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From T.LOBSANG RAMPA's book:

"The Thirteenth
Candle "

(the title means that this is the 13th of his books
- which is lights/candles in the spiritual darkness
on this planet )

In this book he writes some short "stories" on
themes - partly discussed in earlier books - more
about the process of dying - the earlier encapsulated
astral body leaving the physical - and he also writes
about homo - sexuality - but he was not such himself.
In this book he also give answers to some of the
many letters he received. He daily in average got
sixty!! - and tried to answer all of them. What a job
only that!

Rampa had the ability to fellow all incidents by
reading/looking in the AKASHA - earths memory -
bank and so retelling the happenings in every detail.
The one who SEES can here recognise the TRUTH.
Research yourself!!

(some words are translated to Norwegian and there MAY BE
some wordmistakes here because this is scanned from the book.

Some headlines are added)

ANSWERING LETTERS

Here we take a extract from the book in the "letter
- answering - department” - page 108. A letter from
Rio de Janeiro:

"Purgatory" ("'renseriet"/
skjeersilden).

"Dear DrT.Lobsang Rampa.

I've already read all of your books and I'm very
interested to study hard everything you told us. But,
like every student has some questions, I'd like you
answer me the questions that I'll ask you.

'I'm sorry because I don't write (and speak) Eng-
land well as I'm still learning it in the school and many
of the words I saw in the dictionary. So, there are
questions:

1. If I die, I'll find many people who I've known.
I'll see them like I saw them in the Earth. But, what is
my real aspect whether I've already been many per-
sons in my existence circle? How a person who I had
known in a before circle, would she see me?

2. Why just now, a ancient from Tibete, like you,
came to tell us all of (everything) of the Oriental
wisdom? Why just now?

3. How could I see the Akashico Registry in the
astral?

4. What is the better position to meditate? I can't
sit in the Lotus Position and I can't sit with the spine
erect.

If you think some questions shouldn't be answered,
don't answer them as I'll find them in the meditation
(I hope so) as I've already found most of them just
thinking myself.

"You are really a candle in the darkness and I thank
you for everything.

'"Thanks very much, Dr. Rampa.

'FABIO SERRA"'

And the answer from Rampa:

'Dear Fabio Serra,

'Oh lovely! You have sent me some questions,
which are worthy of answering in a book I am now
writing and which will have the title of "The
Thirteenth Candle".

'As I propose to use your questions in this book I
am going to repeat your questions and then give the
answer. So, here they are:

1. "If I die I will find many people who I have
known. I will see them like I saw them on the Earth.
But what is my real aspect, and not just how I look
on the Earth? How would a person who knew me
before recognise me?"

'Well, the answer to that is when you die you first
of all leave this Earth and you go into what many
religions term "Purgatory"("renseriet"/skjersilden).
"Purgatory” is just a place where you purge away
certain things. Suppose you have been out working
in the garden and have possibly got some mud on
your face or on your hair (if you have any hair!). Then
you decide you want to come in and have dinner and
perhaps listen to the radio. So what do you do first of
all ? - you visit "Purgatory”. In other words, you
visit a place where you can wash your hands, wash
your face, and - well - purge yourself of dirt or things
which should not be on you.

'Many religions make fearful pictures of
"Purgatory". I prefer to regard it as a celestial
bathroom where you wash your astral, so to speak,
so that you may appear in front of your fellows with
your territorial integrity intact. You see, when you
are in the astral then you will be showing your aura,
and if you have too many "dirty marks" on your aura
then it will show to those who look. Purgatory, then,
is a place in the astral where you are greeted by your
friends and never by your enemies, because when
you get to the Other Side - you can only meet those
with whom you are compatible. When you leave this
Earth, then obviously you think of yourself, you think
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of your appearance, as you were on this Earth, and
that is how you manifest in the astral - precisely as
you were on this Earth. Because the people who meet
you there want to be recognised, they also will appear
to you just as you knew them on Earth.

'Many times one has the same sensation on Earth.
You see a person and you are sure that that person
has a mole (feflekk) on the left side of the cheek, but
another person might tell you, "Oh no, that mole was
removed about a year ago." You only see, in other
words, what you want to see, what you expect to see,
so when you get to the Other Side you will: see the
people you want to see, and you will see them in the
form and colour that you expect to see them in.

A simple illustration - suppose you had a Negro
friend, that is, the person was a Negro on Earth when
you knew him. But supposing on the Other Side he
was a white man; if he approached you, you wouldn't
recognise him, would you? So he appears as a Ne-
gro.

'As you progress upwards then your appearance
changes. In the same way you can have an illiterate
savage (vill analfabet) with hair all over the place
and teeth stained with various berries, etc. But if you
took that illiterate savage and scrubbed him several
shades lighter and gave him a shave and a haircut
and fixed him up in a modern civilised suit of clothes
- he would look different, wouldn't he? Well, when
you get to the Other Side and you progress, then you
will find your appearance changing - for the better.

'"The second part of that question? Well, of course,
this lady whom you ask about - will see you when
you get to the Other Side - as you are imagining
yourself to be. She will see you as you were on earth,
and you will see her as she was on Earth. Otherwise
(to repeat myself) you would not recognise her.

2. "How did an ancient from Tibet, like me, come
to tell 'Western people all about this sort of thing?
Why should I come just at this time?"

'"That is a fair enough question, and I will give you
the answer.

'In the past there have been many people visiting
Eastern areas of the world, and people from the West
are material-minded. They dwell in the present, they
dwell amid (midt i) thoughts of money, material
possessions, power and domination over others. It is
part of the Western culture. Now, when they go to
the East and find that many of the finest minds of the
East are housed in bodies which are sick or poor or
clad in rags (filler), they cannot understand it, and so
they take the ancient Teachings and, not having been
born to the language, not having been born to the
culture, they distort the ancient Teachings to that
which they (the Westerners) think should be meant.

So it is that many translators, etc., do a definite disser-
vice to humanity in propounding fallacious (misvi-
sende) statements by distorting one's true religious
beliefs.

'l was prepared for a very long time. I was given
the ability to understand the West while still being of
the East. | was given the ability to write and to get
my points clearly over to a person who is worthy of
knowing the answers. | have suffered more than any
person should have to suffer, but that has given me a
greater insight, that has given me a greater range of
expressions, of understandings, and has made my
sympathetic to the Western outlook, and able to tailor
(tilpasse) my words to convey the true esoteric
meaning to the Western reader.

'This is the Age of Kali, the Age of Disruption, the
Age of Change - when mankind truly stands at the
crossroads deciding to evolve or devolve, deciding
whether to go upwards or whether to sink down to
the level of the chimpanzee. And in this, the Age of
Kali, I have come in an attempt to give some
knowledge and perhaps to weigh a decision to Wes-
tern man and woman that it is best to study and climb
upwards than to sit still and sink down into the slough
of despond.(fortvilelsens sump).

'In your third question you ask how you can see
the Akashic Record when in the astral. To answer:

"When you enter the astral plane after having left
this life you will, of course, go to the Hall of
Memories and you will see everything that has happe-
ned to you, not just in the life you have just left, but
in other lives that you lived before. Then you will
decide, possibly with the assistance of counsellors
(rddgivere), what you want to do - to advance your
evolution. You may decide that you, too, would like
to help others coming from Earth. In that case, ifit is
definitely to your advantage to see the Akashic Record
so that you may help others more genuinely, then you
will be given the power to see the Akashic Record.
But I must tell you that no one can see it just as a
matter of curiosity.

'"There are people nowadays in the West who adv-
ertise that for a fee (honorar) they will travel into the
astral (complete with briefcase (dukumentmappe), 1
suppose!) and consult the Akashic Record and come
back with all the information desired. Well, of course,
this is entirely untrue. They do not consult the Akashic
Record, and I doubt if they ever get into the astral
consciously. The only spirits they consult are the ones
that come in bottles. So, I repeat, you cannot see the
Akashic Record of another person unless there is some
definite gain to be derived therefrom - FOR the Other
PERSON.

"Your fourth question is, once again, a very sensi-
ble question, one which I am pleased to answer be-
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cause so many people ask it, so many people are
troubled. Your question is, "What is the best position
to adopt for meditation? I cannot sit in the Lotus
Position and I cannot sit with the spine (ryggsayle)
erect?"

'Precisely! Let me tell you this; if you breathe you
do not have to adopt a special position, do you? If
you want to read a newspaper or a book you do not
have to adopt a special position. If you want to read
you take a position which is comfortable for you.
Perhaps you sit in an armchair, perhaps you lie down.
It doesn't matter. The more comfortable you are, the
more you enjoy, the more you can absorb that which
you are going to read. The same applies to meditation.
Now, read this carefully .". It does not matter in the
slightest degree how you sit. Sit in any way you wish.
Lie down if you prefer. And if you want to lie down
in a curled (sammenkrgllet) position, then do so. The
whole purpose of resting is so that you can be free
from strain. You must be free from strain and
distraction if you are going to meditate successfully.
So - any position that suits you suits meditation.

'"There it is. you've got your answers. | hope you
will find these answers of benefit to you.'

The Old Author leaned back with the satisfaction
of a job well done. 'What a tremendous amount of
misconception and misunderstanding there is,' he
thought. Then he reached out and picked up another
letter, this time all the way from Iran. One question
in particular is applicable here, and that question is -
What is the point of sleeping in the lotus posture?
Apart from mortifying the flesh what good does it
do?

This really is a most vexed subject. It really does
not matter in the slightest degree whether one sits in
the Lotus Position or lies flat on one's back. The only
matter is that one shall be comfortable because if one
is not comfortable - then there will be all manner of
strains and stresses which will distract one from rest
and distract one from meditation. Let us, look at this
a bit closer, shall we?

In the West people sit on chairs. When they go to
bed they rest on a soft contraption (innretning) which
has springs or some device which lets portions of the
anatomy sag so that if (to be unkind!) one's behind
sticks out abit too much - the soft mattress or soft
springs will permit one's behind to sink down in the
mattress, and then the weight is more evenly
distributed. The point is that in the Western world,
people have a system which suits them, it is their sys-
tem, the system to which they are born, and if a
Westerner wants to sit he usually sits on some sort of
platform supported on four legs and with a prop at

the back to prevent him from tipping over. Almost
from birth, then, he is conditioned to believe that he
has to have his spine supported by something else,
and so the muscles which normally would keep his
spine erect become undeveloped or atrophied.

The same conditions apply in the matter of legs,
their joints, etc. The Westerner is conditioned to have
his legs stick out at a certain angle and bend down
from the knees at a certain angle, and in any other
position he is, naturally uncomfortable.

Now let us consider the East, Japan first. In Japan,
before entering a house, one discards one's footwear
and then enters the house, walks into a room, and sits
on the floor. The only way you can sit comfortably
on the floor is cross - legged, and one variation of
that cross legged position is called the Lotus Position.

Throughout, many years of development the Japan-
ese has found that if he grabs his ankles and nearly
ties his legs in a knot he is very comfortable. He is
propped up on a good solid foundation, and because
he has been conditioned to it from birth he finds no
strain, no discomfort, no unpleasantness. He finds,
too, that his spine is naturally erect. It just has to be
because of that posture.

Take a Japanese who has never seen Western
appliances before, and drop the poor wretch on to a
Western chair, and he will be acutely uncomfortable.
It will give him aches and pains in all the best places,
and as soon as he can decently do so he will slide off
the chair and flop on the floor in the accustomed
position.

If one takes a Westerner and puts him in a Japan-
ese community so that he has to sit on the floor cross
- legged he suffers agony. His joints have not been
conditioned to that particular position, so, to start with,
he thinks he is going to split and then when the time
comes to get up he usually finds he cannot. It is a
delightful sight to see a fat old German who has been
sitting cross legged trying to get up. Usually he falls
forward on his face and just saves himself with his
hands. Then with many a hearty groan he gets his
knees tucked under him somehow, and with painful
creaks and gasps and guttural exclamations he gets
to his feet at the same time clutching his back and
wearing upon his face the most anguished of
expressions.

In the Far East - sitting cross legged is an ordinary
matter of everyday existence. In the West the culture
is developed of making money and of having mate-
rial possessions. The Westerner thinks more of "today'
- thinks more of having possessions upon this Earth -
and so whatever is a status symbol becomes desira-
ble. In the days of long ago kings and emperors and
pharaohs and all that type of person sat on
thrones....(end of extract from this part).



From Lobsang Rampas book: The Thirteeth Candle

So from Chapter TEN:
- more on the important
understanding of the overself:

So the end of the week came around as the end of
the week always does. The Old Author heaved a sigh
of relief to think there would be no mail on this day,
for on a Saturday in Montreal there is no mail delivery.
So while the highly paid mailmen were resting in their
country cottages or going out fishing in their boats,
the Old Author lay back in his bed and grumpily con-
sidered all the questions which still had to be
answered. Here is a question which comes up time
after time. It is:

To me it is most important to know where I am
going. Once a man is born you state that it is
somewhat like a mother giving birth to a child but
with the Silver Cord still remaining attached. You
state that the Overself is the nine-tenths of the
subconscious of Man or; so to speak, the man behind
the scenes. All right, if this be so - then let us get to
the man. He starts out limited to his one-tenth, and
thus runs round in the dark most of his life. The man
dies (he has done his job for the Overself), the Silver
Cord is severed and he is on his own. WHAT DOES
the OVERSELF GIVE HIM FOR HIS EFFORTS?

Well, all right, let us get down to it. Yes, that is a
question which can be answered. But you must
remember that the Overself'is the real you, and it is -
as far as Earth terms are concerned - blind, deaf, and
static, but of course only as far as this low Earth is
concerned. The Overself wants to know what things
are like on this Earth, it wants sensation fast because
in the realm in which the Overself normally lives -
things move at the rate of a thousand years, or so,
instead of a day. That is why in one of the Christian
hymns there is that piece about a thousand years being
the twinkling of an eye. But anyway, the Overself
can be likened to the brain of a human. The Overself
causes a human, or more than one human, - to do
certain things and to experience certain things, and
all the sensations are relayed back to the "brain"-
Overself, who then vicariously enjoys or suffers from
those sensations.

We have difficulties, you know, because upon this
Earth we are dealing with only three dimensions and
only three dimensional terms, so how are we to get
over concepts which demand perhaps nine
dimensions?

You ask what sort of reward does the Overself give
to the human for all the experiences which have been
undergone, but there is a good question to ask in
return; it is this - What reward do you give your fingers

for turning a door - knob and opening a door for you?
What payment do you give to your feet for conveying
you along to another room in the house or to your car
or for pushing you upstairs? How do you pay your
eyes for sending your brain those beautiful pictures?
Remember - if 'you' are the brain and you are depen-
dent upon hands and feet and nose and eyes, all those
organs are dependent upon you for their existence. If
you did not exist - those hands, feet, nose, and eyes
would not exist either. It is completely a cooperative
effort. If your fingers light a cigarette, your fingers
do not enjoy the smoke; possibly another part of 'you'
does, but anyhow when your fingers light a cigarette
other organs do not reward those fingers with kind
words or expensive gifts by way of thanks. But even
if 'you' wanted to reward those fingers, how would
you do it? What could you give to fingers that would
please them and reward them adequately? And if the
real 'you' is the brain, then how can the brain, which
is dependent upon those fingers, operate to reward
those fingers? Do you make the left hand give a gift
to the right hand and then the right hand give a
reciprocal gift to the left hand, or what? Keep in mind
always that the fingers are dependent on the brain for
direction, the fingers are dependent upon 'you'. So
there is no reward because just as the fingers and the
toes are part of the whole body, so You are just part
of the whole organism which constitutes extensions
of the Overself. Here on this Earth you are just an
extension -in the same way as you can thrust an arm
through a window and feel things in a room beyond,
a room beyond the range of your sight. So there you
are. You are working for yourself. Anything you do
here benefits your Overself and so benefits you -be-
cause you are the same thing, or a part of it.

The same querist has another question, which is
applicable, and it is:

'If the said man must be reincarnated, does he go
back to the same Overself or does he get a new one?
Is he sort of a permanent part of the Overself? Is
man suddenly endowed with the other nine - tenths
of the consciousness, or what happens?’

The answer to this - Well, your question really is,
does the same body or spirit come down from the
Overself? Let - us suppose you get a cut on your
hand. You don't get a fresh hand, do you? The hand,
or rather, the cut heals because it is part of you, be-
cause it is directed by your brain to heal, it goes
through the process of joining together. People are
entities complete, so that your Overself can direct
extensions to itself to come down to Earth, and those
extensions - humans - are something like the tentacles
of an octopus (blekksprut); cut off a tentacle and it
will re - grow.
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My oh my! What a lot of confusion there is about
this Overself business! But in an earlier part of this
book the matter should have been clarified somewhat.
To add possibly a little more light - let us suppose
that we have a big entity which has powers which we
do not at present understand. This entity has the ability
to think and thereby to cause extensions of itself to
shoot out wherever desired - pseudopods, they are
called. So our Overself, remaining in one place, has
the ability to cause extensions to be sent away from
the main body, but still attached to it, and at the end
of the extensions there is a node (knutepunkt) of
consciousness - which can be aware of things through
touch or through sight or through sound, nodes of
consciousness which merely receive on different
frequencies.

Everything is vibration. There is nothing but
vibration. If we think that an article is stationary, then
it is merely vibrating at one particular rate. If a thing
is moving, then it is vibrating at a faster rate. And
even if a thing is dead, it is still vibrating and actually
breaking up as the body, decomposes (spaltes) into
different vibrations.

We feel a thing, no matter whether it is stationary
or moving. We touch it and we feel it because it has a
certain vibration, which can be received and
interpreted by one of our nodes, attuned to that type
of frequency. In other words, we are sensitive in the
sense of touch.

Another article is vibrating much more rapidly. We
cannot feel it with our fingers, but our ears pick up
that vibration and we call it sound. It is vibrating in
that range of frequencies which a higher - receiving
node can receive as a high sound, an intermediate
sound, or a low sound. Beyond that there is a range
of frequencies, which are much higher, we cannot
touch them, we cannot hear them, but even more sen-
sitive nodes termed eyes can receive those frequencies
or vibrations - and resolve them inside our brain into
a definite pattern and so we get a picture of what the
thing is.

We get much the same thing in radio. We can lis-
ten - in to the AM band - which is a fairly coarse
vibration or frequency, or we can go to the short -
wave bands which are much faster frequencies which
an AM receiver will not receive. And we can also go
down (or should it be up?) to the FM frequencies, or
the UHF frequencies where we can pick up televis-
ion - pictures. The radio receiver for television will
not pick up AM or shortwaves, just as the AM or
shortwave receiver will not pick up television pictures.
SO there we have an everyday illustration of how we
can put out extensions to receive vibrations of a
special frequency. In just the same way the Overself
puts out nodes - pseudopods - humans - to pick up

something which the Overself wants to know about.

Horrid thought for you. Something to make your
flesh creep before you go to bed; we have seen how
humans make things to pick up AM radio or FM or
shortwaves. Supposing your Overself regards this
Earth as just AM, then the Overself can have
pseudopods out in higher frequencies, eh? So some-
times you get a nightmare where the poor old Overs-
elf has got his lines crossed and you pick up impres-
sions of bugeyed monsters, etc. Well, there are such
things, you know.

The Author picked up another letter and shuddered
(skjelver). He had no mirrors about, but had there
been a mirror available it would have been observed
that the Author turned very pale shockingly pale. And
why? How about this for a question?

I have a question and it is this; if a puppet can
enter either a male or a female body depending on
what it wants to Learn, why is it always taken for
granted that the entity which was the Dalai Lama will
always incarnate as a man? Surely even this entity
needs a change if it is to learn things generally rather
than purely from the male viewpoint, and why can a
woman never aspire to the highest level of
Lamahood? In Tibet where I understand men and
women are equal (or were before the Chinese arrived),
why this discrimination?'

Once again a question can be partly answered by a
question. Here is a question which may help; where
in all history has there been a woman as a Supreme
God? Can you readers tell of any single instance
where a woman has been the Supreme God? Yes, there
have been Goddesses, but they have been 'inferior' to
the Gods. The Dalai Lama was a God on Earth
according to Tibetan belief, and so, as a God on Earth
being a Goddess on Earth would not suffice. He came
in male form because the things he had to do necessi-
tated (nedvendiggjorde) that he came in male form.
But how do you know that the Overself of the Dalai
Lama does not have female puppets elsewhere
learning other things? As a matter of facthe did. As a
matter of fact much was being learned on the female
side also.

This particular Author has a screw loose about
certain things. One is about the moronic press, and
another is about the so - called Women's Liberation
Movement. This particular Author firmly believes that
women have a very important job in life, raising the
future population. If women would only stop aping
men - and they do definitely try to ape men and try to
wear the pants, forgetting that they don't have the
figure for it - then the world would be a better place.
This Author believes that women are responsible for
most of the troubles of the world through wanting to
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get out and be 'free’, as they wrongly term it, instead
of accepting their responsibilities as mothers. Women
say they want to be equal, but are they not equal?
Which is most important, a dog or a horse? They are
different creatures. Men and women are different
creatures, a man has never given birth without the
assistance of a female, let us say, but a female can
give birth without the assistance of a male by
parthenogenesis. So if the Women's Lib Movement
wants a boost (styrke), why not boast about that?

What greater proof of equality or even superiority
can there be than that women have the task of pro-
viding and bringing up the future race? The male co-
operation in the matter only takes a few minutes, but
a woman - well, she should bring up children until
they are able to get on by themselves, and how she
brings them up, the example that she sets them, that
is how the future race will be. But now women want
to beetle off to the factory where they can talk scandal,
they want to be a hash - slinger, or anything except to
accept the responsibility for which she is so well
qualified by Nature. Women's Liberation? I think the
sponsors of the Women's Liberation Movement
should be slapped across the backside - hard!

The question goes on to ask why women never
aspire to the highest Lamahood. Because women are
irrational, that is why, because women cannot think
clearly, that is why. Because women let their emotions
run away with reason, that is why. If women would
only stop being such asses (fjols) and face up to their
responsibilities, then the whole world, the whole
Universe, would be a better place.

Women have the biggest task of all; women have
the task of staying at home, making a home, and set-
ting an example which future generations can follow.
Are~women not big enough to do their task?

Another question, What is the best incense to use?

That is something which cannot be answered be-
cause it is much the same as saying, what is the best
dress to wear? What is the best food to eat? One can-
not say what is the best of anything until one knows
for what purpose it is required. Briefly, so that this
shall not be entirely negative, here are some
comments; You should try different types, different
brands of incense, and you should decide which is
best type FOR YOU when you are peaceful or when
you are irritated or when you want to meditate. Decide
which is the best for You on those occasions, and lay
in a good supply of those types.

Incense should always be thick sticks. The thin stuff
is practically useless. It is like having a musical note;
if you get a thin, reedy note it merely irritates, it merely
aggravates one, but if you have a good, full - bodied
note, then that can be peaceful, soothing, or stimula-
ting. So - never be fobbed off with a thin stick of

incense. If you use that you are wasting your money.

Astral travelling - again

Some later in the book the question on astral
travelling again comes forward - and he answers:

Actually astral travel is done by all of us Most
people are unconscious of it, and when they have an
experience, which they dimly remember in the mor-
ning - they put it down as a dream or imagination.

Astral travelling, or rather, learning to astral tra-
vel, is much the same as learning to ride a bicycle.
Really it sounds quite impossible that anyone should
ever learn to ride on two wheels, and as for those
unicycle things! Well, people can learn to ride a
bicycle or a unicycle. People can learn to walk a
tightrope, and there is no set time for how long it will
take one to become proficient. It is only a knack
(knep). If you believe you can ride a cycle, then you
can ride a cycle. If you believe you can walk a
tightrope or a slack rope either, then you can do so. It
is the same with astral travel. It is not possible to set
out a list of exercises on how you start to astral tra-
vel. How would you tell a person the manner in which
he should learn to ride a bicycle? How would you
tell a person how he would learn to use roller skates?
Besides the obvious one of tying a cushion to his
posterior, that is. And again, how would you teach a
person how to breathe so that he could live? Breath-
ing is a natural thing, we just do it. We are not always
conscious of doing it, are we? We are only conscious
of breathing when there is some difficulty. We are
not conscious of astral travelling, either, most of us,
but it is just as easy as breathing, just as easy as ri-
ding a bicycle.

The main thing is that you should decide that you
are going to astral travel consciously. The emphasis
is on the word 'consciously'. Unfortunately the word
'imagination' has a bad name. People think that to
imagine a; thing is to pretend something, which does
not exist. Perhaps we should say 'visualise' instead.
So to start astral travel you should go to bed - alone,
of course, and in a room alone also. You should rest
in any position whatever so long as it is comfortable.
If you could stand on your head that would be quite
all right if you found it comfortable. But if you want
to lie on your back, on your side, on your front, so
long as it is comfortable, that is all you need do. If
you find it comfortable then it is all you need.

So - lying down comfortably, make sure that your
breathing is complete, that is slow, and deep, and even,
naturally, comfortably, not forced. Lie like that for a
few moments, collecting your thoughts. Then with
the light out visualise yourself as a body within a
body, visualise you are in a body withdrawing from
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your outer body in much the same way as you would
withdraw your hand from the glove which
encompassed it.

Form a mental picture of your body just as you are
lying on the bed. Do you have pyjamas on? Then
visualise them, even to the stripes or patterns or
flowers. Do you have a nightdress? Visualise that
precisely as it is. Do you have pretty little bows and
laces round the neck? Well be sure you visualise them.
Or are you one of those hardy souls who sleeps like a
peeled banana? Well, visualise yourself just as you
are. And then go on with your visualisation to imagine
(sorry! VISUALISE) your astral form to be absolutely
identical with the outer form. Visualise this body
sliding out of the flesh body and rising up so that it is
about an inch or two above the flesh body. Hold it
there, just concentrate on visualising what it is like.
If you are a girl you will have long hair, but that is a
mistake because boys, too, seem to have long hair
nowadays. But, anyway, if you have long hair
visualise it hanging down. Is it touching the face of
the flesh body? Then push it up a few inches. Visualise
that body as a solid creation. Look at it from the top
- from the ends, and from underneath so that you get
a complete picture, a solid picture of it. Then let
yourself feel satisfaction. You are out of the body.
Do you feel the astral body swaying up and down
slightly? Be careful, if it sways too much you will
have a dreadful feeling of falling, and then you will
slam back into your flesh body again with a horrid
'bonk' which will jerk you back to being just in bed.

Be satisfied for the moment thinking of your body,
your astral body. floating a little way just above your
flesh body. Then gradually visualise the astral body
sinking back inside the flesh body just as you would
slide your hand into a glove.

Try that for a night or two until you can hold the
visualisation strongly, and when you can do that go
further.

You have got out of your body. You are floating
just above your flesh body. Think - where do you
want to go? Do you want to go and see Dr. Armand
Legge, the doctor who gave you such a bad medical
report, or something? All right, you know what he is
like. Think of him, think of yourself travelling; think
of yourself arriving. If you can do it like this you can
just tickle him on the back of his neck. He will become
frightfully uncomfortable! But perhaps it's a little
unkind to tell you of a trick like that.

Do you want to think of your girl friend? Well,
you can go and see your girl friend, too, if you want
to. But remember if you have the wrong thoughts in
your mind about what you are going to see you will
find that until you've got an awful lot of practice you'll
end up back in your body with a hearty slap. What

happens is this; you get out of your body, you think
you will go and see some girl friend or someone
whom you would like to have as a girl friend. You
know it's her bath time and you want to see if she has
any moles on her birthday suit. You get there, but her
aura detects your presence and alerts her
subconscious. Her consciousness may feel uneasy,
she may keep looking over her shoulder or something,
she may wonder if the landlord is peeping through
the keyhole. She won't see you, but her aura will sense
you and the sub - conscious will rise and give you
such a bonk, that you will forget all that you have
seen and you will be chased back to your body with
more of a shock than you thought possible. Only when
your thoughts are pure can you intrude on a person's
privacy like this, and to those people who write in
and ask how they can peep (kikke) at their girlfriends
at the wrong time - well, the answer is, for your own
sake don't. You will get pretty rough treatment.

Practice this visualisation. It is an easy thing indeed.
When you can visualise it, then you can do it, so how
long it is going to take depends upon you, upon how
quickly you can realise the truth. The truth is that you
DO astral travel, but because of civilised condition-
ing, etc., you do not always realise it, you do not
always remember it, and when you do remember it
most times you pass it off as imagination, a dream,
or as wishful thinking. As soon as you accept the
reality of astral travel then you can sincerely visualise
astral travel. And when you can sincerely visual as-
tral travel, then, believe me, you can do it because it
is far more simple than getting up off a chair, it is far
more simple than picking up a book. Astral travel is
basic, it is part of a living persons birthright, no mat-
ter whether it be a horse, a monkey, a human, or a cat
- everyone does astral travel. But how quickly you
do it - depends on you.

Curiouser (merkelige)and curiouser; the very next
question is: you say that in the astral everything
shimmers, thing shimmers always. Is it because I wear
glasses?

When you are in the astral everything shimmers
because it is full of life, full of vitality. If you are
doing it properly, you can see little speckles of light
around you. You see as if everything was in a shaft
of sunlight. No doubt you have been on some grimy
railroad station and had a shaft of sunlight peer in
through a murky window. In the shaft of sunlight you
have seen little specks floating about. Well, in the
astral everything is like that, you are in perpetual sun-
light, and everything shimmers with the vitality of
life. It is the opposite of being in smog. In the astral,
by the way, bad sight does not matter. It does not
matter if you are blind. In the astral you have all your
senses. You can hear and see, you can smell, and you
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can feel. A hundred per cent efficiency every time.
So why not try astral travel? It is easy and it is natural.

And, finally - astral travel is utterly, utterly safe.
You cannot get hurt, and so long as you are not afraid
- no harm of any kind can ever happen to you. If you
are afraid, well you are just wasting energy. There is
nothing to it except that. The only thing is, if you are
afraid you are dissipating your energy needlessly, and
- you are slowing down your vibrations so much that
you are making it difficult to stay in the astral - in the
same way that an aeroplane that loses its forward
speed sinks. You don't want to sink, do you? All right
then, don't be afraid. There is nothing of which to be
afraid!

So the questions come rolling in ad infinitum, add
two and two together. The old typewriter goes
clacking away and the pages come churning out - not
churning out really because everything is thought out,
but with a bit of practice typing comes fast. So the
pages come out anyway, which means as there are
more and more pages there is less and less room for
further questions. So let us answer just one more
question in this chapter. Here is a good one:

"...you tell us that when we are on Earth we are
only onetenth conscious, but from what we read in
your books it does appear that we are less conscious
than are beings who inhabit other planets; the
Gardeners of the Earth, as one example, either are
in possession of one hundred per cent awareness or
they must have greater power than Earth people, or
is it that in their third dimensional state they could
be more than onetenth conscious? Their intellect and
technical knowledge seem to be so far beyond ours,
not only their intellect but their compassion and
understanding. Can you explain this, please?

Yes, sure, nothing to it. On this Earth we are upon
one of the most measly of little dust spots in the
Universe. You see, there are more planets, more
worlds, than there are grains of sand upon all the
seashores of the Earth, and you can throw in for good
measure all the sand on the seabed too, because the
number of universes is beyond human comprehen-
sion. If you get a bit of dirt beneath your nail and you
look at it all beneath a microscope - you find there
are thousands of bits of dirt. But then think of all the
stuff on the surface of your body, think also that no
matter how this 'dirt' appears to you, yet still it is
formed of the basic carbon molecule. So, piece of
dirt beneath a nail, how are you going to imagine
how many molecules - how many worlds - there are
in one human body? And having decided upon that,
how about all the other human bodies, the animal
bodies, the bodies on other worlds, etc.

Upon this world we are onetenth conscious, but
upon other worlds people may be several more tenths
conscious. But if they were even one - twentieth
conscious they could still be far more intelligent than
the people of Earth.

The Gardeners of the Earth are not just three-
dimensional people living somewhere out there in
space ready to slap down (klaske ned) an intruding
astronaut or cosmonaut. They are in a different dim-
ension also, and of course their technical abilities are
so far above that of humans that humans to them
would be like a particularly scruffy (pjuskete) microbe
sitting on a particularly scruffy piece of dirt.

The big difficulty is that upon this Earth we have
to live and deal with three dimensional terms, so how
is one to describe things which happen perhaps in
nine or more dimensions?

So, to answer the question - yes, upon this Earth
we are only onetenth conscious. And, yes, we are less
conscious than are beings who inhabit superior
planets, even if, by chance, they also should be only
onetenth conscious. Yes, the Gardeners of the Earth
are much more conscious, and they are also much
more conscious in many more dimensions. They have
worked their way up from what we are now, and yet
above them there are higher beings and to them the
Gardeners of the Earth are just as we appear to the
Gardeners of the Earth. But if we adopt the correct
law, and that law is that we should do that which we
would have others do unto us, then we too can climb
our way up to the state of the Gardeners of the Earth
and from thence (derfra) onwards. The best way to
explain it is to take the R.A.F. motto, 'Through
Hardship to the Stars.'

So the closing of this book with
Chapter TWELVE:

Henrietta Bunn glowered gloomily as she looked
at her friend. 'Can't understand this author,' she
complained, 'here am I trying to study his books and
there is no Index. How does he expect one to find a
thing again - read all the books?' Her breath trailed
off into a series of muttered fulminations as she
flipped the pages as well as her lid.

Her friend, Freda Prizner, smiled indulgently, "Well,
you know, Hen,' she replied, 'l read his books for
pleasure. The thought of STUDY turns me off and I
want someone to Turn me On!' She sighed and added,
'But you got something there, girl, all books should
have indexes so you can look up what you want to
avoid.'

The poor wretched Author groaned as he wriggled
in discomfort on his hard steel bed. What DO people
want? he wondered - First, it is a 'sin' to use too many
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I's - and after all, am I not entitled to an I or two more
than average? There is 'The Third Eye', you know!
But now Readers (bless their hearts - one to each
Reader!) want an Index!!! The Old Author felt his
pangs and pains increase at the mere thought.

Deep in the Heart of the United States where the
Buffaloes no longer roam (the elks having taken over
instead) a most brilliant and talented woman was hard
at work. With one husband - she says it is enough! -
and two children - she says it is too many as they are
boys ! - to look after, she STILL found time to
compile An Index. Out of the blue it came, well no,
this is a TRUE book. Out of a mailman's mail sack it
came. A package. The Old Author's fumbling fingers
easily unwrapped the parcel because it had already
been opened by Canada Customs. Inside -INSIDE -
yes, you guessed it there was An Index.

Mrs. Maria Pien is a brilliant woman, talented and
capable. Yet no one is perfect; even she has a fault.
Her writing is minute (liten), and the Old Author has
rapidly failing sight. So to read Mrs. Pien's writing -
a STRONG magnifying glass is used. She missed her
vocation (kall); her natural work should be to write
books on the head of a pin (knappenal).

Thank you;' Mrs. Pien, for your greatly -
appreciated work. In the interest of space, the initials
of the title are used, thus:

The Third Eye =TE

Doctor from Lhasa =DFL

The Saffron Robe = SR

The Hermit =TH (dansk EREMITTEN)

The Rampa Story = RS

(for the present - only extracts from these above in
danish/norw.language)

Cave of the Ancients = CA
Living with the Lama = LWL
You - Forever = YF

Wisdom of the Ancients = WA
Chapters of Life = ChL
Beyond the Tenth = BT
Feeding the Flame = FTF

The Thirteenth Candle =TC
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Sacrifice: ChL 204

Satan: SFTF 27TH 147, 150

Scandal:ChL 204

Science: TH 47

Scientists: ChL 33, 216; TH 11

School of Life: CA 202; YF 144

Seance: WA 113; FTF 131; TC 14, 17, 101
Sea of Space: TH 79

Seer: YF 115
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Sex: CA 173, 178; RS 94; ChL 147; BT 24, 65, 69
Sight: TH 12, 24, 27, 45, 52, 86

Silence: YF 88, 90

Silver Cord: TE 105; RS 31; CA 34; YF 20,59; WA
116; Cli 122; FTF

97, 165; TC 99, 103, 132

Sleep: YF 113, 127; FTF 70

Sleep Learning: FTF 75

Socrates: FTF 96

Sodom and Gomorrah: TH 150

Solar System: TH 132

Soul: CA 33; WA 117; TC 14

Soul (Freeing): TE 174; TC 25, 27, 29

Sounds: YF 44; FTF 30, 146; TC 135

Space: TH 88, 121, 124, 133

Space Cities: TH 106, 119, 125

Space Expeditions: TH 132, 137

Space Ships: TH 14, 23,573, 79, 82, 88, 107, 122,
125, 127, 133,140

Space Worlds: TH 104, i06, 119, 132

Spirit Guides: FTF 31

Spirits: ChL 113; FTF 177; TH 128

Stars: TH 104, 124

Stones: WA 118, 141

Subconscious: YF 198; ChL 37; BT 121; FTF 77,
TC 99

Suffering: SR 60; YF 92, 144, 145, 183, 191; BT
108; TC 112

Suicide: RS I5; CA 38, 205; FTF 63, 128; TC 127,
140, 143

Sun: TH 134

Talisman: BT 115

Tarot: WA 121

Tea: SR 17; TH 101; TC85

Telepathy: TE 106, 167; RS 191; CA 23, 118; YF
88, 147, 156, 168,;

WA 122; BT 152

Telepathy with Animals: FTF 160; TC 105
Teleportation: WA 122; ChL 69

TE 85

Temple Sleep: ChL 158

Think Strength: TH 89

Tibet: RS 17, 154; FTF 41; TH 92

Tibetan Prayer for the Dead: TE 103, 135; SR 94;
CA 27, TH 42; TC

25,27,29

Time: ChL 52,68; FTP 1i8; TH 139

Time Capsule: CA 8s; FTF 146

Time Cycle: TE i08; RS 37; ChL 52, 177; FTF 177
Time Travel: YF 140

Tithe: YF Less. 14; ChL 198, 200

Thought: YF 62, 65, 184, 198; TH 59, 77, 110
Thought, controlled: TE 87; YF 88; FTF 144
Thought Forms: RS 147; CA 66; BT 117
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Thought Power: CA 161

Thought Waves: FTF so

Tolerance: TC 148

Toothache: BT 148

Touchstones: WA 123, 147; BT 11Is; FTF 29, 141
Trance: YF 210; WA 123; ChL 156

Tranquillity: YF 147, 151

Transmigration: RS 14, 79, 141, 154, 162, 177, 210;
YF 184; CHi 23, 26; FTF 175; TH 153, TC 149
Twin Soul: ChL i186; FTF 173

UFO: TE 104; ChL 54, 211, BT 28, 66, 75, 85; TH
14,23, 73,79, 82, 88, 105, 122, 125, 133 140
Ulcers: YF 152
Unconsciousness: TH 29

164 165
UNIT of life: RS37
Universes: RS 37; CA 10; TH 14, 108, 120, 124,
147

Vegetarianism: YF 217; FTF 148

Vibrations: A 10, 21, 28, 205, 212; YP 21, 42, 47,
r23, 137, 190; ChL

51; BT I51; FrF 145, 146; TH 76; TC 134 - 5
Voices: TH Is, 23.60, 62; TC 81

Voice of Gods: TH 149

War: CA 48,186; YF 92; FTF 32,154; TH 147
Waves, elec.: YF 137

Wheel of Existence: TE 66

Wheel of Life: TE 101; YF 183

Willpower: YF 175

Winged Spirits: TH 128

Wise Ones: TH 122, 124, 127, 141, 146, 152
Women: BT 105, 110; YF 13; TC 62, 1361
Worlds: TH 88, 93, 124, 127, 129

World Leader: ChL 23

World Observ. Apparatus: TH 49, 53

World of Anti - Matter: CHL 54

World of Illusion: CA 32; TH117

Work: YF 215

Works of Man: ChLL179

Worries: YF 154

YETI: TE 161
Yoga: TE 168; SR 168; WA 131; YF 196; TC 116

Zagreb Letter: YF 133
Zodiac Signs: ChL 185

More yet - now you get the "Wise Sayings" as a bo-
nus, too!

WISE SAYINGS
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It is better to light a candle than to curse the darkness.
FTF6

The more you know the more you have to learn.
FTF9

Never reply to criticism; to do so is to weaken your
case. FTF

Everything that exists has motion. Without extremes
how can there be anything? FTF- 27

It is not bad to have extremes, it just means that two
points are separated from each other as far as they
can be. FTF 27

The right path is close at hand yet mankind searches
for it afar. FTF 41

Success is the culmination of hard work and thorough
preparation. FTF56

A hundred men may make a camp; it takes a woman
to make a home. FTF70

Time is the most valuable thing a man can spend.
Injure others and you injure yourself. FTF 107

If people would plan their days properly and stick to
the plan, there would be adequate time for everything.
This is the Voice of Experience because | practise
what I teach - successfully! FTF 119

If you donlt scale the mountain you canlt view the
plain. FTF120

Remember, the turtle progresses only when he sticks
out his neck. FTF138

The gem Cannot be polished without friction, nor
man perfected without trials. FTF155

A man has to hold his mouth open a long time before
a roasted partridge flies into it. FTF172

If you donlt believe in others how can you expect
other to believe in you? FTF184

Divide the enemy and you can rule the enemy, stay
united yourself and you can defeat a divided enemy.
The enemy can well be indecision, fear, and uncer-
tainty. SR87

Humans - man and woman - must try to live with
each other exercising tolerance, patience, and self-
lessness. CHL 187

By keeping pure thoughts, we keep out unpure
thoughts, we strengthen that to which we return when
we leave the body. SR194

One can ask in prayer that one shall be able to assist
others, because through assisting others one learns
oneself, in teaching others one learns oneself, in
saving others one saves oneself. One has to give
before one can receive, one has to give of oneself,
give of onels compassion, of onels mercy. Until one
is able to give of oneself, one is not able to receive
from others. One cannot obtain mercy without first
showing mercy. One cannot obtain understanding
without first having given understanding to the
problems of others. SR196

Return good for evil and fear no man, and fear no
manls deed, for in returning good for evil and giv-
ing good at all times, we progress upwards and never
downwards. YF22

To the pure, all things are pure. YF55
Whatever you believe you are, that you are. What-
ever you believe you can do, that you can do. YF77

Be still and know that [ am within. YF90

Give that you may receive.YF102

What a person fears, that he persecutes. YF109
We fear that which we do not understand. YF112

When we are on the other side of death we are living
in harmony.YF117

Unless you be as little children you cannot enter into
the kingdom of heaven should read: If you have the
belief of a child uncontaminated by adult disbelief
you can go anywhere at any time. YF120

Dreams are windows into another world. YF128

If you keep on telling yourself that you are going to
succeed, you will succeed, but you will only succeed
if you keep on with your affirmation of success and
not let doubt (the negative faith) intrude. YF144

We must at all times cultivate inner composure, cul-
tivate tranquil manner. YF150

The distilled essence of all that we learn upon Earth

is that which makes us what we are going to be in the
next life. YF150
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Ask yourself: will any of these matters, any of these
worries, be important in fifty or a hundred years time?
YF153

The more good you can do to others, the more you
gain yourself. YF154

If you think peace, you will have peace. YF155

We must be at peace within ourselves if we are going
to progress. YF156

With inner composure and faith you can do ANY -
THING. YF164

As we think today so we are tomorrow. YF166

If you are showing the effects of strain it means that
you do not have the correct perspective. YF169

If you work too hard you are so busy thinking about
the hard work you are putting in that you have no
time to think about the results you hope to obtain.
YF169

It is well to remember that in any battle between the
imagination and the will power, the imagination
always wins. YF 175

If you will cultivate your imagination and control it,
you can have whatever you want. YF179

The only thing to be afraid of is of being afraid.
YF180

If you control your imagination by building up faith
in your own abilities, you can do anything. YF180

There is no such thing as impossible. YF180
AS you think, so you are. YF184

We should forgive those that trespass against us, and
should seek the forgiveness of those against whom
we trespass. We should always remember that the
surest way to a good Kharma is to do to others as we
would have them do to us. Y{185

In the eye of God all men are equal, and in the eye of
God all creatures are equal whether they be horses or
cats, etc. YF 185

We should at all times show great care, great con-
cern, great understanding for those who are ill or
sorrowing or are afflicted, for it may be that our task
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is to show such care and understanding. The sick per-
son may well be far more evolved than are you who
are healthy, and in helping that sick person you could
indeed help yourself immensely. Sorrowing unduly
for those who have 1passed overl causes them pain,
causes them to be dragged down to Earth. YF 190

Just as we should do as we would be done by, we
should give full tolerance, full freedom to another
person to believe and worship - he or she thinks fit.
YF 195

Failure means that you were not really strong in your
resolution to do this or not do that! The beggar of
today might be the prince of tomorrow, and the prince
of today might be the beggar of tomorrow. YF216

Do not at any time inflict your own opinion on others.
YF217

Those who talk least hear most WA 120

The mind is like a sponge which soaks up know -
ledge. AWS81

Peace is the absence of conflict internally and
externally. WA99

This world, this life, is the testing place wherein our
spirit is purified by the suffering of learning to control

our gross flesh body.CA33

There can be an evil man in a Lamasery just as there
can be a saint in prison. CA47

We came to this world to suffer that our Spirit may
evolve. Hardship teaches, pain teaches, kindness and
consideration do not. CA62

Fear corrodes the Soul. CA62

Life follows a hard and stony path, with many traps
and pitfalls, yet if one perseveres the top is attained.
Cal45s

The greatest force in the world is imagination. CA181

Let your conscience by your guide. CA188

Never despair, never give up, for right will prevail.
CA188

You cannot have a cultured man unless that man has
been disciplined. CA196
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It is a sad fact that we learn only with pain and
suffering. CA197

There must be love between the parents if the best
type of child is to be born. CA203

Almost any couple could live together successfully
provided they learn this matter of give and take.
CA203

Do not quarrel or be at variance with each other, for
the child absorbs the attitude of the parents. The child
of unkind parents becomes unkind. CA210

The master always comes when the student is ready.
Iron ore may think itself senselessly tortured in the
furnace, but when the tempered blade of finest steel
looks back it knows better. RS14

He who listens most learns most. RS96

Race, creed, and colour do not matter, all men bleed
red. RS138

Imagination is the greatest force on Earth. RS 149

It is not good to dwell too much upon the past when
the whole future IS before one. DFL 43

It is better to rest with a peaceful mind 5 to sit like a
Buddha and pray when angry. TES8

It is a sad thing that people condemn that whic51
they do not understand. CHL137

There is a definite occult law, which says that you
cannot receive unless you are first ready to give.
CHL200

Let there be light - means lift the Soul of man out of
darkness - that he may perceive the Greatness of God
CHL 209

Death to Earth is birth into the Astral World. BT20

All depends upon your attitude, upon your frame of
mind, because as we think so we are. BT64

This Earth is just a speck of dust - existing for the
twinkle of an eye in what is real time.FTF24

Everyone HAS to be an island unto himself. FTF48
Suicide is never justified. FTF64

Your body is just a vehicle, a vehicle whereby your

Overself can gain some experience on Earth. Ftf76

MAN, when evolved, can have his "service" within
himself, anywhere, at any time, without having to be
herded and congregated like mindless yaks. Th10

The more a manls spirituality the less his worldy
possessions. TH11

One without eyes is particularly helpless, completely
at the mercy of others, at the
mercy of EVERYTHING. TH15

Man is temporary, man is frail, life on Earth is but
illusion and the Greater Reality lies beyond. TH43

Appearances can be misleading. TH48
Rumours are never reliable. TH91

Some of us are doing our best in very difficult
circumstances and our hardships were
to encourage us to do better and climb upwards, for
there is always room at the top! TH98

THIS is the shadow life. If we do our task in this life
we shall go to the REAL life hereafter. I know that
for I have seen it. TH103

Time upon Earth is just a flickering in the consci-
ousness of cosmic time. TH 108

Learn to endure hunger now. Learn fortitude now.
Learn always to have a positive approach Now, for
during your life you will kn6w hunger and suffering;
they will be your constant companions. There are
many who will harm you, many who will attempt to
drag you down to their level. Only by a positive mind
- always positive - will you survive any surmount
(overvinne) all these trials and tribulations which
inexorably will be yours. Now is the time to learn.
Always is the time to practice what you learn now.
SO long as you - have faith, so long as you are POSI-
TIVE, then you can endure the worst assaults of the
enemy. TH117

No man is given more than he can bear, and man
himself chooses what tasks he shall perform, what

tasks he shall undergo. TH117

One of the main troubles of this world is that most
people are negative. TH 155

If people would always think POSITIVELY there
would be no trouble with the world, for the negative
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condition comes naturally to people here, although it
actually takes more effort to be negative. TH156

Man upon Earth is an irrational figure given to believ-
ing that which is not so in preference to that which is.
TC 33

You may get a very good person who gets a lot of
pain and you - the onlooker - may think it is unfair
that such a person should have such suffering, or you
may think that the person concerned is paying back
an exceedingly hard Kharma. But you could be
wrong. How do you know that the person is not
enduring the pain and suffering in order to see how
pain and suffering can be eliminated for those who
come after? Do not think that it is always paying back
Kharma. It may possibly be accumulating good
Kharma. TC 104

We have to manage on our own, everyone of us. It is
wrong to join cults and groups. We have to standl
alone, and if Man is to evolve Man must be alone.
TC108

This is the Age of Kali, the Age of Disruption, the
Age of Change when mankind stands at the cross -
roads deciding to evolve or devolve, deciding whether
to go upwards or whether .to sink down to the level
of the chimpanzee. And in this, the Age of Kali, I
have come in an attempt to give some knowledge
and perhaps to weigh a decision to Western man and
woman that it is better to study and climb upwards
than to sit still and sink down into the slough of
despond. TC 112

You can be reaching for Buddhahood whatever your
station in life. The only thing to go on is - how do
you liye? Do you live according to the Middle Way,
do you live according to the rule that you should do
as you would have others do unto you? If so, then
you are on the road to Buddhahood. TC118

We came to this Earth for the purpose of developing
our Immortal Soul TC127

We come to this Earth knowing before we come what
our problem will be, knowing what hardships we shall
have to undergo, and if we commit suicide then we
are running out on arrangements which we ourselves
made for our own advancement. TC128

Anything you do here benefits your Overself and so
benefits you because you are the same thing. TC133
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Without the Press causing race hatred - there would
not be so much trouble between the different colours
of humans. TC139

If you are afraid you are dissipating your energy
needlessly. TC153

DO AS YOU WOULD HAVE OTHERS DO
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From T.LOBSANG RAMPA’s book:
«THREE LIVES»

(the title refers to the books description of the life -
and as the maintheme - the death-transition for 3-three
- totally different persons)

We read on the back cover: «this book continues the
theme of DrRampas book I BELIEVE - in that it is a
further statement of his personal belief in life after

death...

Now - so many, many years after this book was written
- so many books about the (near) -deathprocess has been

written - and then one can see the extreme accuracy of

Rampas descriptions in this book - regarding the
deathprocess, life on the other side, the reincarnation
process etc. Rampa had the ability to fellow all incidents
by reading/looking in the AKASHA - earths memory-bank
and so retelling the happenings in every detail. The one
who SEES can here recognise the TRUTH. Research
yourself!!

This extract is about the experience of a simple, igno-
rant man who dies a leaves his body - but the «problem»
was that he was not - in any way - prepared for a continue
of the lifeexperience....

(some words are translated to Norwegian and there MAY
BE some wordmistakes here because this is scanned from
the book. Some headlines are added)

Leonides Manuel Molygruber was the name of a
man who had experienced a hard life this time on Earth
- (a life in Canada in the 60's...?) He had grown up
without parents - but by a stepmother - and had got
no education. He had worked as a garbageman all his
life - lived alone - until he dies in a hospital as a rela-
tive old man. He didn’t believe in a further life after
death - and because of that, he soon enters a state of
«being in nothing» after his death - because there he
attracts what he believe - or more correct - what his
thoughts is on wavelength with. Therefor he creates
his own temporary expire -jail, where the astral hel-
pers are not able to help him - because of his self-created
wall of thoughts. We enter the book on page 41- in
chapter three - when the now sick man is in a hospital
in his last physical experience in this incarnation....

( but if you rather first will read of the death process for
a prepared - good, kind-hearted person - having lived as a
simple monk - go to part 4 here - or through a link in the
end of part 3)

«...but what happened to Leonides Manuel Molygruber?
Did he go out like a light which has suddenly been switched
off? Did he expire (utdnde)like a blown out match? No!
Not at all.

Molygruber lying in his hospital bed feeling sick enough
to die, was thoroughly upset by that priest. (a hospitalpriest
had visited him).He thought how unpriestlike it was for
the man to turn redder and redder in the face, and from his
position lying in the bed it was very clear that the priest

intended to jump at him and choke him, so Molygruber sat
up suddenly in an attempt to protect himself while perhaps
he could scream for help.

He sat up suddenly with a supreme effort and drew the
biggest breath that he could under the circumstances.
Immediately he felt a terrible rasping, wracking pain across
his chest. His heart raced like the engine of a car, the gas
pedal of, which has been pushed hard to the floor while
the car was standing in neutral. His heart raced -and
stopped.

The old man felt instant panic. What was to happen to
him? What was the end? Now, he thought, I am going to
be snuffed out like the candle I used to snuff out as a boy
at home, in the only home he had known as an
orphan(foreldrelgs). The panic was terrible, he felt every
nerve was on fire, he felt as if someone was trying to turn
him inside out just like he imagined a rabbit must feel - ifa
dead rabbit could feel when its skin is being pulled off
preparatory to putting the rabbit’s body in a pot for cooking.

Suddenly there was the most violent earthquake, or such
is what he thought it was, and old Molygruber found
everything swirling. The world seemed to be composed of
dots like blinding dust, like a cyclone whirling around and
round. Then it felt as if someone had grabbed him and put
him through a wringer or through a sausage machine. He
felt just too terrible for words.

Everything grew dark. The walls of the room, or “‘some-
thing”, seemed to close in around him. He felt as if he
were enclosed in a clammy slimy rubber tube and he was
trying to wriggle his way out to safety.

Everything grew darker, blacker. He seemed to be in a
long, long tube, a tube of utter blackness. But then far
away in the distance in what undoubtedly was the end of
the tube he saw a light, or was it a light? It was something
red, something changing to bright orange like the fluores-
cent lifejacket he wore when street cleaning. Frantically,
fighting every inch of the way, he struggled along forcing
his way up the tube. He stopped for a moment to draw
breath and found that he was not breathing. He listened
and listened, then he couldn’t hear his heart beating but
there was a queer noise going on outside like the rushing
of a mighty wind. Then while he remained without
movement of his own volition, he seemed to be pushed up
the tube and gradually he reached the top. For a time he
was just stuck there, held in the end of the tube, and then
there was a violent “pop” and he was flung out of the tube
like a pea out of a peashooter (pusterer). He spun around
sideways and end over end, and there was nothing, no red
light, no orange light either. There was not even any
blackness. There was - NOTHING!

Thoroughly frightened and feeling in a most peculiar
condition he reached out with his arms, but nothing moved.
It was just as if he had no arms. Panic set in once again, so
he tried to kick out, kick out hard with his legs, trying to
touch something. But again there was nothing, nothing at
all. He could not feel any legs. He made a supreme effort
to have his hands touch a part of his body but so far as he
could tell he hadn’t any hands, he hadn’t any arms, and he



Fra Lobsang Rampas bok THREE LIVES

couldn’t sense his body. He just “was” and that is all. A
fragment of something he had heard long before came back
into his consciousness. It was something referring to a dis-
embodied spirit, a ghost without form, without shape, with-
out being, but existing somehow, somewhere. He seemed
to be in violent motion, but at the same time he seemed not
to be moving at all. He felt strange pressures, then of a
sudden he felt that he was in tar, hot tar.

Long ago, almost beyond the edge of his memory, he
had as a small boy been hanging around while some men
had been tarring a road. One of the men, perhaps not hav-
ing very good sight or perhaps in a spirit of mischief, had
tipped a barrow of tar from the open top of the barrel and
it had fallen all over the small boy. He had been stuck,
hardly able to move, and that was how it felt to him now.
He felt hot, then he felt cold with fright, then he felt hot
again, and all the time there was the sense of motion which
wasn’t motion at all because he was still, he was still with
- he thought - the stillness of death.

Time went on, or did it? He did not know, all he knew
was that he was there in the centre of nothingness. There
was nothing around him, there was nothing to his body, no
arms, no legs, and he supposed he must have a body other
- wise how could he exist at all? But without hands he
could not feel the body. He strained his eyes, peering,
peering, peering, but there was nothing to see. It was not
even dark, it was not darkness at all, it was nothingness.
Again a fragment of thought came into his mind referring
in some way to the deepest recesses of the seas of space
where nothing is. He idly wondered where he had got that
from, but no more thoughts on it came to him.

He existed alone in nothingness. There was nothing to
see, nothing to hear, nothing to smell, nothing to touch,
and even had there been something to touch it would not
have helped him because he had nothing with which to
touch.

Time wore on, or did it? He had no idea how long he
stayed there. Time had no meaning. Nothing had meaning
any more. He was just “there”, wherever “there” was. He
seemed to be a mote suspended in nothingness like a fly
caught on a spider’s web, but yet not like a fly for a fly is
held by the spider’s web. Old Molygruber was caught on
nothingness, which reduced him to a state of nothingness.
His mind, or whatever was in place of a mind, reeled. He
would have felt faint, he thought, but there was nothing
there with which to feel faint.

He just “was” a something or possibly even a nothing
surrounded by nothingness. His mind, or his consciousness,
or whatever it was that now remained to him, ticked over,
tried to formulate thoughts, tried to originate something in
place of the awful nothingness which was there. He had
the thought coming to him, “I am nothing but a nothing
existing in nothingness.”

A sudden thought occurred to him like a match shining
in a moonless night; some time ago he had been asked to
do a little extra job for pay, a man had wanted his garage
cleaned out. Old Molygruber had gone there, fished around
and found a wheelbarrow and a few garden tools, and then

he opened the garage door as the man had given him the
key the day before. He opened the garage door and inside
there was the weirdest conglomeration of rubbish old
Molygruber had ever seen - a broken sofa with the springs
coming out, a chair with two legs broken and moths
fluttering out of the upholstery. Hung on a wall was the
frame and front wheel of a bicycle. Stacked around were a
number of tyres, snow tyres and worn out tyres. Then there
were tools rusted out and useless. There was garbage which
only very thrifty people can ever accumulate - a kerosene
lamp with a cracked shade, and a venetian blind, and then
in the far corner one of those stuffed forms on a wooden
stand which women used to use for making dresses. He
pulled it all out and carted it down to a bit of waste land,
and piled it ready for a garbage collection the next day.
Then he went back to the garage.

An old bath fixed in tightly beneath a tattered kitchen
table lit his curiosity so he pulled at it but could not move
it. Then he decided he would pull the table off the top first;
he pulled and the centre drawer fell out. It contained a few
coins. Well, old Molygruber thought, it’s a pity to throw
them, away they could buy a hot dog or two, so he put
them away in his pocket for safekeeping. A bit further back
in the drawer he found an envelope with some assorted
paper money of different countries. Yes, he thought, I can
raise a bit on these, a money changer will soon deal with
that for me. But back again to the bath. He lifted off the
table and pushed it outside the garage doors, then he found
a whole load of rotten awnings on top of the bath, and
then a broken deck chair came to life. He pulled them all
out, threw them all out of the door, and then he could pull
the bath into the centre of the garage.

That old galvanised bath contained loads of books, weird
books some of them were too. But Molygruber dug down
until he got all the books out and piled on the floor. Then
he found some paperbacks, which excited something in his
mind - Rampa, books by Rampa. Idly he flicked over a
page or two. “Ah,” he said to himself, “this fellow must be
aload of dromedary”’s droppings, he believes that life goes
on and on forever. Pah!” He dropped the books on the pile
and then fished out some more books. This fellow Rampa
seemes to have written an awful lot of books. Molygruber
counted them and was so astonished at the number that he
started all over again and recounted. Some of the books
had been ruined because obviously a bottle of ink had upset
and trickled over a lot of books. There was one book with
a beautiful leather binding. Molygruber sighed as he picked
it up, ink had soaked right into the binding, marring the
leather. What a pity, he thought, he could have got a few
bucks for that book just on the worth of the binding alone.
But - no point in crying over spilt ... - the book was tossed
out to join the others.

Right at the bottom of the bath there was another book
resting in solitary splendour, saved from dirt, saved from
dust, saved from paint and ink by being in a thick plastic
wallet. Molygruber bent down and picked it up, pulling it
out of the plastic wallet. ““You - Forever” he read. He flipped
over the pages, saw there were some illustrations inside.
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On some sudden impulse he slipped the book into an
inside pocket before going on with flis work.

Now in his peculiar state of being in nothingness he
recalled some of the things in the book. When he had got
home that night he had had a can of beer and a big lump of
cheese which he had bought from the supermarket. Then
he had put his feet up and read here and there from the
book “You - Forever.” Some of the things seemed So
fantastic to him that eventually he had just flung it away
into a corner of the room. Now, though, he bitterly regretted
not reading more because he thought that had he done so
he would have had a key to his present dilemma.

Round and round his thoughts swirled like dust motes
in a vagrant breeze. What had the book said? What did the
author mean when he wrote this or when he wrote that?
Wonder what had happened? Molygruber recalled sourly
how he had always opposed the thought of life after death.

One of the Rampa books, or was it a letter which he
picked up in the garbage, suddenly came to his mind.
“Unless you believe in a thing it cannot exist.” And another,
“If a man from another planet came to this Earth, and if
that man was so utterly strange to humans, it is even possi-
ble they would not be able to see him because their minds
would not be able to believe or accept something which
was so far out from their own points of reference.”

Molygruber thought and thought, and then he thought
to himself, “Well, I am dead, but I’m somewhere, theref-
ore I must exist so there must be something in this life
after death business. I wish I knew what it was.” As he
thought that the stickiness or the tarriness or the
nothingness - the sensations were so peculiar that he could
not even think what they could be, but as he thought of the
possibility that he might have been wrong then he was sure
that there was something near him, something that he could
not see, something that he could not touch. But, he
wondered, is it because he could now possibly accept that
there was life after death?

Then again he had heard some strange things, the fellows
up at the depot had been talking one day about some gay
in a Toronto hospital. The gay was supposed to have died
and got out of his body. Molygruber could not recollect
exactly what it was, but it seemed to him as far he could
remember, that a man had been very ill and had died, so
had got out of his body and seen some astonishing things
in another world. Then, to his rage, doctors had revived
his dying or dead body and he had come back and told
some newspaper reporter all about it. Molygruber suddenly
felt elated, he could almost see forms about him.

Suddenly poor Molygruber sat up violently and reached
out his hand to stop that confounded alarm clock. The bell
was clanging as it had never clanged before - but then he
remembered he was not asleep; he remembered that he
could not feel his arms or his hands or his legs either, for
that matter, and all about him was nothingness, nothing at
all except the insistent reverberating clanging which might
have been a bell but wasn’t. He didn’t know what it was.
While he was still pondering the problem he felt himself
move, move at terrific speed, incredible speed, but then
again it wasn’t speed at all. He was not educated enough

to know about different dimensions, third dimension, fourth
dimension and so on, but what was happening was that he
was being moved in accordance with ancient occult laws.
So he moved. We will call it moved because really it is
very difficult to portray fourth dimensional things in three-
dimensional terms of reference, so let us say “he moved.”

Molygruber sped along faster and faster it seemed to
him, and then there was “something” and he looked about
him and saw shadowy forms, he saw things as though
through smoked glass. A little time before there had been
an eclipse of the sun and one of his fellow workers had
handed him a piece of smoked glass and said, “Look
through that, Moly, and you'll see what’s happening around
the sun, but don’t drop it.” As he looked the smoke
gradually disappeared from the glass and he looked down
onto a strange room, looked with horror and increasing
fright.

Before him was a large room which had many different
tables, they seemed to be like hospital tables with all sorts
of adjustments to them, and each table was occupied by a
corpse, a naked corpse, male and female, all with the bluish
tinge of death. He looked and felt sicker and sicker, horri-
ble things were happening to those corpses, tubes were
being stuck in at various points and there was the ugly
gargle of fluid. there was also the rattle and chug of pumps.
He looked more closely in terrified fascination and saw
that some of the bodies were having blood pumped out,
others were having some sort of fluid pumped in, and as
the fluid went in the body turned from its horrid bluish
tinge and became exaggeratedly healthy in colour.

Remorselessly Molygruber was moved on. He passed
an annex or cubicle in which a young woman was sitting
beside one of the tables making up the face of the female
corpse. Molygruber was quite fascinated. He saw how the
hair was waved, the eyebrows pencilled, and the cheeks
rouged, and then the lips were given a rather too vivid red.

He moved on and shuddered as he saw another body,
which apparently had just come in. On the eyes which were
closed there were peculiar cone-shaped metal pieces which
he surmised correctly were to hold the eyelids down. And
then he saw a vicious looking needle being pushed through
the bottom gam and up through the top gam. He felt de-
cidedly sick as the man who was doing the work suddenly
thrust an instrument into the corpse’s left nostril and seized
the point of the needle jabbing it straight through the sep-
tum, after which the thread was pulled tight to hold the
jaws together and to keep the mouth shut. He felt definitely
queasy, and if he could have he would have been thoroughly
sick.

He moved on and then with great shock he saw a body
which, with difficulty, he recognised as his own. He saw
the body lying there naked on a table, scrawny, emaciated,
and definitely in poor condition. He looked with disapproval
at his bowed legs and knobbly knuckles. Near him was a
coffin or casket, or, more accurately, just a shell.

The force moved him on, and he went through a short
corridor and moved into the room. He was moving without
any volition of his own. In the room he was stopped. He
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recognised four of his fellow workers. They were sitting
down talking to a well-dressed smooth young man who
had in his mind thoughts all the time of how much money
he could get out of this.

“Molygruber was working for the City,” said one of his
former colleagues, “he doesn't have much money; he has a
car but that isn’t worth more than a hundred dollars. It’s a
beat up old clunker, I suppose it served him well enough,
but that’s all he’s got. That car which would fetch about a
hundred dollars, and he’s got a very ancient black and white
TV, now that might fetch from twenty to thirty dollars.
Apart from that all his other effects - well, I don’t suppose
they’d fetch ten dollars which doesn’t leave much room
for paying for a funeral, does it?’

The smooth well-dressed young man pursed his lips and
stroked his face, and then he said, “Well, I should have
thought you would raise a collection for one of your col-
leagaes who died under such peculiar circumstances. We
know that he saved a child from drowning, and for that he
gave his life. Surely someone, even the City, would pay for
a proper funeral?” His colleagues looked at each other,
shook their heads and fiddled with their fingers, and then
one said, “Well, I dunno, the City doesn't want to pay for
his funeral and set a precedent. We’ve been told that if
anything is paid by the City this alderman and that alder-
man will rise up on their hind legs and bray out a lot of
complaints. No, I don’t think the City will help at all.’

The young man was looking impatient and trying to
conceal it. After all, he was a businessman, he was used to
death, dead bodies, coffins, etc., and he had to get money
in order to keep going. Then he said, ostensibly as an
afterthought, “But wouldn't his Union do anything for him?’

The four former colleagaes almost simultaneously shook
their heads in negation. “No,” said one, “we've approached
them but no one wants to pay out. Old Molygruber was
just an ordinary sidewalk sweeper and there is no great
publicity if people give to his funeral.’

The young man rose to his feet and moved to a side
room. He called to the men saying, “If you come in here I
can show you different caskets, but the cheapest we could
do an interment would be two hundred and fifty dollars
and that would be the very cheapest, just the cheapest
wooden shell and the hearse to take it to the burial ground.
Could you raise two hundred and fifty dollars?”

The men looked thoroughly embarrassed, and then one
said, “Well, yes, I gaess we could, we could raise two hund-
red and fifty dollars but we can't give it to you now.’

“Oh no, I am not expecting you to pay now,” said the
young man, “provided you sign this Form gaaranteeing
payment. Otherwise, you see, we might be left bearing the
expense and that, after all, is not our responsibility.”

The four colleagues looked at each other rather ex-
pressively, and then one said, “Well, okay, I gaess we can
spring up to three hundred dollars but we can't go to a
cent more. I’ll sign the Form for up to that.’

The “young man produced a pen and handed it to one
ofthem, and he hastily signed his name and put his address.
The other three men followed suit.

The young man smiled at them now he had the Guarantee

Form, and he said, “We have to be sure of these things;
you know, because this person, Mr. Molygruber, is occupy-
ing space which we badly need because we have a very
thriving business and we want him removed as quickly as
possible, otherwise charges will be incurred.”

The men nodded to him, and one said, “See ya,” and
with that they moved out to the car which had brought
them. As they drove away they were. very subdued, very
quiet and very thoughtful, then one said, “Guess we shall
have to get the money together pretty quick, don't want to
think of old Moly stuck in that place.” Another said, “Just
think, poor old devil, he's worked for years sweeping the
sid&walks, keeping his barrow in better condition than any
of the others, and now he’s dead after saving a life and no
one wants to accept the responsibility so it’s up to us to
show a bit of respect for him, he wasn’t a bad fellow after
all. So let’s see how we can get the money together. Do
you know what we’re going to do about the funeral?’

There was silence. None of them had given much
thought to it. In the end one fellow remarked, “Well, 1
suppose we shall have to get time off to see him properly
put under.

We’d better go and see the foreman and see what he’s
got to say about it.’

Molygruber drifted along seeing the city that he knew
so well. He seemed to be like one of those balloons that
some-times flew over Calgary advertising a car firm or
other things. He drifted along and seemed to have no
control on where he was going. First he seemed to emerge
from the roof of the funeral home. He looked down and
saw how drab the streets were, how drab the houses were,
how much they were in need of a coat of paint, he said “a
lick” of paint. He saw the old cars parked in driveways
and at the roadside, and then moved on downtown and
felt quite a twinge as he looked down at his old familiar
haunt and found a stranger there, a stranger wearing his
plastic helmet, pushing his barrow, and probably wearing
what had been his fluorescent red safety jacket. He looked
down at the man languidly (apatisk) pushing the broom
along in the gutters and every so often reaching for the
two boards which he had held in his hands to lift up garbage
and deposit it in his barrow. His barrow, too, looked rather
drab; it was not as well kept as when h. had had it, he
thought. He drifted on looking down with a critical and
condemnatory eye at the litter in the streets. He looked at
anew building site and saw the excavated soil being lifted
up and driven across the city by strong breezes, which were
blowing.

Something impelled him jip to the sanitation Depot. He
found himself floating over the city, he found himself
dipping down over a sanitation truck which was going to
collect the barrows and the men. But he went on, went on
to the depot and sank down through the roof. There he
found his four former associates talking to the foreman:
“Well, we can't just leave him there,” said one of the men,
“it's a pretty awful thought that he ain’t got enough money
to get in the ground properly and nobody else is going to
do a thing about it.” The foreman said, “Why don't we take
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a collection? It’s pay day, if we ask each of the men if
they’ll only give ten dollars each we can get him buried
proper with a few flowers and things like that. I’ve known
him since he was a lad, he’s never had anything, some-
times I’ve thought he wasn’t quite right in his head but he
always did his job although a bit slower than most others.
Yes, that’s what we’ll do, we’ll put a notice up above the
paying-out booth asking everyone to give at least ten dol-
lars.’

One of the associates said, “How much will you give?”

The foreman pursed his lips and screwed up his face,
and then fumbled in his pocket. He produced his battered
old wallet and looked inside. “There,” he said, “that's all I
have in the world until I get my pay, twenty bucks. I’ll give
twenty bucks.’

One of the men rummaged around and found amid the
“garbage a suitable box, a cardboard box. He cut a slot in
the middle and said, “There, that's our collection box. We’ll
put that in front of the paying-out booth together with a
notice. We’ll go in and get one of the clerks to write a
notice for us now before the others get paid.’

Soon the men came in from their rounds. The barrows
were unloaded from the trucks, the men parked them in
their allotted places and put their brooms in the racks ready
for the next day, and then chattering away idly as men and
women will when in a throng they moved to the booth to
be paid. “What's this?’ asked one.

“Our late colleagne, Molygruber, there isn't enough
money to pay for his funeral. How come you gays don’t
fork out ten dollars each at least? He was one of our own
fellows, you know, and he’s been on the council staff a
long, long time.’

The men grumbled a bit and mumbled a bit, and then
the first man moved to get his pay envelope. Every eye
was upon him as he took it. He quickly stuffed it in his
pocket, then at the glares around him he half-heartedly
fished it out and reluctantly opened one end of the envelope.
Slowly, slowly he put a finger and thumb inside and at last
produced a ten-dollar bill. He looked at it, and looked at it
again turning it over in his hands. Then with a great big
sigh he shoved it quickly through the slot in the collection
box and moved away. Others collected their pay and un-
der the watchful eye of all the men assembled took out a
ten dollar bill and put it in the collection box. At last all the
men had been paid, all the men save one had given ten
dollars, and be had said, “Gee no, I didn't know the gay,
I’ve only been here s week, I don’t see why you expects
me to pay for a guy I’ve never even seen.” With that he
pulled his cap more tightly on his head, marched out to his
old car and drove off with a roar and a rattle.

The foreman moved to the four men who were chiefly
concerned in the matter and said, “How come you don't
go and see the Top Brass? Maybe they’s give a bit. - nothing
to lose, they can’t fire you for it, can they?’ So the four
men marched into the offices of the senior officials. They
were embarrassed, they shifted from foot to foot and mutely
one of them held the notice and the collection box in front
of one of the managers. He looked at it and sighed, and
then took out ten dollars, folded it up and put it in the box.
Others followed suit. Ten dollars, no more no less. At last

the rounds were done and the four men wes back to the
foreman. He said, “Now, you gays, we'll go in to the
accountant and we’ll get him to count it up for us and give
us a proper statement of how much it is. That lets us off
the hook.’

CHAPTER FOUR

Gertie Glubenheimer gazed gloomily around the large
room. Bodies everywhere, she thought, bodies to the left
of me, bodies to the right of me, bodies in front and bodies
behind, what a sick, sick lot they look! She straightened
up and looked at the clock at the far end of the room.
Twelve thirty, she said to herself, lunch time. So she fished
out her lunch pail from beneath the table on which she was
working and, turning, she spread a book and her sandwiches
on top of the body beside her. Gertie was an embalmer.
She did up bodies in the Funeral Home so that they could
be gazed at in the display rooms by admiring relatives. “Oh
gee, look at “im. Don't Uncle Nick look good at last, eh?’
people would say. Gertie was very familiar with dead
bodies, so much so that she did not even bother to wash
her hands before touching her food after messing about
with these bodies.

A voice broke in, “Who was the stupid idiot who left
that autopsy case without filling up the chest cavity?” The
little man at the end of the room near the door was almost
dancing with rage.

“Why boss, what's happened?’ asked one man in-
cautiously.

“What happened? I'll tell you what happened! The gay’s
wife leaned over him to give him a fond kiss of farewell
and there was only a piece of newspaper under the sheet,
and her elbow went right through into his chest cavity.
Now she’s having hysterics fit to bust. She’s threatening
so sue us to our back teeth.’

There was a ssbdued chuckle around the room because
things like that were always happening and no one took
such cases too seriously. When it got down to brass tacks
the relatives would not like it to be known that they had
got their elbows inside their dearest just preparatory to
interment.

The boss looked up and came trotting towards Gertie:

“Get your lunch pail off his face,” he roared, “you just
bend his nose and we'll never be able to do him up.’

Gertie sniffed and said, “Okay boss, okay, keep calm,
this fellow is a poorly, he's not going on display!’

The boss looked at the number on the table and consulted
a list he was carrying saying, “Oh him, yes, they can't go
above three hundred dollars, we’ll just box him up and
send him off. What are we going to do about clothes?’

The girl looked to where the naked body was beside
her and asked, “What's wrong with the clothes he had on
when he came in?’

The boss said, “They were hardly good enough to put
in the garbage can. Anyway, they've shrunk so much after
being washed that they won’t go on now.’

Gertie said, “Well, how about those old curtains we took
down and we decided they were too faded to put up again,
couldn't we wrap him in one of those?’

The boss glowered at her and replied, “They're worth
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ten dollars, who’s going to pay ten dollars for it? I think
the best thing to do is to put some shavings in the casket,
dump him in, and put some more shavings on top. That’s
good enough, nobody’s going to see him anyhow. Do that.’
He stamped off and Gertie resumed her lunch.

Over it all hovered Molygruber in his astral form, un-
seen, unheard, but seeing and hearing all. He was sickened
at the way his body was being treated but some strange
power held him there, he could not move, he could not
shift from the spot at all. He watched everything going on,
watched some bodies being clothed in absolutely wonderful
dresses the women - and men being done up in what seemed
to be evening dress or formals, while he, he thought, would
be lucky to get a handful or two of shavings.

“What you reading, Bert?” somebody called out. A
young man with a paperback book in one hand and a ham-
burger in the other looked up suddenly and waved the book
at the questioner: “I Believe,” he answered. “It's a darn
good book, I’m telling you, it’s by that fellow Rampa who
lives in the city. I’ve read all his books and one thing’s
stuck in my mind ever since. It is that you’ve got to believe
something because if you don’t believe in anything you’re
stuck good and fast in the wilderness. Look at that fellow
there,” he gestured towards the body of old Molygruber
lying cold, still and naked on the table, “that fellow is a
complete atheist. Wonder what he's doing now? Can’t be
in heaven because he doesn’t believe in it, can’t be in hell
because he doesn’t believe in that either.’Must be stuck
between worlds. This fellow Rampa always says that you
don’t have to believe what he says but believe in something,
or at least keep an open mind because if you don’t keep an
open mind then helpers, or whatever they are on the Other
Side, can’t keep in touch with you, can’t help you. And
Somewhere in one of his books he says that when you
pass over you get stuck in nothingness.” He laughed, and
then went on, “He also says that when people get to the
sage just out of the body they see what they expect to see.
That must be a sight, to see all the angels fluttering about!”

A man moved across and looked at the cover on the
book. “Funny looking gay, ain't he? Wonder what that
picture’s meant to be?’

“Dunno,” said the book’s owner. “That's one of the
things about these books, you get covers and blow me you
never know what the covers mean. Never mind, it’s the
words inside that I buy them for.”

Old Molygruber hovered closer. Through no effort of
his own he seemed to be gaided to places, as the men wse
talking about the book he was sent to hover right over
em, and it stuck in his mind, “If you don't believe in a thing
then as far as you are concerned it doesn’t exist. And then
what are you going to do?’

The lunch hour wore on. Some people were reading
with books propped up against corpses, and Gertie had
her lunch spread out on old Molygruber’s body just as
though he were a spare table for her convenience. At last
the bell went and lunch break was over. The people cleared
up the remnants of their food, balled up the paper and put
it in the garbage bin. Gertie picked up a brush and brushed

the crumbs off Molygruber’s body. He looked down in dis-
gust at her uncaring, unfeeling actions.

“Hey, you gays there, get that body ready immediately,
toss some shavings in that shell number forty-nine and toss
that fellow in on top of the shavings. Then put some more
shavings on top. He shouldn't leak any, but we’ve got to
make sure that everything is mopped up.” The boss man
again. He danced in to the big room with a sheaf of papers
in his hand, and then he said, “They want the funeral to be
at two-thirty this afternoon which is rushing it a bit. I must
go and get changed.” He turned tail and fled.

Gertie and one of the men rolled Molygruber’s body on
to one side and passed loops beneath him and then moved
him to the other side so they could get at the loops. Little
hooks were pulled up to engage in eyelets, and then the
body was swung up on to what seemed to be a little railway
running on rods. They pushed Molygruber’s body to a side
of the room where what they called a shell, which was
numbered 49 in chalk, was standing ready with the lid off.
The san assistant went to a big bin and took out a lot of
sawdust, which he poured liberally into the casket until
there was about six inches of sawdust. Then Molygruber’s
body was lowered into the casket. The girl said, “There, I
think he should be all right, I don't think he’ll leak any. I’ve
got him tied off all right down there, and of course I’ve
got him plugged everywhere, too. I don’t think he’ll leak
but let’s put in more sawdust instead of shavings, the old
man won’t know.” So they got another load of sawdust
and poured it onto the body until Molygruber was covered.
Then together they lifted up the lid and put it on with a
slam. The man reached for a pneumatically-powered screw-
driver and turned down the screws as the woman put them
in the holes with her fingers. She reached out and picked
up a damp rag, then carefully wiped off the number in chalk.
The casket or shell was hoisted up from the trestles and
moved sideways onto a wheeled trolley. A purple pall was
placed over it, and the whole affair was wheeled out of the
workroom into the showroom and display rooms.

There came shouting and the boss, now done up as a
conventional Funeral Director in very formal clothing, black
jacket, silk hat, and striped trousers, moved onto the scene.
“Push him out there, get a move on will you,” he shouted,
“the hearse is out there, the door's opened and everyone’s
waiting. Get a move on!’ Gertie and the “male assistant
“got a move on” and pushed the casketsalong to a ramp
where there was a special loading device. It consisted of a
lot of rollers in a frame extending from the ramp right on
to the back of the hearse.” They put the casket on the rollers
and easily pushed it straight into the hearse. The driver got
out of his seat and said, “Okay doke? Okay, off we go!”
The Director got in beside him, and slowly the garage doors
were rolled up and the hearse moved out.

There was only one car waiting outside, a car with
Molygniber’s four associates in it. They were done up in
their best Sunday clothes, probably clothes which had been
redeemed especially from the pawnbroker. Some of these
men had the bright idea that when they were not using
thelr Sunday clothes they would leave them with the
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pawnbroker because then they would have money to spend
until the end of the week when they were paid, and in
addition the pawnbroker always cleaned the clothes and
had them neatly pressed before putting them in the “Hold”
room.

Poor Molygruber seemed to be attached to his body by
invisible cords. As the casket was being pushed along, poor
old Molygruber in his astral form was being dragged along,
and he had no say in the matter at all. Instead he was kept
about ten feet above the body, and he found himself
ploughing invisibly through walls, floors and ceilings. Then
at last he was moved out into the hearse, and the hearse
moved out into the open. The Funeral Director leaned “out
of the hearse and said to the four men, “Okay? All right
then, let's go.” The hearse moved out of the Funeral Home
parking lot, and the four mourners in the one car followed
on behind. They had their headlights on to show that this
was a funeral, and on the side of the following car there
was a little triangalar flag fixed from the top’ of the window
reading “funeral” That meant that it could go across traffic
lights and the police would not do a thing about it They
moved on and on, through the busy streets, past children
playing in school yards, and came to the long climb up to
the cemetery. There the Funeral Director stopped, got out
and went to the car following. “Keep close to us,” he said,
“because at the next intersection there is always somebody
trying to cut in-between and we don't want to delay things
too long, and you may lose the way. We have to take third
on the right and first on the left. Okay?’ The man driving
the other car nodded so the Funeral Director went back to
the hearse. They took off again with the following car really
tail-gating.

Soon they reached the gates of the cemetery. The hearse
and the following car moved in and up a driveway. At the
top and off to the side there was a newly dug grave with a
frame over it and the pulleys on the side. The hearse moved
up, turned, and backed. Two men waiting by the graveside
moved toward the hearse. The driver and the Funeral
Director got out, and the four of them opened the back of
the hearse pulling out the coffin. They turned it and moved
to the grave. The four mourners followed. “This man was
an atheist,” said the Funeral Director, “and so there will be
no service, that will save you certain expense, we will just
lower him and cover him up.” The other men nodded and
the coffin was eased over the top of the rollers and special
web straps were put under, then slowly the coffin was
loweress into the ground. The four men moved up to the
open grave as one, looked down, and were quite upset,
quite sad. One said, “Poor old Molygruber, nobody in the
world to care about him.” Another said, “Well, I hope he's
got somebody where he’s going or where he’s gone.” With
that they went back to their car, backed it, turned, and
slowly drove off out of the cemetery. The two men beside
the Funeral Director tipped a board and a whole load of
earth fell into the casket with a hollow, sickening sound.
The Director said, “Ah well, cover him up, that's that,” and
moved to the hearse. The driver got in and they drove off.

Molygruber hovered above powerless to do anything,
powerless to move, an&s he looked down and thought,

“So this is the end of life, eh? What now? Where do I go
from here? I've always believed there was nothing after
death, but I’'m dead and there’s my body and I’m here, so
what am [ and where am 1?” With that there seemed to be
a loud thrumming sound like the sound of the wind through
taut telephone lines on a high hillside, and Molygruber
found himself speeding into nothin