of his own life. Therefore, he rose early each day and lived as the Lord willed him, 
without concern about the future. The crown still remained on his head, a constant reminder of the 
Lord's will. 

Early one morning, everything suddenly changed. Just before the Sun God came forth, the 
Lord of the Worlds' gentle touch awakened Maya Sangh from his passage beyond matter. The 
teacher opened his eyes to let in the light streams of the day and heard unspoken words coursing 
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through his mind. They were like the sound of a great sea, more musical than the singing birds, and 
more powerful than the roaring thunder during a rain. It was the soundless voice of the Lord of the 
Worlds. "Maya Sangh, today you must take your disciples and work near the swamp. You will be 
needed there. Let your work consist of making bundles to feed the swamp creatures, but do not 
feed them until you know that it is the right time to do so. You will know when." 

Maya Sangh quickly rose and attired himself for the day. He treasured this special touch from 
the Lord. While he wondered about the meaning of the strange message, he did not allow curiosity 
to rule over the senses. Long ago the Brothers had taught him that a mind ruled by the senses held 
little constructive power. They had also taught Maya Sangh that the mind must one day learn to 
govern all human emotions and feelings for the sake of inner peace. Even Master Joseph had once 
said; one's emotions and feelings were like the wind upon the sea, causing a human to become 
violent and rampant. 

As the Sun God began its daily journey across the sky and the Children of Light danced 
joyfully in the glen Maya Sangh's diciples arrived. He opened the door of his cabin, stepped out 
and bowed before them in his usual custom, his hands pressed together and his fingers pointed 
upward to honor the Lord of the Worlds. After he had acknowledged them in this fashion, he 
spoke, saying, "I have been told that we must work in the meadow today, so there will be no lesson. 
We will be gathering and tying bundles of grass for our friends of the swamp, but they are not to be 
fed until I tell you. There is a reason for this." 

As Maya Sangh was obedient to the Lord of the Worlds, so were the disciples obedient to him, 
and therefore followed him to the meadow without hesitation. When they arrived at the place 
where the tall grass grew, they silently bent their backs and began to harvest. They cut the grass 
close to the roots, careful not to destroy its life source. Then they tied the blades together into large 
bundles and laid them in neat piles. 

Throughout the morning Maya Sangh and his disciples worked side by side, and the piles of 
grass gatherings grew larger. When one pile became high, the teacher motioned the disciples to 
begin a new one. After a two or more hours had passed, the disciples could not refrain from 
casting curious glances at their teacher. They knew better than to ask him why it was necessary to 
prepare so many bundles, for they believed there must be a good reason. Maya Sangh sensed their 
curiosity, but he could not appease it, because the Lord of the Worlds had not yet revealed the 
reason for their morning visit to the meadow. So intent was the group on the task at hand, that they 
paid little attention to the arrival of Millie, one of the women of the glen. She had come to the 
swamp to gather grass for weaving baskets. 

Carrying a young infant tied in a blanket around her waist, Millie bent the blades over and 
began to cut and tie the longer ones into small bundles. While she worked, the child made soft 
gurgling sounds of contentment. Without realizing it, she began moving closer to the edge of the 
swamp. When she noticed this she became somewhat fearful, but the longer grass near the edge 
proved too tempting. She knew that she could double the number of baskets she usually wove if 
she harvested the larger blades. In turn, more baskets would make it possible to buy some of the 
special dress material she had seen at Pringle's. 

For a moment, Millie straightened up and stretched her back to relieve the mounting pain. Just 
when she bent over again, she felt the blanket holding the child around her waist suddenly loosen 
and the infant slip away from her. 
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The mother moved quickly, but even as she turned, she saw her child rolling into the thick mud 
of the swamp. Millie watched in horror, as one of the nearby beasts raised his head, and she heard 
his great roar as he thrashed his long tail and moved toward the infant. A terrible scream of anguish 
rose in her throat and shrieked passed her lips. She screamed again. Her cries rang through the glen 
like the wail of an accursed, carrying fear and death on its wings. 

In the distance, the people of the glen heard Millie's scream and they ran toward the swamp, 
their blood turning cold. They sensed that one of their own had fallen prey to the beasts and they 
feared the worst. 

Maya Sangh and his disciples also heard the screams. Instantly, the teacher rose and moved 
quickly toward the Swamp. When he reached the edge, he immediately saw the infant crawling in 
the mud. He also saw one of the beasts parting its huge yellow fangs, preparing to devour the little 
girl. Extending his hands over the swamp, Maya Sangh closed his eyes and drew in his breath. As 
he did so he allowed his consciousness to envelop the swamp with more power than he had ever 
used before. His vice-like hold fell upon the beasts, and they were stilled. The one nearest to the 
infant lowered his massive head and quietly settled down; just inches from the child's raised head. 
Not understanding the grave danger she was in, the little girl innocently reached out and began to 
pat the rough, scaled hide of the beast's massive jowls. 

With the power of the Lord of the Worlds flowing through him, Maya Sangh pierced the minds 
of the beasts and spoke to them in the unspoken word. "You must not harm this infant, for you are 
causing pain to an innocent mother. Remember the pain you have experienced over the death of 
your newborns. Bring the child to me, unharmed. In return, I promise that you shall never again 
know the pangs of hunger." 

While these events were unfolding, many of the townsfolk from the village had gathered in the 
meadow and stood transfixed. However, their stunned silence was abruptly broken when Millie 
screamed again. Those gathered watched in stunned silence as the great beast opened its massive 
jaws and delicately picked the little girl up. Although a few wanted to help, fear bound them by 
shock and disbelief. As the people watched from a safe distance, they expected to hear the pitiful 
cries of the infant's pain and see the inevitable horror of blood oozing from the creature's mouth. 
However, a greater shock awaited them. 

The creature, having picked the infant up in its massive jaws, held the child as tenderly as it 
would have held its own newborn. Waddling slowly and carefully through the mud it gently laid 
the child at Maya Sangh's feet. Reaching down, the teacher picked up the infant tenderly. Looking 
down at the great hulking beast with deep compassion and understanding, Maya Sangh spoke to it 
again through the unspoken word, "You have done well, and as I have promised, you shall be 
rewarded. You shall not know hunger again." 

Releasing his control over the swamp, Maya Sangh turned and carried the little girl toward the 
waiting arms of her mother. 

The people watched as Maya Sangh came toward them with the infant. The teacher's body 
appeared bathed in a soft white light, and his eyes gleamed with the same sapphire blue of the 
distant sky, while his hair reflected the glory of the distant Silver Mountain. It was then they knew 
that he was, after all, the great White One who had been prophesied, the one sent to lead them to 
Shambhala. 
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After Maya Sangh handed the child over to its mother, the people fell upon him with great joy. 
Some distance away, his disciples stood quietly, not seeking to mingle among the people, for they 
knew that this was the time of the Awakening. 

Holding up his hands, Maya Sangh gently spoke to the people of the glen. "Please do not 
worship me. I am no more of a god today than I was on the day I first came to the Glen of Sorrow. 
It is true, however, that I was sent by the Lord of the Worlds to guide you on your journey. In time 
you will understand that you are all much more than you know, and one day you will be greater 
than you have ever dreamed." 

Pausing for a moment, Maya Sangh looked upon the people with great compassion. Then he 
spoke again, and there was strength and power in his voice. "Long have I lived among you, and 
long have I felt your suffering. Yet each of you is a child of the Lord of the Worlds, young and 
naive, strong and noble. You are not the body you wear, but a soul growing to maturity through 
your experiences on this planet. Truly, your soul is more eternal than the Great Silver Mountain 
and stronger than the mighty winds." 

Filled with rapture over the words they were hearing, the people gathered at Maya Sangh's feet, 
while a soft noon breeze moved through the grass, bending it in delicate dance. This moment of the 
Awakening was fair to behold. Not a single cloud marred the cerulean magnificence of the 
heavenly expanse. The Great Silver Mountain stood in snow-clad splendor beneath the sun, each 
snowflake on its peak glistening in jeweled elegance. 

Far away, in the Valley of the Sun, a droplet of moisture gathered in the corners of Master 
Joseph's eyes, and a smile almost touched his lips. As the oldest member of the Brotherhood of 
Twelve raised his eyes in gratitude toward the Garden of the Lord of the Worlds, a deep peace 
descended upon him. He knew now that the crown he bore upon his own head was not his greatest 
achievement; it was his disciple, Maya Sangh, who now stood with his people in the Glen of 
Sorrow. 



 

 

 
 

 
 
 

CHAPTER XVI 
  
 

RETURN TO THE VALLEY OF THE SUN 

 

he news spread quickly about the great one who now walked among the people of the 
glen, and soon others came to join those seated around Maya Sangh's feet. At first it was 
hard for some to accept, that Maya Sangh, who had lived among them for so long, was 

actually the one they had been waiting for. Before long, like the others, they too became enraptured 
with his words and their hearts filled with wonder as he spoke. Sitting with him under the passing 
chariot of the Sun God, they forgot about their disagreements with one another and the hardships 
of their lives. All they could think or talk about was the new knowledge that the Lord of the Worlds 
had always watched over them, and that Shambhala was their true home. 

Finally, one of the people spoke up. "Tell us what we should be callin you. We cain't call you 
Maya Sangh no more. Somehow, that seems a mite indecent, you being one of them great White 
Ones from the end of the world, and all."  
"Do not call me great, for I am but a shadow of those who raised me," Maya Sangh replied. "Call 
me 'Teacher,' for that is what my disciples call me. Now, I fear that we should all part for a few 
hours, for my world is new to you and you will need time to think about these things I have told 
you. If you like, however, we shall meet each morning when the sun is high in the sky, and again 
when you have finished your labors and eaten your evening meal. I promise that I shall teach you 
about the stars, and about the Kingdom of the Lord of the Worlds, which stretches across the sky as 
far you can see." 

The people from the Glen of Sorrow were hesitant to depart from Maya Sangh and return to the 
sameness of their daily work. As they rose, they came to touch him; glad that he was flesh and 
bones so that their eyes could behold him. When they were leaving, Maya Sangh raised his hand to 
still them. Like the creatures of the swamp, they felt his power flow through them, and coming to a 
halt; they waited with anticipation for his words. 

The teacher felt a tender love for these simple people who had gathered with him during the 
Awakening, He spoke to them again, saying, "Today the creatures of the swamp have given you a 
gift. They have spared your child. This was very hard for them to do, because their stomachs feel 
great pain from their hunger. In remembrance of those times you hungered, I ask that you return to 
the creatures what they have given up for you. Always remember that they not only share this glen 
with us, but they are also creatures brought into being by the Lord of the Worlds. Survival has been 

T 
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extremely difficult for them. Even as you built your homes, they were forced to recede from the 
land, until they were at last caged within this swamp. They not only hunger, but also fear. 

"If you look over there, you will see stacks of grass which my disciples and I prepared this 
morning. They are for the creatures. Take these and feed them, but do not be afraid, for they will 
not harm you. They have given me their word on this matter, and I have given mine. I have told 
them that they will never know hunger again. When you harvest your fields, see that they are fed. 
When you have remnants of food to throw away, give it to them. If you have nothing, gather the 
grass from this meadow. Then you and the creatures of the swamp will live in harmony, and your 
children need never fear them." 

The people from the Glen of Sorrow proceeded to go about doing as Maya Sangh bade them. 
Gathering up bundles of grass from the stacks which the teacher and his disciples had prepared 
earlier, the people went to the edge of the swamp and threw them to the beasts. They laughed with 
delight when one of the beasts happened to catch a bundle in its jaws. In turn, the massive hulks, 
their stomachs filled, looked upon the people and saw neither hatred nor fear in their eyes. Because 
of this, the creatures were docile, and the people saw a gentleness they had never seen before. And 
it came to pass; during this moment of mutual understanding, a bridge was built between human 
and beast. 

Following the Awakening, the seasons passed in rapid succession, and the Glen of Sorrow 
changed. Each day, the people came together when the sun was at its zenith to welcome Maya 
Sangh into their midst. During the early eventides they sat with him and looked up at the stars. 
When they saw him coming with his disciples, whether amid the dancing Children of Light, or the 
falling shadows when the Sons of Darkness took over ruler-ship, joy filled their hearts and they 
gathered around him. 

Through the years, the teacher taught the people many wonders concerning the Lord of the 
Worlds. Under the noonday sun, they learned about planting and harvesting, how an acorn be-
comes a tree, and how a grain of wheat becomes twenty grains. 

"There is a life force in everything, even in an unborn seed," Maya Sangh said to them one day. 
"As the seed is placed in the moist earth and exposed to the elements of the earth and water, its 
power is unleashed, making it possible to surmount even the force of the earth in its rise toward the 
light. As it is with the grain of wheat, how much more so it is you. Know that you have the 
potential to become greater and more powerful than you can imagine, if you will but simply 
nurture that which is already perfect in you." 

By night, the people were instructed in matters pertaining to the stars. 
"We cannot be the only life in the universe," Maya Sangh said one evening as the crescent 

moon shed its light upon the seated masses. "Many of the stars you see are actually suns, much like 
our own sun. Others are planets like our planet. New life is always manifesting everywhere, 
because the plan of the Lord is constantly unfolding. As life unfolds it too must change. This 
means that someday you will no longer be what you are today. 

"Only the night makes it possible to perceive this remarkable phenomenon, for it reveals a 
picture of the universe. It is through this visual picture that we come to understand the creative 
magic and universal love of the Lord of the Worlds, not just for us, but also for life everywhere. 
After all, the stars are as cells in His body, as are we." 

Sometimes, Maya Sangh talked about his life in the Valley of the Sun and about the Brothers 
who had raised him. The people of the glen loved these special interludes and felt closer to him 
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because it reminded them that he was, after all, human like them. They had some reservations 
concerning the Brothers, although they accepted the fact that the White Ones really did not have 
red-hot coals for eyes. The stories of the fiery furnaces and steaming caldrons had long been a part 
of their lore, and while Maya Sangh assured them that such things did not actually exist, some of 
the people remained cautious. In time even these overcame their concerns about the White Ones, 
as well as to those pertaining to the end of the world. Fear of the Black Dunes, however, did not 
diminish so quickly, for those who lived in the glen still looked upon the Dunes as a punishment 
worse than the fiery pits of their former beliefs.  

During the years, Maya Sangh worked to help the people understand the love of the Lord of the 
Worlds, and that the Lord's compassion rose beyond fear, hatred, and condemnation. In time, even 
the Black Dunes were forgotten as other questions filled their minds. 

The months passed swiftly and the glen continued to change. The men no longer gathered at 
Pringle's to discuss the disappearance of the woman Sophia. It was always the Teacher who was 
the primary topic in the glen, for he and his teachings had become the center of the people's lives. 
It became harder and harder for them to remember exactly what happened on that first day he 
arrived, when day had become night. Now the story had been embellished so much that it was hard 
to separate the real from the unreal. Some people claimed that they had always known who Maya 
Sangh was, while others simply remembered the astounding sight of a man with fiery hair rising 
out of the swamp like some specter. The townsfolk even wanted to give something back to Maya 
Sangh and offered to build him school to teach in, as well as a new home. He steadfastly refused, 
saying; he appreciated their generosity, but that he felt closer to the God of the Worlds under the 
radiant sun and beneath a canopy of gleaming stars. 

One morning, just as the Sun God rode his chariot of fire over the eastern edge of the horizon, 
Maya Sangh, as was his usual custom, rose and prepared to greet the new day. Through the passing 
years he had come to pay little heed to the sameness of the days and nights, for there were many 
humans to teach and care for. Both he and his disciples worked from early sunrise till the darkness 
of night caring for the needs of those in the Glen of Sorrow. And like Maya Sangh, the disciples 
dressed in simple white tunics to signify their dedication to the Lord of the Worlds, the great White 
Ones, and to their beloved Teacher. 

The planet had now completed seventy-nine rotations around the sun since Maya Sangh's 
mother had taken him to the Valley of the Sun. The teacher's hair was as white as the dome of the 
Great Silver Mountain. His eyes, once as blue as the azure sky, were opaque and impenetrable, 
reflecting unfathomable depths of great wisdom. A soft light suffused his face, gracing it with an 
appearance of indeterminable age, and a part of his soul now dwelled in worlds unseen by human 
senses. Nevertheless, Maya Sangh was also one with the people in the Glen of Sorrow, for he had 
spent most of his life here. Yet, sometimes when the moon shone in full splendor across the 
swamp, or when the Children of Light danced gleefully in the morning rays of the Sun God, he 
thought about his Valley of the Sun and about the twelve guardians who had raised him. In spite of 
the distance between them Maya Sangh had never felt any separation in consciousness, and he 
knew that it was only his human senses reaching out to appease his longing. 

While Maya Sangh knew the ways of the wind and the stars, and could open the doorway of the 
future pertaining to others, he could not always foresee his own destiny. At the moment, the 
teacher had no premonition that this particular day would be any different from those preceded it. 
Dressing in one of the traditional white linen garments he had worn all of his life, Maya Sangh 
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washed his face at the small basin still standing beside old Moe's tin water pail. After washing, he 
situated himself in the old familiar wooden rocking chair in front of a nearby window. From there, 
he could watch the daily reenactment of creation, for to him sunrise reflected the beginning of the 
world. He always considered each day of life a gift from the Lord of the Worlds whom he had 
served for so long. 

Quietly Maya Sangh sat watching the magnificent panorama of the day unfold and heard the 
symphony of birds warbling in the nearby trees. As he sat, a feeling of deep peace flowed through 
him. Even though he was accustomed to the beauty of the early morning dawn, it seemed that this 
particular one was even more magnificent than all of the others. 

As darkness began to fade in the east, the sunrise spun a robe of roseate, amethyst, and saffron, 
and spread across an almost sapphire sky. Soon the colors began to fade and the sky turned to deep 
azure. The Children of Light, who had awakened Maya Sangh each morning for many years, came 
quietly and gently touched his white hair. They alone knew that the hour of completion was at 
hand. 

While Maya Sangh sat and watched the golden splendor of the newborn day, he became aware 
of another light from within his cabin. As it grew brighter, he turned to seek its source. To his joy, 
he saw his beloved Master Joseph. Instantly he started to rise, that he might kneel at his teacher's 
feet as he had done so long ago. 

Master Joseph shook his head and motioned for Maya Sangh to remain seated. Then the Elder 
spoke to his disciple through the silence of the unspoken word. "You have already kneeled in your 
heart, Maya Sangh. Therefore, I do not demand that your aging body undergo the rigors of your 
youthful disciplines. I have simply come to tell you that your work in the glen is finished. It is time 
for you to leave." 

For a moment Maya Sangh's teacher paused, and looked at his disciple with deep tenderness. 
Then he spoke again. "Maya Sangh, the Lord of the Worlds has called me to the final Light, and I 
shall depart from this dimension to dwell forever in Shambhala as a Shambhala Master. Although 
I shall not be in this physical world again, I shall yet be in every living thing. 

"I want you to know that I go with great joy, but another must fill the vacancy caused by my 
departure. Therefore, you are to immediately return to the Valley of the Sun, to become the twelfth 
member of the Brotherhood. It has been decreed by the Lord of the Worlds that, of all living beings 
you have been found the most worthy. One by one, those who have followed you, and who are yet 
to follow you, will also one day enter the golden portals of Shambhala. 

"Although you do not yet know this, your work shall be written in the winds of the future and 
carried upon the mighty waves of the eternal sea. When you leave, your disciples will carry on the 
work you have started here in the glen. In time, the white sands of destiny will cover these dusty 
streets and steamy bayous and the Glen of Sorrow will be no more." 

The Master paused as he watched the light of understanding touch his disciple's face. For a 
moment, Master Joseph saw only the young boy who once sat cross-legged beside him and 
pretended that his hands and feet were lions and tigers. Then, as quickly as the images had 
appeared, the Master relegated them back to the secret place in his heart, and spoke once more. 

"All! Little Illusion Talk; you whom I did not choose in the beginning have become my 
greatest honor. To the world you will often be referred to as a god, one who came from the Valley 
of the White Ones. However, to the Brothers you will simply be Brother Maya, who vanquished 
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illusion from the human heart through the spoken word. When you return to the Valley of the Sun, 
your task will be to plant the fields and orchards." 

With these words, Master Joseph vanished. 
Joyously, Maya Sangh rose to begin preparation for his departure from the Glen of Sorrow. Yet 

there was also sadness in his heart, for he had dwelled long in the glen and had come to love its 
people. Now he must leave them. At the same time, his soul was experiencing a joy beyond any he 
had ever known, for he had been found worthy to serve in the Valley of the Sun. 

After making certain that everything was neat and orderly, Maya Sangh stepped out into the 
morning sun. Picking up a walking stick, he made his way across the familiar meadow at the out-
skirts of town. Once again, as it had when he arrived, the grass furled around his feet and the birds 
warbled serenely in the distant trees. The Children of light flowed through every droplet of 
moisture, while the flowers danced in the wind. Just as he reached the edge of Devil's Swamp, 
Maya Sangh turned to look back tenderly upon the village, which had been his home for so many 
years. When he did so, he heard a cry It was the cry of the people at high noon, grieving because he 
had gone from them. 

Even as he heard their cries, Maya Sangh saw the golden spirals of Shambhala rise over the 
Glen of Sorrow, and he was comforted. In the distance, he also saw a white-clad figure 
approaching from the village. It was Thomas, his first disciple. 

Immediately Maya Sangh raised his hand and forbade his disciple to come closer. Sending his 
consciousness forth through the ethers to form unspoken words, he entered Thomas's mind, just as 
Master Joseph had so often entered his. "Come no closer, my devoted disciple. What you feel is 
true. I am leaving the Glen of Sorrow and returning to the Valley of the Sun. You and the others 
must continue to care for the people. I know that it is a task that you will dedicate your lives to. 

"You were my first, and because of this, my favored. Now I must pass the Light on to you. One 
day you will become as I, and when this has come to pass we shall meet again. Wait and see.'' 

Having bid farewell to his first disciple, Maya Sangh turned and crossed Devil's Swamp, 
smiling at the beasts contentedly warming under the morning sun. 

From a distance, Thomas watched his teacher vanish into the Forest of the Dying. Then he 
turned away and went back to the village, his heart bearing a sorrow deeper than any he had ever 
known. His beloved teacher had gone. Yet, somehow Thomas knew that Maya Sangh would 
continue to watch over him. 

A few days following his departure from the glen, Maya Sangh descended the steep path 
leading into the Valley of the Sun. Some distance away he saw all of the Brothers standing exactly 
where he had left them so long ago. One by one, they came forward to greet him, and as they came 
near he saw their eyes mirrored his own joy. 

After each of the Brothers had placed their hands upon Maya Sangh's shoulders to welcome 
him home Master John, now the Eldest of the Elders, stepped forward to embrace him. 

Suddenly, Maya Sangh felt his soul swirling in a mist of light. It began to seep through him 
until it drew him into a vortex of timelessness. As he became engulfed in its inundating force, he 
felt himself changing until his life, as Maya Sangh, was almost a forgotten dream. When he 
emerged and looked around, he no longer knew any individual separateness from the Brotherhood 
or the sacred valley. In that moment he realized that he had finally come home to stay and now 
knew the hidden secret of the Valley. 
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The Brothers turned in the direction of the Great Silver Mountain, moving in single file toward 
the cabins nestled in the heart of the Valley of the Sun at the end of the world. After the others had 
passed Brother Maya took his place at the end of the line, for he was the youngest of a Brotherhood 
of Twelve. 
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