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INTRODUCTION
 



There was once a man in China who liked pictures ofdragons. His clothing and his furniture weretherefore accordingly adorned with dragons. Thisdeep affection for their kind was brought to theattention of the Dragon Lord, who one day sent a realdragon to stand outside the man’s window. It is saidthat he promptly died of fright. Yamamoto Tsunetomo1
 
Each of us lives within the confines of our individualreality. This is our choice; we choose to live in such amanner—with the same beliefs of what is real and what isnot as those often dictated to us from birth. Our societycertainly exerts its influence on our behavior, limiting uswithin its predefined systems and within what it perceivesas common sense. Few people are above this. Ourdreams, however, unrestricted by society’s whims andthe binding chains of narrow logic, often soar abovethese confines. We are then exposed to a differentreality, a place where our innermost hopes and desiresare free to express themselves. You see, we have nothingto lose in this new reality. We tell ourselves, “This is justa dream,” and so are free to live as we truly wish.Protected by our private curtains, free from retribution,we dance out our hopes and aspirations, our innermostfears, within our own minds.As a species, we have not always been so submissive.Primitive man was free to explore his world without theconstraints of a rigorously mechanized society to bindhim; he was free to investigate his earth and discern itsshape without preconception. The realm of dreams andthat of the physical were not so far apart; indeed, theshaman, whose job it was to sojourn into the world of



shaman, whose job it was to sojourn into the world ofdreams and twilight, was an integral component ofsociety. One could say that primitive man used hisdreams as an extension of his five better-known senses.Even today, however, the dreams that dance in oursubconscious mind can take shape in the physical world.Progressing as we do through life, we frequently come tofind that the myths and legends of humanity, the storiesour grandmothers told us, are indeed true. And thenwhat? What do you do when a myth presents itself toyou in the flesh? What do you do when a quaint folkbelief, accepted by your ancestors but denied by ourmodern day, knocks at your door? Do you run away?Do you have a heart attack and collapse?I myself do not. Never having used drugs and beinghealthy in all respects, I do not doubt the testimony of myown senses. I do not run away. I do not hide. Nor am Iafraid, for fear of ridicule, to share with others therevelations I unearth. Part of me is a warrior, you see,and loves a good fight—and as anyone who has givenone knows, an academic presentation often turns into agood fight, played with the mind rather than with the fists,and against multiple adversaries at that.Welcome then, once again, to my world. It is a placewhere there are no limits, where whatever once hadshape and form in the history of humanity has found ahome. My world revolves around that forgotten part ofour soul—that forgotten side of ourselves—that has beentrod upon for reasons of control and domination, Ibelieve, for the last four millennia of our development.What exactly is the forgotten side of ourselves? It is thatportion of our heritage that is scoffed at as superstition ormake-believe today. It is that part of our innermost beingthat quietly acknowledges aspects of reality we know tobe true, yet hesitates to openly acknowledge them for



fear of ridicule. It is our inner connection to thosearchetypal aspects of existence that primitive or less“modern” cultures continue to embrace, but that weWesterners look upon as quaint, or backward, or even
a s (shudder) “neat.”2 It is that side of ourselves thatexists with open access to all that may defy our world’sideas of logic and reason.In 1994 I saw a documentary on television thatchanged my life forever. Called Ring of Fire: East ofKrakatoa, and produced by the brothers Lorne andLawrence Blair in 1988, the film described theirexperiences in the Indonesian archipelago. Central to thedocumentary was a brief sequence with a shy andsomewhat reclusive Chinese-Javanese acupuncturist whoperformed wonderful things, unbelievable things, for thecamera. He demonstrated his full mastery of thephenomenon of ch’i, or bioenergy, by generating an“electrical” current within his body, which he used first toheal one filmmaker of an eye infection, and then to set anewspaper on fire with his hand.Ring of Fire caused thousands to seek out thisindividual in pursuit of instruction; I was one of thesuccessful ones. In the book The Magus of Java, Idescribed my initial encounter with this master, whosetrue identity I have hidden behind the pseudonym JohnChang (though John really is his name, and so is Chang,
after a fashion).3 After many trials and tribulations, hefinally accepted me as his student, and I have since beenprivileged enough to witness phenomena that mostpeople can only dream of. In my years of study with JohnChang, I have experienced pyrogenesis, telekinesis,levitation, telepathy, and things even more exotic. I havespoken with spirits and can testify to their reality. Equallyimportant, I have learned my own teacher’s story, andhave been given permission to publish it. John Chang is a



have been given permission to publish it. John Chang is adirect heir to the lineage of the sixth-century B.C.E. sageMo Tzu, who was Confucius’s greatest rival. Hisdiscipline, called the Mo-Pai, was, until now, little knownin the West.The method through which these incredible abilities arearrived at is called, in Chinese, nei kung, or “innerpower.” It is the equivalent of the Hindu-Buddhistpractice of kundalini yoga, though nei kung involves amartial art and martial practice. Central to the discipline isthe transformation of sexual energy into pureunadulterated power, a force that the practitioner can useat will. The “cauldron” in which this formidable elixir isbrewed is called the dantien (elixir field) in Chinese, andis a bioenergetic nexus located four fingers below ournavel.This second book of mine, in many ways part two ofThe Magus of Java, is not so much about my master,though you will find him weaving himself in and out ofthese pages. Rather, this book is about how his teachingopened my mind and senses and enabled me to perceivethe forgotten side of ourselves. It is by far a morescholarly—and more practical—book than the first one.This is a study guide written for those who were excitedenough by The Magus of Java to pursue furtherinstruction (though I am hoping it will stand on its own asa literary effort) and for those who, regardless of theirfamiliarity with The Magus of Java, wish to learn moreabout nei kung.As I have grown in my knowledge of the Mo-Paitradition, I have discovered that teachings similar to thoseof the Mo-Pai once had a home all around the world; Ihave found evidence of nei kung techniques andreferences to yin and yang energy in almost every ancientculture examined by modern archaeology. It would seemthat these teachings endured in China as fossilized



that these teachings endured in China as fossilizedversions of what was once universal in distribution. Myambition, then, is that they once again find a home inevery country, in every city, in every small village aroundthe globe. I hope to begin with you, the reader; I hope toconvince you, through these pages, to undertake aregular meditative discipline, a regimen whose scope youmay choose at will and tailor to your own personality andaspirations. For it is meditation, in the end, that is the keythat opens the door to the forgotten side of ourselves.I fear we have become unbearably arrogant, you see.Confident as gods in the technological progress we havemade, we scoff at the men and women who were ourancestors. Oh, we admire the Pyramids, the Parthenon,the Great Wall of China. We marvel at the cave drawingsand sculptured bison in the Paleolithic caves of France.We delight in achievements and say, “I wonder how theymanaged that with the technology of their time.” Inessence, we are patronizing them; we consider ourselvessuperior. We deny the full spectrum of what theythemselves believed in. We do not seek to understandthem, these people who were our forefathers; we do notseek to discover why they made the choices they did,what they had seen, what knowledge they possessed thatwas different from our own. It is from our ownstandpoint that we try to reach them, ever judgmental.We deny their world, and try to refashion and study itbased on our own. What nonsense!People are ever practical, especially under conditionswhere survival is an issue, and life in earlier times wassomething one had to struggle for on an almost dailybasis. Ancient peoples, then, cultivated belief becausethey saw that there was pragmatic gain in doing so. Sincehaving been accepted as John Chang’s student, itdawned on me that every myth and legend of humanityprobably has a basis somewhere in fact. For example,



probably has a basis somewhere in fact. For example,for centuries scholars thought that Homer’s Troy was amyth, a story concocted by a blind poet—until a Germanmerchant with more pathos than scientific knowledgestumbled onto her ruins through sheer persistence. JohnChang’s paranormal abilities are real; thousands ofpeople throughout the world can step forward and testifyto that fact. How many other myths and legends are true,hidden in the leaves, silent and waiting for a dedicatedseeker to find?I cannot speak for all of them, though I would like tobelieve that there are yeti and four-hundred-year-oldyogis living in the Himalayan mountains, as I have beentold by Tibetan monks. I personally believe in all mannerof spirits, ghosts, and goblins—yes, sometimes it is ournightmares that take shape as well. But meeting suchbeings is not easy or common; the odds are one in tenthousand or more. Usually, our imagination gets carriedaway, influenced as it is by cinema and literature, and webelieve that something extraordinary is happening when infact our subconscious mind is tricking us.Ultimately, we believe in the fantastic because wewant to believe, because we have a need to believe; theforgotten side of ourselves is ever awake within us,calling to us from fields of dreams. Because ourconsumer-oriented society has made life mundane andstripped the magic from our existence, we desperatelydesire an alternative. Social precepts, for the present,however, dictate that we must ignore these whispers ofour past, that we must continue to forget that part ofourselves. In truth, it would be just as easy for anindividual to saw off an arm or a leg caught in a trap. Thispart of ourselves is written into our DNA; we cannotwalk away from it. In the end, ignoring our innermostvoice leads to desperation, and it is this desperation thatproves to be our undoing, for once desperate, we are no



proves to be our undoing, for once desperate, we are nolonger pragmatic in our pursuits. Not being practical isdangerous—knowledge accumulated over millenniabecomes trivialized and people wind up living in fairytales.In truth, finding our forgotten side is not easy and oftenrequires the fortitude of a warrior. It can be frightening—compound this natural phobia with the added factor of amultitude of frauds and hucksters preying on the innocentand you will understand that you must tread very, verycarefully. In the Orient, where masters secretly coexistedwith Western-style development until this pastgeneration, things were much easier to discern: Whilethere were many frauds, true masters were known byreputation and were widely respected. The regularlyaccepted practice of challenge-matches saw to this—frauds were afraid to raise their ugly heads for dread ofbeing challenged by a true master. Today, duels beingrigorously frowned upon by the legal system, this is nolonger the case, and even in the East, prospectivestudents must be ever wary of clever swindlers. Theforgotten side of ourselves is, in short, dangerous turf,and requires a very special type of individual to traverse;this person must be willing first and foremost to face him-or herself—and most people shy away from just that.I cannot speak for every myth, for every circumstancethat each of us may have encountered; I can only speakfor myself. In fact, each of us, in the end, speaks only forourselves. This book, then, is my personal journey, myindividual sojourn into the forgotten side. Please enjoy it.In some places the text may seem complex and somepieces may seem to hang separately from others, but Iencourage you to stick with it—I have two reasons forpresenting this book in its chosen format. The first is thatI want to impart to the reader a portrait of what my life



I want to impart to the reader a portrait of what my lifeand training, and those of my students and friends, arelike in my native Greece. Of its own nature, painting sucha portrait is a complex task. The second is that I amobligated by vows I have given to teach cryptically, andso am laying out pieces of the puzzle as I go along. It isup to the reader to assemble these pieces into the largerpicture; I hope each and every one of you is successful.Finally, I return to the dragon mentioned at the verybeginning of this introduction. Desiring something andfinding it are two altogether different things, coming toterms with a miracle another matter entirely. This iswhere fortitude of spirit exhibits itself. Should a dragon,then, happen to come along on a bright morning to standpolitely outside your window, his scales glistening in thesun, don’t be afraid. Rather, invite him in for tea. You willnever forget the experience, and may be surprised todiscover that he will enjoy your company as well. Ibelieve, in the end, that dragons and their like miss usalmost as much as we miss them.

Chapter 1WHISPERS FROM THE PAST
 

. . . o’er Delphi’s long deserted shrine,where, save that feeble fountain,all is still.George Gordon, Lord Byron 
I was standing on a mountaintop, screaming up at God.Six years had passed since I met the Magus of Java,John Chang of the Mo-Pai, and had been accepted ashis student. Six years, and during that time my life had



his student. Six years, and during that time my life hadchanged completely. I had become a much wiser andwell-balanced person, of that there could be no doubt.But I was also a much more somber individual than I hadbeen. There is nothing like ignorance to keep a manhappy. I had dispensed with it in search of knowledgeand was paying the price—life was a constant strugglebetween old cravings and new yearnings. The pathfollowed by my master was a difficult one and wouldmake my own life austere should I choose to follow it tocompletion.When I first started the Mo-Pai training I had all theenthusiasm of the neophyte and that ardor had carriedme along for many years. It was after advancing rapidlyalong the path that I faltered for the first time, and pickedmyself up, and walked farther, and faltered again. I cameto realize that all such disciplines are, in the end,motivated by one of two things: either a profound lovefor God or a profound hatred for a given individual orgroup of individuals. There seemed to be little room tomaneuver between these two extremes. The training isvery difficult and unending; it required withdrawing fromsociety, if only in part, to be able to meditate andperform the necessary psychophysical energetics. Neikung training operates on the molecular level and actuallymodifies the DNA of the trainee. It is dangerous anddemanding—you must sacrifice material ambitions for thesake of spiritual ones. There is no way around this.I didn’t know how to handle it. As for my motivations,my feelings for God were mixed and I didn’t really hateanyone so terribly. I was stuck in the middle, wonderingwhat quirk of destiny had set me on this path.Continuously harnessing my sexuality was no greatjoy, either, and much of nei kung centers on changingsexual energy to spiritual and physical power. I had no



sexual energy to spiritual and physical power. I had nopretensions about not liking society and everything in it.A pretty girl will always turn my head, I like to drink andsmoke cigars, and I can spend whole days slothfullywatching television. In truth, I am lazy by nature and hategetting up in the morning. All in all, hardly the stereotypeof the dedicated yogi, you will agree. But the trainingwouldn’t let me go. It ran my life, and there was noescaping it.“I want to sell everything I own, turn my ancestralhome in the mountains into a hotel, and live and train upthere for the rest of my life,” I advised John during one ofmy trips to Indonesia.“If you had told me that last month, I would have saidgo ahead and do it,” he said. “But now, I don’t know.”“Why not?”“Last week I went into meditation and asked my
master1why none of my students had managed to
combine yin and yang in their dantien2 and finish LevelFour.”Grandmaster Liao, John Chang’s teacher, had died in1962, but his consciousness was still accessible to myown master somewhere beyond space-time.“What did he say?”“He said that this level of power is a gift granted bysuch laws as govern the Universe, and is not subject toindividual human will. It is a part of a person’s aura.”I was silent. John sensed my question.“At the deepest level, there are really only three kindsof aura,” he continued, “white, black, and yellow. Thesecolors reflect the innermost essence of our being. A whiteaura is that of a soul who is good at heart, a black aura isof one who is evil in the end. A yellow aura is that of aperson who is at complete peace with the Universe. Inour school, one must have attained this tranquillity to passon to Level Four.” He paused. “In other lineages, this is



on to Level Four.” He paused. “In other lineages, this isnot always the case.” John shook himself, as if anunpleasant thought had invaded his privacy. I wastempted to ask, but stood quiet instead.“In each generation, Kosta,” he continued, “only onestudent has become like I am—at least until now.”My breath caught in my throat. “What color is myaura?” I blurted out without a hint of subtlety.“I don’t know.” He raised a hand to silence myprotest. “I can see the deepest color of your aura onlywhen I am at full power, during the times when I amtraining in the mountains. Not now.”My heart dropped. “It can’t be me“Why not?”“Because I’m already forty years old!” I growled. “Itshould be someone who is a kid now, so that . . .”“You’re not old,” he snapped, “and people live a lotlonger now than they used to. They’ll have great need forwisdom combined with power in the future, believe me.Besides, events seem to suggest that in this generation thepower may go to the West.”“What?”“Yes—the Chinese are less appreciative of their ownculture than they used to be. Perhaps the next master ofthe Mo-Pai will be a Westerner. Or maybe a youngChinese boy residing in a Western nation. But he will bea “citizen of the world,” of that I am sure.”I was speechless.“Who knows?” he slapped me on the back. “It mayeven be an old man like you. Liao Sifu has certainlytaken an interest in you.”I had had run-ins with the Grandmaster’s spirit; ontwo separate instances I had been the victim of hispractical jokes. Playing straight man to a supernaturalcomedian with godlike powers was no fun.That conversation had torn me in two, leaving doubt to



That conversation had torn me in two, leaving doubt tognaw at my soul. When I was younger, I dreamed ofbecoming a fighter pilot, but failed the eye exam. Therewas nothing I could do—no effort on my part could helpme overcome a congenital deficiency in circumstanceswhere rigid standards were necessary. Likewise in neikung training there are prerequisites that must be met inorder to advance. Failing to meet these, it is best not tobe overly ambitious. Could I accomplish the training?And if I couldn’t develop abilities like John’s, would I atleast manage to complete the Third Level of Power inthis lifetime?I resolved to die trying. Wherever I turned, I ran intoconstraints imposed by God or Fate or Jodo (in Chinese,“the will of heaven”), constraints that got my tempergoing whenever I brooded over them. Being by blood aGreek (though by culture a Hellenistic Greek), divinerestraints ran against the grain. You have only to readfrom Greek mythology to see that it portrays a constantstruggle of man against his gods. The Titan Prometheus,who had risked the wrath of heaven to bring fire tomankind, was my own personal role model. I decided toemulate him. Rather than a profound love for God, it wasan extreme devotion to mankind and nature that fueledmy efforts.But the gods always won in the end, damn it. I felt likea bonsai that has the soul of a mighty oak of the wild,but, through the desire and shaping of a superior force, isconstrained by wires to be a servant and pet destined tolive out its life in a pot.I had many decisions to make, and there could be nocompromises. I had come to realize why Liao Sifu hadbeen so austere with my own master—which was why Iwas standing on top of a mountain, screaming up at God.I had come to spend a full month in retreat in the wild,living in a shack that one of my students had built in the



living in a shack that one of my students had built in themiddle of nowhere, far away from society and itstemptations. My only companions were foxes, rabbits,mice, snakes, scorpions, flies, mosquitoes, and theoccasional wolf.And an earth-spirit or seven, but more on that later.I wanted to know what God wanted from me. I wastired of living with ambiguity. I was forty years old, fedup, and the message I was sending upward was, “Eithergive me clear direction, or leave me alone!” Thisparticular bonsai wasn’t feeling very aesthetically pleasingat the moment—and I was angry with the Deity for givingme this particular shape and task.But there was no question that I was developing. I hadbegun to feel peoples’ emotions in an almost uncannymanner. Many times I was able to sense the thoughtsuppermost in their minds as well. There was nothingmystical about the experience. In fact, my own studentswho were training for Level One disclosed similarabilities. Telepathy between us became routine. Onestudent dreamed that I had entered his room and washaving a conversation with him. He was shocked when Irepeated the words we had exchanged—I had seen thesame thing at the same instant while in meditation!My martial arts skills improved greatly. Upon testingthe energy content of one of my students whose name isStamatis, John showed us that I had at least five timesthat man’s energy. He did so by passing a current of 1percent of his total power through his forearm. Mystudent could not touch my master’s arm, while I graspedit comfortably. Later I found that I could then stand 2percent of John’s power, while Stamatis couldcomfortably tolerate 0.40 percent. I had five times mystudent’s bioenergy! As a result, I had to practice verycarefully in the training hall, keeping the ch’i down in the



dantien where it belonged. But every so often it crept up,and people went flying. I had heard of a brother studentin the United States, James, who could no longer touchhis own students while training, for fear of sending themto the hospital.And things began to be revealed to me; the Universeopened up and showed me its secrets. My personalityhad undergone a radical transformation; I was apotpourri of ideas, knowledge, impressions, andexperiences from the standpoint of Eastern and Westernscience. I no longer had a specific belief system, forexample, either as a scientist or with regard to religion,and I took nothing for granted. I understood that thoseprecepts that we blindly accept as truth today are merelytemporary axioms, and tomorrow they may be laughed atand criticized. I became aware that time tends to equalizeall things and lifts the veils from some of them, and I wasbeginning to understand its flow, the way the Universeworks, the Tao.I was really miserable. As I said, there is nothing likeignorance to make a man feel safe. To better understandthe future, I began to study the past. I learned that whatJohn was now teaching me had been discovered,experienced, and categorized by many diverse ethnicgroups throughout the centuries, foremost among thembeing my own ancestors. There is nothing new under thesun.

POLES OF FOREVER
 There are two principal forces that make up our Universe—the Chinese call them yin and yang. These twoenergies oppose each other continuously, locked ineternal combat. The yin is the primal chaos that existedbefore our own space-time was created. It is beyond



before our own space-time was created. It is beyondform and function, incomprehensible to us and yet anessential part of our being. Gravity, for example, is partof the yin field, as are black holes, as are our very souls.Yin is vibration, the interstellar cold of outer space; it iswinter and night, sleep and water. And yet sleep andwater are a necessary part of life; without them, we die.The yang energy is solar fire, the driving force thatopposes gravity and creates space-time. Without thiscontrasting dynamism, the force of gravity would havelong ago collapsed all matter in the Universe into onehuge, solitary black hole, in essence ending creation. It isthe yang force of solar nuclear fusion that propels spaceand time and first enabled us to live in the form we havenow. The yang fuels our lives; it is the positive that givesdirection, the light that drives away the darkness, the sumand substance that gives us joy. (Please see appendix 2.)And yet the yang by itself would kill us just as a manunprotected in the desert will soon die of exposure. It isonly when it is balanced with the opposing yin that lifethrives and has meaning. This unquestionable axiom—yang must be balanced by yin—is an indication that theUniverse has been created with intent, and that this intentwas none other than the creation of life.These two energies were omnipresent in all ancientcultures. The Chinese spoke of yin and yang, theTibetans of the red drop and the white drop, the ancientGreeks of chaos and order, the Navajo of Mother Earthand Father Sky. We can see their entwining energies indepictions of Hindu and Buddhist chakras, inMesopotamian religious imagery, in the ancient Greekcaduceus of Hermes, and, perhaps, in the DNA stranditself. The code of these two energies is cosmic andtimeless; they are a reality that all accomplished humancultures have stumbled upon.According to the Mo-Pai tradition, there are seventy-



According to the Mo-Pai tradition, there are seventy-two Levels of Power that make up the steps to ultimateenlightenment, the greatest point of human existence.That much I had learned from John Chang. Mention ofthese levels is universal. The Sufis say that there are72,000 veils between God and man. Hindu yogis talkabout either the seventy-two chakras of the human bodyor the 72,000 nadi that must be opened before thethousand-petalled lotus blooms.All these levels have to do with yin and yang. On theirown, our spirits are yin, a series of vibrations, standingwaves inscribed in the medium of the yin field. Like acomputer program on a CD, our very essence is nothingmore than a “subroutine” in the energies of the primalchaos. As soon as we enter space and time and becomeyang, this vibration in the yin field takes form. In fact, itreplicates itself fractally, taking shape first in our DNAand then, through our DNA, in our human bodies. It issimilar to inserting a CD into a personal computer andcalling up a program, only to watch it materialize on the
screen.3As spiritual beings we become more powerful, moreself-aware, when we manage to combine the twoenergies, yin and yang, inside the zero nodes of thisstanding wave, finally reaching ultimate enlightenmentwhen they reach the very top of our head. It is like fillingup a glass: You start at the bottom and work your wayup.The method followed by the Mo-Pai is millennia-oldand very effective. You begin by filling up the body’s“energy warehouse” with solar energy, in Chinese, yangch’i. This warehouse, the dantien (elixir field), is locatedfour fingers below the navel. Called the hara inJapanese, it has been written about profusely in the lastfifty years, and there is no need to elaborate on it here. If



fifty years, and there is no need to elaborate on it here. Ifyou imagine this energy center as a sphere, you couldassume that it would be empty at Level Zero, and full ofyang energy at the end of Level One: 

 Fig. 1. The dantien is empty at Level Zero (left) andfull of yang energy at the end of Level One (right).

Accomplishing this is no easy task, because the onlyway to do so is exclusively through meditation. You mustbe in actual meditation, a condition similar to theborderline between sleep and waking, for eighty-onehours in order to fill the dantien. When the typicalpractitioner attempts meditation, he actually achieves itfor only three minutes during every hour of sitting.Therefore, completing Level One can require 1,620hours of sitting in the meditative posture. At an hour aday, it would take the average man four-and-a-half yearsto conclude this stage of the training.Following the completion of Level One, the studentbegins compressing the yang ch’i in his dantien, inessence making it “hard.” This is accomplished throughbreath retention and specific movements. A graphicrepresentation would look like this: 



 Fig. 2. Compressing yang ch’i in the dantien

It is difficult. Our bodies have only so much energy,and we use that energy to compress the yang ch’i in ourdantien. You have to be strong to do this training. Pushtoo hard, and you drain away your very life force whiletrying to progress. Train too little, and you get nowhere.It is a matter of balance and requires patience,consistency, and perseverance.And the third level is even harder. We have said thatthe yin and yang energies are opposing forces. Thestudent who finishes Level Two has enough yang energyin his dantien to begin “snapping” the restraints holdingthe dantien in place, using the power of the stored andcompressed yang. It is, in essence, like tugging hard tosnap a piece of twine. The dantien is held in place by fivecords that have a correlation in both the physical (yang)and spiritual (yin) realms. We can imagine them asstrings, four on one plane diagonally opposing eachother, and one center string perpendicular to those. Tobreak the confines of the yin field you must break thesestrings one by one and, in doing so, allow the dantien (bythen a hardened ball of compressed yang) to movearound inside the body. When a student cuts the first four
strings, he completes Level Three;4 graphically, it mightlook something like this:



look something like this: 

 Fig. 3. The completion of Level Three: cutting thefirst four cords holding the dantien and breaking theconfines of the yin field

This is the peak that most people can hope for.Finishing Level Three endows the practitioner withsuperior abilities. Level Three students cannot be cut witha knife when aware of the blow. I have personallywitnessed a pellet from an air rifle fired at point blankrange ricochet off the flesh of one brother student whohad reached Level Three. Startling those at this level isdangerous, for their ch’i is governed by their emotionsand flies to protect them. I have heard of three separateinstances where students at Level Three killed themuggers who tried to assault them, despite their bestintentions to restrain their power. Their hardened ch’i,governed by the emotions of men protecting their ownlives, had blown out the aggressors’ hearts; cursoryinvestigations at hospitals simply showed that each ofthese men had died of a heart attack.I myself am always wary around brother students whoare at a higher level, and make sure never to surprise



are at a higher level, and make sure never to surprisethem when we are training together.Those at Level Three have other powers beyond thisphysical strength and a degree of physical invulnerability.When the strings of karma are cut, each student developsa particular ability according to his own psychophysicalmakeup. One man might be able to see six months intothe future; another can heal various illnesses with histouch. There are no rules that govern this gift; it is up toJodo, the will of heaven.Beyond this point, only those with a yellow aura canprogress to Level Four. These fortunates sever the lastthread—the fifth—mooring the dantien and send theiryang down to meet the yin that flows into their bodiesthrough the perineum. After a time, the two energies risetogether like lovers. The student yogi then seizes them byforce of will and squeezes them into the vestibule of hisdantien, where they coexist as t’ai chi, the SupremeUltimate. There, in the dantien, they look like this: 

 Fig. 4. T’ai chi: yin and yang together in the dantienat the end of Level Four

The fortunate yogi who accomplishes t’ai chi hasharnessed the lightning, and as such has power overspace-time. He has sixty-eight more levels to progressthrough before achieving complete enlightenment, thatpinnacle of human existence. At that point, the crownchakra at the very top of the head opens and the yogi



chakra at the very top of the head opens and the yogicompletes Level Seventy-Two.In the entire history of China, only two people haveachieved this state. One was Bodhidharma, the Indian(perhaps Persian?) prince who taught Ch’an (Zen)Buddhism and kung fu at the Shaolin temple. The otherwas Chang San Feng of the Wutang-Pai, credited bymany as the creator of t’ai chi chuan, and by my ownmaster as a teacher of the lineage of the Mo-Pai.In each generation of the Mo-Pai, only one studenthas managed to go beyond Level Three and completeLevel Four and those above it—only one student in eachgeneration, throughout a 2,400 year history, which gaveme every reason to suspect that a certain middle-agedGreek had a snowball’s chance in hell of making it. If thatwere the case, wouldn’t circumstances have allowed itwhile I was a younger man? 

VOICES FROM THE PAST
 I have led a tumultuous life. My parents were Greekimmigrants to the United States who had moved back toGreece when I was twelve. Going from metropolitanNew England in 1971 to a small village in northwesternGreece at a time when a corrupt dictator controlled thecountry and ignorance bloomed had not pleased me atall. Rebellious by nature, I set off for the United Statesagain by myself at the age of seventeen. Havingrenounced Greek culture, I sought out a replacement andbecame enamored of the East.I had begun learning martial arts at the age of ten at alocal YMCA in the States and continued—albeit with adisreputable teacher—in Greece when we moved to that



disreputable teacher—in Greece when we moved to thatcountry. The junta in Greece had done its best tosuppress information and culture, but, unknowingly, theyhad allowed one very significant television show to slipthrough their censorship. That show was Kung Fu withDavid Carradine (for younger readers, I am referring tothe original series), and it changed my life. When I movedback to the States, the martial arts became both myanchor and my helm as I tried to make my way in asociety I only partially understood and to which I was, atbest, the scion of cheap labor.During this time, having the ability to make my ownrules meant that I had no umbilicus—I felt at home allover the world, having traveled much and been exposedto many diverse cultures. On the other hand, I wasconstantly insecure for the simple reason that Iquestioned everything, took nothing at face value, andrejected what roots I had been born with.When a man wants to make a bonsai, he first seeksout the proper sapling to twist to his designs. I have afeeling that God follows the same modus operandi. I wasthat bonsai sapling, and every so often the Gardenersnipped a leaf, or added another turn to a wire.I decided to settle in Greece in 1992. At the time, Ithought my reasons for doing so were personal, but thisdecision instigated a whole series of “coincidences” thatled to me becoming John Chang’s student and, as aresult, pursuing a specific path from which I could nolonger withdraw. By choosing to live in the Balkansduring the time when conflicts in Bosnia and Kosovo, theAlbanian civil insurrection, and constant tensions withTurkey were a daily reality, I was allowed to see howtruly ephemeral life is. The streets of Athens were filledwith the maimed begging for coins. It was a sight I hadbecome accustomed to in the Orient, but not one I hadever expected to see in the West.



ever expected to see in the West.Most modern Greeks found shelter from that reality bybecoming overly materialistic and hedonistic. (Everybodywas sleeping with everybody else; there were a score ofTV shows satirizing the fact.) I, however, saw thingsdifferently. I sought solace by becoming more devoted tothe spiritual, trying to follow my own destiny andimmersing myself in my master’s training.Standing on my mountaintop, screaming up at heaven,I remembered the one startling realization that hadbrought me to that hermitage. It was still warm that fall,and I would have preferred to be lying on a beach on aGreek island rather than being where I was. But thesudden insight had swept over me and had stripped meo f any choice in the matter. Like a thunderbolt in themidst of the night, it had hit me, and I woke sweating,twisting and turning: the forgotten side of ourselves.I slipped quietly from the bed but saw that I hadalready awakened Doris. In the dark I padded from thebedroom to the living room of our modest apartment.She found me sitting quietly, drinking my villagemoonshine and smoking a cheap Cuban cigar. It wasthree in the morning. I had not turned on the lights.“What’s wrong?” she asked.“The forgotten side of ourselves. It’s been taken fromus.”Doris sat down next to me. “This had better be worthwaking me up in the middle of the night,” she said.That evening we had seen the award-winning film TheSixth Sense, about a little boy with enough naturalextrasensory perception to see the spirits of the dead,and the problems this ability causes him in daily life. In asociety that no longer believes in such things, the boyroutinely questions his sanity, unwilling to accept what heis experiencing. But perhaps he isn’t at all insane.Perhaps his experience is much more common than we



Perhaps his experience is much more common than wethink. I said as much to Doris.“Are you saying that everyone has experiences of thissort, but is unwilling to talk about them for fear of beingridiculed?” she asked.“No, I think that most people’s experiences are for themost part figments of their imagination. But some are true—let’s say that about 2 percent are real.”“And . . .?”“What’s the most important of my master’s powers?”“Are you saying that it’s his ability to talk to spirits?”“That little boy in the movie has what the Chinese callyin eyes. He can see and talk to the spirits of the dead.He is a shaman.”She waited quietly. I stood and began to pace in thedarkness. The cigar went out—I didn’t really smoke,anyway, but somehow it had suited the dramaticintimations of my revelation.“In Neolithic times every village had its shaman. Hespoke to the spirits of those who had recently departed,and helped them make the transition. Just like that littleboy in the movie.”She grasped it then. I saw it shake her, and shenodded.“Yes,” I said. “We still need the shaman to survive asa species. Just like a newborn baby needs to be raisedby its parents—it can’t survive by itself, right?—a newlydeceased human needs a shaman to help make thetransition to another state of being.”I bowed my head. “They took them away from us,Doris. They took them away so that they could bettercontrol us. The shaman was replaced by the priest, andspirituality by dogma.”One of the main lessons that I learned from JohnChang was that all things in the Universe are natural;there is no such thing as the supernatural, nor can one in



there is no such thing as the supernatural, nor can one intruth speak of metaphysics. Everything on this planet—including ghosts, goblins, and elves, should they exist—isas natural as the stock market and beaver dams. Twice Ihave seen my master discuss sports with the dead, andthey answered his questions matter-of-factly.There are three institutions that seem to havedeveloped together in human history: warfare, empire,and organized religion. It was not until ten thousand yearsago that warfare, for instance, became an intrinsic part ofour lives. It followed swiftly on the heels of systematizedagriculture and larger settlements. Before that time,people had lived together in peace, for the most part, andviolence between men was sporadic. The Norwegianexplorer Fridtjof Nansen, who in 1888 made a historicjourney across the ice fields of Greenland, encounteredthe last Eskimos there to live the same way that theirforefathers had, in total harmony with the harsh land thatbore them.The Eskimos had shamans to guide them and teachthem how to live in accord with the will of heaven.Being able to speak with the spirits of the dead andhave the society you live in accept that ability at facevalue means that people understand the laws ofconsequence. John Chang had spoken to me repeatedlyabout karma and the Fields of Retribution or Rewardthat the spirit enters into immediately after death. Youmust pay what you owe or receive what is owed to youbefore you can move on to whatever follows. This issomething that the ancient shamans understood andpassed on to those around them. People accepted whatthese men and women told them for the simple reasonthat their knowledge had been shown to be true.For those who would scoff, let me say that this samemethodology applies today to all people in all kinds ofcircumstances. The average housewife does not



circumstances. The average housewife does notunderstand the electronics inside her microwave oven orthe principles of physics that allow such a device toperform. Nevertheless, this does not prevent her frommaking use of the appliance. Human society has alwaysbeen like this; it is the direction and the sum of ourknowledge that has changed over the millennia, not themethodology of belief. The shaman differed from thepriest in that the shaman himself had to display specificabilities rather than merely represent a given dogma thatan organized religion had passed on as truth. The shamanhad to have power—he was trained and tested by otherslike himself and had to prove himself routinely to thosearound him. People were more immediately concernedwith survival in those days and did not have the luxury ofwasting their efforts. Nor was the life of a true shamanany great joy; he acted out of duty to his fellow man andto the Divine Breath that inspires all.When society became a prize to be won andcontrolled by those who would have power over othermen, the shamans were the first to go because theyrepresented the greatest threat. Those who would bekings removed the shamans, possibly by killing largegroups of them, and replaced them with a priesthood(understanding that people will always have a need toapproach the Divine). This strategy has been used manytimes throughout the history of mankind.One such case in point that strikes home to me, moreso because I am named after Constantine, is theestablishment of Christianity as a state religion by theRoman emperor and saint Constantine the Great. Thoughthis example occurs millennia after the deliberateextermination of the shamans I referred to, it is accuratelyrecorded in historic annals and can be readilyresearched. Because most Western nations are Christiantoday, it will perhaps serve as the best example to get the



today, it will perhaps serve as the best example to get themessage across.The cosmopolitan nature of the Roman Empire in thefirst three centuries of this millennium meant that therewas a philosopher or preacher lurking in every corner,promoting new and unfamiliar ideas. To the Greek intheir city-states, precursors to the Romans, thepresentation of new religious concepts was consideredso dangerous that the philosopher Socrates had been putto death and the philosopher Anaxagoras had been jailedfor the charge of introducing new doctrines. Theinternational nature of the Roman Empire along with itscultural diversity, however, made such exclusion not onlyimpossible but undesirable. From the time of Paul theApostle, various cults based on Christ’s teachings hadspread around the Mediterranean and had growndisputatious. With new ideas spreading throughout theranks, each local bishop promoted his own opinions andfought to see them accepted.Christianity had, by the end of the first century,become a significant social force in spite of Romanefforts to stop it. However, at the same time, thedoctrinal gulf between groups calling themselves Christianhad grown too great to be ignored. Over the next fewcenturies various creeds prospered based on the writingsand opinions of local bishops such as Justin of Samaria,Irenaeus of Asia Minor and Lyons, Marcion of Sinope,Tertullian of Carthage, Cyprian of Carthage, Clement ofAlexandria, Montanus of Asia Minor, and Arius ofAlexandria, to name a few. Also during this time, aneccentric group of Christians in the Near East becameinvolved with Jewish mysticism and evolved into a groupbelieving the theology known as Gnosticism (from theGreek word gnosis, or “knowledge”). It was a doctrinethat accepted Jesus as a divine teacher, but rejected



that accepted Jesus as a divine teacher, but rejectedoutright the dogmas of the Resurrection, apostolictradition, and the mission of Jesus as taught bymainstream Christianity. According to Gnosticism, theGod of the Old Testament was the source of all misery inlife. To make matters worse, those who espoused thisbelief system claimed that they possessed a secret oraltradition from Jesus himself, and rejected the authority ofall local bishops outright. Gnosticism took hold rapidly inEgypt, and began spreading to the other Romanprovinces.By the dawn of the fourth century, then, Christianitywas widespread throughout the Mediterranean basin, butwith no one creed or canon to unify its members. And sowe arrive to Constantine and his edicts.In 313, Emperor Constantine sent to his localgovernors a series of elaborate letters in which it wassaid that “complete toleration” should be extended toanyone following the teachings of Christ (in whatevershape and form, for the moment)—or any other cult, forthat matter. The Edict of Milan, as this series of letterswas called, had the effect of legalizing Christianitythroughout the Roman Empire.Historians have debated why the Edict of Milan wasissued in the first place. To me it seems quite obvious: Itwas due to the growing political power of Christians ofdiverse dogma, and the strategic decision made byConstantine to use a single religion as a unifying factor forhis multiethnic state. The Romans had the example ofAlexander the Great to guide them and knew that, if theEmpire was to last, cultural integrity was a necessity. Theemperor understood well that the Christians werebecoming so numerous as to represent a considerablepolitical force should they ever become organized underone banner. He opted to make that banner his, andfollowed a policy of intimidation the likes of which Stalin



followed a policy of intimidation the likes of which Stalinhimself would be proud.Constantine was born in what is Serbia today and wasquite familiar with the breadth of the Roman Empire ofhis day. He knew the Balkans and Asia Minor well. I amof the opinion that he planned on moving his capital fromRome to the East for decades for reasons of personalsecurity, and that he used Christianity as the means toaccomplish his goal. What better way to assimilatediverse ethnic groups than by revising their culturalidentity through religion (or any other particular culturalmarker)? Though he was in fact baptized a Christianbefore he died and was canonized after his death, Idoubt the emperor had developed during his life the innerpeace that sainthood implies—his canonization wasassuredly a political decision.Constantine was a practitioner of several religionseven after his conversion to Christianity. His personaldevotions were offered to Mars and increasingly toApollo, revered as Sol Invictus, the “Unconquered Sun”;indeed it seems Constantine presented Christ as Apollo(or vice versa) in later years.The emperor was subjective and capricious. He sentprisoners of war to the lions; committed wholesale actsof genocide in his campaigns in North Africa; and wasknown for his arrogant, egotistical, and ruthless behavior—hardly what we have come to expect from a Christiansaint. Despite his professed affection for the teachings ofChrist, he had no qualms about executing his son Crispusfor involving himself with his stepmother Fausta (andindeed it seems the stepmother in question was all for theliaison, since she got the axe within a year herself eventhough she had borne Constantine three sons).The most significant event in Constantine’s religious-political development occurred in 312, a year before theEdict of Milan, when he fought the Battle of Milvian



Edict of Milan, when he fought the Battle of MilvianBridge against a rival claimant to the emperor’s throne.Among his soldiers were many Christians followingdiverse doctrines. The scholar Lactantius, who was closeto the imperial family, reports that during the night beforethe battle Constantine was commanded in a dream toplace the sign of Christ on the shields of his soldiers.Twenty-five years later Eusebius gives us a moreelaborate and quite different account in his Life ofConstantine: While Constantine and his army were ontheir way to Rome, Eusebius claims, they observed astrange phenomenon in the sky in broad daylight. A crossof light and the words “by this sign you will be victor”(hoc signo victor eris) appeared to them. It was duringthe next night that Christ appeared to Constantine andinstructed him to place the heavenly sign on the battlestandards of his army. Unfortunately, at least six differentversions of the story have survived from different peoplewho claimed to have heard it from the emperor himself,so we will never truly know what happened. As amonument to his victory at Milvian, years later,Constantine raised a triumphal arch in Rome, whichsurvives to this day. It bears testimony to Sol Invictuswith reference to Christ “driving his chariot across thesky.” Ultimately, Constantine commanded Christians tohold their services on Sunday, the day of the Sun. Therecan be no clearer tautology of Christ with Apollo.Constantine became the sole Roman emperor in 324and subsequently moved his capital to the former Greekcity of Byzantium, renaming it Constantinople. Heconvened the First Ecumenical Council of the ChristianChurch the following year, during which hiscommandment to the bishops was simple: Come up witha consistent doctrine that is universal—or catholic—innature, and quit all the squabbling among yourselves. Theopening session was held on May 20, 325 in the great



opening session was held on May 20, 325 in the greathall of the palace at Nicaea, with Constantine himselfpresiding and giving the opening speech. The council,after much deliberation, formulated a canon, which,although it was revised at the Council of Constantinoplein 381–82, has become known as the Nicene Creed. Amajor role at the council was played by Athanasius,bishop of Alexandria. Arius, by the way, wascondemned, as were the Gnostics.Despite the very real danger of imperial wrath,however, the disputes continued, and Constantine himselfwavered again and again. Eusebius of Nicomedia, asupporter of Arius and exiled in 325, was recalled in 327and was soon established as the emperor’s chief spiritualadvisor. In 335, Athanasius, stubbornly unbendingtoward some of Constantine’s policies, was sent intoexile, was recalled, and was exiled again. So much forloyalty and the consistency of spiritual doctrine.In short, it was imperial politics and the wealth of theRoman church, divvied up among those smallercongregations that followed the party line, more thantheology itself, that finally governed the form Christiandoctrine was to take. In due course, the Council ofNicaea became a permanent affair, designed to stampout contrary opinions and create a formal, universalchurch organization structured in a manner similar to thepolitical configuration of the Roman Empire itself.Why was Christianity the vehicle of choice, you ask?It was perfect for the job. As an imported creed withcountless interpretations, it could be re-engineered at willto suit imperial design. It was apocalyptic and messianicin nature, with salvation centering on the blessings of theChrist rather than on individual effort. Because theemperor and Church leaders were the formalrepresentatives of Christ, it was up to them to bestowsalvation on the deserving. In short, temporal and



salvation on the deserving. In short, temporal andspiritual authority were rolled together seamlessly in afaith that was multiethnic in nature and open to all. Whatcould be better? There are exponents who view thesefactors in a positive light, citing such theocracy as theunifying factor that empowered both the early Churchand the Eastern Roman Empire, but I myself wouldhesitate to be so upbeat about it. Constantine and hissuccessors made it policy to stamp out the old religion,forbidding worship of the ancient gods on pain of deathand tearing down shrines or converting them by force toChristian churches. Thousands were cast into the flamesas heretics or were exiled, their property forfeited andabsorbed by the imperial treasury. Greek religion andphilosophy, which focused on the worship of naturalforces and the psychophysical development of theindividual, were specifically targeted as posing thegreatest threat, and barbarian leaders were encouragedto attack and destroy pagan strongholds when imperialarmies could not.Rather than elaborate further on the subject here, Iwould suggest that you browse through recorded history,where you will find many examples of purges of this sort.The annals of organized religion and empire are one andthe same; indeed, in many instances organized religionwas used to justify slavery!The incredible truth discovered in making such a studyis the consistent existence of an organized priesthoodthroughout the millennia in all the empires of man. Thefounders of most of today’s great religions—Christ,Buddha, Mohammed—were all figures who, in essence,had spoken out against the organized clergy of theirrespective times and places. And yet an organizedpriesthood seemed to appear in every religion,sometimes despite the founder’s fervent wishes to thecontrary. Who is to say, then, what occurred before



contrary. Who is to say, then, what occurred beforemankind took to writing down its past? Could a pogromof those men and women connected to the world of thespirits have been instrumental in changing the shape ofour society millennia in the past? In those very early timescould the shamans integral to the human species, thosevery necessary individuals who could speak to the spiritsof our dead, have been exterminated to make it easier forthose who sought temporal authority to rule?They have done away with the forgotten side ofourselves. I cried that night, shaken by the revelation.For a given number of people, evolution had decreedthat a shaman was needed, an individual who couldcommunicate with the shades of the dead, who could seethe strands of karma. That person could speak to thespirits of those who had passed on, and, in doing so, aidboth them and the family and friends they had left behind.I had seen it repeatedly in the Mo-Pai—when Johncommunicated with a spirit and his students and friendsgathered around him, it was the most natural thing in theworld. It made the terror of death fade before therealization that our consciousness did, indeed, verifiablypass on to another shape and form. Death was simply atransition, not the end. But the institution of a priesthoodin essence means that a secular authority decides whowill be the intermediary between man and the Divine,rather than allowing the will of heaven and the force ofevolution to decide this on their own.“Our power is a natural power,” my Master told meone day during training. “It is the force of nature withinourselves. Trust in nature to teach you the principles ofthe Universe.” But we as a species have done away withnature. Supreme in our arrogance, we pretend to havesurpassed her mysteries. She is of no use to us.In his vanity and ignorance mortal man has set himself



above God. The last ten thousand years have been amere heartbeat in the chronicles of evolution, a splitsecond in the timeless eyes of heaven. The effects of ourloss are not yet firmly established; there is still time to turnthings around. Yet many great teachers of the past havetried to do just that and failed, not the least of whom wasMo Tzu, the founder of the lineage headed in thisgeneration by my own master, John Chang. (Please seeappendix 1, note 2.)Which brings us back to my mountaintop. I was at aloss for what to do with the knowledge I had beenblessed with. How could I hope to succeed where menwho had been truly remarkable had faltered? I was noshaman. I was not a hsien, an immortal, like John Chang.I wasn’t even that great a martial artist or scientist. I wasMr. Mediocre, the Jack-of-All-Trades, the average man;I could do all things but excelled at none.Yet I was willing. God, was I willing. I would fight ashard as was necessary to have the truth put forth onceagain. Timeo Danaos et dona ferentis,  Virgil hadwritten in his Aeneid—”Fear the Greeks even when theyare bearing gifts.” I would use my wiles against thesystem by turning their own weapons against them,beginning with hard science. I knew that the yin field, thatdark energy of chaos that coexists with our space-time,would be a difficult thing to prove to the scientificcommunity. But I reckoned that if my master was willing,I could confirm to the world at large that we have a verydistinct and specific dynamism that courses through ourbodies and fuels our life force—the force of the yangch’i, solar fire.The difficult part would be getting John to cooperate. Ihad set up meetings three times with noted scientificauthorities—once with a Harvard professor and twice
with a Nobel Prize-winning physicist.5 In the first case,



with a Nobel Prize-winning physicist.5 In the first case,John had been distrustful; the Harvard professor’sassociation with powerful financial lobbies had given himcold feet. In the latter case, he had actually been willingto meet and work with the man, but the insurrection thathad erupted in Indonesia had thrown a wrench into theworks not once but half a dozen times. Gettingeverybody going in the same direction would be nearlyimpossible, but it was something that I was obsessedwith by that point.Computer simulation of the behavior of a system ofbinary opposites, using fractal mathematics, had resultedin depictions that resembled our Universe. As such, onceI had experimental data, the math would be simple; Iknew I could prove yin and yang to the world. In fact,the conversation I had with the Nobel-laureate physicistran something like this:“But surely this [yin and yang] is just poetry, or at bestan illustration of the ideals of personal conduct,” he said.“No, we are discussing actual physical forces. NiehlsBohr . . .”“Yes, contraria sunt complementa, but he wastalking about an approach to learning, not a revision of
physics.”6

“Are you sure, professor? I think that he had seensomething that shook him when he visited China,something that he spent his whole life looking forafterward but could not find. And Poincaré never reallygave up looking for the ether.”“Young man,” he said, sipping his tea,“ I can see thatyou are sincere and dedicated. If you are right, it willchange everything. . . .” He paused, not for effect but tolet me know that he had grasped the ramifications, all theway to the end, in the brief span of our discussion.“Everything as we know it. But I myself think that youhave been simply duped by the Chinese.”



have been simply duped by the Chinese.”Time would tell. The concepts, however, were sointriguing and fundamental that people would be willing tolisten. One man could do only so much, in any case; Iwas amenable to sitting back in my rocking chair andenjoying the blaze if I could just manage to light the fire.I would begin with the yang and leave the rest up tothe will of heaven.Filled with resolve, I stopped screaming up at the clearevening sky. Perhaps the Deity had heard my cries and,for a time, calmed the anger in this little pest’s soul. Iwalked over to where the ground dropped off andwatched the sun set over the blue Aegean as an endlessforest rolled down craggy cliffs beneath me to the sandyshore three thousand feet below. I filled my lungs withpine-scented air. It quickly became dark, as was usualon that peak, and a cold wind blew through the treetops.People avoided the place where I had chosen to stay,calling it haunted. In the month I lived there, my onlyvisitors had been a few shepherds who stopped by tosay hello but did not remain for long. I myself had noproblems with the spirits who resided there—I knewthem for what they were.Wishing I had a beer, I strolled back down to thecabin. I still had to cook my dinner and put in two morehours of meditation before bidding good night to the owlsand their quarry, the field mice that thrived on thatwooded crest.

Chapter 2METAL
 
Living up in the mountains was simple. I woke in the



Living up in the mountains was simple. I woke in themorning with the sun, relieved myself a few hundredyards away from the cabin, ate whatever was handy, andbegan training. I put in eight hours of training a day inretreat; the rest of the time I relaxed or went to look forfood and water.The shack was built on the ridgeline of a mountainpeak. My student George had built it roughly a hundredfeet from the very summit, in a small depression nearby.Surrounded by pine trees, the shack was fairly wellshielded from the wind and rain and was invisible untilyou were almost on top of it. A devout Buddhist of theTibetan Karma Kargyu lineage, George had wanted aplace where he could meditate in solace and not bedisturbed. He had been more than successful in hisendeavor; I considered the building of this cabin amonument to human persistence. The site had beenchosen by a Tibetan lama, who had told George plainlythat it had great power. Lucky me to have hadcircumstance work so well in my favor.The main danger faced by anyone residing at the cabinwas lightning, for reasons obvious and not, as we willsee. As I have mentioned, the locals were afraid of theplace, not least of all for this lightning that continually fellon and around the peak.“Aren’t you afraid of staying up there all by yourself?”a shepherd’s wife asked me during one of my dailysojourns to a nearby spring.“No, not at all,” I answered. “Should I be?”“It’s a . . . it’s a frightening spot,” she stammered, andI caught the wisp of thought uppermost in her mind. Shewanted to say that the spot was cursed, that weird thingswere known to happen there.“Why don’t you go camp over on the other ridge,where the shepherds stay?” she continued. “You know,we’ve built three churches up there to protect us.”



we’ve built three churches up there to protect us.”“It’s quite all right,” I told her quietly. “They won’tbother me; I’ve made friends with them.”Her eyes widened and I could see that she knew whoand what I was talking about. She mumbled somethingand beat a hasty retreat, behind her back making the signagainst the evil eye.It was around noon, during the second week that Iwas up there, that life managed to surprise me onceagain, despite all my experiences with John Chang. Itwas a hot day, and I distinctly remember snoring withpleasure on the floor of the shack, lazily catching up onmy sleep after a large meal of boiled rice and eggs. Fatblack flies were buzzing around the mosquito netting, butI slept contentedly, knowing that they could not disturbme. The previous evening, the owls and foxes chasingmice, rabbits, and each other had kept me awake—people do not appreciate how noisy nature can be atnight. The cabin, with whatever meager supplies of food Ihad stored on wires around it, attracted rodents, who inturn attracted predators. Some nights the racket wasincredible.The explosion shocked me out of deep sleep. I
grabbed the Nepalese kukri1 that was my main tool andonly weapon and rolled out of the cabin, hitting theground hard and cursing myself for not being moreparanoid.The mountains of Greece were no longer completelysafe. Armed bands of Albanians routinely made their waythrough the wilds, trying to get to the major cities insearch of work. Normally they left people alone, butthere had been many cases of armed robbery. I did notcondemn them; these were desperate people whose livesand country the circumstances of politics had destroyed.But neither did I go looking for trouble. Things had



But neither did I go looking for trouble. Things hadgrown progressively worse in recent years, with the warsin Kosovo and Bosnia and the abundance of illegalfirearms to be found on the black market. There were allsorts of paramilitary wackos on maneuvers in themountains, of Eastern European extraction for the mostpart and of every political conviction. In short, it wasgood to give armed bands a wide berth.A second explosion rocked the silence and I relaxedeven as I was running toward the ridgeline. It had beentoo loud for a grenade, and it was too far off toimmediately concern me, probably at the base of theridge.I looked over the promontory and was stunned to seebulldozers and cranes below me. The explosions hadbeen dynamite charges.What the . . .?I worked my way down the mountain path an hour orso later. One of the shepherds I knew told me that amining company had bought half the mountain for apittance, it seemed. They were strip mining for gold andnickel, something I thought was illegal in the EuropeanUnion. Equally exasperating was my recollection that thewhole area was supposed to be national forestland andmy subsequent realization that some politician and hiscronies had obviously been paid off. I had heard Greececalled the Bananaless Republic, in honor of the
corruption evident in the public sector.2 Before me stoodliving proof, for the umpteenth time, that the appellationwas warranted.Short of attacking the mining site and decapitating theworkers (which was a very tempting thought), there wasnothing I could do. Cursing human greed with every step,I made my way up the trail back to the shack. One morepatch of pristine wilderness was about to be destroyed.The chemicals used by the miners would consume



The chemicals used by the miners would consumeeverything in a few short years, of that I was sure.For the next week I could time a clock by thedynamite charges, which went off precisely at twelve andtwo every day. I made sure to be doing chores duringthat time, so that the mining would not disturb mymeditations. I could hear the bulldozers and compressorsat work during the daylight hours, but their sounds weretoo far off to bother me. It was ironic; I had come to thewilderness to escape the sounds of man and his cities,but industry had followed at my heels.Wonderful.

CHILDREN OF THE INNER EARTH
 It was in the dreams of sleep that they first approachedme.The night had been quiet; my trap of setting pieces offood about a hundred yards from the shack to lure awaythe mice and the owls with them had worked. I wassmugly enjoying a good solid sleep when I saw thedream.Now you must understand that by virtue of my trainingI am familiar with the process of lucid dreaming. As such,I can easily slip into a conscious state of mind whendreaming and, on a good day, can control my dreams fora fairly long time.I saw myself sleeping in a dark place, and was awarethat I felt safe and was welcome there. I sat up in mysleeping bag as two shadowy forms approached. Theywere neither hostile nor friendly. I saw that behind themthere were many others trying to press forward but heldback by the first two.“Man,” a voice said inside my head. It was comingfrom the taller of the two shadows.



from the taller of the two shadows.“Yes.”“Do not fear us.”“I do not. Hello, King of the Mountain. It is you,isn’t it?”“Yes. Greetings. It has been many years since wespoke with mortal man. Most who come here do notlisten.”“They shrink from your power.”“?????”“Deep down inside they are afraid of you, nomatter what they may think consciously.”“I don’t understand.”“Never mind.”The King of the Mountain is an extremely powerfulearth elemental. He lives near the very peak and hasshaped for himself a stunningly human face in stone overthe millennia. It was this face, and the bizarrely humanfeatures of the others of his kind around him, that drovevisitors away from this place (figure 5). 



 Fig. 5. The King of the Mountain

I had seen others like him before in the Orient. InJapan his kind were revered as kami-sama, spirits ofnature inherent to the land. I had studied TendaiBuddhism at a temple near Tokyo where both the laityand priests had introduced me to one particular boulder,an elemental that had miraculously cured several peopleof terminal illnesses and, I was assured, had even savedthe life of a child during an earthquake (figure 6). 

 Fig. 6. A spirit rock in Japan

All ancient cultures had names for these beings. Inmodern times they have been categorized as fixtures ofsuperstitious nonsense or, at best, as the objects of



superstitious nonsense or, at best, as the objects ofquaint local cultural beliefs.In my dream, then, I was speaking to a quaint localcultural belief. Perhaps he had simply been carved intothe stone thousands of years ago by Neolithic man, and Iwas letting my imagination run wild. After all, it was adream. Or perhaps it was real. In any case, I wasenjoying it.“Thank you for the incense you leave us everyday.”“You’re most welcome.”I then sensed hesitation on the part of the King of theMountain.“How can I help you?” It was obvious that theywanted something from me, otherwise we would not behaving this conversation. They did not like people, andfor the most part remained quiet.There was a long silence, and then the secondshadowy figure spoke. I called her the queen,presumptuously, anthropomorphically, probablyerroneously attributing a sex to her. She stood to the rightand just below the king, though, and had the air of beingsecond in command. For some reason I got a definitefeminine vibe from her; maybe it was the long flowinggown she “wore.”“Pain,” she said.“Why?” I asked.“They are eating away at the veins of power insidethe earth.”And then I knew. I understood completely. Theminers were killing them.I did not question the fact that the distance from thepeak to the miners was more than a mile—who knewwhat these beings were and how far their domainextended? Who knew what they required in order toexist? That they had been here for millennia, I had no



exist? That they had been here for millennia, I had nodoubt.Mo Tzu, the founder of my master’s lineage, hadtaught us 2,400 years ago that there were essentiallythree kinds of spirits in the world: the spirits of heaven,the spirits of the mountains and rivers, and the ghosts of
men who have died.3 Now, you must understandsomething about the ancient Chinese and archaic culturesin general—they were eminently practical and fightingwas a routine part of their existence. In fact, they enjoyedcombat, which is why they considered it an art form,something through which beauty may be expressed. Acourt system based on Judeo-Christian ethics did nothold sway and the average man could expect to killseveral times in his life, if he himself were to survive.People who consider ancient beliefs as quaint orirrational are way off base—had these certitudes notbeen suitably pragmatic, they would have been disposedof along with their proponents. Convictions of this sortwere a survival trait, and shysters could expect to be put
to death.4 It is only since religion and empire began towalk hand in hand that practical knowledge has beensubject to attack and ridicule, for obvious reasons.It seemed that these temporary neighbors of minewere in real trouble.“I don’t know that I can help you ,” I told the queenin my dream. “There isn’t really anything I can do.”“Why are they doing this?” she asked. “We havenot attacked them.”“To them, you do not exist.”At this she seemed puzzled. “But we are here! Youmen know we are here.”“No. Only a few villagers know that now.”“But . . .”“Our lives are short. Like the animals of the



“Our lives are short. Like the animals of theforest, we are born, breed, and die in a heartbeat.”“We have been forgotten.”“Yes.”The beings remained quiet. They simply stood there.“I have to think about this for a while,” Icontinued. “I will see what I can do.”“Yes, shaman,” the king said. “Thank you. You arewelcome in this place.”And with that I was awake, shocked, sitting up in mysleeping bag inside the cabin, listening to the sounds ofthe night. My heart was beating incredibly slowly and Ifelt like I had been drugged. They had pulled mymetabolism down to the lowest levels of brain activity sothat they could speak to me. I was sluggish and tired;whatever had transpired had drained my body of yinenergy.What did you call me? I shouted out in my mind.Shaman?! I am not! I could never be that. I was notborn with the talent. Besides, I have degrees in two fieldsof engineering.It was the evening of the new moon. I went outside torelieve myself, the sounds of the night surrounding me asI walked. On the way back, I looked up at the king’sstone face looming over the cabin. He seemed to smiledown at me. 

THAT WHICH TRANSMUTES
 So that the reader can better understand my conversationwith the earth elementals, I am going to have to digress inlength and explain further the philosophy behind theactivities of yin and yang.I n The Magus of Java, I proposed a model



I n The Magus of Java, I proposed a modelexplaining the phenomenon of ch’i that was essentiallybased on a millennia-old Chinese theory but alsoincorporated today’s theories on space and time. Taoistteachings tell us that yin ch’i and yang ch’i are present ineverything alive. John Chang had given me a spectaculardemonstration of yin energy, using that force to absorbmomentum and send it into “nowhere.” John had passedyin ch’i into my body and fired an air rifle (which I hadjust used to shoot through a metal can) into my palm.Something had stopped the pellet so that I felt only thegentlest of touches. Moreover, the pellet had not beendeformed in any way and there had been no generationof heat. Whatever had absorbed the momentum of theslug had done so without conserving its energy,something that is impossible according to today’sphysics. Later, John told me that he used gravity toaccomplish this feat, and that gravity is one of the severalintrinsic yin energies in our world. He had bound theforce of gravity to his will in order to demonstrate this.As a Level Two student of the Mo-Pai, I haveworked with yang ch’i on a daily basis and have come toidentify two characteristics intrinsic to its behavior. Firstof all, it is hot. John Chang uses it to performpyrogenesis, setting crumpled newspapers on fire. At mylevel, it has scarred my palms near the acupuncturepoints of the pericardium meridian, the marks resemblingsomething like the stig mata from the Catholic tradition.These stigmata are essentially localized hyperemiagenerated by the flow of bioenergy, which the doctorsmonitoring me could not explain with Western medicine(figure 7). I could use those “wounds” to feel thecondition of a patient’s body, sensing the flow of the ch’ithroughout his or her organs and limbs. 



 Fig. 7. The “stigmata” (localized hyperemia)generated by the flow of bioenergy. Thephenomenon appears here on both the left and righthands.

The second characteristic of yang energy is that itwants to go up. I can feel it rising in my body whenever Ihave done my exercises—it does not want to settle in mydantien, but wants to go to the top of my head and burstout, if it could. From this simple sensation (coupled withthe fact that I had seen John Chang levitate from theground in defiance of natural law) I have come tounderstand something that Chinese sages have beensaying for the last three thousand years: The yang energyexists in opposition to the yin. And if gravity is a yin ch’i,what is the yang ch’i? The yang ch’i must be a forcecorrelated to solar nuclear fusion, and this force that fuels



correlated to solar nuclear fusion, and this force that fuelsthe sun fuels our lives on earth as well. (Please seeappendix 2.)The Universe has proved itself many times to befractal in nature. It is therefore logical to assume that aforce existing macrocosmically would also existmicrocosmically inside our own being. Our currentscience accepts the notion that were it not for thedynamism of nuclear fusion serving as an expansiveforce, our sun would collapse under the force of its owngravity. What this means is that all stars are battlefieldsbetween gravity and some force providing outwardpressure, and that this battle shapes our space-time.When most people think of gravity, they remember thebasics learned in high school: One mass exerts anattractive force on another, and it is this attractive forcethat keeps us on the planet’s surface. But let’s take thistruism one step further and define things more precisely:Gravity is that force in the Universe that wants all matterto collapse into a single mass, and ultimately into onesingularity. That is to say, gravity is that force that seeksto compact space and time into a single, massive blackhole. The intrinsic yin ch’i used by John Chang to achievehis spectacular, energy-absorbing demonstrations mustbe related to the force of gravity. It is this dynamism thatabsorbs energy and sends it into “nowhere.”Solar fire, on the other hand, is the expansive forcethat creates space and time and keeps it extant. Westernscience calls this solar force nuclear fusion. The ancientscholars of China called it yang ch’i. They are one andthe same. Macrocosmically the combat between the twoforces of yin and yang define the nature of reality.Microcosmically their interaction fuels our life force.(Isn’t it logical to hypothesize that, should such a contestcomprise the fundamental natural condition of ourUniverse, our own bodies and our very life force would



Universe, our own bodies and our very life force wouldreflect it?)In The Magus of Java, I proposed the theory thatJohn Chang’s power, those energy blasts of his that feellike you are being zapped by a high-voltage electricalcurrent, is attributable to nuclear fusion. I (and otherscientists) have tried to measure this power withinstruments, but no voltage or current was evident. Andyet no one could deny the very real force of these blasts,which indeed could be used to perform work as definedby modern physics (for instance, causing a glass of waterto boil or delivering tremendous momentum). So whatwas happening? John’s power is either mechanical innature or the result of a dynamism we could not pinpoint.Since no movement of electrons was evident, and sinceJohn’s power can be transferred through metallic objectsover long distances (making it clearly not mechanical),Occam’s razor suggested to me that it was due tonuclear fusion. (In proposing this theory, however, I havemade matters more complex than Occam would wish—Ihave suggested that this nuclear fusion is brought aboutby yang ch’i, a factor not recognized by currentbiophysical law.)I will add, very briefly, primarily for those technocratsout there, that there is a case for assuming that John’s“electricity” is radio frequency (RF) current. This type ofelectromagnetic wave is not readily measurable withconventional current and voltage meters, but ratherrequires a specialized oscilloscope. When we look at theelectromagnetic spectrum as a whole, we find that twoforms of emissions from the sun are able to penetrate tothe surface of the earth undiminished: visible light andradio waves. Perhaps there is something inherent in RFemissions under natural law that allows their propagationthroughout the human body.Having said that, we still have to explain the power



Having said that, we still have to explain the powersource that is generating these waves. In essence, we caninterpret the entire electromagnetic spectrum as being ayang phenomenon. Even if a future study shows that theenergy produced by John Chang is RF current, amazingas this is by itself, it will only lead to more questions as tohow those waves are generated.In the end I believe that we will uncover that mymaster’s dantien does indeed act much like a star beingorbited by a black hole, and that the primary energysource is attributable to nuclear fusion. Only when weembrace the precept of what happensmacrocosmically must occur microcosmically  will wecome to understand the mystery of ch’i. I believe this, inturn, will lead to the unified field theory so dearly covetedby modern scientists.There is one more thing I can state unequivocallythrough my experiences with John Chang: Both yin ch’iand yang ch’i behave as both particle and wavephenomena—indeed, it would be no stretch of theimagination to state boldly that ch’i has mass. Theappellations given by ancient cultures around the world tothe term bioenergy (ch’i, pneuma, rlung, ruach, spiritus,prana) all refer to a vaporlike phenomenon, and I haveseen this to be true firsthand. Ch’i has mass much thesame way that smoke has mass. When I first tested forthe completion of Level Two (and failed dismally), mystudent Spiros was present and assured me he had seen“something like smoke” rising out of my palms. Johnconfirmed that this was indeed yang ch’i. In any case,enough said on this matter . . . for the moment.On a cosmic scale, we can graphically depict theinteraction of yin and yang as follows: 



 Fig. 8. Macrocosmic yin and yang

The t’ai chi symbol shown is the archaic form, whichbetter represents the clash of the two forces, though nottheir transition with space and time.You will notice that I labeled the center of the yin fieldas originating in the planetary core; there is a reason forthis, one that will bring us back to our earth elementalsbefore long. Imagine the yin as the primal chaos thatexisted prior to our own Universe, a condition beyondspace and time. This chaos is still very much a part of ourown reality, a sort of dark ether that opposes the light ofthe stars, and yet is a prerequisite for our life force. TheTaoist sages of old and John Chang have taught us thateverything alive must have both the yin and yang energiescoursing in parallel through their bodies. A wooden tableis simply yang and is therefore lifeless, while a tree hasboth yin and yang. But if the yang ch’i comes from thesun, then where does the yin ch’i come from?We know much more about the earth’s core than weused to. We appreciate that metallic elements in highconcentration are required somewhere in the interior ofthe earth to generate the planet’s evident magnetic field.We know that this metal must have fluid properties atvery high temperatures. While contemporary (1998)



very high temperatures. While contemporary (1998)estimates tell us that the earth’s solid inner core (there isan outer core as well) may be one single huge crystal ofiron 2,400 km in diameter, I will stick my neck out andagree with an earlier model (1996), which predicts thatthe core has a dispersion of 4 percent nickel as well. Myreasoning for this is based on the functioning of the keris,a short sword of the Malay Archipelago.In The Magus of Java, I explained much of the magicof the keris, a weapon made from meteorites of aspecific nature. A talisman inserted into the metallic bodyof the keris binds the maker’s spirit to the weapon, alongwith his solemn oath to protect the owner of the shortsword. A keris can be capable of flying through the air orboiling water from a distance; I have seen someincredible demonstrations of power from an individualkeris at John Chang’s home.In effect, this sword serves as an antenna to themaker’s spirit. When a keris is called upon, in essencethe maker (empu) is called upon to protect the owner ofthe sword. This practice may be construed as sorcery, ofthat there can be little doubt, but whether the magic is
dark or white is left to the individual forger to decide.5Inthe past, an empu consigned his spirit in such a manner asto protect the lineage and family of a man he cherished; Iam sure that many such ghosts are less than happy whenthe talisman that binds them is bought and sold likejewelry.The point is, the metallic body of the keris bothcontains and transmits the yin energy of the talisman formany centuries. A keris is composed of meteorite ironwith a high nickel content, a trait that gives them theirdamascene appearance.“Look at them! They think they can forge a keris fromsimple iron and nickel! They don’t understand that a real



simple iron and nickel! They don’t understand that a realkeris must be forged from a meteorite!” John Chang hadused these harsh words in private to me during a visit to aJavanese keris maker. We were watching a modern dayempu toil away, forging pieces I myself thought wereworks of art.“Why is that, Sifu?” I asked.“Because only a meteorite can contain the yin energyof the talisman. Any keris that truly has power has beenforged from a stone that has fallen from the sky,” heanswered.It was upon hearing those words and rememberingwhat I had learned of yin and yang that I understood thatthese meteorites were the heart of a planet that had onceexisted, but had been destroyed. They were pieces of itsplanetary core. Our earth’s core, too, has a compositionsimilar to the metal of the keris, and is both an antennaand transistor for yin energy. Somehow the core of ourplanet is in constant communion with the primal chaos,delivering the yin energy to us so that life may exist.Several researchers have proposed the theory that theplanet earth is one single living organism of which we as a
species are a part.6 It would be wonderful if this weretrue, but what is certain is that we need the yin energyfrom the core of the earth in order to survive. This energyis easily transmitted through the planet’s mantle, but inorder that it may be evenly distributed through thesurface, a network comparable to the system of arteriesand capillaries that feed the cells of our bodies withblood is required. This network is made up of the veinsof metal ore that run through the crust, lodes that we as aspecies have been scavenging for the last four thousandyears.Before I go on, let me once again defend myself fromthose who would scoff. I doubt that anyone would dareargue in our age against the fact that the world is fractal in



argue in our age against the fact that the world is fractal innature, self-replicating in form so that function may beattained. Coastlines are fractal, as is the beating of ourheart. This is a fact that ancient cultures understood well.For example, two thousand years ago, through theirmeditations, Buddhists came up with the concept ofmandalas, two dimensional fractal representations of agiven aspect of our three-dimensional reality. Our bodies,too, are self-replicating microcosms of the Universe;there is no way around this.Let’s continue by looking at our biochemistry and theimportance of metal to our life force. Everyone todayknows that iron is a crucial component of our blood. Asa basic constituent of hemoglobin, it is in fact iron that
allows us to breathe.7 Though iron makes up less than0.004 percent of our body weight, without it we die.Much also has been written about the importance ofminerals and electrolytes in our bloodstream—all, for themost part, metallic compounds. Once we understandhow important metals are to the functioning of ourbodies, can we disregard the conclusion that they may becrucial to the functioning of our planet as a whole?The English word metal comes from the Greek word
μέτάλλόν, which means “that which transmutes.”8 Theword in itself should raise a few eyebrows, but sincealchemy is a forbidden topic in our day and age, andsince few people realize the source of the word, itsmeaning is ignored. Our modern physics insists thatmaterials do not transmute of their own accord. Coldfusion is impossible, biological fusion preposterous. Onecould lose his place in academia for suggesting such athing. Hush.And yet it is metal that again instigates one of the mostperplexing controversies in Western medical theory.
Several researchers9 have suggested that electrically



Several researchers9 have suggested that electricallyinduced nuclear fusion (i.e., cold nuclear fusion) takesplace inside the body all the time. Living cells have apotential difference across the cell wall that is due to the
differential concentration of sodium ions (Na+) and
potassium ions (K+) inside and outside the cell; thisdifferential is called the transmembrane potential. Themainstream theory (called the sodium potassium pump)proposes a mechanism to explain this potential wherebysodium is mechanically exchanged for potassium insideand outside the cell membrane. However, the logisticsbehind this model are complex and have never beenproved. Proponents of the biological cold nuclear fusiontheory, on the other hand, suggest that sodium, in thepresence of oxygen, is nuclearly transmuted to potassiuminside the cell (by biological cold fusion), and that theprocess should rightfully be labeled the sodium-
potassium transmutation.10 The potassium in thismodel is regarded as a waste product, not an initiator ofthe reaction. Since excess potassium in the bloodstreamis a deadly poison, treating it as a waste product on thecellular level, useful only in specific ratio to sodium tomaintain a potential difference across the cell membrane,
makes good sense.11 Remember, the Universe followsthis rule: What occurs macrocosmically occursmicrocosmically. This rule applies on every scale in ourfractal cosmos.It may be, then, that life itself is animated by thetransmutation of one metal to another. Perhaps theancient Greeks knew what they were talking about whenthey labeled these elements “those which transmute.”Perhaps they realized how important metal is, and whatits role is in the scheme of things.So we have seen then that metal ions are supremelyimportant for our life force both chemically (the iron in
hemoglobin) and “alchemically” (the Na+/K+ exchange).



hemoglobin) and “alchemically” (the Na+/K+ exchange).And would metal be any less important to the life force ofthe planet as a whole? I am convinced that the metalcrystal in the earth’s inner core has very specialproperties that tie the planet to the yin field of the primalchaos. I am convinced that the network of veins ofmetallic ore in the earth’s crust are there so that this yinenergy may reach up to and be distributed through theplanet’s surface.Metal is, in other words, a connecting elementbetween the yin and the yang fields of existence. I believethat this is so because metal has properties in the electric,magnetic, solar bioenergetic (yang), and yin fields.Which finally brings us back to our earth elementalsand my lucid dreaming. My master has told merepeatedly: Everything on the earth is yang, but the earthitself is yin. We ourselves are yang creatures and havelittle metal in our bodies by weight (even though thismetal is crucial). Is it so crazy to assume that entitiescould exist on (or in) the planet that make greater use ofmetal and its properties?Lung Hu Shan, the Taoist monastery that was home tomy master’s teacher, Grandmaster Liao, is located inChina’s Jiangxi province, and Jiangxi is unusually rich inmineral resources. The area boasts the largest coppermine in Asia. Among the one hundred fifty mineralsdiscovered in the world, Jiangxi has more than onehundred forty, and many of the veins of ore pass rightunder Lung Hu Shan. Extensive reserves of eighty-ninetypes of metallic ore have been discovered and thirty-three are among the top five in volume and quality inAsia. I am convinced that this is hardly coincidental, andit would be a significant step to prove someday thatmodern technology and ancient spirituality do indeedshare a connection to the inherent power of metal.



share a connection to the inherent power of metal.The earth contains at least 40 percent metal by weight.The earth elementals are tied to metal to feed their lifeforce, which is much more yin than yang. Ancient culturesaround the world, which lived closer to nature andstumbled onto these beings frequently, referred to themas spirits or gods. Since the elementals are more yin thanyang, such a distinction made sense. Perhaps they areindeed spirits.The connection between yin, the earth, and the spiritworld is as old as humankind. The rationale of Stone Ageman holding his ceremonies in caves was simple: Hewanted better access to the yin field so that he couldmore easily invoke those spirits he desired tocommunicate with. Anthropologists have found ritualofferings a mile under the earth in the cave of TucD’Audoubert, dating to approximately 13,000 B.C.E. Thecelebrated oracle of Acheron in my own country, wheremen sought out the shades of their ancestors in archaictimes, is little more than a pit in the ground, but the wholearea has an incredible amount of yin energy because ofthe nearby river.There is another cave in Greece that better exemplifiesthe importance of yin and the role of caves in spiritualdisciplines throughout the ages. It is located in Crete, onthe peninsula of Akrotiri near Hania. There are twoGreek Orthodox monasteries situated around this cave:an older, deserted one close to the seashore (MoniKatholikou, built in the sixth century C.E. and abandonedcenturies later due to pirate raids), and a newer onehigher up on the hillside (Moni Gouvernetou, built in thetwelfth century by monks of the earlier monastery whowanted a more defendable location).Three hundred yards down a steep path from MoniGouvernetou is a large cave inside of which is built asmall church. The true depth of the cave is unknown,



small church. The true depth of the cave is unknown,since most of it has yet to be charted in our generation.One striking thing about it, though, is the large stalactite inits entrance chamber, which has the unmistakable shapeof a bear. Perhaps even more interesting is thatarchaeological excavations have shown that the cave hasa religious history.Neolithic man worshipped the earth bear and theMother Goddess there. In Minoan Crete, circa theseventeenth century B.C.E., the cave became a temple toDiktynna, a virgin Cretan goddess whose totem was thebear. She was followed by her classical Greekcounterpart Artemis, another virgin deity to whom thebear was sacred, and who in Roman times becameDiana. When the Greeks eventually converted toChristianity (between the fourth and sixth centuries C.E.),the cave became a temple to the Virgin Mary of theBears (Panagia Arkoudiotissa), and a baptismal font wasbuilt onto the stalactite, fed by the steady drip of a smallspring. Hence the goddess worshipped in the cavechanged her name, but not her essence, throughout themillennia. Today, fears of a pagan revival have causedthe Greek Orthodox Church to “neglect” the smallchurch and baptismal font, calling it idolatrous (figure 9).But tourists (mostly German) flock there by thethousands during the summer. 



 Fig. 9. The “earth bear” in the cave at MoniGouvernetou, seen from both the side and the front

I, ever interested in traveling to such sites, felt theincredible yin energy in the cave when I visited there, andI understood the secret of its sanctity. I sought the innerrecesses of its entrance chamber and sat down inmeditation for hours, undisturbed until three youngGerman girls, neopagans and devotees of Artemis,stripped and began to cavort naked in the font, splashingeach other and laughing. They were quite shapely, andwhile they did not see my shadowy figure sitting quietly inthe alcove, it was difficult for me to ignore them. I wastempted to ask if they wanted company, but knowingwell the fate of Actaeon, decided to remain quiet
instead.12

Virgin goddesses aside, the point is that the yin energy,the earth, and the spirit world have always been tiedtogether throughout our history. We should not, in ourarrogance, dismiss the knowledge of primitive man asquaint superstition, for in doing so, we dismiss a majorpart of ourselves. We must never forget that those menand women are our ancestors, and that they chose to livethe way they did for millennia. We should not erase forgood the forgotten side of ourselves simply so that we



good the forgotten side of ourselves simply so that wemay be better controlled by those who seek ourservitude. Addendum: Since initially writing these words I cansmugly and happily report that the mining company,which planned on digging not fifty meters from where theking and queen lie, has been given the boot—at least forthe time being. Yours truly began raving and frothing atthe mouth in the Greek martial arts magazines. Localresidents signed a petition as a result and the companyhad to cease operations. This having been said, the veinof the ore near the elementals is close to a thousandmeters deep and represents a fortune to shareholdersand, naturally, the politicians getting their piece. I do notknow how long we can hold them off or what willhappen to the earth elementals. They cannot leave theirspot and go somewhere else.

Chapter 3MICROCOSM
 
I had come down from my mountaintop and rejoinedsociety, a decision that generated no end of delight at firstbut frustrated me endlessly within a week. My initialproblem was that talking was difficult, my vocal cordshaving become less used to doing so; I wondered what itwas like to spend years in isolation, not having anyone tospeak to and not being forced to converse with anyone.My master has spent years in the wild; he has mentionedto me that for the first six months he cried every day, butafterwards quickly lost the need and desire for society.In any case, I had rejoined the rabid race that was



In any case, I had rejoined the rabid race that wasurban Greece, delighting in the sights and sounds ofcivilization. We were sitting in a café in Glyfada, one ofthe southern suburbs of Athens. I had stumbled ontoSpiro, my airline-pilot friend and student of The Magusof Java fame, who was convening with several of his
flight-attendant friends on the suburb’s trendy main strip.1In order to make my blood pressure go up, Spiroskillfully (and maliciously, it seems) turned theconversation to bioenergy and spirituality. It turned outthat everyone present had read some books andattended a few seminars, and, as a result, had abilitiesthat made the powers of my own master pale bycomparison. I nodded and murmured my appreciationfor a long time (with Spiro grinning gleefully as it went on)until I could no longer stand it and politely interjected.“Look,“ I said, “while I agree that powers of this sortexist, I hardly think that they are common. I would guessthat in order to develop the abilities we are talking about,one needs to spend at least twenty years in a monasteryor hermitage somewhere, practicing meditation every
day, and even then there’s no guarantee.”2

“How do you know?” one woman said hotly. In herprevious soliloquy she had just raised the dead with herhealing touch and had a lot to be defensive about.“Well, it makes sense, doesn’t it?” I replied. “Youcan’t learn to play tennis or the piano in one seminar—ittakes years of practice, right? You can’ t get a Ph.D. byattending a lecture or a short course, you have to gothough elementary school first, then high school, college,university, post-graduate work, all that good stuff. I’msure that things of a spiritual nature work like that as well—I mean, everything that exists in the Universe isnatural and should follow the law of natural progression,right?”They all nodded except for the woman who had just



They all nodded except for the woman who had justaddressed me. She continued her immoderate tone.“Well,” she scoffed, “that shows how much youknow. Spiritual power has to do with initiation, notpractice. You get these gifts of power from your teacher,not through working at them.”“I see. Would that it were so easy,” I said. “Ofcourse, this teacher is paid handsomely for his gifts andhis benevolence, right?”In twenty-eight years of teaching, John Chang has notmade one dime from any of his students or patients;indeed, he is forbidden by oath to do so. Not only that,but he routinely feeds us as well when we visit, inappreciation of the money we spend on airfare andlodging.She stood and put her hands on her hips, furious.“You shouldn’t talk about things you know nothingabout!” she huffed. “Who do you think you are,anyway?”The girl later advised Spiro to be more judicious inchoosing his friends.

WAVEFORMS
 I myself have tried to be less obsessive in my studies withJohn Chang, and one method I’ve used with somesuccess is to strive to uncover similar teachings within thecourse of human history. Truth, you see, is quite hard tocome by and things are seldom as they appear to be—this is an axiom that we would all do well to heed. Thereis one rule, however, that seems to apply as far asdiscerning the ultimate reality of things: If separate effortshave yielded common results, chances are that thespecific observation or conclusion is worth heeding. Thisis especially true if the individuals voicing these



is especially true if the individuals voicing theseconclusions are isolated by five or six thousand miles andmillennia of history and are members of mutually hostileethnic groups. To get at the truth of things, then, you mustbe a detached and objective observer (something that isnot easy), and try to uncover these common realizations.By virtue of the way I grew up, I had few attachments.It was hard for me to be passionate about creed orcountry, for example—I was a true citizen of the world.Neither race nor creed made any difference to me; manwas the same all over the globe, with identical passions,obsessions, and failings. As I grew older, I understood aswell a truism that Somerset Maugham had written aboutlong ago: Grandeur and pettiness reside side by side inthe hearts of all men, and this is also often the case when
applied to cultures as a whole.3 But having such anoutlook on life made it difficult to fit into any one placeand even more difficult to understand people’s fixationwith things and theories that were intrinsic to their ownbelief system. It seemed that this perspective of mine wasa freedom of sorts, but also a prison.Let’s take the Mo-Pai teachings on yin and yang, forexample. It seemed that the concepts of yin and yanghave been ubiquitous, their presence traceable far backin the mists of time. As I have said, the Mesopotamianshad known them, as had the ancient Greeks, Indians,Persians, and Chinese. Like nearly all those who arefamiliar with it, at first I thought that the common yin-yangsymbol defined the interaction of these two energies mostprecisely. It was not long, however, before I discoveredthat no human symbol could cover the entire scope oftwo primal forces of nature, as willing or inspired as theartist may be.On the wall of a Chinese temple in Java, I found athrilling depiction of yin and yang, one that immediatelymade me think of the chakras of Indian mysticism and the



made me think of the chakras of Indian mysticism and thecaduceus of the ancient Greek god Hermes (the RomanMercury). Rather than the standard black and whitecircular image made popular by Western literature, thispainting showed the two energies entwined like lovers, amale and female in form depicted with embracingserpentine coils. In a fluke of fate, I had run out of film atthe time and was unable to take a photograph, but madea simple sketch instead (figure 10). 

 Fig. 10. The two energies of yin and yang entwined.From a Chinese temple in Java.

The caduceus, a symbol used by the ancient Greeksand today erroneously instituted as the emblem ofmedicine, shows two serpents entwined around a staff(figure 11a). The staff of Asclepius, the god of healing tothe ancient Greeks, shows a single snake—that of the yin



the ancient Greeks, shows a single snake—that of the yinenergy, I personally believe—coiled around the staff(figure 11b). A Mesopotamian vase in the Louvre, datingto 2000 B.C.E., once again shows the two coiled snakes(figure 11c); this is the oldest representation I myselfhave found. The astonishing fact to discover is that thissymbol of the coiled serpent was eventually adopted byChristianity as well, becoming the standard carried eventoday by bishops and patriarchs of the Eastern Orthodox
Church on their patriarchal staff.4 (See figure 11e and12.) Note that in figure 12, in the image on the right, thechakra called by the Hindus the “thousand-petalled lotus”can be seen metaphorically opening in the jeweleduppermost section of the staff. 

 Fig. 11. caduceus (a); staff of Asclepius (b);Mesopotamian vase (c); standing wave (d);patriarchal staff (e)

What does this seemingly ubiquitous symbol actuallydepict? Two plumes of energy curled in a lovers’embrace? Most certainly, and yet more. Nearly everyoneremembers the standing wave of physics from their highschool classes; the particles that make up the waveform



school classes; the particles that make up the waveformfollow the same path again and again, so that the waveseems to stand still, a static shape composed of movingparticles (figure 11d). It is important that we keep thisconcept of the standing wave in mind because in the nextsection we take this idea from the two dimensional to thethree dimensional. 

 Fig. 12. The staff of the patriarch in the EasternOrthodox Church bears the images of the coiledserpent and the “thousand petalled lotus.” Paintingsof patriarchs, like these, are common in EasternOrthodox churches.

A common mistake, when looking at drawings of thechakras of Eastern mysticism and their correspondingnadi, or “channels,” (figure 13) is to think of them as



nadi, or “channels,” (figure 13) is to think of them asbeing two dimensional; such is not the case. Like thecaduceus, these representations in fact depict the twoenergies entwined around each other in a three-dimensional helicoid. When drawing the nadi and chakrason wall paintings in simplified form, however, the artistsof India and Tibet opted for a two-dimensional view aseasier to draw and comprehend. 

 Fig. 13. A two-dimensional representation of thechakras and nadi

In fact, the DNA strand itself has this very shape, adoubly entwined helicoid around a central axis: 



 Fig. 14. The strands of DNA

What does all this mean? Is it mere coincidence? Wehave discussed the fractal Universe and stated that whatoccurs macrocosmically must occur microcosmically. Iam convinced that what establishes our being (ourpersonality, our physical capabilities, our very soul if youwill) is nothing more or less than a standing wave in theyin field. This wave replicates itself fractally, initiallytaking shape in the yang field of space-time within theDNA of the embryo that is to become our body. As wegrow older, this wave is still with us, and makes up anetwork of peaks and nodes that are the nadi andchakras of our yin substance.For a moment, let me mire in the bog of perplexitythose skeptics who read these words with derision. Idoubt that anyone in their right mind would question thehigh technical standards of the ancient Greeks—theirmathematics, architecture, arts, and writings are still thefoundation on which Western culture resides. TheParthenon is still de rigueur for anyone studyingarchitecture; it was built close to 2,500 years ago, but



architecture; it was built close to 2,500 years ago, buteven in its ruinous state today, it takes your breath away.The Greek language is in itself equally mathematical andextremely descriptive. For example, the Greek word fortruth is alithia; the prefix a- is a negative, meaning “not,”and the word lithi means to “forget,” so alithia means“that which is not forgotten.” The reasoning behind this issimple: It is an inherent human trait to forget a falsehood(because it is not real), and to clearly remember
something that has actually transpired.5 How many of ushave been caught telling lies by forgetting the fabricationswe have created? I for one am guilty as charged.Appropriately, the Greek word for evolution (ordevelopment) is exelixis. The word means, quite simplyand unquestionably, “from the helix.”How did they know about the helical strands of DNA,lacking our modern technology? That they were aware ofthem seems clear. Both the word exelixis itself and thefact that the staff of Asclepius, god of medicine, depicts ahelix entwined around a central axis (the snake isrepresentative of a standing wave), corroborate thisthesis. I believe that the ancient Greeks discovered thehelix within themselves through meditation, firstcontemplating the matrix of larger standing waves thatcomprise our seven main chakras and then focusingawareness to smaller and smaller levels ad infinitum, inthis way revealing the fractal microcosm within our
being.6Now I will gleefully make things worse and trouble thereader further by posing the following question: How is itthat we as individuals physically exist? Contrary to theexpectations of Descartes, the body’s cell structure is nota constant and mechanistic thing; rather, cellular biologyis somewhat like quantum theory. Our bodies are in auniform state of flux, cells dying out and being replacedevery second. The pancreas, for example, replaces all its



every second. The pancreas, for example, replaces all itscells every twenty-four hours, while the stomachreplenishes its cells every three days. The body’s whiteblood cells are renewed every ten days, while 98 percentof the protein-based tissue in the brain, that mostcomplicated and wonderful of organs, is replaced once amonth. What is it that keeps us in one piece? Perhaps theonly thing that defines our being is something like acomputer program in our autonomous nervous system,telling our bodies to replace a given cell at a givenmoment in time so that form and function may bemaintained.And there is more to be discovered here. I have abone spur in my elbow—it is inefficient, painful, andhinders function. Yet I have had it for more than twentyyears. It is not the result of normal aging, but rather wascaused by an injury I received as a young man. My bodyreplaces cells and makes use of minerals by the second,as we have seen, so why does it maintain this bone spur?What is it that keeps it there? Theoretically, it could havebeen dissolved long ago. If my body’s sole function weremy efficient survival, it should have done away with theinjury, instructing other cells to remove it. Yet it has not.For some reason this injury has been programmed intomy matrix and has become an irremovable part of myself.I believe that the so-called computer programmaintaining our existence is a standing wave in the yinfield, a standing wave that mirrors itself both in our DNAand in our autonomic nervous system, reaching into every
cell in our body.7 This wave is a reflection of our karma.The macrocosm reflects itself in our nervous system onmany levels. Yin and yang interact continuously in thatmagnificent central computer, our human brain. In fact,understanding this process offers the key to many specialfunctions of our nervous system, including thecornerstone of the practice of nei kung: meditation.



cornerstone of the practice of nei kung: meditation.

FINITE AND INFINITE
 Before we get into anatomy, however, let me reiterate aconcept I have presented repeatedly: The yin energy isbeyond space and time, and yet it is continuously apart of our being (figure 15). In short, each of us is aliving, breathing wormhole in the fabric of space-time. 

 Fig. 15. Yang and yin energies in our bodies

The philosopher Plato himself wrote that “the finite and
infinite are inherent in man.”8 To fully understand theimplications of this statement we are going to have totouch upon the workings of the central nervous system.Much research has been done in the past fifty years onthe physiology of the human brain; we are now in aposition to identify the location of specific functions andto operate on the organ as necessary. We know, forexample, that the frontal lobes govern most analyticaldecision making, while the cerebral hemispheres ingeneral handle sense and movement. We know that thebrain stem controls heartbeat and breathing, while thecerebellum directs balance and muscle coordination.



cerebellum directs balance and muscle coordination.Finally, the hypothalamus regulates body temperatureand the release of hormones. 

 Fig. 16. Yin and Yang in the human brain

This is not an anatomy book, and I am not aneurosurgeon, so there is no point in delving deeper here.What matters is that the central nervous system governsboth conscious and unconscious action, or, in otherwords, both yang and yin. Phrasing it differently still, wecould say that the central nervous system supervisesthings both physical and metaphysical; it is theunderstanding of yin and yang that allows us to glimpsethis (figure 16).Much has been written lately about it being possible tosense a spirit’s presence by feeling a cold shiver on theback of your neck, and Hollywood has certainly pickedup on this telltale signal as well. I’ll admit to having hadthe same experience myself, so let’s say for a second thatspirits do exist and that such a reaction is a physiologicalresponse to their presence—how can we explain it?I believe that it can be readily explained if we accept



that the lower brain stem and spinal cord are connectedto the yin field of existence (and as such can “touch” a yinentity), while the cerebral cortex is yang.This makes more sense if we accept that our evolution(exelixis—“from the helix”) has occurred progressivelyfrom the yin field to the yang field over the eons. Lifebegan in the oceans (water is a yin element) as single-cellbacteria and progressed onto land. Our brain stem is stilla remnant of our time as reptiles, and it is well knownthat we can witness our evolution in the development ofthe human embryo.If I am correct in stating that the lower brain stem andspinal cord are connected to yin energy, that would meanthat we are all interconnected by a field of “dark” energythat binds our unconscious minds together. Indeed, I amconvinced that Carl Jung was right, and that the humanmind is separated into conscious, personal unconscious,and collective unconscious functions.What does this mean? Until very recently, it wasthought that the neurophysiological mechanisms servingpersonal awareness reside in the cerebral cortex. Butnow anatomists are under the impression that the cortexserves to integrate sensory input and organize motorpatterns, while the consolidating focus of the nervoussystem itself may be a part of the brain stem called thereticular formation. This conclusion was derived fromstudies of the electrical activity of the brain recorded withan electroencephalograph.Therefore, our awareness must be both yang and yin,conscious and unconscious; we are microcosms of theUniverse, images of eternity, so this must hold true. Thereticular formation is simply one area where yin and yangenergies interact. Perhaps, remembering that we createthings in our own image, the following metaphoricalillustration will help us better understand human



illustration will help us better understand humanconsciousness.The home personal computer is a common instrumentthat will become more powerful and more prevalent witheach passing year. Still, some things will remainconsistent. The functioning of a personal computer isbased on three basic ingredients: hardware (the circuitrythat makes up its body), software (the programming thatgives it its capabilities), and some form of power, such asa battery or electricity, to make it all work. These threecomponents are interconnected, and all serve to drive thecomputer; it is ridiculous to talk of software withouthardware to lend it form or electricity to drive it.Since we unavoidably create things in our own image,it must be understood that we are like that computer inthe end. We, too, have hardware—our bodies. We havesoftware—the “programming” or input that has made upour personalities since birth. And finally we havebioenergy—the “electricity” of life, the as yet unidentifiedforce that fuels our existence and still baffles scientists.A computer program cannot exist independently of aphysical medium; we must use some means of transport(a disk, CD, DVD, and so forth) to carry it around. Canour software (our personalities) exist independently ofour hardware (our bodies) and our electricity (ch’i)? Iwill try to explain how such a thing could occur. But myreasoning will not please everyone – it is more Taoistthan Judeo-Christian, I am afraid.First, we have disproved the Cartesian concept thatour personalities are somehow independent of ourbodies; it would be wonderful if this were true, but weknow now that this is not the case. An injury to the brainwill completely change the personality of the individual—this phenomenon has been observed again and again intoday’s hospitals. And even stranger occurrences havebeen documented under clinical conditions in recent



been documented under clinical conditions in recentyears. For instance, heart transplant patients receiving adonor heart will often develop the tastes—likes anddislikes—of the late donor. There is no logical reason forthis under our current biophysical model. And in essence,these unexplainable complications of the transplantprocess confirm an axiom postulated by the sages of theOrient for millennia: We think with our bodies. Everycell in our body plays its role in formulating ourpersonality; our mind is not limited to or confined by ourbrain.Perhaps we should look at things from a more Easternperspective to understand this; in this instance I amreferring to early Christianity (which we haveconveniently forgotten is an Eastern religion). Followingthe initial spread of Christianity, the literally hundreds ofinterpretations of the teachings of Christ, as we haveseen, led to the institution of the Ecumenical Councils,which defined dogma acceptable to the reigning religiousand secular authority of the time. When the subject ofOne God as Trinity came to be debated, a particularlyastute individual, the bishop Spyridon (later canonized asa saint—and this one really was!), came up with themetaphor of a brick to explain how one thing could becomposed of three essences. A brick, he said, iscomposed of earth and water and fire (it is baked in anoven), and yet is one thing. With this metaphor heportrayed the Trinity in a concrete, rational manner that
others could comprehend.9 Perhaps we should considerourselves as that brick. We, too, have a physical form(the earth in the brick); we contain water (the standingwave in the yin field that defines our essence); and weare driven by fire (bioenergy, ch’i, the breath of thecosmos). All three are interrelated—each one connectswith and influences the others in order to create thebrick. Add too little earth, and the brick will not be



brick. Add too little earth, and the brick will not besturdy. Add too little water, and it will be brittle. Finally,be remiss in baking it, and it will turn to crumbly mud. Allthree components are necessary to create the brick.Similarly, affect our body, and you affect our soul.Modify the amount of energy that the body and soulreceive, and you transform both as well. Finally,transmute the standing wave that defines our awarenessand you affect both the physical body and the energy itcan contain. (This is what my own master has achieved).All three elements of our being are necessarilyinterdependent.So what do I mean when I say that our souls live onafter death? To continue with our earlier computermetaphor, we are born with an initial program; whateverhas caused us to be born as we are gives us something tostart out with—tendencies, inclinations, and talents. Fromthat point on, we are like blank disks greedily storinginput and data with each passing day. In time, our majoroperating system is established. And then what? Whenthe time comes for us to pass on, is that program—allthat we have hoped for, loved and hated—gone?Of course it isn’t. But neither is that program entirelyfunctional. It is like a recording on a CD-ROM; while itdoes exist, it can do nothing by itself, lacking a means tooperate.In order to explain this concept, we must return to ouranatomy. I suggested earlier that both the yin and yangenergies express themselves in our nervous system, andthat this means that we are continually in contact with theprimal chaos that existed before space-time. Let’s saythat our cerebral cortex and other parts of the cerebralhemispheres are yang, and that the brain stem and spinalcord are yin. The standing wave, the fractal computerprogram that defines us, permeates our entire body, andthis is something we will see to be crucially important



this is something we will see to be crucially importantfurther on. For now, let’s concentrate on the yin field.We have said that space and time do not exist in thatprimal chaos. What that means is that in that place theawareness of each of us is interconnected with theawareness of all others—we are, in fact, part of one
mass consciousness, as Jung predicted.10 To get back tothe example of the personal computer, we could say thatwe are all coupled by modem to a gigantic Internetrecording every action we have taken and every thoughtand emotion that has become a part of our personalunconscious. (I personally believe that our brain“uploads” files into the mass unconscious during R.E.M.sleep.) In space and time, while we are alive, we havethe ability to create, to think analytically, to dream, to lieand fabricate. This is because we possess both the yinand yang energies, both conscious and unconsciouscapability, while living. However, we do not retain thisability to create and analyze when we pass on; indeed, atthe most basic level we are little more than a recording ofwhat has transpired, possessing fundamental instincts anddesires but not much more. Spirits are yin; they lack theability to “feel” the softer emotions, which is a yang trait.But they do remember. And they can still watch,observe, and record.I do not pretend to know what happens to us whenwe die. Whether we live one life or reincarnate is not forme to say. But I do know that we continue on, and I doknow that, for a length of time commanded by whateverforces in the Universe govern such things, each of us will
exist as the simple spirit described above.11 Like a CDor a videotape, every part of us is there, waiting.There are exceptions, though, to this rule: If the spirithas brought yang energy with it in its passing, it can affectthe physical world and retain conscious thought to a great



the physical world and retain conscious thought to a greatdegree. The decision to bring yin and yang together in thespirit through a process of meditation undertakenexclusively while the individual is alive changes thingsconsiderably. In essence, this practice is nei kung, thedevelopment of inner power.Devotees of Eastern thought will use this model tojustify and promote the concept of karma, stating that therecorded “vibration” (standing wave in the yin field)described leads to subsequent reincarnation. Perhaps,but this model can be used to justify the Christian orMuslim philosophy as well. For example, one could saythat should an incarnate deity choose to make a secondcoming and resurrect those departed souls he judgesworthy, all he would have to do is restore yang energy toeach specific vibration. After self-replicating fractally,these oscillations could restore the human beings inquestion. Who knows? I personally would not dare tojudge any belief system; I believe we are too finite tojudge the actions and intentions of the Infinite.But let us move away from the afterlife for a time andreturn to this one. Accepting that our nervous systemprocesses the yin energy and accepting that this yinenergy is the primal chaos beyond space and timeexplains such phenomena as telepathy, synchronicity, andremote viewing. If we possess the innate capability to go“online,” then all we have to do to “communicate” is todo so consciously. Unfortunately, this is not as easy as itsounds—imagine, for a moment, all humanity as thefingers of a single hand, with each finger being attachedto the palm but for some reason unaware that this is thecase. But as we develop our meditational perception togreater levels, we can descend deeper into the massunconscious, and develop our awareness of
hyperconsciousness.12

I will close this chapter by returning to the objections



I will close this chapter by returning to the objectionslodged by that dear lady whose acquaintance I madethrough my friend Spiro. The purpose behind theanatomy lesson outlined here is to give you an idea of thephysics of spirituality. While I do believe that it ispossible to pass on capabilities from master to studentwith a simple touch, one must be careful to distinguishpower from compassion and, further, from enlightenment.It would be wonderful if all individuals with power hadgood intentions and had achieved enlightenment as well,but this is often not the case. Frequently, power serveslittle more purpose than to enlarge the failings of theteacher. I have met individuals with extraordinarytelepathic abilities posing as divinely inspired teachers,when they in fact had the emotional and mentalfoundations of the average teenage adolescent. Thischapter should help you see how such a thing is possible.Pyrotechnics aside, many masters may not be at allcapable of directing their students on a path of trueenlightenment. Be wary therefore when you shop; thepackaging does not always define the product.

Chapter 4SPHERES
 
While living as a hermit in the mountains, you cannotget good coffee. Kosta’s Rules of Mastery, number seventeen It was a cold afternoon, and I walked briskly through themisty streets of Athens, a tall man clad in gray. I chooseto be unobtrusive whenever I can, in imitation of my



to be unobtrusive whenever I can, in imitation of mymaster, and so typically wear gray clothes (to my chagrinthey were in fashion that winter). It always astounds methat no one looks twice at John as he passes. People donot suspect that a man with the power of a god iswalking by—John is that unassuming.I, simple mortal man that I am, rank beginner despitemy age and experience, have managed at least in my timewith this immortal to learn the virtue of humility. Life’slittle lessons, a reflection of my master’s teachings, havemanaged to beat the arrogance out of me. And so I seedto remain inconspicuous wherever I go. It is a practicethat has served me in good stead.On that particular day I was on my way to a meetingwith a good friend, Karolos, a t’ai chi chuan instructorand corporate CEO with whom I shared a common
interest in kung fu.1 Karolos is a student of the
headmasters of both the Chen and Wu styles2 of t’ai chichuan and has a degree in physics along with a wildlysuccessful corporate career. Like myself, he is a productof our century, a child of a cultural convergence that hadmatured with the millennium. People like us are neitherEast nor West, but both—children of the world.More important for me at the moment, he had alsolearned through various trials and tribulations in life tovalue a good cup of coffee, and savored exercising hisgray matter while consuming it. For the record, neither ofus really smoked—but I had learned, in my brief time inthe mountains, to appreciate the little comforts thatcivilization provided us. They are indeed the mostsignificant.I entered the sidewalk café where we had planned tomeet and shook the drizzle from my arms. The waitresssized me up; the scales dipped in my favor (my clotheswere plain but neither shabby nor unkempt) and sheseated me with a smile. I studied the people around me:



seated me with a smile. I studied the people around me:businessmen battling their peers for a daily wage,stockbrokers trying to keep up with the horse race,young girls whispering to their lovers on their cellularphones. I was out of place in this society, a throwback toanother time, a former engineering manager whose lifeand outlook had forever been altered by contact with aseparate reality. Still, I love the hustle and bustle of thecity, the dance of people’s passions and fears, theinterplay of desire and magnanimity. Civilization iswonderful and I could not readily give it up.Shaman, the King of the Mountain had called me,asking for help in my surreal dream. I had tried to aidhim, though the mining corporation that assailed his kindhad resources beyond my wildest dreams. Still, I couldnot be completely honest with the ecological groups Icontacted in my attempts to assist—if I told them thatearth spirits required their help; they would have laughedtheir socks off.Shaman. I was not. I did not have the gift. Whateverskills I had were the result of perseverance anddiscipline. Neither was the way of spirits my chosen path.I was something else, a scholar with an open mind andthe burning desire to glimpse reality. Beyond that, I wasnothing, a babe lost in the wilderness, struggling to makehis own way.Karolos walked in, speaking on his cell phone. As acorporate CEO, he was continuously pressed for time,but he still managed somehow to cope with the workloadand continue his training in t’ai chi chuan. Elegantlydressed and charming, he won an immediate smile fromthe waitress, who escorted him to my table; she wasexpecting a good tip, I gathered.I had first met Karolos under the simplest ofcircumstances. After reading an article of his on t’ai chi in



a local magazine, I decided that the man knew what hewas talking about and simply called him up. We hadbecome friends very quickly, sharing the same overallrestlessness and an enthusiasm for esoteric martial arts.I found as well that he shared a willingness to trust hisown eyes and ears and not shy away from theimprobable. This faith of his probably saved his youngestson’s life. I had known Karolos and his wife, Irene, for afew months when their youngest, David, was born; thechild was sickly from birth, and spent the subsequentyear in and out of the intensive care ward. It was on avisit to their home with Doris, in an attempt to consolethem, that I first felt the prickling of something hostileafoot.“Irene,” I asked, “before David was born, didanything strange happen around the house?”“It’s interesting that you should mention it,” she said.“Yes, there was an unusual incident. We had a table witha marble top . . . and inexplicably, in the middle of thesummer, the tabletop suddenly cracked in half and fell topieces.”“Are you sure the other kids hadn’t been monkeyingwith it?” I asked. They had two other boys.“Yes. We were all sitting in the living room when ithappened. It was so loud that it scared us, almost as ifthe tabletop had exploded.”“What do you suspect?” Karolos asked me.“Yin power,” I said. “There is yin energy pouringthrough this house. From what, I cannot say.”“You think it’s a spirit?”“Could be. If it is, it’s a bad one.”Karolos did not hesitate, scoff, or ignore the warning.The next morning he called friends in China who in turnloaded a crate with talismans from the White CloudMonastery in Beijing. Within two weeks the charms



Monastery in Beijing. Within two weeks the charmsarrived in Greece and Karolos immediately installed themin a perimeter around his home. Almost at once, Davidwas out of the hospital for good, and grew to be anamazingly frisky and powerful little boy. He is still myfavorite of Karolos’s brood.My friend sat down at our table, relaxing into thechair. We ordered two obligatory cappuccinos.The initial topic of discussion was a nonprofitorganization we had just formed and named TheWenwukuan. Wen is Chinese for “culture” or “learning,”wu are the martial arts, and kuan means “society” or“house.” Thus wenwukuan means “society combiningculture with the martial arts.” But the implications of thename we chose reach far beyond a simple translation ofits root words. Wen (culture) in our organization’s namealso includes science, in this case Western science; wuincludes esoteric martial arts, hence Eastern mysticism.The Wenwukuan is not just a joining of East and West,but is focused on the research of every attempt man hasmade, throughout history and throughout the world, tolink technical knowledge with yogic discipline. Thereader should not, however, deem that there is anythingtremendously original in the effort. We are Greeks and
such undertakings are as old as Apollonius of Tyana.3
(See appendix 1, note 1.)We are very lucky to be living in this day and age,though—in millennia past, such research as ours haddemanded the armed progression of one of the greatestconquerors of all time, Alexander of Macedon. KingAlexander had thrown open the doors between East andWest, using brute force—and, though perhaps all he wasinterested in was a good fight, he had more than servedthe world in his pursuit of glory. As I sipped mycappuccino I said as much to Karolos, comparing theHellenistic Age to our global one.



Hellenistic Age to our global one.“This is our second chance,” I said. “Another greatopportunity.”“You’re dreaming,” he said. “Globalization in our dayand age is a product of financial manipulation, nothingmore.”“That’s always been the case,” I replied. “The SilkRoad was instituted by merchants, but that didn’t preventideas from being transferred from China to England and
vice versa.4“True. And the amazing thing is that just as informationis provided by the Internet today, the dissemination ofknowledge then was felt on all fronts almost immediately.Especially in philosophy and religion.”“For instance?”“Well, the Stoics, for example. Did you know thatthey believed in bioenergy, just like the Chinese andHindus?”The Stoics made up a school of philosophy thatflourished in late Greek (Hellenistic) and Romanantiquity. It has been defined as “one of the loftiest andmost sublime philosophies in the record of Western
civilization.”5 An interesting point with regard to theStoics is that among them were both a former slave(Epictetus) and a Roman emperor (Marcus Aurelius).“It doesn’t surprise me,” I replied. I had studied theirmoral teachings but not their cosmology. Anyway, weknow that Greek philosophers went to India to study
there right after Alexander’s conquests.6“Yes, but it’s fascinating that the Stoics believed inch’i, isn’t it?”The Stoics called ch’i pneuma and believed that itgoverned both body and soul. The word pneuma means“wind” or “breath” in Greek, and can be found today inthe English word pneumonia. The Roman Stoics called



the English word pneumonia. The Roman Stoics calledthe same force spiritus—we preserve this usage in theEnglish word spirits for strong alcoholic beverages. It isno coincidence that the words pneuma and spiritus alsomean soul or ghost, or that other cultures have preservedthe same usage. In Chinese, the word ch’i means“vapor” or “breath” (ki in Japanese), while the Tibetanword for life force is rlung, which means “wind.”I have studied the Discourses of the Stoic philosopherEpictetus primarily because many of his moral teachingsare similar to those propagated by Mo Tzu, the founderof the lineage held in this generation by John Chang (seeappendix 1, note 2). In fact, the coincidences are in manyways quite startling.Epictetus (55–135 C.E.) was a slave, and his realname is not known. Indeed, epiktetos is a Greek wordmeaning “he who has been acquired.” This unknownheritage provides another uncanny parallel with Mo Tzu,whose name means “Mr. Tattoo”—this Chinese sagewas branded a criminal, and his family name has never
been established.7But the similarities run deeper. The early Stoic schoolhad come up with the doctrine of cosmopolitanism,implying that the whole world (cosmos) was their city-state (polis). This was a radical departure for theethnocentric classical Greeks, who believed that anyonenot a Greek was a barbarian. Epictetus reminded hisstudents that all men are, by nature, brothers, and that thelove and consideration of self that all men instinctivelypossess (called oikeiosis) should be extended in an everwidening circle to family, friends, and ultimately humanityas a whole: Do not torment others by imposing on themanything you yourself would not wish to suffer. Ifyou would hate to be a slave, make sure that no



you would hate to be a slave, make sure that noone is your slave . . . for virtue is not compatible
with hypocrisy.8 But Mo Tzu, too, preached the doctrine ofuniversality, stating simply that we should consider thelives of others as our own: If men were to regard the cities of others as theyregard their own, then who would raise up his cityto attack the city of another? It would be likeattacking his own. If men were to regard thefamilies of others as they regard their own, thenwho would raise up his family to overthrow that ofanother? It would be like overthrowing his own. . . .Such benefits . . . come from loving others and
trying to benefit them.9 But there is more. Mo Tzu taught that heaven caredfor man and distributed justice in due course, and thatcitizen and ruler alike should submit to Jodo, the will ofheaven. And Epictetus, too, taught that there was a Godwhose will directs the Universe, and that the sage mustalign himself with the forces of nature.It should be stated that these beliefs did not implyfatalism. The Stoic sage was encouraged to participate inthe affairs of man, in order to effect change. Indeed, theStoic as a world citizen had a moral duty to play anactive role in society, promoting virtue and right action.Mo Tzu took things a step further; he actually usedphysical force on several occasions to get the pointacross. Mo Tzu was no armchair philosopher, but rathera brilliant martial artist and military tactician—a warrior-sage. The Mo-ists, in fact, developed mustard gas todefend the cities of weaker states attacked by largerconquering forces.



conquering forces.The emperor Marcus Aurelius, a Stoic for the mostpart (but a student of the Pythagorean Apollonius aswell), also fought a victorious war, in his instance againstbarbarian and domestic forces threatening the RomanEmpire. Like Mo Tzu, he was no armchair philosopher,but was rather a warrior-sage who acted when it wasneeded.“I was tremendously excited when I read that theStoics knew of bioenergy,” Karolos continued, “but Iwas disappointed to learn that they considered the seatof the body’s energy to be the heart rather than the
dantien.”10

“There isn’t really a conflict,” I said slowly. “Mymaster also considers the heart to be a center of thebody’s bioenergy. The dantien is simply a warehousewhere energy is stored.”Karolos was excited. “He’s said that to you?”“Yes, but it’s actually a common concept in the East.John has stated that the heart is important in circulatingch’i throughout the body, the same as it circulates blood.He also mentioned that during a contest between twomartial masters, the ch’i of the stronger will attack theweaker person’s heart, no matter where that person isstruck. If he is hit on the arm or the leg, say, the energywill still run up to the heart and attack that organ. Theheart is a major center for ch’i circulation—at least fornei kung as opposed to ch’i kung—though I’m notexactly sure of the details myself.”There are two different types of ch’i circulation withinthe body. The first relates to the points and meridiansmade famous by acupuncture—this is the exteriorcirculation of energy described by the word ch’i kung.But there is an interior circulation as well that connects tothe dantien, the bone marrow, and the reproductivesystem. It is this interior circulation that is nei kung, the



system. It is this interior circulation that is nei kung, thedevelopment of internal power. Somehow the heart playsa crucial role in nei kung. I have described how Iinadvertently caused one of my students to suffer a mildheart attack by striking him on the lower right ribs during
sparring.11

“You know,” I continued, “Tibetan Buddhists considerthe heart to be the seat of the soul as well. They say thatthe ‘indestructible drop’ rests in the heart channel wheel
or chakra.”12

“Do you think,” Karolos asked, “that Stoic and Mo-ist philosophies could have a common sourcesomewhere?”“I don’t know. But it is interesting that the Stoicsdeveloped right after Alexander opened the doorsbetween East and West. And it is fascinating to considerhow two ancient philosophies, one Greek and oneChinese, could have come up with the same concepts.”“Truth is universal,” he said, and smiled.There was a moment of silence as we both sipped andlet out eyes wander around the room. People alwaysneeded silk back then, I thought. Silk that cameexclusively from China. Hmmm. I wonder . . .Karolos continued then by describing the theorybehind Stoic energetics and metaphysics in detail. In thisarea there turned out to be considerable differences
between their viewpoint and that of the Mo-Pai.13

But then Karolos dropped a bomb.“You know,” he said, “the Stoics considered the soulto be spherical in nature.”I was silent, waiting for him to continue.“They thought that lesser souls died immediately uponthe death of the body,” he continued, “but that souls withreason lasted for an indefinite period afterward, floatingaround the Universe as sentient spheres of energy. These



around the Universe as sentient spheres of energy. These
souls endured for as long as space and time itself.”14

“One of the first things that John Chang taught me,” Isaid, “was that it was important to put yang energy intothe dantien, so that we could take it with us when wedied. That way, we retained our conscious mind so thatwe could return to the earth at will, and kept ourhumanity, as it were.”Later, I found a passage in the Tao Te Ching  thatarticulates the same concept: Those who retain their center, endure.
Those who die but continue to exist are immortal.15

 “Immortals are people at Level Four and above,” Iexplained, “who have managed to combine yin and yangwithin their being. Like my master. As for the rest of us,the most we can hope for is Level Three.”“You think that the Stoics had stumbled onto the sameprocess?” Karolos asked.“My Master once described a soul with yang as abubble rising through the water, a sphere of yang in thecontinuum of yin. . . . What do you think?”“This is bizarre! But from the standpoint of physics, asphere would be the form that one substance would takewhen added to another in a nonhomogeneous solution.”“Yes, “ I paused. “And there’s more.”I had a friend who had made an extensive study ofancient Greek philosophy and how it tied in to the earlyChristian church. He had found many references to thespherical nature of spiritual beings. In Rhodes, thatfamous island, there is an ancient altar with a spheresitting proudly on top (for all to see and few tounderstand). In addition, nearby churches weredecorated with blue spheres—with a cross added aboveto Christianize the symbol (figure 17). With these



to Christianize the symbol (figure 17). With theseexamples I began to believe that it was no coincidencethat in the Greek Orthodox Church archangels areusually depicted holding spheres. 

 

 Fig. 17. The sphere had a presence in earlyChristian symbolism, hearkening to a belief in thespherical nature of spiritual beings. At top and leftare examples from churches; at right, a sphere from
a pagan altar.16



Perhaps even more shocking is the fact that the icon ofthe Trinity itself in the Greek Orthodox church showedGod the Father holding two artifacts: one, a blue spherewith the complementary cross on top, and the second astaff, which I was beginning to suspect was a simplified
version of the caduceus (figure 18).17 Conceivably,precepts of this sort were introduced into OrthodoxChristianity by assimilation from Greek philosophicalschools—Plato himself once made a reference to the
gods “being composed of fire, and spherical in shape.”18
 

 Fig. 18. God with sphere and staff

In Tibetan Buddhism, there is a yogic ritual called thephowa, the transference of the mind. It is one of the SixYogas of Naropa. The adept sends his awareness out



Yogas of Naropa. The adept sends his awareness outthrough the crown chakra at the very top of the head,from where it can be transferred to another form or toanother body. Today this yoga is usually taught as atranslocation of the soul to the Heavenly Realm ofAmitabha, the Dhyani Buddha of Limitless Light, called inTibetan Oe-pa-me. Amitabha is thought to be a giganticball of light more brilliant than the sun, and all those whoattain his Paradise are thought to become spheres of lightthemselves, leaving their karma as human beings behindthem.I discussed all of these associations with Karolos.“Well,” he said, “there does seem to be a commonthread through all of this. I suppose we’ll leave it to theacademics to sort out.”“It has to do with karma,” I said. “All of it has to dowith using the solar yang ch’i to cut the standing wave inthe yin continuum. Such knowledge was once universal.”“Maybe.” Karolos smiled. “Just make sure you don’tget excommunicated—or worse, shot. These are theBalkans, remember?”It was hard to forget.“I believe that all our great advances are due tocultural interaction. I believe that such is the will ofheaven,” I said.“Let’s hear it.”“One of the principle rules of evolution is this: Therate of increase in fitness of any organism at anytime is equal to its genetic variance in fitness at that
time.19 In short, the more genetic variation exists in apopulation, the faster the rate of evolution in that group,and the greater the degree of fitness in the end. Thistheorem is fundamental, if you believe in naturalselection.”“OK, survival of the fittest. We all understand that.”I smiled. “If I ever get shot, it will be because of the



I smiled. “If I ever get shot, it will be because of theidea I just voiced,” I said.Karolos looked puzzled for a moment, and I went on:“You’ve heard me say repeatedly that I believe evolutionis directed, that there is an intent behind the developmentof the human race. As if a Higher Sentience really wantedhumans to evolve on this planet.”“I’ve heard you use that idea to justify both the speedand the organized manner in which life on earth and ourown species appeared and developed.”“Yes, and it’s the basic reason why I tend to favor themultiregional model of human evolution more than theout-of-Africa model.“What do you mean?”“There are two supposedly contradictory theories asto how human beings came to spread all over the globe.The first says that our species was born out ofgeographically separate but analogous events that slowlyoverlapped each other; this is called the multiregionalmodel of human evolution. Basically it comes down to aparent species—let’s call him an archaic homo erectus,or maybe homo ergaster—leaving Africa about twomillion years ago and spreading throughout the world. Itevolved regionally, but each regional expression did notevolve independently—there was plenty of gene flow inbetween. Globally this species turned into homo sapienssapiens.”“What’s the second model?”“The out-of-Africa theory, which proposes that manevolved into homo sapiens exclusively in Africa and thenspread all over the globe like a tidal wave beginningabout 100,000 years ago. In this model, neither homoerectus nor the archaic homo sapiens outside of Africanor the Neanderthals in Europe played a genetic role.”“And you believe in the multiregional model.”



“And you believe in the multiregional model.”“Pretty much. Actually I believe both played a part,because evolution is directed. A while back excavationsuncovered a skeleton of a little boy in Portugal with bothNeanderthal and homo sapiens traits; the multiregionistswere cheering loudly for a while with that one. Thenmitochondrial DNA analysis seemed to favor the out-of-Africa model again. The jury is still out. Personally, I’mrooting for the multiregional model. Remember, the rateof increase in fitness of any organism at any time is equalto its genetic variance in fitness at that time. So it makessense to introduce as much genetic dissimilarity into anorganism as you can if you want it to thrive.”“You sound like a devout multiregionist to me—whyare you saying that both models played a role?”“Because I believe that roughly 100,000 years agoadditional factors were added into the equation to speedthings along.”“So what you’re saying is that there might have been,for instance, an initial exodus of primordial man out ofAfrica way back when followed by a more recent tidalwave bearing a specific design criterion—and thatAfrican homo sapiens mated with all the otherevolutionary paragons around, producing modern man.”I grinned. “It’s easy to see that you work withengineers on a daily basis! Yes, I think that was the Plan.The intent was to produce as much genetic variance andcultural diversity as possible, then bring it all together.The specific design trait we’re talking about wasintroduced to initiate convergence. I happen to believethat this coalescence is still going on, which is why greatthings happen every time local boundaries fall.”“But if evolution is directed, then there’s no reason forthe out-of-Africa model to have taken place at all.”I leaned back in my chair for a moment andconsidered this. “Well, I believe that there was a



considered this. “Well, I believe that there was abiological initiative to convergence. Everything needs tohave a physical fulcrum in the end.”“I think you’re just trying to cover your ass . . . butyou do have a point.”I reached for my coffee. “It’s more than just trying tocover my ass. It’s hoping for the best. Because if the out-of-Africa model holds true exclusively, and no other typeof humanoid had anything to do with our species, thanwe are truly a race founded on genocide andextermination.”“What?” Karolos’s face communicated that I’d losthim with this thought.“What do you think happened to the Neanderthals, tohomo erectus, and to God knows who else if they didn’tmate and ultimately merge with homo sapiens?”Karolos fell silent.“Yes,” I said grimly. “That would mean we killed themoff or forced them to extinction, much like we are doingwith so many other living beings today. And this is why Isincerely hope we are the product of the geneticexperiment of a Supreme Being rather than the scions ofannihilation. I don’t want to think of myself as a virus.”“OK, let’s say you’re right, and there is a CreatorGod. Why? Why develop us in this fashion?”“Survival of the fittest. We’re so hot to point at naturalselection, it makes me wonder why we hesitate to pointthat finger at ourselves. What makes you think that we’rethe pinnacle of evolution?”“I never thought we were.”“Then you’re unique—and a realist. Most people thinkthat we’re God’s gift to the Universe. I don’t think thatwe’re anything more than sperm going at a specifiedtask.”He grasped it then and smiled. “You’re right, you aregoing to get shot.”



going to get shot.”“Probably! Most people think that humanity wascreated to have some kind of dominion over every livingthing. Nonsense! There is a stanza in the Tao Te Chingthat says: Heaven and Earth are not humane;They regard All Things as straw dogs.Hence the Sage is not humane;
He regards the common people as straw dogs.20

 “The term straw dogs comes from the imitation dogsmade from straw that were burned by the Chinese insacrificial rites. What Lao Tzu is saying is that naturetreats all things impartially—survival of the fittest, right? Ifan antelope is weak, a lion will eat it. And that makes thewhole species of antelopes stronger. But we in ourarrogance think that this undeniable rule of nature stopswith us—we are at the top of the pyramid, we don’thave to work for anything. All we have to do is pick theright religion, and we’re immortal! How convenient forus.”“So you think that billions of us were born just so thata handful of enlightened souls could evolve?”“How many sperm do you expend to make a baby?And what the hell is an enlightened soul anyway? . . . Butdon’t you think it’s fascinating that Lao Tzu and theStoics both stumbled onto the same precepts?”“The spheres! Is it possible that those spheres areenlightened beings?”“Maybe. Maybe they are. Or maybe they’re anintermediate step, souls that are on their way toenlightenment, that have somehow broken free of thechains that bind us. And maybe those who believe inreincarnation are right and we have endless opportunitiesto make it . . . well, for as long as space-time lasts,



to make it . . . well, for as long as space-time lasts,anyway. It would be horrible if we only had one shot,wouldn’t it? But I do think that Natural Law applies onall levels—reality is fractal, right?—and that God’s planis to evolve a whole bunch of enlightened souls if He can.I think those spheres symbolize the spirit breaking freefrom the shackles of death and yet still having powerover the physical world. For me, they represent spiritsthat have carried yang ch’i with them past their mortalend. I believe that the whole hullabaloo—humanity’spresence on this planet, our dominance and civilization—is extant so that such enlightened souls can be evolved.” Ipaused. “I would dearly love to be worthy of such aprize,” I whispered, “which is why I’m happy to be livingin an age of pronounced cultural exchange.”“And what about the love of God for man? Isn’t all ofthis a bit cold?”“Is it? Look at nature. Are you saying that God lovesnature any less than man? There are two forcesgoverning our development. One is Jodo and the secondis karma, the consequence of our actions and desires.Karma pretty much comes down to the decisions we allmake every day, and it supersedes Jodo because heavenrespects our decisions, for better or worse. We’re notsupposed to become spoiled brats—outside of a fewHollywood films, have you ever heard of an angel comingdown from heaven to stop a suicide? We each haveresponsibility for our own life, perhaps even for pastlives, should such a thing as reincarnation be true. Butdespite all this, my master told me once that there was nolove anywhere on this world that could compare with thelove of God for man. Only a mother’s love for her childcomes anywhere close.”“Did Sifu Chang understand this when he came in
contact with the Spirit of God?”21

“Yes. He used the metaphor of a mother and her child



“Yes. He used the metaphor of a mother and her childbecause, as he said, a mother will love and spoil her childeven if he murders a dozen people a day. She will forgivehim anything. This is the love of God for man.”“If he loves us so much, how can he allow the messwe’ve gotten ourselves into?”“That’s the point—he loves us so much that he willallow us to do whatever we choose, even to walk intoannihilation should we so desire. Everything is up to us;we have total freedom to do as we wish, both asindividuals and as a species. But we’re not completely onour own—we have been granted many gifts to help usalong the way.”Karolos leaned away from the table and smiled. “Theyprobably won’t shoot you, you know. With ideas likethat, they wouldn’t want to make a martyr out of you.They’ll probably just plant some heroin on you and setyou up as a major drug dealer. But I’ll visit you inprison.”“Ah! What are friends for?”Karolos’s cell phone rang and he stood to leave.Suddenly, we were back in the hustle and bustle, thestress and grime of the big city. Stepping out of the café,we let the rain fall on our faces for a time, and watched itcolor the sidewalk as if enough drizzle could wash itaway and take us back to simpler days.Another morning at the Forum had passed.

Chapter 5THE THUNDERBOLT
 
It was Sunday, and my mother was trying to get me to goto church.



to church.She was visiting us for a few weeks, and it wasincomprehensible to her that a man could spend a monthon a mountaintop searching for the divine inside his ownbeing, and yet be disinclined or too lazy to go to churchservice on Sunday morning. Doris escaped to thebackyard on some gardening task or other that wasdeemed a suitable excuse, and I was forced to endurethe full haranguing of my mother’s sharp tongueunassisted. I fled to the confines of my own mind,shutting out the sound as much as I could, and tried tofocus on the morning paper and the small cup of coffeeshe presented to me as a sales pitch. Despite whateverpowers of concentration I had developed over the years,she was winning; I felt my blood pressure rising. Manywell-muscled young men would be wary of so angeringme, but mothers are beyond such things and areinvincible in combat.I was saved by the bell, literally. My student Stamatistelephoned, and asked me if I wanted to visit a deadsaint.Immediately I announced to my mother that I wouldbe going to church after all. She stopped, openmouthed,stunned, in midverbalization, my counter-attack havingtaken her unawares and stripped away her defensesentirely. A look of puzzlement passed over her features.Before she could recover, I told her that it would be anevening service at the shrine of Saint Ephraim. Shenodded, pleased, and I savored my peace of mind forthe rest of the day.Ephraim was a Greek monk during the years of theOttoman conquest who had been tortured to death bythe Turks. His bones were broken bit by bit, and thedeath he suffered—drawn out over an entire day—washorrible.



I had been told stories about Ephraim time after time,that he had worked this particular miracle to aid thatperson’s relative and what not. The monastery housinghis relic was not far from the center of Athens, and Ialways enjoyed being around Stamatis. He and his wifepicked me up in the late afternoon and we drove out tothe monastery.On first impression it was not what most of us wouldexpect upon visiting a sacred or religious site. Peddlersand beggars filled the narrow street leading up to thechurch. Because there were no lavatories present and thechurch had many visitors, the entire area smelled like asewer. It was, all in all, very medieval. I was preparing tobe disappointed until the moment when, wearing a smileof grim amusement, I entered the church courtyard itself.The spirit came to me like a battering ram, as they doto many of us who have passed beyond the first level ofpower. We appear strange to them, you see, with adistinct psychoenergetic makeup, as a man wearingpurple polka-dotted clothing and scuba gear and playingthe cymbals would appear to you if he walked into yourliving room.I felt a strong pressure on my forehead and at the baseof my skull and my mind filled with images. The saint wasstrong—stronger than me! I had to sit down. Stamatis’swife asked me what was wrong, but Stamatis justlaughed; he could himself feel the pressure, though to alesser extent at the time. I introduced myself to the spiritas best I could, explaining who we were and what typeof training we did, and was pleased to receive a positiveresponse. I was shown a spot outside the courtyardwhere my master could summon and speak to the saint—for all to see—when he visited Greece.Stamatis was happy; he is a devout Eastern OrthodoxChristian and is always searching for affirmation of his



Christian and is always searching for affirmation of hisfaith. He has had to go through his own trials andtribulations as my apprentice—in fact, to date, two of mystudents have resigned from the training, unable toreconcile the strict dogma of their faith with the methodsof the Mo-Pai.Throughout the ages man has always sought union withthe Infinite and this quest for the Divine has evolved intomany forms and acquired as many diverse methods. Inthe process, wars have been fought, each group ofseekers claiming that their chosen method is the only onefor all. Thankfully, the Infinite itself is beyond such pettybickering. In all major religions an unchanging andlimitless path to the Source has endured, available toeach individual blessed with the faith to uncover it.Perhaps we could say that God is the same all over theworld, but that man, in his wisdom, makes Him in hisown image, depending on the cultural tradition he hasgrown up with. But what happens when a personexpresses faith in nothing that he has not experienced forhimself?I myself, product of diverse cultures, have always haddifficulty with the image of God. I’ve wanted to believein a specific shape and form of the Absolute so that Icould grow closer to it but have found that I could not
bring myself to relinquish my skepticism.1 When I was achild, I was enamored of the Greek Orthodox Church
and even became an altar boy. Like Kazantzakis,2however, I questioned dogma as I grew more culturallyand socially aware. Not having grown up entrenched inany one culture and knowing well the history and failingsof every religious authority representing the Divine, Icould not bring myself to believe in the unproven. I
suffered as a result.3How could I come to worship the Absolute? Idabbled in all major religions, but had been discouraged



dabbled in all major religions, but had been discouragedin the endeavor by unworthy mentors and the cold,unbiased appraisal of impartiality and history. Why judgea faith by its exponents, you ask? But how else shouldwe judge it? We are human beings; we cannot esteemthe Divine except to see how It is reflected in other men.Hence I unquestionably honored all gods for what theywere, but did not feel comfortable in claiming an image ofthe Absolute for my own.I have told people that I am a Christian in the sensethat I believe that personal redemption is feasible foreveryone and that universal love makes that salvationpossible; a Muslim in the sense that I believe that there isonly one God, and that all men are equal under this onedeity (a priesthood is unnecessary); a Buddhist in thesense that I believe that the seeds for enlightenment arewithin us all as an integral component of our DNA, andthat we are capable of reaching the Absolute through ourown efforts; a Hindu in the sense that I believe that theDivine takes many shapes and forms to reach out to man;a Taoist in the sense that I have borne witness to theincontrovertible reality of both yin and yang energies andthe world of spirits.And I had two traits going in my favor: discipline andcompulsion. It was thus that I learned to follow thethunderbolt.Beyond all dogma, we have seen that the belief in twoopposing universal forces is widespread throughout thehistory and development of our species. It should notcome as a surprise then that the method by which thesetwo forces were joined together was also once global indistribution.My master has taught me that when the two primalforces are squeezed together, a charge ofincomprehensible power is generated. This is likened to athunderbolt falling from heaven. The energy generated at



thunderbolt falling from heaven. The energy generated atthis level is so intense that John Chang himself has faintedtwice trying to contain it within his own being. When ayogi reaches this state, he achieves t’ai chi, the supremeconfiguration that matter can take in our Universe, a formwhere the infinite (yin) is joined to the finite (yang). Assuch, one’s spirit is immortal, retaining all sentience andemotion even in death. And while alive, the yogipossesses the might of yin and yang combined: the powerof the thunderbolt.It was no coincidence Zeus of the ancient Greeks wasthe god of thunder as well as supreme lord of theheavens. His full name is Dias-Zeus. Dias (in Greek,άíάς) comes from the Greek verb diaeró (δίάίρώ),which means “to divide”; Zeus (in Greek, Zέύς) comesfrom the Greek verb zeúgnimi (ζέύγνύμί), which means“to yoke together.” Hence Zeus is the supreme god who“yokes together those who have been divided,” or to usetoday’s familiar Chinese terminology, the god who joins
yin to yang.4In the Orphic Hymns we find this ode to Zeus: First conceived was Zeus, and last shall he exist . . .From Zeus are all things created.Zeus was born male, Zeus is the eternal woman . . .Zeus supports both the earth and the star-filled sky. . .He is fire and water, matter and ether, night andday.

All things reside in the body of Zeus.5 The student of Taoism will recognize the multiplereferences to yin and yang in this stanza, and recognizeZeus as the state of t’ai chi (commonly translated as “thesupreme ultimate”).



supreme ultimate”).Many readers may know of Vajrayana Buddhism, andthe fact that the term has been translated into English as“the Diamond Way.” The Tibetan dorje—in Sanskritvajra—(figure 19) has become a popular symbol infashionable circles, with more and more artists andscholars turning to Buddhism these days. In actuality,however, the Sanskrit word vajra means “thunderbolt,”not diamond, and so Vajrayana means “thunderboltpath.” It should be noted that I am not referring tolightning; the thunderbolt itself is not limited to the
electrical energy produced during its generation.6 Thethunderbolt is a unique phenomenon whose existence hasonly recently been examined by science. Throughout theages, the vajra became an emblem for self-unification,and symbolized the coming together of many forces,mental and physical, within the human entity. 

 Fig. 19. The Tibetan dorje (vajra—“thunderbolt”—in Sanskrit)

If it is not lightning, what then is a thunderbolt? InGreece we have the following legend: Where lightning



Greece we have the following legend: Where lightningstrikes the ground, a thunderbolt (keravnovóli) will riseto the surface within forty days. According to tradition,this is a long, double-pointed stone that resembles thedorje made famous by Tibetan and Mikkyo Buddhism.In truth, however, the thunderbolt, like the vajra, cantake several shapes and has a variety of forms. Modernscience calls these stones fulgurites (from the Latinfulgur for lightning)—they are glassy, tubular, silicaminerals fused in the heat from a lightning strike. In figure20a, Zeus, the Lord of the Heavens can be seen holding
such a thunderbolt in his hand,7 while figure 20b showsthe thunderbolt on a third-century B.C.E. coin—thesimilarity to the Tibetan dorje is remarkable, isn’t it?Figure 21 shows the real thing, a thunderbolt collected bya shepherd and given to my friend George (the same man
who built the cabin in the mountains).8 A Tibetan lamaonce told George that, according to their tradition, whensuch artifacts are found, they are taken from the ground
with a specific ritual to ensure benevolent influence.9 Themost powerful stones are shaped like a dorje. Thethunderbolt could have been the basis for Thor’s hammer
in Teutonic mythology as well.10
 



 Fig. 20. Zeus holding a thunderbolt (a); third-century B.C.E. coin with the image of a thunderbolt(b)

 Fig. 21. A fulgurite

Fulgurites were symbolic to ancient peoples in thatthey represented the coming together of universal forces,the sky (yang) meeting the earth (yin). This process canbe duplicated inside our body through a combination ofmeditation and breathing exercises; this is what theseekers who developed the Vajrayana, or “ThunderboltPath,” stumbled upon. By causing the two opposinguniversal forces to meet and coexist, an impermeable“something” not subject to entropy is generated (hence



“something” not subject to entropy is generated (hencethe use of the term “diamond” for the vajra). Here, onceagain, we are applying the principle of that which existsmacrocosmically exists microcosmically.

GATEWAYS TO ETERNITY
 The supreme Buddha of the Vajrayana lineage is calledVajradhara (“thunderbolt and bell”—or, in Tibetan,Dorje Chang). He is depicted with crossed arms,holding a vajra and ritual bell in his hands. According toTibetan tradition, the hollow of the bell symbolizes thewisdom cognizing emptiness; the bell’s clapperrepresents the sound of emptiness. I believe that the staterepresented by the Buddha Vajradhara is equivalent toLevel Seventy-two of the Mo-Pai training, or the openingof the sahasrara chakra in kundalini yoga, a condition inwhich emptiness is form and form is emptiness.In other words, the thunderbolt is achieved first, theunion of the infinite with the finite, and ultimately the finalchakra at the top of the head, the Thousand-PetalledLotus, is opened, whereupon the essential nature of theUniverse is discovered.What does it mean to open a chakra? We have talkedabout the two energies that are the blueprint for ourbeing. To use a metaphor, we can say that every so often
these energies tie themselves into a knot.11 These knotsprovide a stable base for our energetic makeup, withoutwhich the individual would no longer have reason to existas a human being. There are seventy-two of these knotsin our body. The ones along our spine, the main axis ofour body, are seven in number and have been madepopular by yoga. When a chakra is opened these knotsare “cut”: 



 

 Fig. 22. The “knot” of a chakra before and after opening

More often than not, however, the knot of a chakra isnot cut, but rather its void is simply filled, like a cup thatis filled with water. (The very center of a chakra is a zeronode in a standing wave in the yin field; as such, it canabsorb a given amount of yang energy). The cutting of achakra knot is permanent; once the standing wave isdestroyed, it does not reform. The filling of a chakra,conversely, is subject to entropy (see appendix 1, note 3,for details). To better understand what this means, let ususe John Chang’s method of the Mo-Pai as an example.To do this we must look at the body’s main centers asfollows: 



 Fig. 23. The main chakra used by the Mo-Pai system

Now, the point at the perineum is called hui yin, the“gate of yin” in Chinese. We can take it for granted thatthe chakra at or near that point (some say at the very tipof the spine) has to do with yin energy—that is to say, ithas to do with absorbing the energies of the infinite chaosthat existed before our own space-time. Let us say thatthis spot represents the Infinite. Normal human beings, asyang creatures, cannot tolerate a higher location for thisenergy center, one that is one step closer to the Infinite; itwould drive us insane or kill us.The first step in filling this chakra is to fill the dantienchakra with yang energy. During training to the end ofLevel Two, the energetic makeup of the body isenhanced but not altered. I have found what I believe is aclassic depiction of this process in my native Greece (anexample more than three thousand years old): the statueif the Minoan priestess currently at the Archeological
Museum in Herakleion, Crete (figure 24).12



Museum in Herakleion, Crete (figure 24).12
An examination of this statue can be revealing if youknow what to look for. Twin snakes can be seenentwined in a knot at her dantien, indicating that she hasnot severed the cords holding that chakra in place. Theevidence suggests that she may well be a practitioner ofnei kung—the dantien is the source of her power, whichshe has managed to raise to the center of her palms. Inthe Mo-Pai tradition this corresponds to the end of LevelTwo. At her abdomen can be seen a double helicoid ofentwined snakes—though the snakes are quite small—spiraling up to reach between her breasts. This mightindicate that the base of her power is still in her lowercenters—she has not managed to sever the cords thatkeep it there. The snake on the top of her hat may signifythat the energy does reach the pa hui point, but that thiscenter is full rather than permanently open. All of thesedetails together suggest that the priestess has finishedLevel Two but has not progressed beyond this point. 



 Fig. 24. Statue of a Minoan priestess at theArcheological Museum in Herakleion, Crete

By way of contrast, looking closely at a statue of thesage Bodhidharma in the Victoria and Albert Museum inLondon we can distinctly see a lotus opening in the areaof his dantien, signifying that the chakra has been cut andestablishing at once the source of Bodhidharma’s great
power (figure 25).13

We have said that the dantien is the lowest chakracapable of storing yang in the centerline of the humanbody; the chakra below, the hui yin point, relates strictlyto yin energy. When the strands of the dantien aresevered, the dantien becomes a mobile ball filled withgreat amounts of yang ch’i. As we saw in chapter 1, thisball is sent down to the hui yin and essentially modifiesthe continuum of that point. In the process, the twoenergies rise together and the state of t’ai chi (thethunderbolt) is established at the former dantien point. Inessence, what this means is that eternity itself is one step
closer to the individual’s personal consciousness.14

The human being is forever altered at this instant. Touse a Jungian phrase, we could say that the massunconscious and the individual’s conscious mind are onan intimate basis. He possesses the ability to warpspace-time, since that which is beyond space and time isnow an intricate part of his being. He possessessuperhuman strength and the ability to discharge energyat will. He has become what the Chinese call a hsien, animmortal. He is a child of thunder and wields the powerof the thunderbolt. 



 

 Fig. 25. Statue of the Bodhidharma in the Victoriaand Albert Museum, London

It is my contention that the process toward this state isas natural as taking a bite into an apple or visiting thelavatory. True, not everyone can become an immortal—but not everyone can run the hundred-meter dash inunder ten seconds, either, yet no one seems to doubt thatsuch a thing is possible. Indeed, it is a goal that allsprinters dream of (but few have achieved). To fulfill suchan objective, what is required is a combination ofdiscipline and talent—and perhaps the blessings of fate.Having not found faith in any one religion, then, I madethe thunderbolt my path. And I was not alone in theendeavor. As a martial artist, I was happy to discoverthat the thunderbolt and nei kung itself had been thechoice of warriors around the world since the beginning



choice of warriors around the world since the beginningof time.

Chapter 6THE WARRIOR ELITE
 
The question of when and where the martial arts began isa subject open to much speculation. In this section, I willelaborate on the origin and evolution of the martial artsbased on my own findings and discuss their historicrelationship to nei kung. While a mediocre practitionermyself, I have been privileged to train with and win theconfidence of some of the greatest living masters in theworld, foremost among whom I consider my ownteacher. By inclination a scholar and by profession anengineer, I tend to analyze almost everything continuously(a major problem in life, as those similarly afflicted willagree). The martial arts could be no exception. Sincemeeting John Chang (seven years ago, as of this writing),and having been indoctrinated into nei kung, I could nothelp but apply what I have learned to researching thehistory of the martial arts. The conclusions I have comeup with may be as seemingly unorthodox as anything elsein this book.Many authors (myself included) have begun similardiatribes with the quotation “The martial arts are as old
as man.”1 In fact, they are not. The martial arts areroughly eight thousand years old, and are intimately tiedto the evolution of agriculture, property, and thedevelopment of edged weapons.In chapter 1, we discussed the comments of FridtjofNansen, the Norwegian explorer who, in 1888, was thefirst modern European to come into contact with the



first modern European to come into contact with theeskimos living on the Greenland icecap. At that time,these people lived much the way their forefathers had, inharmony with nature. Nansen wrote: Fighting and brutalities of that sort . . . are unknownamong them, and murder is very rare. They hold itatrocious to kill a fellow creature; therefore war intheir eyes is incomprehensible and repulsive, a thingfor which their language has no word; soldiers andofficers, brought up in the trade of killing, they
regard as mere butchers.2 It seems that nomadic tribesmen around the world, thehunter-gatherers who were our ancestors, lived in asimilar fashion, taking from the earth only what theyneeded. With the establishment of agriculture, we “fellfrom Paradise,” and, to further quote the Bible, “saw thatwe were naked.” Of course, things were not as simple asthat; people have been fighting and killing each other forat least forty thousand years, more often than not overfood. In fact, many exhumed Stone Age graves haverevealed skeletons with flint blades lodged in theirribcages. There are even indications that Neanderthalman was subjected to genocide by his Cro-Magnonbrethren. For all that, it is safe to say that war as aninstitution did not exist before the breakthrough ofagriculture, for the simple reason that before we beganfarming, we really had no concept of property.For tens of thousands of years men had been huntingwith spear and javelin. Prey was struck from a distance—trial and error had shown that it was safer and easierthat way. In the initial confrontations between men, thesame rule was followed: Get him from far away. But inroughly the tenth millennium B.C.E., two powerful newweapons appeared: the bow and the sling. These new



weapons appeared: the bow and the sling. These newinventions more than doubled the range and impactpower of projectile weapons and drastically increasedthe need for protection. For eight thousand years thebow and sling were the weapons of war. Mobility andcover were as crucial then as they are today. We knowthat this is so because city walls were one of the firstdefensive measures devised against invaders; Jericho, forexample (built around 8000 B.C.E.), had walls threemeters thick and four meters high. The mud-brick housesof Çatal Hüyük in central Anatolia (a middle-Neolithicsite) form one continuous wall, and were built withoutwindows or doors (residents entered through a hatch inthe roof). Neolithic sites such as these bear testimony tothe deadliness of projectile weapons.It is from the sixth millennium B.C.E. that we have firstconfirmation of a change in technique, again from the siteof Çatal Hüyük. Excavations have brought up a series ofdaggers made from flint—the blades are broad,pressure-flaked on one side and ground on the other,while the handles are made of bone. One example amongthem is exquisite, with the handle winding down in the
form of a snake (figure 26).3 This is no butcher’s knife,but the ornate and prized possession of a warrior. It wasdesigned for the thrust, and, as such, uniquely fabricatedfor the personal combat of man against man.I have my own theory as to how such artifacts cameinto being. We have discussed the use of projectileweapons. Often wounded enemies were hunted downand executed after a battle, much like archers will track awounded deer today. No animal dies willingly, and manis no exception; during these assassinations, personalcombat was often a necessity.There were practical considerations to be taken intoaccount: weapons like this dagger were not so easy to



account: weapons like this dagger were not so easy tomanufacture. They require time, effort, and know-how.Knives with wooden or bone handles had been aroundfor twenty-five thousand years or so, but we have turnedup no earlier blades so evidently designed with balance,form, and function clearly in mind. This blade wascreated by a man who knew how to fight with a knife. 

 Fig. 26. The dagger of Çatal Hüyük

Now, in the early days of organized agriculture, allmen were hunters, farmers, and warriors; circumstanceand necessity dictated action on an individual basis. Butas weapons of destruction became more and morepowerful, the need for specialized ability and particularskills developed. Such men as were more inclined andcapable to use weapons were the ones for whom theywere fabricated. And so the warrior class began to takeroot, though they would not appear in full bloom until theBronze Age.I believe that people back then were less twisted thanthey are now (civilization has a way of making things bothbetter and worse). The desires and intentions of people,good and bad, were more out in the open. The dagger of



good and bad, were more out in the open. The dagger ofÇatal Hüyük cries out its story to me—these warriors,who were not the animals we have come to believe,realized that the bloodshed they were causing was aterrible thing. No doubt their shamans had warned themof the consequences through their spirit mediums. Sothey tried to keep the fighting among themselves: Awarrior fought only a warrior, and they fought by mutualconsent. Perhaps there was a large portion of egoinvolved as well (i.e., “I will fight only those who areworthy”). But that dagger is not a butcher’s tool; thereare other shapes that lend themselves better to simpleexecution. A spear, for example, is much safer. Come tothink of it, even a stout club is better and less costly tomake. The dagger was a warrior’s back-up weapon,something that he used in battle up close and personal, aweapon that lent itself for use in a duel betweenchampions.

THE AGE OF BRONZE
 We will have to leap forward in time a bit, to thethirteenth century B.C.E., and visit both India and Greece,where the warrior castes held sway in the Bronze Age. Itwas with the development of bronze that the warrior asan entity really came into being. An alloy of copper andtin, bronze was costly to make, and the raw materialshad to be imported from afar. It was rational to distributesuch weapons only to those worthy of using themefficiently.In the Mahabharata (traced by oral tradition to 1302
B.C.E.) there are guidelines governing the behavior of awarrior (ksatriya) that reflect a code of chivalryreminiscent of the one followed by Arthur and hisKnights of the Round Table: Civilians and holy places



were not to be attacked during battle, while warriorswere encouraged to fight only equals and only for justcauses.The ksatriya nobility practiced a martial art calledvajramukti, which means “thunderbolt in claspedhands.” The word mukti essentially means that the fist isshielded and tempered by refinement and culture; it is notindiscriminately applied. In fact, a good way of translatingthe term would be “the refined fist.” (More on that inappendix 1, note 4.)In the Iliad, Hector, first warrior of Troy, belittlesParis Alexandros (who had stolen the beautiful Helenfrom her husband, Menelaus) and convinces him to duelwith Menelaus for Helen’s hand. Hector walks boldly upto the armies of skirmishing Greeks and Trojans, shoutingto be heard, his spear in a nonaggressive position. Hefaces thousands of arrows, pellets, and spears at pointblank range, but not a shot is fired: Hear me, O Trojans and Greeks of the brightgreaves, listen to what is offered by Alexandros[Paris], who is the cause of this war. Let theTrojans and Greeks place their weapons on theEarth, which nurtures all things, so that he and thebattle-loving Menelaus may duel among themselvesfor Helen and her riches. He who wins shall claimthe woman and her dowry, while all others shall
swear friendship and peace among themselves.4, 5 And Menelaus answers with a roar: Hear me, for it is I who have suffered the mostpain! I think that now Greeks and Trojans mayleave in peace; they have suffered more thanenough because of my grievance with Alexandros,who began all this. One of us shall meet death, as



who began all this. One of us shall meet death, asdecided by Fate, while all of you others shall soonbecome friends. Bring two sheep [to sacrifice inoath], a white ram and black ewe for the Sun and
the Earth, and we shall bring a third for Zeus.6 We will return to the Bronze Age and the Greeksthemselves shortly, but what is important here is that acode of honor is evident in the world of the thirteenthcentury B.C.E., one that ranges from Greece to India andundoubtedly beyond. These are no bloodthirsty slayers,indiscriminately slaughtering, but groups of men trying tolive with honor, even fighting among themselves withhonor. Such a code of conduct did not materializespontaneously—it developed over centuries. The daggerof Çatal Hüyük suggests that this code had its roots in thesixth millennium B.C.E. I believe that the amalgamation ofwarrior and shaman brought it about, and produced thewarrior elite.I use the term warrior elite quite specifically. Forexample, we know that writing can be traced back to3000 B.C.E. in both Mesopotamia and Egypt, and that itwas the creation of the record-keepers of kings. Butaccountants cannot hold sway without an army toenforce their bookmaking, and that means those kingshad soldiers aplenty—soldiers who knew how to fight.And so at this point I must make a distinction betweenthe soldier, the warrior, and those who made up thewarrior elite.I should point out that because it contains the rootwar, the word warrior does not exactly convey themeaning I ascribe to it, but it will do. I must refer again tothe language of the Greeks to present concepts clearly; agood example can be found once more in Homer’s Iliad.The Greek word for war is polemos (πόλέμός) which



means “to destroy a city.”7The Greek god of war, Ares,who in turn became the Roman Mars (hence the wordmartial), was not held in high esteem by the Greeksthemselves. Indeed, in their culture there was a cleardistinction between the divine warrior and the basewarrior who followed Ares and destroyedindiscriminately.The Greeks had a separate word for “individualcombat” as well; Homer uses the word machi (μάχή),the meaning of which later came to be broadened tomean “battle” in general terms. It is interesting to notethat the word for “knife” is machaira (μάχάίρά), whichcontains the similar root mach- (hence the choice of myearlier reference to the dagger of Çatal Hüyük). Machihad connotations of honor and fairness that polemos didnot; the mental image conjured up by the first should bethat of two chivalrous knights facing each other in a duel,while that of the latter might be a horde of banditsburning a village and slaughtering the unarmed. Hectoruses the word machi in his challenge to Menelaus;conversely, he brands Menelaus with the epithet
Areifilos, the “friend of Ares”;8 this is a thinly-veiled insulttoward one of the men he holds responsible for theonslaught of the war (the second being Paris, whom healso insults, calling him a “pretty-boy capable of nothingbut seducing women”).But the ancient Greeks actually had two gods ofbattle. Along with Ares, whose symbols were the vultureand the rooster, was the virgin goddess Athena, who isof prime importance to our discussion. Athena is thegoddess of wisdom and learning as well, and is thepatron of scholars and artists. She fights only to defend,and her epithet is Promachos (who fights to protect); hersymbols are the olive and the owl. She wears a helmetand armor and bears a shield and spear, but her powers



and armor and bears a shield and spear, but her powersextend beyond space and time, for on her shield shecarries the image of the head of the Gorgon Medusa,
whose visage in life could turn mortals to stone.9Athena represents alkí (άλκή) the ability to fight notonly with bravery but with spiritual power as well. Shemeets Ares on the battlefield of Troy, and mocks him: ”Idiot! You still don’t comprehend that I ambeyond your power, for you dare to face me!” Sosaying she struck him on the neck and paralyzed hislimbs; and Ares falling took up seven acres of land,and his hair filled with dust, and his armor clattered

on the earth.10
 My kind of woman.Returning to the Bronze Age itself, archaeology hasshown us that trade was phenomenally widespread, andthat goods traveled from Britain to India (and possiblyChina) in the fifteenth century B.C.E. or earlier. Forexample, there are Bronze Age mines for coppermalachite ore in France, Britain, Ireland, Spain, Slovakia,Yugoslavia, Austria, and Cyprus. But copper was beingused long before the Bronze Age began, so it is to thesecond main component of bronze—tin—that we mustlook in order to get an idea of the extent of trade at thattime.Bronze is an alloy of copper, bearing roughly 5 to 10percent tin. What this means is that bronze-usingcivilizations must have had access to considerablequantities of tin. But tin does not occur naturally in theMediterranean, or in Egypt or Mesopotamia. There aresome minor deposits in Anatolia, Italy and in Spain—butwhere did the tin come from that was used in, say, thethird millennium bronzes found in the royal graves of Urand in the city of Susa? We know now that Near-



and in the city of Susa? We know now that Near-Eastern cities imported tin from the East, most likely fromAfghanistan, and trans-European commerce exploited tindeposits in Cornwall, England, and southern Brittany inthe early second millennium B.C.E. The archaeologicalrecord tells us that by the fifteenth century B.C.E.,organized, long-distance trading was establishedthroughout the world. This trade linked the far reaches ofnorthern Europe to the southern shores of India, and, Isuspect, to places far beyond. We know, for example,that all the amber found in Mycenean and MinoanGreece is of Baltic origin—and we know that ebony andhippopotamus and elephant ivory were movedthroughout the world in considerable quantities. Androyalty in ancient times often exchanged valuable giftsfrom far-away locales—hence the presence of Near-Eastern seals and jewelry in Mycenean Greek graves,
and vice versa.11

Further, trade was democratic, not somethingreserved just for royalty. As early as the third millennium
B.C.E., before the Bronze Age proper, quality stones foruse in tools and weapons were traded liberallythroughout Europe and the Near East. Obsidian from theMediterranean, dolerite from Brittany, and flint fromEngland, Germany and Poland flowed around thecontinent. Pottery was traded from East to West andsouth to north, and Lebanese wood specifically becameknown widely as a reliable construction material. Beyondmaterials, cultural innovations also made their way fromplace to place: the yoke plow, alcoholic beverages, andthe bridle are all prime examples. And one other artifact,something most important to this text, made its waythrough ancient lands: the sword.We can trace the existence of the warrior elite throughthe archaeological record and through myth and oraltradition. The journey of the sword through ancient lands



tradition. The journey of the sword through ancient landsprovides strong archaeological evidence.It seems that beginning with the sixth millennium B.C.E.,warriors dueled with spears and shields, and closed withdaggers. The tomb paintings of Beni-Hasan tell us that
wrestling was common in Egypt by 2000 B.C.E.12 I wouldguess that this held true throughout the world as far backas the fourth millennium B.C.E. As anyone who haspracticed traditional jujutsu knows, wrestling is acomponent of personal combat with a knife; my guesstherefore is that people knew how to use jointlocks,trips, chokes, and throws a good six thousand years inthe past (if not earlier). Martial arts employing strikingwere just as widespread.Now, copper knives and hatchets had becomepopular throughout the ancient world beginning in the fifthmillennium B.C.E., but to tell the truth, they were morestatus symbols than they were functionally useful objects;in fact, good quality obsidian weapons and tools weremuch more effective than copper ones (so was well-
napped flint, for that matter).13 In short, copperweapons, though prestigious and fairly widespread, werenot something to get excited about. As copper metallurgyimproved, so did copper axes and knives, but it was notuntil the discovery of bronze that metal weapons
suddenly became de riguer.14

Bronze weapons were far, far better than their stonecounterparts. First to be developed as a weapon of warwas the bronze knife, most of which, based on those wehave uncovered, were triangular in shape. Bronze wasexpensive and not available in quantity; its metallurgy wasa complex and treasured secret. The second bronzeapplication created by the bladesmiths was a simpleextension of the knife: placing a triangular blade at a 90-degree angle to a pole, they thereby created a halberd.



degree angle to a pole, they thereby created a halberd.Such weapons became popular throughout Europe in thelatter part of the third millennium B.C.E. through themiddle of the second millennium. A warrior’s graveexcavated in Poland and dated to 1850 B.C.E. turned upa halberd, a triangular dagger, an axe, and a knot-headedpin and gold spiral, all in good condition (figure 27). 

 Fig. 27. Artifacts from a warrior’s grave in Poland,
circa 1850 B.C.E.15

Axes became similarly popular, largely because theyconserved bronze and were easier to cast. Indeed, formany years they were the weapon of choice, until thearrival of the sword.It is not from Europe, but from the Near East, that wefirst find evidence of the sword. Representations ofbronze swords with curving blades dating from the thirdmillennium have been found at the early Babyloniandynastic site in Tello. This indicates that Babylonianmetallurgists were the first to come up with a techniquefor casting larger quantities of bronze, and that theirbursars were the first to decipher the logistics of movingand refining large quantities of tin. In a tomb at Byblos inLebanon, dating to the early eighteenth century
B.C.E.,16examples of the real thing have been discovered—swords in good condition (figure 28).



—swords in good condition (figure 28). 

 Fig. 28. The curved bronze sword of the Near Eastand western Asia, circa the early second millennium
B.C.E. Sketch by Sir Richard Burton (a).17 Thebronze double-edged sword of the West, circa theseventeenth century B.C.E. (b). It is interesting tonote Europe’s preference for the straight double-edged sword, even in such an early example.

From western Asia the sword quickly made its wayinto Europe by means of Anatolia, the Aegean, andmainland Greece. By the sixteenth century B.C.E., thebronze double-edged sword, waspwaisted or rapier-like(figure 28 b), had a similar shape and make throughoutall of continental Europe, western Asia, and theMediterranean basin; it was a treasured artifact whosemythos was to far surpass that of its predecessors, thespear, the bow, and the axe. This relatively rapiddispersion of the bronze sword (a weapon more useful



dispersion of the bronze sword (a weapon more usefulfor dueling than for the melee of combat) and thedevelopment of a related sword culture can mean onlyone thing: The warrior elite were already in place, withthe highest among them being, unquestionably, masters ofnei kung.

CHILDREN OF THE GODS
 Beginning with Gilgamesh, epic tales of semidivinewarriors fighting anything that moved and ridding the landof monsters made their mark in the ancient world, sowingthe seeds of the practice that John Chang is even nowpassing on to me. It’s important to note that these are notinfallible heroes always on the side of right, but are ratherquite human, with great failings and foibles to match theirabundant powers. In short, they screw up a lot and haveto pay the price. The divine warrior of this ancient timewrestles continuously with his duty to his God, hispassion for life, and the lure of base human desire.Hercules, for example, slaughters his own wife andchildren not once but twice. Samson’s story, below, iswell known for its lesson on human frailty. The lists areendless; these are indeed humans who are larger than life,but who never stop being human, with all theaccompanying failings.We find the warrior elite firmly entrenched in societyby the early Bronze Age; indeed, all warfare at that timewas seen as heroic, as shown in the exploits of menretained in epics such as the Odyssey or Gilgamesh. Attimes these warriors are more knightly (such as Arjuna inthe Mahabharata or the warriors who display a kind ofchivalry in the Iliad), at other times they behave ascomplete animals (such as Hercules, who cuts off the
nose and ears of the herald of Orchomenus).18



nose and ears of the herald of Orchomenus).18
The Biblical account of Samson19 is a prime examplefor those studying the warrior elite and the science of neikung, providing insight into how these men developedtheir powers. In Hebrew his name is spelled Shimshon,and means “son of the Sun.” Samson was a Nazirite(meaning “he who abstains”) and a holy warrior whofought the Philistines during the early tribal period ofIsrael in Canaan (the twelfth through the tenth centuries

B.C.E.).Everyone is familiar with the tale so there is no need toreiterate it here. The crux, for our purposes, is thatSamson possessed extraordinary physical powers, andthe moral of his story relates the disastrous loss of hispowers after the violation of his Nazirite vows. But howexactly are those vows violated? With his life revolvingaround his affairs with Philistine women, Samson isdepicted in the Book of Judges as being ruled bypassion. He is credited with the usual extraordinary featstypical of demigods—slaying a lion with his hands,moving the gates of Gaza, killing a thousand Philistineswith the jawbone of a donkey—but he first breaks hisreligious oaths by “feasting” with a Philistine woman from
the neighboring town of Timnah.20 Samson finally fallsvictim to his foes through the love of Delilah, a woman ofthe valley of Sorek, who beguiles him into revealing thesecret of his strength. He is captured, blinded, andenslaved by the Philistines, but in the end, through thereturn of his strength, he avenges himself by demolishingthe great Philistine temple at Gaza, destroying, in theprocess, both his captors and himself.Now, Delilah (or Dalila as is more correct), means“desire” in Hebrew, and with that thought in mind Iwould like to present a revised interpretation of theSamson epic—one that looks at the story in relation toworkings of the power of nei kung.



workings of the power of nei kung.The “Son of the Sun” is a practitioner of nei kung, forin this story the ancient Hebrews have correctly identifiedthat it is the solar yang ch’i that fuels his great powers.Forgoing wine and uncut hair has little to do with being aNazirite; these are little more than symbols for what hehas really renounced: the pleasures of orgasm andejaculation. As a practitioner of nei kung, he continuouslyharnesses his sexuality, bringing that power up and intohis dantien center. It is this yang ch’i that gives him hisprodigious strength.Only after hearing from John Chang the stories of pastmasters of the Mo-Pai, and after practicing nei kungmyself, did I understand how difficult it is in truth toharness one’s sexual powers and live in celibacy. I doubtthat there is a practitioner of nei kung or kundalini yogaout there who will not agree with me. As your powerincreases, so does the strength of your emotion and sodo the related passions you might have. Nei kung is anuphill battle.We all stumble and fall. At my level, I am allowed oneejaculation a month, but I would be lying if I said that Ikeep to that program rigorously. Sexual desire is atremendous opponent, in essence the root of life, andliving in society makes things that much more difficult.One escape route available is nonorgasmic sex, whichloosens the psychological load somewhat. But thisapproach, too, is quite difficult for both practitioner andpartner. Fortunately, the system has a lot of safetymeasures built into it. For example, during those daysthat I permit myself one orgasm, I am pretty much at fullpower by the next morning. Despite this, the regimensays I may not train for three days afterward, and I donot. When I really let myself go, however, and enjoy anight of torrid sex, ejaculating repeatedly, then the gates



night of torrid sex, ejaculating repeatedly, then the gatesof the dantien truly slam shut, and whatever benefits Imay have garnered from nei kung are lost for a time.I’m betting this is what happens to Samson. Incoupling with Dalila (desire), he allows himself to have anorgasm not once but three times, and in doing so, losesall access to his inner power (those Philistine womenmust have been truly something). He is just like any manwhen the soldiers seize him and blind him. But his captorsdo not understand the principles that govern his powers;if they did, they would kill him on the spot. After a time,let’s call it a week or so, his power begins to return.Having been blinded and imprisoned, he cannot reallytrain to recover his full strength—indeed, he’s likely notable to perform even a simple meditation. As there is notmuch more he can do to fight his enemies at length, heprefers to destroy their temple and kill as many of theirleaders as possible in the process.
We find a similar lesson in Gilgamesh.21 This warriorhimself is “two-thirds a god,” and spreads trouble amonghis subjects by “taking daughters from their fathers andwives from their husbands” (I’m bettingnonorgasmically). To remedy the situation, the godscreate the hairy Enkidu, who grew up in the desertundisturbed by society and the temptations of the flesh.His power is awesome and he protects the animalkingdom from men. Enkidu fills in the trench-pits ofhunters and tears their nets; his strength is equal to that ofan army and because of this, no one dares to venture outinto the desert.But Gilgamesh, who has quickly come up with asolution to leave Enkidu without power, proceeds tosend a man into the wilderness: Go and take with thee a harlot. When heaccompanies his flock [of gazelles] to the drinking



accompanies his flock [of gazelles] to the drinkingtrough, let her remove her robe. Let him take hispleasure of her. Once this is done, Enkidu is powerless; upon seeing himin this state, his gazelles flee. He returns to sit at theharlot’s feet, where she completes his taming withflattery: Thou art beautiful, Enkidu, thou art like a god.Why doest thou roam the desert with wild flocks?Come! I shall lead you to Erech within the walls. .
.22

 And so, without resistance, Enkidu meekly allowshimself to be conducted to the city of Erech, where hebecomes semi-civilized.The goddess Athena shows yet another example ofthe power of nei kung as practiced by the warrior elite.In the Acropolis museum there is a statue of her defeatinga giant in battle (figure 29). Snakes—as we have seen, asymbol of the power of ch’i—fly from her outstretchedhands to topple her enemy. Even further, it seems nocoincidence that Athena is a virgin goddess, free from thepower drain of orgasmic sex.There is an interesting point to be made in asking whyit is that these heroes were deified in ancient Greece,Rome, Egypt, Babylonia, China, and India. One possibleanswer, viewing the circumstances through the lens wehave set up, is that in practicing nei kung to gain power intheir earthly life, they were able to take their yang withthem when they died. I will bring to your attention onceagain the stanza in the Tao Te Ching: Those who retain their center endure.Those who die but continue to exist are immortal. 



 These heroes upon death became potent spirits withpower over the physical world; it is thus that nei kungwas quite possibly the essence and justification behindhero worship throughout the world in ancient times. 

 Fig. 29. Athena battling a giant, from a statue in theAcropolis.Snakes—representing the power of ch’i—fly from her arms and hands.

Finally, I would like to combine two Greek words andinstitute a new term for the global method of honorablecombat typified by the martial art practiced by these men(and women): panmachon (pan meaning “all” andmachi meaning, as we have seen, “honorable combat”).Panmachon began in ancient times and marked thedevelopment of mankind throughout the Bronze andClassical Ages. It has reached through time to my
master’s master, and to John Chang and to me.23

Though once multicultural in distribution, it is



Though once multicultural in distribution, it isunquestionable that all martial arts practiced today areeither a direct derivation of, or have been heavilyinfluenced by, the martial arts of the Orient. For furtherinformation I encourage the studious reader to refer toappendix 1, note 4.

Chapter 7PRACTICE
 
“Hey, aren’t you Kosta Danaos?” A young manintercepted me on the streets of downtown Athens,stepping directly into my path. I was surprised he knewmy face—that was quite rare. He stood directly beforeme, very sure of himself.“I’m afraid so,” I said. “What can I do for you?”“Well, I study kickboxing with Mr. X.”“Wonderful—he’s a very good teacher. Produced acouple world champions, hasn’t he?”He looked me up and down, sizing me up. He didn’tappear impressed.“I’ve heard some stories about you and read the stuffyou’ve written.”“Mmm hmmm,” I offered. I looked him over—for amoment it seemed as if he were gathering up the courageto attack me. I concentrated my awareness more tightlyon the present moment, relaxed my breathing, andlocked my senses onto my new acquaintance’smovements. I noted my ch’i rising of its own accord, thepalms of my hands turning first red then purple, my handsgrowing heavy and hard. The young man must have feltsomething—he took two steps back.“I’ve been looking for you for two years!” he finally



“I’ve been looking for you for two years!” he finallyblurted out. “Can you tell me why the hell you don’taccept new students?”“I do accept students,” I said, “but I like to get toknow them first. Don’t you prefer to choose the peopleyou invite into your own house?”“What’s that got to do with it?”“My students are family to me.”That shocked him completely. I wound up buying himcoffee and sat down with him for a couple hours. As itturned out, he had been looking for someone like mymaster all his life.Since the publication of The Magus of Java, I havebeen flooded with letters from people demanding eitherJohn Chang’s true name and address, or, failing that,instruction from any of the members of the Wenwukuan.The truth is that as of this writing, my master hasforbidden me to reveal his address and is adamant aboutnot accepting new students. (It is strictly up to himwhether or not this will change in the future.)As for myself, I have always wanted to pass on to thegeneral public what I have learned from John Chang.Indeed, the primary purpose of both this text and TheMagus of Java is to coerce people to attempt a simplemeditative discipline—the first step in a nei kung practice.It is unfortunate that John is oath-bound to teach only hisown students, and that I myself am constrained by asimilar promise; thus, I cannot spell out for you in detailwhat you probably most want to know: the specificpsychoenergetic practices of the Mo-Pai. Having madethe decision to take on students and having accepted theresponsibility and karma of this decision, I am allowed toteach these practices only to those I work with in thiscapacity. As such, I screen people very carefully beforeconsenting to teach them, a process that necessarilyresults in frustration for some.



results in frustration for some.In a catch-22 that is typical of such endeavors, whenJohn asked permission from his noncorporeal master torelease his story and teachings to the world, the answerwas something akin to, “If you can do it in such a way asto get people to meditate, it would be a very wonderfulthing; if it backfires, however, or becomes a Frankensteinmonster of sorts, you must bear the karma for this
result.” In essence, Liao Sigung1 asked us to get the cartmoving, but warned us that if an axle or a wheel broke,we were in trouble. Hence we chose to move carefullyand with much forethought. However, we do have theleeway of pushing the envelope. I myself, being a Greek,will walk one step farther and march right onto the line—if there is a court system in the afterlife, a good lawyershould get me off.Much of what follows in these pages has beenapproved by John (who really does want everyone andanyone reading this text to begin meditating). Study thisbook carefully; I have left clues strewn everywhere (andin The Magus of Java, as well). If you can piece thingstogether, good for you. Even Liao Sifu would be mosthappy.In this chapter, we will talk about the two trainingregimens basic to Mo-Pai training. In order ofimportance, these are meditation and standing.

MEDITATION
 I am often asked how to meditate. Regrettably, theanswer is always the same: I really cannot tell you how togo about it. One of the earliest things I learned from JohnChang was that each of us has to find his or her own wayinto meditation, that there is no general method suitablefor all. Through the grace of the universal spirit, we are all



for all. Through the grace of the universal spirit, we are allindividuals—each of us must find an individual path.Finally, at this time, before launching into the practicalaspects of meditation, I’d like to say a word on acommon trap of today that I term materialisticspirituality. Please do not confuse this term with thedesignation spiritual materialism made famous by the
late Chögyam Trungpa.2 Spiritual materialism refers to atrainee indulging in spirituality as if it were anotherconsumer good, a substitute for material possessions(i.e., “I may be a total blow-out in life, but, boy, am Ispiritual!”). This approach leads to nothing. One ofGhandi’s greatest lessons was that, in order for one tobecome a renunciant, he must first have something to
renounce.3Materialistic spirituality refers not to thetrainee, but to the teacher—to those who prey likehawks on students who would indulge in spiritualmaterialism. There are many such vultures around. I amreferring to the lamas who sell initiations or who, for afee, will recognize an individual as a rinpoche; the yogiswho charge a thousand dollars to teach a simplemeditative exercise; the spiritualists who defraud widowsand widowers with electronics and detective work; theBible-thumping preachers who pass the tray andpurchase a new Cadillac; the gurus who use tantra as ameans of getting sex. Worst of all are thoserepresentatives of the established major five religionswho combine spirituality with politics and line theirpockets with gold in the name of God. The list is endless,and shames us all.Materialistic spirituality is one of my pet peeves. Itwould be an outright lie to claim that I could teach you tomeditate through a book. I do want to do my part,however, to protect you from the hawks circling above.To reach true meditation, certain standards must be



To reach true meditation, certain standards must bemaintained. All I can do here, then, is describe thesefactors and thereby help you reach the state ofmeditation.

You Are Your Body
 Now, with my warning taken care of, let me begin bydefining normal meditation as that state of awarenessbetween waking and sleeping corresponding to the thetawaves of consciousness. A powerful meditator can enterinto the delta state as well—and beyond, on occasion. Atrue immortal, like my master, can enter into a state ofsuspended animation wherein he will not need to draw abreath for eight continuous days.I myself have had only three experiences to date witha lesser state of suspended animation, and have neverexceeded fifteen minutes of stillness. During this timeinterval, I did not draw a breath, and I cannot withveracity specify the rhythm of my heartbeat. What I cansay is that breath retention is for some reason an initiatoryprocess, that there are specific consistent phenomenathat can be observed (sights and sounds, though I doubtthat the sensory organs themselves play a role), and thatthe sensation is pleasant once your initial fear isovercome.But I should hardly write about phenomena that Imyself am only now beginning to experience. Instead,let’s concentrate on the simple meditation that is ourbirthright, the process by which we can restore theenergies stolen from us by the grind of daily life.Many authors have expounded on the unity of mindand body. I will adjust this maxim and systematize it a bitdifferently, using a method common to the Mo-Pai and tothe esoteric sword schools of medieval Japan. There are,in fact, four factors that affect the outcome of the



in fact, four factors that affect the outcome of theprocess of meditation: body (as translated into themeditational stance), emotion, bioenergy (ch’i), andmind.Before I address each one of these factors specifically,I would like to establish here a very particularperspective on the relationship between you and yourbody that figures into the practice of meditation. As Ihave stated earlier, we think with our bodies; there is noway around this. Your personal unconscious is directlytied to the cells of the body that is yours. What I amstating here is a profound diversion from the Judeo-Christian/Cartesian theories that hold sway in Westernsociety, in which the immortal soul resides within thevessel of the body. Nothing could be further from thetruth. Your soul is not something independent of yourbody any more than your heart is independent of itscirculatory system; in essence, you are your body. Everythought you make has a concomitant neurophysiologicalreaction associated with it, which in our day and age canbe observed and possibly even measured. In time (if theydo not exist already in the service of our governments),machines will appear that can read minds or broadcastthoughts into minds—and this process will be based onchemistry and electromagnetics, not sorcery.A chemical introduced into the bloodstream cancontrol the process of thought; many patients, prisoners,and drug abusers alike can bear testimony to this. Aninjury to the brain (or any major organ for that matter)will affect the personality of the victim. These arecommonly accepted axioms recognized by all in that theyhave been clinically proven. Conversely, our thoughtsand emotions can affect our body as well. Much ado hasbeen made over psychosomatic illnesses in medicalliterature, and hypochondria itself has become a commonailment throughout the world. Is it therefore illogical to



ailment throughout the world. Is it therefore illogical tosuggest that this is a reversible process, and that bodyand soul are one? I will repeat it again: you do not live inyour body, you are your body.What this maxim means with regard to a meditationpractice is that specific meditational stances will bringabout specific individual effects.

The Meditational Stance
 The first factor affecting the outcome of meditation is thestance assumed for the practice. Should you choose tomeditate in the Japanese kneeling stance of seiza madepopular by aikido and zen, the neural and mental effectproduced will be different from that produced by, say,meditation in the full lotus position. Students of yoga will
recognize the yogic doctrine I am paraphrasing.4 Sadly, Iam speaking from personal experience when I say that I,ever the skeptic, had to have these things proved to merepeatedly before I finally recognized them to be true.The first thing to be concerned with when attemptingmeditation, then, is the physical stance you assumebefore beginning.I do not want to belabor a point that has beenthoroughly analyzed in the thousands of volumes writtenon the subject, but I will, for precision’s sake, touchlightly on the best stance for meditation according to thelineage of the Mo-Pai, the full lotus. The halflotus is thenext most desirable stance, though it should be noted thatthe efficiency of the full lotus is almost double that of thehalf-lotus. If you can assume neither position, then itwould be best to simply sit down on the ground andcross your legs in front of you.It is important that the top of your head is pointingtoward the sky and the base of your pelvis is touching the



toward the sky and the base of your pelvis is touching theearth. Your spine should be straight, your shouldersrelaxed. Place your hands where they are comfortable. Inthe Mo-Pai tradition, it is best to concentrate on thedantien while attempting meditation. Other schoolsrecommend other points, but it has been the experienceof our tradition that the dantien point is safer and morepractical. This assertion has been born out by otherChinese lineages intimately involved with the subject of
bioenergy and meditation.5 Indeed, Chinese hospitalsresearching the training have clinically documented manycases of insanity caused by the practice of ch’i kung dueto the practitioner attempting to move the focal point ofhis exercise away from the dantien before he was readyto do so. The dantien is like a vast warehouse that willabsorb troubles and blessings alike with relative safety.

Your Emotional State
 The next factor to consider when meditating is youremotional state. This is much more difficult than it seems.In the martial arts, maintaining an aware and undisturbedmind is of primary importance. This awareness of mindmust be maintained throughout any confrontation andbeyond (some say in every moment of life). The greatestdestroyer of this awareness is emotional imbalance.The stereotype of the killer with a machine’spersonality, ice cold and indifferent, is not reallyappropriate to the martial arts, or to meditative practicesfor that matter. Indeed, our emotions should flow freelyand naturally, unfettered by the shackles of the mind.Because our emotions are intimately linked to ourpersonal unconscious mind and thereby to the flow ofbioenergy, suppressing those emotions is ludicrous. It isbe like placing a bottleneck into a steadily flowing stream—in the long run, there will be problems. We should



—in the long run, there will be problems. We shouldallow our emotions expression without encumbrance, likea child’s. This might mean that you could be completelyenraged one minute and smiling and laughing the next.The usual result is that you are quite happy and contentmuch of the time. Of course, people may assume thatyou are strange, immature, or even crazy—but that istheir problem in the end, not yours. It is because of thesuppression of emotion imposed by our society that 25percent of the population in Western nations is takingantidepressants. If you want to truly meditate, yourbioenergy must run freely, and that means your emotions
must not be shackled.6Allowing your emotions to flow freely results in theirautomatic prioritization by your central nervous system,which means that they will not impair performance. Forexample, a few years back I took a spill on mymotorcycle; I hit an oil slick while going quite fast arounda corner. My martial arts training took over and my bodyreacted automatically. Everything slowed down—withcrystal clarity I remember laying down the bike whilemaking sure my body was well out of the way. Wow,this is neat, I thought as I fell. The bike and I slidtogether for quite a while. After the motorcycle came to astop, I continued on for ten more yards. The end resultwas that I suffered a bloody scratch on one knee and thebike needed a new paint job.After I stood up, the emotions I should have beenfeeling during the incident began coursing through mybody. First came anger: What (bleeping) idiot spilledthe (bleep-bleep-bleep) oil here? May the fleas andticks of ten thousand camels make their home in hisloins!—and so on. Then came fear, the very real fear thatis faced during a brush with death. That shook me forminutes. And finally came relief, the heartfelt relief of a



man who had survived a crash. I sent a silent prayer toGod and thanked Him for my life. Then I picked up mymotorcycle and sped on my way. It was as if it had neverhappened. I only recalled the incident today aftersearching my memory for a suitable story to illustrate mypoint.If the yang ch’i is indeed an initiator of nucleartransmutation, its existence may well explain specificailments in the body that are emotion-related, such as thekidney, gall, and urinary tract/bladder stones that plaguemany people. There are indications that even the shapeof these stones is influenced by the emotion the particularindividual is suppressing at the moment.

Ch’i
 We have discussed the third factor, ch’i (bioenergy), atlength in both this text and in The Magus of Java. Allowme to reiterate that bioenergy is intimately linked to thepersonal unconscious mind and our emotional context.Since most of this book is directly or indirectly involvedwith the subject of ch’i, the only additional statement toadd here is this: The more ch’i you have, the easier itis to reach true meditation.

Mind
 The fourth factor, mind, has to do with our personalconsciousness, our immediate awareness of me andmine. The essence of mind has been distilled in allreligions since the dawn of time. For example, in a GreekOrthodox monastery in Crete I found an inscription that,based on stereotypes, should have been more at home inBuddhist Nepal or Tibet than the sunny Mediterranean:“Mind is the Creator of All and the Reason for All



“Mind is the Creator of All and the Reason for All
Being.”7 Again, if the yang ch’i induces nucleartransmutation, then the above axiom is true and ourreality is indeed shaped by our minds. In referring tomind, however, I am discussing not only our personalconsciousness, but also our personal unconsciousness,and, most importantly, the mass unconscious that trulyshapes our physical existence. In essence, reality is aconsensus; it is whatever we unconsciously agree it isamong ourselves (much as we have come to a worldwideunderstanding of what money is). As an interesting aside,I suggest that much of John’s power comes from the factthat he has so much yang ch’i gathered in his dantien thathe can affect the course of natural law around him,fundamentally overcoming the reality that has beensuperimposed on our Universe by our mass unconsciousmind.Basic meditation, then, is predominately involved withcalming our conscious mind. You have undoubtedly readabout the various methods that can be used to diminishthe activity of thought in order to reach the theta states ofconsciousness or even those farther below. (Call itbringing the conscious and unconscious minds closertogether, for in the end this is what is happening—enlightenment itself is nothing more than a union ofconscious and unconscious minds.) I will not repeat herethe standard dictates of these methods—most of themcenter on breaking into states of pronounced relaxation.There are thousands of volumes in print describingmeditative practices—some use mantras andvisualization, others do not. (As a point of interest I willsay that the Mo-Pai system employs neither mantras norvisualization in its training regimen.) It’s cruciallyimportant to note that true meditation is neitherconcentration nor relaxation. We use concentration andrelaxation to approach meditation, but in essence



relaxation to approach meditation, but in essencemeditation happens by itself. You could say thatconcentration and relaxation are the means by which weapproach the Infinite and Eternal, and that meditation isthe result of the Infinite ever so briefly opening Its gatesfor our personal awareness. Concentration is effort.Relaxation is action. Meditation happens by itself—it is aform of surrender. Things are as simple as that.

TYING TOGETHER ALL FOUR FACTORS
 Meditation, in the end, is a very personal thing, aspersonal as making love and therefore largely based onyour own belief system. I encourage you to take ameditation course with a teacher that you feelcomfortable with. But by all means, please pursuemeditation as a daily discipline. It will change your life,improve your health, and grant you countless benefits.Now, let’s assume that you know, or are in theprocess of learning, how to calm your mind. Perhaps agraphic representation (figure 30) would best describehow the body, emotions, ch’i, and mind work together inthe process of meditation: 



 

 Fig. 30. True meditation cannot be achieved unlessthe body, emotions, ch’i, and mind are in balance.

In figure 30 you can see that mind, emotion, bioenergyand body lie as circles on one plane, and that abovethese is a fifth sphere, meditation, which is perpendicularto the plane. In order for true meditation to be achieved,mind, body, emotion, and bioenergy must be in perfectbalance.Let’s say that we deviate from that balance towardone particular factor, perhaps emotion (because we areangry with someone) or body (because we have becometired). Preliminary meditation is a sphere; there is someleeway, to enter this state even if your balance slips alittle bit. But if the angle of divergence, theta, is toopronounced, then you will find yourself outside thesphere and hence outside of meditation. Deeper states ofmeditation are described by smaller and smaller spheres,which in the end turn into a point from which no deviationis permissible; this point describes true meditation. Whatwe can see here is that all four factors are crucial as faras reaching true meditation is concerned.This does not mean that you need to become Jackie



Chan or Krishnamurti in order to engage in meditation; itdoes mean that you must be in control of your body andallow your emotions to run naturally if you are ever tosucceed. It also means that, contrary to expectation,meditation is not strictly a mental process, but is aphysical one as well, as corporeal as it is spiritual andcerebral. Treat it as such, and you will be successful.

THE PROCESS OF MEDITATION
 For tens of thousands of years, people lived in relativeharmony with nature and in accord with the world ofspirits. Today we admit that aboriginal peoples possesssenses that we in our technological grandeur have lost.As recently as twenty years ago, the Khoisan (Bushmen)of South Africa could see the moons of Jupiter with theirnaked eyes and catch the scent of their prey from milesaway. Perhaps, as well, their perception of reality wasmuch more keen than our own, which is why theybelieved in spirits and communicated with themaccordingly and held the belief that our consciousnessdoes continue on after death.John Chang has told me that our spirits are in essenceour subconscious and unconscious minds, that beingdead is the same as dreaming. Our spirits are our yinmind, our physical bodies are our yang mind. By defaultthen, any discipline through which the conscious,subconscious, and unconscious minds can be broughtcloser together is of profound benefit to our spirits afterdeath. Meditation is the foremost of these, because it isthrough meditation that we grow familiar with our truenature. Through meditation we can learn to use theconscious control of our forebrains to calm the ragingfears and desires inherent to our limbic system. Throughmeditation, then, we can make our subconscious minds



meditation, then, we can make our subconscious mindsmore human, more a part of our true selves, more theconsciousness and personality we would like to be.

A Simple Meditation
 Following is a simple practice of meditation that can beeasily incorporated into your daily routine. 1. Sit comfortably in a place where you feel “good.”You can create such a place inside your home bysetting aside a spot and keeping it clean. It is better,however, to meditate in nature, if you can. Abackyard is fine.2. Wear loose clothing. Try to take a showerbefore you meditate. Begin with ten minutes a dayand work up to forty-five minutes. Early morning orlate at night are the best times to practice.3. Sit comfortably on the ground or floor. Stretch tothe right and left your lower back, spine, and neckin a relaxed manner, as shown below (figure 31).Do not force yourself to exceed the natural limits ofyour body. Simply work gently to make your back,spine, and neck more limber. 



 

 Fig. 31

4. Keep your back straight and tuck in your chin.Relax your shoulders and concentrate on yourdantien (figure 32). You can follow your breathing,if you wish, or use some kind of visual image ormantra to increase your concentration—whateverworks for you. Let the thoughts and problems ofthe day slip from your mind naturally—don’t hangon to them; they will be there when you finish! Intime, they will readily leave you of their own accordduring meditation. Whenever your mind wanders,bring it gently back to your dantien. Remember,concentration is effort, relaxation is action.Meditation is to surrender to the Infinite insideourselves. 



 

 Fig. 32

5. While meditating don’t worry about the act ofmeditating itself. Don’t try to establish beforehandhow it will feel. Don’t think about images you willsee or may see or books you have read about thepractice. There is a way to ensure this: don’t talkabout your meditation with your friends. Keep itprivate. If you are discussing with others yourexperiences in meditation, you are in essence callingattention to yourself, and are therefore cheatingyourself. Don’t do it! Keep it real. Keep itpersonal.

Circulating the Ch’i—“Standing” Exercises
 We have discussed the two circulatory systems forbioenergy inherent in the human body. The exteriorsystem is defined by the points and meridians madepopular by acupuncture and is vital for our health and



popular by acupuncture and is vital for our health andwell being. The two largest vessels of ch’i in this exteriorsystem are in the legs, and it is in these extremities thatany ch’i not used in our everyday endeavors is stored. Inattempting standing exercises then, our goal is twofold:First, we want the ch’i reservoirs in the legs (and the legmuscles themselves) to become stronger, and second,we want that energy to flow up and circulate in the upperbody.The first thing that Liao Sifu taught John Chang was tostand in Ma Bu, the horse stance popularized by theChinese martial arts today. At first he thought thispractice was simply to test or torture him, but in timeJohn realized the benefits of standing—the primary onebeing that of circulating the ch’i. T’ai chi chuan affectspretty much the same training regimen today—standing inMa Bu while allowing the ch’i to circulate throughout thebody is the basic premise of the exercise known asStanding Pole. For example, in the Mo-Pai system, if astudent were to practice only Level-One seatedmeditation without engaging in a method of balancing outthe ch’i, the yang ch’i would eventually gather togetherand harden in the lower belly of its own accord,effectively preventing the practitioner from advancing anyfarther than Level One. Thus, circulating the ch’ithroughout the body is just as important as gathering it inthe first place. In addition to training in standing,practicing t’ai chi chuan with a good teacher from aproper lineage will also aid in circulating bioenergy, andhas proved to have outstanding health benefits.There are many ways to attempt standing. T’ai chichuan has made many methods popular—there are manyexcellent books on t’ai chi written by people morequalified than I, and the Standing Pole exercise iscovered in them. However, the simplest method ofcirculating bioenergy, one that John specifically asked me



circulating bioenergy, one that John specifically asked meto show for older people or those generally out of shapeor with limited leg mobility, does not involve standing atall, but rather sitting in an upright manner (figure 33). Thisis an exercise that anyone can do anywhere, at anytime—even in the office—and, in conjunction with seatedmeditation, it will offer countless benefits to thepractitioner. 
1. Wear loose clothing.2. Find a chair that fits your body and has armrests.Your elbows and knees must be at a 90-degreeangle to the floor when you are sitting down withyour back straight. 

 Fig. 33

3. Find a spot where you feel comfortable. A



3. Find a spot where you feel comfortable. Abackyard or garden is fine. Even a balcony is fine, ifyou feel “good” there and the air is clean. If you livein a big city, try to sit in a spot where there areplants and greenery.4. Sit in the chair, keeping your arms bent at 90degrees, palms facing the ground. Your backshould be straight, your chin tucked in. Do not leanback; your back should not touch the chair. Yourlegs should be bent at 90 degrees. Keep yourmouth closed with your tongue touching the roof ofyour mouth. Breathe through your nose.5. Relax your shoulders and concentrate on yourdantien. Do not let your back slump—keep itstraight. You can follow your breathing, if you wish,or use some kind of visual image or mantra toincrease your concentration—whatever works foryou. Let the thoughts and problems of the day slipfrom your mind naturally—don’t hang on to them,just keep concentrating on your dantien. In time,your body will become warm, and possibly hot.You will lose track of time. Do not be alarmed—this is normal.6. Begin with ten minutes a day and work yourselfup to half an hour or more.7. If you are physically fit, you can use the sametechnique to circulate energy while standing in thehorse stance, Ma Bu, as shown (figure 34).Standing as in t’ai chi chuan is the best for someonein average physical condition (figure 34a). If youhave high blood pressure but are otherwise inshape, stand as shown, with your palms pointingtoward the ground or floor (figure 34b). Forathletes and regular meditators only, because thech’i is kept inside the lower body, use the stancepracticed by John Chang as a child (figure 34c).



practiced by John Chang as a child (figure 34c). 

 Fig. 34

Ancient cultures called the spirits of the dead shades,and this word’s meaning is quite literal—most spirits arelittle more than the shadows of the people they oncewere. Engaging in meditation while we’re alive helps usto avoid the risk, when the time comes to die, that ourenduring consciousness, our soul, will become nothingmore than an assimilation of our fears, desires, and basicmemories, a mockery of our personality, a simulacrum ofwhat we once were. Meditation can keep us frombecoming a shade in death, rather than the spirit of a trueperson.All ancient belief systems (before they became theinstitutions—religions—that they are today) believed inpersonal catharsis, a journey we all had to make throughour own means. We cannot allow others to carry us,



our own means. We cannot allow others to carry us,tempting as it may be (though it is true we may be aidedby others). Meditation is one of the last true tools tosurvive the millennia unscathed, perhaps because it hasbeen the most difficult to distinguish and persecute. Whenthe time comes to pass on, you cannot take your Rolexwith you, nor will you ride in your Mercedes or Lexus.All we take with us is the sum of our thoughts, ourmemories, and our strongest feelings, good and bad; thiswill lead us on to wherever we are destined to go.Meditation is a method of cleansing our innermost self, apreparation for what must inevitably come. Please, then,do engage in this discipline in whatever way suits youbest. May the words in this text inspire you, and may myown plea guide you.

Chapter 8WENWUKUAN STORIES
 
The following short stories are included simply to furtherillustrate points already made in the text. They are truenarratives, the experiences of myself, my friends, and mystudents. I hope you enjoy them. 

THE SAINT
 Axiom number one: We create things in our ownimage.The Greek Orthodox Church is a theocratic institutionwith a seventeen-hundred-year-old history. For thisreason, if no other, I adored it as a child and harbored a



reason, if no other, I adored it as a child and harbored astrong resentment against it as an adolescent. As adevotee of Eastern thought and a writer who does nothesitate to voice his opinions, I have often been the targetof persecution by the religious authority in Greece. This isnot something I have sought out for myself, but rather asuppression that has followed me around simply becauseI have dared to research spiritual belief in general.As an outspoken martial artist, I am right up there onthe Church’s blacklist. But I am more a thorn in the heelthan an enemy to be stomped on, for two distinctreasons. The first is that I am nominally an Orthodox
Christian myself,1 and while I question dogma, as anyeducated man of diverse experience will, I have neverwritten against the essence of Christianity (nor do I have
any reason to).2 The second is that I keep a low profile,and while my name is known, my face is not—this givesme considerable freedom of movement, and allows me toapproach whom I will.Some time ago, I was visiting the sanctum sanctorumof Orthodox Christianity, the monastic community of Mt.Athos, in search of a saint. The monastic complexes onthat rocky peninsula are about a thousand years old, butpeople had sought solitude there long before communalinstitutions were organized. Prior to the arrival ofChristianity the promontory was sacred to the goddessAphrodite. I had not yet met my own master and hadheard much about a given monk by the name of Paisiosresiding nearby, reputably a great healer and mystic. (Hewas later posthumously canonized as Osios, or Almost aSaint; I remember laughing, wondering how such a thingas sainthood could be measured.)I found Paisios immediately; he resided in a smallhermitage not far from the monastery of Koutloumousi.He was from a village near my own—because of this Ihad procured a letter of introduction to him from a



had procured a letter of introduction to him from arelative. Father Paisios made me most welcome andoffered me sweets and water. After exchanging a fewpleasantries, we got down to business.“How can I help you?” he asked.I took a deep breath. It was going to be long speech,and I had about a billion questions. What was the natureof God? How should He be approached? What was thenature of man? And what of this nonsense about theGarden of Eden—I mean, it’s all metaphorical, right?How do you accept this and that and what is youropinion about this and . . .?He cut me off—almost hurriedly, with an amusedexpression on his face—before the first word was out ofmy mouth. In fact, he spoke so suddenly that my mouthgaped open.“In my opinion,” he said, “it all comes down to prayerand the grace of God. This is what I have discovered in alifetime of solitude. The key to liberation is prayer; weare not capable of ascending to God through our ownefforts, but must ask God to reveal himself to us. Whenwe are clean enough inside, he does so.”I was silent. I did not agree with this conclusion, but hehad answered my questions—all of them—before Imanaged to utter a single word.“I have a lot to do today,” he finished as he stood.“Don’t worry, son; you will find your Way very soon.”It was one month later that I went to Indonesia andfound John Chang.After that gentle but curt dismissal, I spent about aweek in Athos, roaming around the monasteries in searchof other enlightened individuals. The truth be told, I foundnothing but fanaticism and dogma there, but theexperience was wonderful nonetheless, simply becausethe historic treasures hoarded in such monasteries are asight to behold.



sight to behold.Some time after my visit with Paisios I met Kyriakosat the monastery of Agia Lavra.Kyriakos was a junky—heroin was a habit that hadruined his life and he had gone to Athos searching forsolace. I had never been around someone with such afixation, and while my first inclination was to shy awayfrom the man, in time I found that I actually liked him. Hewas well educated, had traveled much, and made forinteresting conversation. Kyriakos had studied art inFlorence—he was a wonderful painter whose talent hadbeen ravaged by the monkey on his back.It turned out that we were heading back to civilizationon the same day. It was a six-hour walk, a beautifulmorning, and while we walked it came out that Kyriakoshad never met Paisios.“Well,” I said, “if we pick up the pace, we’d still havetime to spend an hour with him before the boat leaves for
Ouranoupoli.”3

I proceeded to drag the grumbling and complainingKyriakos on a forced march, all the while listening tocomments about fascists and macho martial artistsharboring sadomasochistic manias, and about many otherthings much less polite. We made the six-hour walk infive hours, though, and, accordingly, had plenty of time tovisit Osios.He was happy to see me. “What are you doing backhere?” he asked.“I just wanted to see you again,” I answered.“Ah. Well, you’ve seen me again. It will be the lasttime.”I was shocked by his words, construing that they weremeant to be offensive. But Paisios was simply sayinggood-bye in his innately gruff manner; he was to die ofcancer in less than a year and probably knew it. I never



cancer in less than a year and probably knew it. I neversaw him again.He turned his eyes on Kyriakos; they seemed to glow.“Where are you from, son?” he asked him.“From Athens,” Kyriakos answered.“You’re an artist, right?”We were both shocked. How did he know? Howcould he know?“Yes, Father.”“What do you draw?”Kyriakos threw down his backpack and startedrummaging through it, pulling out a sheaf of sketches toshow the monk.“Um . . . well, here on Athos I’ve drawn themonasteries, the monks, the mountains . . .”The dark eyes never left him.“You draw yourself, son,” Paisios told him. “Fixyourself first, and then you can become a true artist.”Kyriakos broke into sobs. This was no simple buriedemotion coming through—they bubbled up from hisheart.Paisios pulled him over to a corner and spent aboutfifteen minutes listening to his confession. When theyfinished, Kyriakos’s T-shirt was drenched with tears, buthis eyes were shining.We bid the old monk good-bye, scurrying to catch theboat before it left. Kyriakos ran along the path ahead ofme. “Come on, you grouch,” he shouted back at me.“Hurry up!” Whatever the old monk had done to him hadenhanced his physical powers as well as his sense ofhimself and the world.It was the first—and to date the only—time in my lifethat I have seen the central doctrine of Christianityactually applied; that is, the forgiving of sins in the nameof God. Paisios’s blessing had been no empty ritual. Theold monk had given the young addict absolution and that



old monk had given the young addict absolution and thatbenediction had held true, reaching into the realm of thephysical. Kyriakos was a changed man; the monkey wasoff his back.You draw yourself, son, the old priest had told him.Fix yourself first, and then you can become a trueartist. It was then that I realized that all things we createare in our own image, and that this holds true for ourview of all aspects of our world.

RESURRECTION
 Axiom number two: We are born into the world nakedand exit the world naked as well.Bobby had been dead for seven days, but sprangback to life on the day of his funeral. His story is theparable I use whenever I try to convince people toattempt meditation. I would like to share it here with youin hopes that you, too, will learn from it. Like all storiesand anecdotes in this text, it’s true, and anyone withenough perseverance could probably meet the man andverify the story for himself.I was quite familiar with his story when we gathered ina luxury hotel in urban Java to discuss a potentialbusiness transaction with Bobby’s boss. Bobby is fluentin both English and Mandarin, and so was anunparalleled translator for both sides. However, we wereboth junior adjutants for the group—as is the custom inthe Orient, after a time the older men stepped in andstarted discussing things among themselves. This left mealone with Bobby for the first time since I had met him. Icould not hide my eagerness. What the hell, I thought,this guy is as Western as he is Chinese. Making surethat the proper etiquette was observed (but just barely), Ipulled him over to a corner.



pulled him over to a corner.“You know,” I said, “I’ve heard your story fromothers but never firsthand from you. I’d like to use it inone of my books.”He was an incredibly poised, content, and well-groomed man. “All right, he laughed, “I hope that peoplewill learn from it.”We sat down—close enough to the other men so thatthey could call us, if need be, but far enough away tohave a private conversation.“I was a Singapore policeman,” he began, “trained innegotiation. Singapore does not have much of a crimeproblem—but we do get desperate people engaging indesperate acts from time to time, so there is alwayssomebody with my type of training on call at all times.“The day before I died, I happened to pass by theBuddhist temple of Kuan-Yin in the center of Singapore.There was no real reason for the visit. I was not a devoutBuddhist at the time; in fact I hardly had any religiousfeelings at all. Like many people, spirituality for me was aformality; one went to church for weddings and funerals.But that day, for some reason, I wanted to light up anincense stick and pray. I don’t know why, maybe I had apremonition. The head priestess, as soon as she saw me,called me over to one side. She had seen my fate, shesaid, and told me that I was in grave danger. I had a darkspot floating over my head, she said. I was to stay athome for all of the following day and the day after.“The next morning I called my supervisor at work andtold him I wasn’t feeling very well, that I couldn’t come inthat day. I told him about my meeting with the priestessas well. It was the holiday season, however, and all myreplacements were on leave. I was the only negotiator inthe district. ‘Come on,’ he told me, ‘this is Singapore, thesafest place in the world. What can happen to you inSingapore? Sit in the back room and sleep all day if you



Singapore? Sit in the back room and sleep all day if youare not feeling well.’ He managed to convince me and Iwent in to work.“The day passed quietly. That night, however, I got acall from the dispatcher. There was a woman on a bridgeover a highway, attempting suicide. They needed anegotiator to talk her down. So I went.“We parked our police car by the railing, lightsflashing, and I did manage to eventually talk her off thatbridge. She came down and stood with us by the side ofthe road, but because in Singapore everything isgoverned by regulations, I could not let her get into thecruiser until she had been searched and only a femaleofficer could search her. So we stood on the side of theroad, waiting for a female police officer to arrive.“I never saw the car that hit me but I did somehowfeel it. I pushed my partner and the woman over therailing into the dead zone between lanes. Then everythingwent black; I felt nothing, no pain. I was told later that avan hit me—I was driven through its windscreen into thepassenger compartment, then the van fell onto thecruiser. It was a mess.“Like I said, I felt nothing. I woke up to find peopleswarming all over the accident scene. I tried to talk tothem but no one would answer me. I saw my partner andthe woman standing there and thought, Good, Imanaged to save them. Then suddenly I was bathed inlight.“Five colors came to greet me. They were incrediblybright, but somehow you could look at them withoutpain. Yellow, green, blue, red, and white, they all shonedown on me. Then without warning, I was in the realLight. It’s white but cannot really be labeled with a color.Call it bright. It is bright beyond the sun, but thatbrightness does not hurt your eyes. All I knew was that Iwanted to go into that light. And I realized that this light



wanted to go into that light. And I realized that this lightwas not somewhere outside myself, but rather within myown heart. It resides within all our hearts; the light
connects us all.4“There were many people standing in the light with me,going into it one by one. They were all naked. I lookeddown at myself and saw that I was naked too. Therewere several really beautiful girls around me, but I had nointerest in them. I had what felt like a child’s innocence; itwas then that I knew I had died. I realized that we areborn into the world naked and exit the world naked aswell; we take nothing with us but our innermost thoughtsand feelings in the end.“I was ready to go into the light myself when suddenlyHuang-Ti, the holy emperor of the Chinese people,appeared before me and told me that it was not my timeyet, that I had to go back. I don’t know if it was reallyHuang-Ti or a spirit that had taken his shape to make mefeel more comfortable and to get my attention. He toldme many things then that I am not at liberty to discuss.He stroked my hair and said he would be waiting for melater.“Then I was back on earth. I could not move. Irealized with a start that I was inside a coffin!“I could only move one hand, so I began to bang onthe coffin’s lid again and again. After a time, I heard alittle girl’s voice. I tried to shout but only a strange noisecame out. Somebody screamed. The lid was opened andI saw people staring at me.“I found out later that I was on my way to be burned;they had opened the coffin thirty minutes before mycremation. What had saved me was the Chinese customof waiting for one week before burning the dead. Myniece heard me banging on the coffin; at first she wasafraid of me—she thought I was a ghost—but then shetried to talk to me. Her bravery saved my life.



tried to talk to me. Her bravery saved my life.“I was taken to a hospital. Both my legs were broken,and one arm. My face was a mess and I had lost an eye;seventeen operations later my looks are almost back tonormal. And amazingly, I received a present from theBeyond: I spoke fluent Mandarin Chinese, whereasbefore my accident I spoke only English! This was a giftfrom Huang-Ti, I think. It is to him that I owe my currentoccupation as a translator.“And do you know what is the truly astonishing part ofthe story? Remember the head priestess at the temple?Well, she disappeared the night of my accident. Afterseven days, the day of my funeral, they opened thelocked door to her room and found her. She had beendead for seven days! They also found a letter from her tome. Writing that letter was the last thing she did.“I think she chose to die in my place,” Bobbyconcluded, “taking my karma onto herself. I hope to beable to repay her kindness, in this life or the next. But youknow what?” He smiled. “What I want more thananything else is to be able to go back into that lightagain.”“Bobbie, that’s one hell of a story.” I was choked up.“You must share it with anyone and everyone you can.”Then he smiled conspiratorially, “I died again, for asecond time, but on that occasion for only two days.”“You’re kidding. . . .”He began to tell me more, but suddenly we werecalled to the table where a discussion of the merits anddeficiencies of one type of computer software overanother suddenly took the place of our discussion ofmetaphysics. We had stepped back from the forgottenside of ourselves into our modern and equally pertinentreality. Since that day, I have not yet had a chance tohear the rest of his storyBut I will. There is no question that I will.



But I will. There is no question that I will.

TALKING WITH DAD
 Axiom number three: Speaking with a spirit is asnatural a process as taking a nap.When my student Stamatis’s father died, he and hissister had a series of experiences that bordered on theparanormal. He wrote them down for me and rather thanintrude on his version, I have simply translated the text,including it here in his own words.“I was in Bali with my wife, on vacation, when I wasawakened in the middle of the night by a bad dream.“I dreamed I was back in my parents’ house, in myfather’s bedroom, when I saw my uncle, who had died ayear earlier, holding a coffin in his arms. He set it downand I opened it to see my father lying inside. My fathermoved his arms, though, and I could see he was notdead, so I told my uncle to help me pick him up and layhim on the bed. I then told my uncle to take the coffinaway, because I did not want to frighten my father. Myuncle did so, leaving the room. Then my father openedhis eyes and looked at me.“’What do you want, Dad?’ I asked him.“’I need to rest, son,’ he said. ‘I need to sleep andrest.’“My father had been sick for years, and was quite old.He had suffered repeated heart problems as well aspneumonia, and had been on oxygen twenty-four hours aday during the past month.“‘All right, Dad,’ I said, ‘we won’t bother you. Goahead and rest.’“I woke with a start and jumped out of bed, knowingthat something had happened to my father—I knew thathe had died while I was far away, even though a part of



he had died while I was far away, even though a part ofme did not want to believe it.“I awakened my wife and told her that we had to callGreece to find out what had happened. It was three inthe morning. When I finally managed to get through, Ilearned from my sister that my father had indeed diedthat evening.“We returned home in time for the funeral. I had justfinished Level One myself, Chang Sigung havingdetermined that I passed the test for this, and was beingawakened to a new world of perception. Sifu Chang hadtold me that my upper centers were being awakened—infact, while visiting the monastery of Saint Ephraim withKosta Sifu earlier, I had felt a distinct pressure betweenmy eyes and on the back of my neck when the saint’sconsciousness had reached out to Kosta. I was familiarwith the feeling and was learning to use it. As a result, Icould feel my father’s presence around our house. It isnot something I can put into words; the pressure Idescribed told me that a spirit was present and my hearttold me that it was my father.“One evening, I sat down to meditate inside my ownhome when I was struck by the scent of flowers, eventhough we had no flowers in the house. This went on foralmost an hour, again and again. My sister Popi had aneven stranger experience. She sat down to meditate andfelt a tickling sensation on her back. When she strippedlater to take a shower, she saw writing on her skin, a factthat was verified by her husband, though the letters could
not be made into words.5 When she told me about thisincident, I told her of my experience with the continuousscent of flowers; it turned out that everyone in the familyhad something to say—a vase had turned overunexpectedly, coffee cups had been breaking of theirown accord, and so forth. We decided to tell Kosta.“My teacher told me that my father’s spirit would walk



“My teacher told me that my father’s spirit would walkthe earth for forty days before he ‘went up,’ and that thiswas a normal process. The spirit probably wanted simplyto say good-bye, Kosta said; it took a while for them toget used to the transition. He agreed to try and summonmy father’s spirit with the help of a keris, a bladed
weapon of Java that is a powerful talisman.6 Wegathered at the Wenwukuan training hall—my sisterPopi, my wife, and I.“Kosta began speaking to the keris, something that setall the dogs in the neighborhood to barking. My wife wasstartled, but Kosta simply laughed; he told her it
happened that way all the time.7 The dogs quickly wentquiet—he continued to ask the keris to search for myfather’s spirit, that it was imperative we speak to him andtell him that he was frightening his children.“Suddenly it seemed as if something was going tohappen. The air became thick, metallic, and quiet, likethe calm before a storm. There were a pressure and avibration we could all feel.“Then—nothing. It was if a rubber band had beenstretched to its limit and then loosened. Suddenlyeverything was back to normal.“Kosta was surprised and troubled; I could see he hadbeen expecting more. He told us that he would telephoneJohn Sigung the next morning to ask for advice.“In the car on the way back home, Popi admitted tome that she had been terrified. For her participating insuch a séance bordered on the practice of magic,something that is strictly forbidden by our Church. Sheworried that she was committing a sin. I thought perhapsthat my father’s spirit had sensed her dread, and had not
appeared to avoid frightening her.8 Greece is notIndonesia; we are not used to such cordiality with ourdead, and for many conservative Eastern Orthodox



dead, and for many conservative Eastern OrthodoxChristians in our country today, participating in a séanceis clearly considered a sin, an example of black magic.But it was not always that way. In our villages and smalltowns people still speak of seeing neighbors or relativesin their dreams following their passing.“Kosta came back with good news from Sifu John:Popi was to fast for a week and, during meditation, askthe spirit to come to her in dreams. This was somethingthat was acceptable in our society.“She did as she was told and indeed, seven days later,my father, holding a bottle of wine, appeared to her in adream.“‘Father,’ she said, ‘how are you? Are you okaywhere you are now?’“‘I’m fine,’ he answered. ‘This place is great, don’tyou worry about me.’ He gave her a big smile.“‘And you’ve been drinking, I see,’ Popi told him.“‘Well,’ he grinned, ‘in this place I can drink all Iwant.’ He took a healthy sip of wine in front of her. Hisdeteriorating health had forbidden him to drink alcoholfor years while he was alive, and he had missed it greatly.“Popi wanted to speak with him some more, to askhim if he wanted or needed anything, but because shesaw him standing there, well and healthy after he hadbeen sick for years, she felt an uncontrollable urge to hughim. As she proceeded to do so, she remembered hewas dead and felt fear, and with that emotion, sheawoke.“Popi fasted for two more days, waiting for my fatherto try and reach her again, but nothing happened, and shestopped attempting contact.“I was frustrated; I knew he was around and I wantedto be able to speak with him.“One day later that week, while I was visiting mymother, I went into my father’s bedroom and saw the



mother, I went into my father’s bedroom and saw theofferings my family had, by tradition, left out for his spirit.There was an empty glass that had held water which hadsince evaporated; a crust of bread, which had gone stale;and flowers, which had wilted because of the heat. Irefilled the glass, cut him new bread, and filled the vasewith fresh basil, which he adored while alive. Then Ispoke to him in a low voice, so that my mother could nothear.“‘Dad, I know you can hear me. I know you are here,I can feel your presence all around me. We all love youand we’re glad that you are well where you are now. Iam not afraid of you—if you need anything or want to tellus something, please come to me in a dream, becausethat is the only way I can speak with you now.’“I remembered that he had been so proud that I waspracticing the Mo-Pai kung fu. ‘This training you aredoing is a wonderful thing,’ he had said. ‘Never stop,never give up.’“‘I passed Level One,’ I told his photo. ‘I’m traininglike you wanted. I’ll never give up. I’ll never stop, justlike I promised you.’“That same night he came to me in a dream. We wereat a wedding feast, surrounded by friends, some ofwhom are still living and some who died some time ago.After spending time together eating, drinking, andgossiping, my father suddenly stood up.“‘It’s time for me to go,’ he said. ‘But I can’t find thekeys to the door. Can you help me?’“‘Sure Dad,’ I said. ‘I’ve got them right here.’Suddenly we were back in the courtyard of our familyhome, in front of the outer door. I stepped forward andmade as if I was unlocking it. The door opened, and myfather stepped into the opening.“‘Well, goodness,’ he said. ‘And here I thought it waslocked. Why there’s nothing to it!’ He passed through



locked. Why there’s nothing to it!’ He passed throughthe door and was gone, and I awoke suddenly. Theclock said it was four in the morning.“Two days later, in passing by my parent’s houseagain to see my mother, I felt his presence once more. Itold him to come and see me if there was anything he hadforgotten. That night I saw him again in a dream.“This time we were at a wake. We stepped out fromthe church into a large cemetery, where I saw that therewas one grave open, perpendicular to the rest. My fatherpointed to it.“‘Look at that grave,’ he said.“‘What is it, Dad? What’s wrong?’“‘For us, nothing. Our family is fine,’ he said grimly.‘But look at that grave.’“I awoke, unable to understand him and too afraid todo as he said. The next day I went to the office todiscover that the father of a good friend and co-workerhad died suddenly and unexpectedly. I attended hisfuneral that afternoon, and the grave looked exactly asmy father had shown me in the dream.“I understood that my father’s spirit was still hangingaround, for whatever reason, and tried to reach him inmeditation to tell him that he must move on, that it wasunwise to linger. I spent the next night in my parent’shome, thinking he would come to me again in a dream,but he did not. Rather, the following morning I sensedthat he was gone for good; there was no sign of hispresence around me; no pressure, no tingling, no lighttouch on the back of my neck. He had truly andcompletely departed, to whatever reward God andkarma had in store for him.“I passed by a church and lit a candle for his spirit.Exactly forty days had passed since he died.”



LITTLE GREEN MEN
 Axiom number four: Pride and fear make terriblebedfellows.There is a cave on Hymittos mountain, near Athens, inwhich the Nymphs were worshipped in antiquity (theNymphs were spiritual entities of wood and wateraccorded the shape of beautiful women by popularfiction). In this cave the philosopher Archedimos passedhis golden years, writing and meditating. Today the visitorcan see the glyphs he carved on the wall of the cave,inspired by his solitude and, perhaps, by the entities whoroamed around him.People like me can still feel the same lovely ladiesdancing in the vicinity at night, and I routinely go there tooffer them incense and flowers. Late one particularevening, as I headed up the trail with my little bag full ofofferings, I saw a flickering light playing on the walls ofthe cave, a glow that gave me pause. There is a grateover the mouth of the cavern, placed there by theDepartment of Antiquities and locked to keep outvandals who had taken to spray-painting the walls. As Istood outside, I could hear ritualistic pagan music comingfrom the interior of the cave—flutes playing, drumsbeating, low voices chanting. The little hairs on the backof my neck stood up—I was afraid, with a thousand andone visions of the Twilight Zone casting shadows throughmy mind. Curiosity quickly got the better of fear,however, and I decided to peek inside. The padlock thatnormally sealed the grid had been removed. Thus, in duetime, up went the grate, and in went Kosta, tense andapprehensive. Little fears danced through my psyche,gradually taking the shapes of elves and gnomes andweird little men. To comfort me, the ch’i that I had storedin my dantien rose up to protect me like a hooded cobra.



in my dantien rose up to protect me like a hooded cobra.I was afraid. My hands began to burn red and heavy, myeyes turned bright. As I groped my way slowly around acorner, I came to see an apparition hanging there, cometo life straight from a B-movie: Seven bearded men inpurple togas were playing their flutes and drums andchanting around the carved stalagmite altar in the cave.My hair must have stood straight up, because Iremember my first thoughts running along these lines: Hasthere been an interdimensional time warp? Are theyspirits? Do they mean me ill? Am I in danger?Of its own accord, my ch’i came screaming up high; Iwas suddenly at full power and thus was very, verydangerous. If they were spirits, I reckoned they could notapproach a full field of yang ch’i. But my greatest worrywas that I did not know by what rules this game wasbeing played. Perhaps in stepping across the threshold, Iwas in their power. Fear dominated my thoughts.Suddenly a hand was placed gently on my shoulder—and then I heard a horrible scream. A man went flyingthrough the air, landing with a sickening thud on the hardrock some six feet away. Apparently I had pushed himaway from myself—hard. The music suddenly stopped,and the first feeling that flooded through me was relief,followed by this very malicious thought: They’re human—at least they can be hurt.When I turned to see the horrified looks on their pasty
white faces, I felt like a complete idiot.9The men stepped back at what must have been astrange sight: me, a tall man in gray outdoor clothing,clutching a backpack in my hands, and their friend lyingon the floor, screaming, six feet away. My mind was stillstuck in neutral, refusing to function. There was a longperiod of silence (except for the noise coming from theman on the floor). Then:



man on the floor). Then: Kosta (in Greek): Uh . . . good evening. I didn’tmean to . . . (turns to look at prone man) Is yourfriend all right?One of them (very frightened): Pouvez vouscomprendre ce que je dis?Kosta (in a small voice, now feeling like acomplete moron): Oui, mais mal, je crains. They turned out to be a bunch of crazy Frenchneopagans who wanted to worship the nymphs in theircave on Hymittos. Since the cavern is an archaeologicalsite, they could not do that, especially at night, whenaccess is strictly forbidden. They thought I was apoliceman who had come to arrest them—and I, in turn,thought they were something scary beyond my ken.Fortunately the man I had pushed was just bruised andbattered, not seriously hurt (even in my terror I had beengentle, shoving but not striking him). The incident mademe feel so ashamed, however, that for a whole week Igave them the full guided tour of all the neat places Iknow in Athens that are not in the guidebooks. The menhad a great time, and we still correspond.This incident was one of many that taught me thedanger of both pride and fear. And while I am not afearful man, pride is a sin I commit routinely.

THE TASTE OF TEA
 Axiom number five: Arrogance is an expensive luxury.

The following story was sent to me by Andrew,10 anAmerican student of the Mo-Pai who has lived inIndonesia for the last ten years. It refers to a gathering ofstudents that occurred in a local coffee shop while wewere waiting to make a trip to central Java. Again, I



were waiting to make a trip to central Java. Again, Iallow Andrew to speak in his own words.“Two students had come to see their Sifu. Sunil, whohad a Ph.D. in engineering, had just finished explaining hisideas about the biochemical and biomagnetic nature ofch’i. The master had listened with interest, noddingoccasionally, correcting here and there. I watched fromthe sidelines, sipping my coffee and listening in.“As Sunil finished, Kosta entered the room holding a
book,11 which he placed on the table in front of Sifu.“’Sifu,’ he said, ‘this is the book I wrote about you. Itis very popular now. I bought this in the airportbookstore on my way here.’“’Oh,’ exclaimed Sifu as he looked at the cover.“Sunil placed his hand on the book and interrupted.‘The problem with this book and with Kosta, Sifu, is thathe is too full of himself to really understand what you areteaching. His rational Western mind blocks out theabstract element at the core of your teaching.’“’What do you mean?’ asked Sifu.“’I will tell you a story, Sifu. This will help you tounderstand.’“’A famous academic came to the home of avenerated master of Zen Buddhism. He was accordedthe honor and respect to which he had becomeaccustomed and was duly shown to a small room in thecenter of which the Zen master was seated. Theacademic spoke first. “I have come to learn about Zen from you, Master.I have read all the books about it and believe that Ihave achieved a sufficient level of understanding.Will you tell me whether or not I am correct in thisunderstanding?”“First let us have some tea,” answered the master.A servant brought in a small table with two cups



A servant brought in a small table with two cupsand a kettle of fragrant tea.“Please allow me to pour for you,” said the master.He raised the kettle and began to pour tea into hisguest’s cup.When the cup was full, he continued to pour andhot tea began to run over onto the table.“What are you doing, Master? Stop, stop! The cupis already full.There is no room for more.”The master stopped pouring and looked intently atthe face of his guest.“Yes, yes. Now I see. How wonderful” exclaimedthe academic.“Unless the cup is empty, there is no room for whatyou have to teach me. Indeed, I truly understand.Thank you, Master, for showing this to me.”He rose and bowed politely, leaving the room witha smile and a look of wisdom that he had notpossessed when he had arrived. “’You see now, Sifu,’ Sunil continued. ‘This is likeKosta. He thinks that he knows the secret of yourteachings and this blinds him to the possibility of trulyunderstanding. His cup is already full.’“Sifu smiled and asked, ‘Have you ever seen the showFriends on television?’“’Yes, Sifu, I have,’ answered Sunil, obviously startledby this unexpected question.“’I like the place where they gather together to revealthemselves to one another. You know, the coffee shop?Yes, I like that show very much. But another thing Inoticed . . .’ Sifu continued.“’What is that?’ asked Sunil.“’They have much bigger cups in the West! Have youseen the coffee mugs they use? They’re huge, almost like



seen the coffee mugs they use? They’re huge, almost likesoup bowls!’“Kosta stifled a laugh and looked down at his hands tohide his wide grin.“Sunil sat in stunned silence as Sifu gestured for Kostato move forward and join them at the table.“Sifu leaned forward and looked at both his students.“’The academic left the room not with anunderstanding of Zen, but with a greater appreciation forhis own intellect. He had correctly guessed the master’sintention in pouring the tea until it spilled over. He wasconfident that he had the acknowledgment of such arespected master of Zen.“’Unfortunately,’ remarked Sifu dryly, ‘the academicwrote down the account, and it is his story that hasclouded the minds of well-intentioned students eversince.“’Come on now.’ John rose suddenly from his chair.‘I’m hungry and I know a great place for yam cha!’”

CONCLUSION
 
There is an old Chinese curse that has become wellknown: May you live in interesting times.Well, our times have certainly become interesting. Asof this writing, I am in my early forties, and despite tryingto keep up with things, despite my professionalinvolvement in a high-tech industry, the new millennium isa puzzle to me. It is not change that is startling me—change is something that I have grown used to, and haveeagerly sought, throughout my life. What is startling arethe choices that we are making (or being coerced tomake) while in the process of change, the choices that



make) while in the process of change, the choices thatseem to be leading us to devastation.How is it that a man who speaks so freely of spirits,thunderbolts, and divine intent reflects so disapprovinglyon the decisions we as people have been making of late?There are essential elements in our society and our beingthat should be approached and altered only after carefulthought and trial. As Alexander Pope wrote, “Fools rushin where angels fear to tread.” In this new millennium, wehave lost every sense of security in our lives, theinstitutions of man having fully replaced nature as ouroverlord. Money itself, our chosen medium of exchange,has become valueless, an equation in a computer, subjectto the whims of the powerful, and to the appetites oftraders who seem to think that profit is the only thing thatmatters in life. Corruption is evident everywhere—whatpeople are getting away with is astonishing to witness.The concepts of justice, fairness, and reciprocity are indecline, replaced by nepotism and networking,ingratitude and ineptitude. Big business does indeed rule,and Big Brother is indeed watching. It seems that ourevery act and desire is recorded in electronic format,subject to review at any given time by those who feel it istheir right to be privy to what has always beenconsidered private. Our food supply has become anabomination—it would be better not to discuss the issueout of respect for my readers’ stomachs, but it issurprising that we have even managed to survive, aschemically polluted as food production has become.In short, greed and ignorance rule our lives, and it ispeople’s unspoken decision to allow them to do so thatI, for one, cannot understand. Is it little wonder, then,that the use of both illegal and legal drugs has becomeepidemic? It is little wonder that our environment is fallingto pieces—modern projections estimate that with regardto reversing the process of environmental destruction on



to reversing the process of environmental destruction onearth, we will hit the point of no return within ten years.And then what? Do we hinge our hopes on the peerlesspowers of modern science to ensure the continuity of ourspecies and our individual survival? Good luck—modernscience is far from faultless, a tool to be used, as wise oras stupid as the men who wield it. Many scientiststhemselves (I among them, if you still wish to call me ascientist) believe that we as a society have once againfallen into the depths. We who have come so far, throughso many dark times, have failed and are slipping away, ascant few feet before reaching the final prize.And yet . . . and yet there is hope. We have stumbled,but we can still pick ourselves up and continue on. Thereis a chance we may yet pull ourselves to safety from thelip of the black hole we are sliding into. For all ourdepredation, for all our stupidity, a clean wind is blowingthroughout the smog, a glimmer of light through theimpending night. People are starting to take a stand.People are beginning to work together for the commongood. People are starting to become angry, and it is arighteous anger indeed.I myself, for one, will not accept the notion that thisbeautiful home we have been blessed with must inevitablyturn into a barren, dog-eat-dog world. Perhaps you willsay I am an idealistic anachronism, a throwback to adifferent era. I would like to think instead that I am aheadof my time. Conceivably, in the future people gazing intothe forgotten side of ourselves will have learned to usethe implements of modern science in conjunction with thediscipline of ages past for the common good. I believethat day will come. It must come.The forgotten side of ourselves, the part of our historythat has been discarded, will play a key role in mankind’srevival. Hard science will walk hand in hand with



revival. Hard science will walk hand in hand withpsychophysical techniques forged millennia in the past.We will come to understand our true role and truepurpose in the universal scheme of things. Can youimagine a world, for example, where a murder is solvednot only through modern forensic techniques, but bysummoning the spirit of the deceased onto the witnessstand through the avenue of government-certified
psychics?1 Can you imagine a world where death haslost its terror, where it is treated as a simple inevitability,a retirement that is planned for, much like growing old?Where the nature of the afterlife itself has been chartedand characterized, much the way human anatomy hasbeen? What would it be like to live in such a place?Wouldn’t it retain the most valuable commodity soughtafter today—freedom?To develop such a world will not be an easy task. Wemust recall the strategy that bought our survival inprimitive times, the tactic through which our greatestachievements have found focus: synergy, the joiningtogether of energy toward some common goal. Andsynergy is a difficult resolution in a world that todayproudly proclaims itself dog-eat-dog, where profit andpersonal pleasure are the principal motivating factors.I often ask my students how it is that the Spartans
were able to stand at Thermopylae.2 The answer: Theystood together. The Greek phalanx of the time was suchthat each man used his shield to protect not only himselfbut his neighbor as well—all moved as one with acommon purpose. It was the phalanx that made ancientGreece strong, heroic individual combat having beenreplaced by that time with the armored might of theorganized infantry unit. We need to relearn this approach—man is, after all, a pack animal. The only reason wehave survived at all is that we once stood together. Theforgotten side of ourselves once grew and flowered



forgotten side of ourselves once grew and floweredunder the care and mutual support of all men in primaltimes and within the concept that human beings were anintegral part of a greater totality. Perhaps man was morehumble back then, awed as he was by the forces heperceived in the Universe. I am sure that we will regainthat humility and that perception before it is too late.Many of my brother students involved in Mo-Pai neikung train for only themselves (admittedly, quite morefiercely than I do). I say to them and to you, my reader,that such an approach in this modern world is pointless,without merit. It does not matter if only one soul survivesa planet that is spiraling into desperation. I myself imaginea world where millions practice nei kung daily, wherethere is an individual like my master in each city aroundthe globe. It is for this reason that I have written mybooks, and this hope is indeed why the Wenwukuan wasfounded.We must have hope, even as we come to make ourfinal stand. This book began with a dream of dragons, aninexorable link between our forgotten world and ourmodern one. Let it end there as well. Look out yourwindow—the dragons are still there, flying through thebright sky, their scales glistening. Can you hear theirthunder? The magic that once quickened our lives, thestories told by grandmothers next to roaring fireplaces . .. that magic still exists. It may be harder to find today, butit is still out there. You never really know when andwhere you will stumble onto it. For the most, it seekssolitude and lives on in the remote areas left to the world,but it does not necessarily shun the cities of man. Mymaster, John Chang, for example, lives in the heart ofurban Java. You can search anywhere for the forgottenside—it could be right next door to you. But you mustlearn how to see, how to feel once again, before beingable to perceive it.



able to perceive it.And then it is yours, no longer forgotten, for as long asyou wish it to be. Use it well.

APPENDIX 1
 

Note 1: Apollonius
 Apollonius of Tyana was a great yogi of the Pythagoreanschool whose biography was recorded by the famousscholar Philostratus at the instruction of the Romanempress Julia Domna. Because this biography portrays afigure much like Christ in power and temperament, it wassuppressed by Christian authorities, beginning in thefourth century C.E. and so is virtually unknown today.Indeed, when the work was first translated into English in1809, the translator, Rev. Edward Berwick, apologizedprofusely to the Christian world for the similarities thereader was bound to notice between the life of Jesus andthat of Apollonius. This controversy is further fueled bythe fact that Apollonius’s biography was published in 220
C.E.—before the first gospels were canonized.We cannot in all fairness accept Jesus of Nazareth asan historic figure. Despite the profuse record-keeping ofRoman archivists and Jewish scholars alike, not a singleverifiable archive has survived of Jesus’ life. Apollonius’slife is considerably more documented, though a completeaccount is also lacking. Nevertheless, we can, throughindisputable historic records, confirm that Apollonius didindeed exist and that he did do some of the thingsattributed to him by Philostratus. (The Roman scholar’swork may not be accepted as historic documentation,



work may not be accepted as historic documentation,since his main emphasis was to turn Apollonius into aliterary figure, rather than to portray the man accurately.Like many authors before and after, Philostratus tookmany liberties.)Apollonius was born in the early years of the firstcentury (some say 4 B.C.E., others 1 C.E., still others 40
C.E.) into a prominent family in the Greek town Tyana ofCappadocia, and he traveled extensively throughout theknown world. A record of his travels and an account ofhis life were reportedly kept by his foremost student,Damis. Philostratus later compiled these notes into bookform. This account of Apollonius’s life is of importance tohistorians today because, along with the works ofPausanias, it comprises the main literary chronicle wehave of the Greek world of that time.Apollonius is said to have performed the samemiracles as Christ: healing the ill and the maimed,exorcising demons and vampires, even raising a little girlfrom the dead. He refused to call these feats miracles,saying that they were simply expressions of natural law.At the age of fourteen, Apollonius went to the city ofTarsus to study. From Tarsus he went to Aeges, wherehe was indoctrinated into the Pythagorean school at theage of sixteen. From that time on, he ate no meat, drankno wine, and wore only linen or cotton clothing. In Aegeshe also studied at the temple of Aesclepius, where helearned the art of healing. But this was not enough for theyoung philosopher. Roughly six or seven years later,according to Philostratus, he set off for India to studywith the yogis there who, he had heard, were greatmystics. On the way he stopped off in Babylon, where hewas initiated into the Chaldean mysteries by the magithere. The king of Babylon became his friend andprovided him with camels and a guide for his journey.His next stop was Kashmir to see the ascetics who



His next stop was Kashmir to see the ascetics wholived there. He became a student of the sages ofKashmir, learning the inner workings of mind and bodyand, through this discipline, the mysteries of the Universeitself. After returning to Europe by sea, he became one ofthe greatest teachers and travelers of all time. Apolloniustaught throughout Greece, Italy, and Spain and lived foryears in Alexandria and Antioch. He became thepersonal advisor to prominent Romans and activelyinvolved himself in politics. Like Jesus, he was tried bythe Romans, no less than by the emperors Nero andDomitian. In the first case he was saved by Tingellinus, inthe latter he disappeared suddenly from the courtroom,telling Domitian, “You cannot slay me, for I am notmortal.” He died around 120 C.E. in deep old age,leaving a profound legacy behind him. The emperor-philosopher Marcus Aurelius, for example, openlyadmitted that he modeled himself after Apollonius.Philostratus’s Life of Apollonius of Tyana first cameunder attack during the rule of the early Christianemperors. The text was completely suppressed under thedirection of the emperor Justinian—who managed toclear the library compiled by Julia Domna of itsphilosophical “garbage”—and of Pope Gregory in Rome(who was also fond of destroying books he disagreedwith). Fortunately, copies of the work managed tosurvive the pogrom.

Note 2: Mo Tzu
 Born in 469 B.C.E. in the state of Lu, roughly ten yearsafter Kung Fu Tzu’s passing, Mo Tzu (or Mo Ti) wasextremely well educated as a youth and apparently amartial artist and master of strategy as well. Indicationsare that he was from a poor family and may have even



are that he was from a poor family and may have evenbeen branded a criminal (Mo Tzu means “Mr. Tattoo”).The principles of justice were the driving force of hisministry, however, and though by nature a stubborn andextreme individual, universality (universal love) was the
center of his teaching.1There is some difficulty, however, in using the wordsuniversal love to describe the central theme of MoTzu’s philosophy (though the Chinese word ai used inthe texts does mean love). From my standpoint, the termuniversal love suggests a more Western consciousnessthan an Eastern approach to life. The reason for myinsistence on this distinction is that Mo Ti waspreoccupied with justice as much as he was withcompassion, and did not tend to be a very forgivingfellow. By contrast, in the West, as a consequence of ourJudeo-Christian tradition, universal love has becomeassociated with the forgiveness of sins, which is not really
a focus here.2 Hence my choice of the word universalityto describe Mo Tzu’s teaching, which seems to do abetter job of tracing back to the concept of karma. Inany case, the universal person considers his neighbor ashe does himself and the father of his neighbor as he doeshis own father, and acts accordingly.Mo Tzu never hesitated to stand up to the powerfuland risked his life on many occasions while doing so. Hisdriving force was a pronounced love for justice. Indeed,Mo Tzu’s followers later became the protectors of thecommon man and of holy places. Heaven is aware ofevery crime that people commit, he wrote, and heavenloves justice and hates injustice. How does one knowthat heaven loves justice? In a just world, there is life,wealth, and order, while in an unjust world there is death,poverty, and chaos.He believed that heaven cherished the entire worlduniversally and sought like benefit for all living beings.



universally and sought like benefit for all living beings.According to Mo Tzu, heaven desired that those whohave strength protect and work for others, those withwealth share it with others, those in positions of authoritywork ethically for proper government, while those wholabor carry out their tasks diligently. When a state orsociety as a whole avoids conflict along its borders, feedsthe hungry, and ministers to the ill, then that nation willflower and prosper. Almost 2,400 years ago, Mo Tzuwrote that if a country substitutes good government foroffensive warfare and spends less on the army, it will gainrich benefits; if a leader acts according to the universallaws of justice and sets an example, then he will have noenemies and bring incalculable benefit to the world. Asan example of this, Mo Tzu recounted how manyhundreds of officials and how many thousands of soldierswere required for a military expedition. In the meantimeinternal government would be neglected, farmers wouldforget their crops, merchants would hoard their wares. Ifone-fifth of the supplies and weapons were salvagedafterward, it would be considered fortunate. It was aguarantee that countless men would die or becomecrippled in a war. Mo Tzu then asked if it was notperverse that the leaders of the world delighted in theinjury and extermination of their own citizens.He actively attacked nepotism as well. Originally, hewrote, government was intended to benefit and help thepoor, bring safety where there was danger, and restoreorder where there was chaos. People chose as leadersthe most capable among themselves so that governmentcould be unified under intelligent direction. However,administration in his day was carried out by court flattery,while the relatives and friends of those already in powerwere exclusively appointed to positions of authority.Since the citizens realized that these individuals had notbeen commissioned for the welfare of the people, they



been commissioned for the welfare of the people, theyresented them and did not identify with them, fosteringdiscontent and revolution. Mo Tzu suggested that surelythis method of appointment was insane. He suggestedthat those in positions of power honor the worthy andimpartially demote those without ability in the interest ofdoing away with interpersonal conflicts. It is sad that MoTzu’s observations are still relevant today; we havelearned nothing in two millennia.Finally, Mo Tzu supported his beliefs in nonhumanspiritual beings and the spirits of human ancestors withevidence that countless people all over the world hadexperienced encounters with such entities. Overall, hisphilosophy and worldview from a metaphysicalstandpoint were very close to the shamanistic model.For two centuries after his death in 391 B.C.E., theschool of Mo Tzu was the main rival to the school ofKung Fu Tzu. His followers, most of whom were fromcommon stock themselves while at the same time beingvery educated (an unusual combination in the fourthcentury B.C.E.), became temple guardians and thedefenders of the simple man. However, his schoolquickly broke into three branches, each accusing theother of heresy, and because of this conflict amongthemselves and with Confucianism, they quickly lostpower. By the Common Era they had mostlydisappeared or gone underground.

Note 3: Opening a Chakra
 What is the difference between opening a chakra andfilling a chakra? The first condition is permanent while thesecond is not.Let’s imagine a vessel made of a particular type oftough plastic gel, and imagine this gel will melt



tough plastic gel, and imagine this gel will meltspontaneously when it reaches a specific temperature,thus rendering the receptacle nonexistent. In order for thevessel walls to reach this temperature, however, it has tobe heated up with a given amount of energy. This amountof energy is fixed and described by the innate thermalcapacity of the container. To make the container melt,we are going to fill it up with a specific amount of hotsteam. Under atmospheric pressure, however, thecontainer is unaffected by the fiery gas; in order to causethe melting, we are going to have to place incompression the vapor inside the vessel, so that inessence it becomes superheated steam. In summary then,we have three factors to consider: The first is thecontainer, the second is the temperature that it mustreach in order to melt, and the third is the amount ofsuperheated steam we must fill the container with so thatthe necessary temperature can be reached.Chakras are essentially three- or four-dimensional yinstanding waves, as we have said. They possess thecapacity to store their opposite, solar yang ch’i, insidethe zero nodes of their essence. This capacity is notlimitless; we can fill up a chakra to capacity under normalpressure, but can “melt“ it when we force the yangenergy within it to squeeze together and become “hard.”If a chakra has a given energy level, then the totalpower required to sever the waves that make up thatchakra is defined by the following formula: Power = 0∫ t F(E,t) d(t)
 Or: The required power is a given amount of energy(E) accrued over a time (t). The area under the curve isthe total power required. At this point the chakra ispermanently opened (figure 35).There is another approach used by many spiritual



There is another approach used by many spiritualdisciplines. In this case the chakra is “filled” but not “cut.”What this means is that for any given length of time,power is placed inside the waveform so that the totalenergy corresponds to the highest state of the chakra. Atthis point the adept garners the benefits of the condition(i.e., he develops “powers” or an enhanced awareness),but the condition is not permanent. If the trainee is remissin his discipline, the yang energy will begin to leach out byosmosis, and he will soon lose all he has achieved. Thereare yogas (such as the Tibetan phowa) that use thisapproach to enhance awareness during the moment ofdeath, in which case it is perfectly acceptable. 

 



 Fig. 35. The energy required to open a chakrapermanently (a). The maximum energy inherent in achakra may be temporarily stored, as shown (b).

Note 4. Bodhidharma and Chang San Feng
 There are essentially two martial traditions in China,Buddhist and Taoist. Popular belief demands that theBuddhist martial arts be tied to the arrival of the Indiansage Bodhidharma at the Shaolin monastery, and theTaoist tradition to Chang San Feng of Wu-Tangmountain. I would like to examine the first thoroughly in ahistorical context, and touch briefly on the latter.Most readers have heard the story of Bodhidharma.He was the third son of a king in southern India, a
member of the warrior (ksatriya) caste.3 His Buddhisttraining took place in Kancipuram, south of Madras,under the direction of the sage Prajnatara, a master of aproto-Mahayana sect. Traditionally, Bodhidharma isthought to have come to the Shaolin temple in Henanprovince around 520 C.E. and taught the monks theretwo sets of exercises, the Yijin Ching (sinewchangingscripture) and the Xisui Ching (bone-marrow-washingscripture). (Associations between Buddhism and theChinese martial arts dating back to the sixth century C.E.have been documented in murals.) It is from these twosets of exercises that Shaolin kung fu is thought to havedeveloped.But we should more closely examine the legend inorder to obtain an understanding of the reality behind it.First of all, we can accurately trace the martial arts inChina to the tenth century B.C.E. There are Taoistreferences to both ch’i kung and nei kung beginning withthe Tao Te Ching , one more indication that martial,



the Tao Te Ching , one more indication that martial,meditational, and bioenergetic disciplines werewidespread almost a thousand years beforeBodhidharma arrived on the scene. Indeed, there isconsiderable evidence that there was a Buddhist dhyana(Ch’an, Zen) school in China a good two hundred yearsbefore his trip to China. Why then does oral traditiondemand that he was the founder of kung fu and Ch’an(Zen) Buddhism in general?I am convinced this is so because he was a Persianfollower of the thunderbolt.
One of the earliest accounts of Bodhidharma4 refers tohim as a “Persian monk” (oral tradition calls him a “blue-eyed Persian”). In our day and age, Iran having becomea proponent of Muslim fundamentalism, we haveconveniently forgotten the extent of their civilization andthe profound debt we owe to Persia; it was the Persianswho, between the first and sixth centuries C.E., preservedthe wisdom lost to the West with the fanatical institutionof Christianity as the state religion by later Romanemperors. Persia and the Bactrian states of the HinduKush, having become the crossroads of the world, inessence rescued the learning of the ancient Greekphilosophers from the depredations of the new order,and combined it with the wisdom of the East. It is thisknowledge that was passed on to the Arabs after theirconquest of Persia.We have discussed the extent of trade in the BronzeAge—but we should not forget that the Silk Road wasinstituted in the first century B.C.E., and that goods flowedfrom Luoyang in China to Britain and back on a routinebasis. Further, Greek mariners of the age sailed fromports on the Red Sea around India via Indonesia all theway to Canton, trading merchandise! Beginning withAlexander’s conquests, the flow of information andgoods between Orient and Occident reached



goods between Orient and Occident reachedphenomenal proportions. Alexander’s successors andtheir descendants penetrated even farther into India,creating kingdoms and becoming the stuff of legends.Some historians say that the list of Greek kings in India isas long as that of the kings of England from the Norman
invasion to the present day.5 The resulting exchange ofideas, information, and artifacts had a profound effect onthe history and development of both the East and theWest.We must view Bodhidharma, the thunderbolt, and thehistory of Buddhism in light of this flow. One has only tolook at the art and sculpture of the Hindu Kush to realizethat a melding of both civilizations and religions had takenplace. The kingdom of the Greek king Menander, whobecame a Buddhist saint, extended in 150 B.C.E. fromsouthern Afghanistan through Rajastan and the Punjab, toreach the Ganges river. Menander filled India withBuddhist stupas. We have already discussed Apolloniusof Tyana and his trip to India. If a recent excavation isany indication, there is evidence to suggest that theRoman’s had sent a formal ambassador to China. Andwhen, in 353 C.E., the witch hunt against pagan learningwas initiated by the newly arisen Christian Roman state,the most popular foreign deities in Greece were thePersian god Mithra and the Egyptian goddess Isis.Persia then was a pronounced focal point of culturalexchange well into the sixth century C.E. When theByzantine emperor Justinian shut down the Academy ofPlato (in 529 C.E., right around Bodhidharma’s time), theSeven Philosophers of Athens sought refuge in Persia.When the Tibetan king Srongtsan Gampo instituted acompetition among doctors to determine which medicaltradition was superior, it was won by a Persian physiciannamed Galen who practiced Greek medicine (Galen is aGreek name). And recent investigations have shown that



Greek name). And recent investigations have shown thatthe Tibetan folk religion of Bön was introduced in Tibet
from Persia via the kingdom of Zhang Zhung.6 In fact, fora time the entire Near East was a bastion of paganismagainst the establishment of Christianity. For example, thecity of Ba’albek in Lebanon was so militantly idolatrousthat St. John Chrysostom sent a task force of monks todestroy the area’s temples (roughly 400 C.E.). Andaround 550 C.E., the emperor Justinian (yes, him again)had to order the destruction of Ba’albek’s Temple of theSun to squelch the rampant paganism in the area. Tomake sure that the temple was not rebuilt, he carted offits largest pillars to Constantinople, where they wereused to support the center arches of his new basilica of
Haghia Sophia.7Now, we have seen that the martial arts wereeminently tied to spirituality in the ancient world goingback to at least the beginnings of the Bronze Age. TheParthenon, for example, that holiest of places, wasdecorated with scenes of honorable combat (machi),showing unarmed men besting sword-wielding
assailants.8 Indeed, all Greek games were religiousfestivals celebrating the arts of personal combat, and allathletic competitions were in essence derivatives of thewarrior arts. Having said the above, we will now begin tomix speculation with historical documentation in a waythat may shed light on some gray areas.Beginning with Alexander’s conquests and continuingthroughout the Roman period, the world bore witness toan incredible fusion and diffusion of cultures—in thiscase, Roman, Greek, Indian, Persian, and Chinese—such as the world has not seen until the present day. Forexample, in an ancient Egyptian tomb in Alexandria,along with the expected presence of classical Egyptianrelics, one finds a pair of very Greek Gorgon’s heads



relics, one finds a pair of very Greek Gorgon’s headsbelow which rise a pair of very Roman bearded serpentswrapped around the caduceus of Hermes. Guarding theentrance to the tomb are the jackal-headed Anubis andthe crocodile-headed Sobek, both wearing the armor ofRoman legionaries, complete with breastplate, short
sword, lance and shield!9,10 If we look farther East, wewill find that between 1965 and 1979 a Frencharchaeological mission to Afghanistan turned up an entireGreek city with an estimated population of 50,000people in the northern part of the country. Ancientliterary sources tell us that there were a thousand suchGreek cities scattered throughout Afghanistan, Pakistan,and India. But the real miracle occurred after the collapseof the Greek hegemony in 30 B.C.E., when the area wasconquered by Parthians and Chinese Kushans. It seemsthat the Greek population did not leave, but insteadstayed on, forging with its presence a new culture. Eastmet West as never before. The Kushans began usingGreek script for their writing. The Parthians built a templeto Zoroaster in Taxila that was a replica of the Parthenonin Athens. And when Buddhism began to spread into thearea, religious sculpture was first undertaken in the Greekmanner in Ghandara. It could very well be that theMahayana school of Buddhism was derived throughGreek influence.The importance of the thunderbolt to the BactrianGreeks can be seen in the many coins depicting thegoddess Athena holding that weapon. Now, Athena, aswe have said, represents culture and honorable combatand is opposed to Ares, who represents wholesaleslaughter and the destruction of civilization. In essenceshe represents martial spirituality. By assigning thethunderbolt to Athena (while it is normally the prerogativeof Zeus alone), the Bactrian Greeks are giving us a hintas to the primary focus of their warrior culture. And in



as to the primary focus of their warrior culture. And inthe Ghandara sculptures, Buddha’s omnipresentattendant, Vajrapani, is depicted looking very much likethe Greek Zeus. This should come as no surprise, sinceVajrapani means quite simply “thunderbolt in hand,” andZeus was, as we have seen, the Greek god of thunder,
“he who yokes together.”11 Though the evidence iscircumstantial, there are altogether too many apparentlinks for these elements to be entirely unrelated.We will return to Ghandara and Buddhism soon, butfor now let us focus once again on Persia. There is onemore additional factor that enters into the soup we aremaking with this nation as the seasoning, and that is thedoctrine of Mani.Manichaeism was a dualistic religious movementfounded in Persia in the third century A.D. by the prophetMani, who became known as the Apostle of Light. Maniwas born on April 14, 216 C.E., in southern Babylonia.Before his birth, his father, Patek, a native of Hamadan,had joined a religious sect practicing baptism andabstinence. Through his mother, Mani was related to theParthian royal family. After his enlightenment at the age oftwenty-four, he was given a heavenly order to revealhimself to the world and expound on his teachings. Fromthat point on, Mani preached throughout the PersianEmpire and into India proper. For many yearsunimpeded, he was later persecuted by King Bahram I,who supported Zoroastrianism. After twenty-six days oftrials, which his followers called the Passion of theIlluminator, Mani delivered a final message to hisdisciples and died (sometime between 274 and 277
C.E.).12

Mani viewed himself as the final successor in a longline of prophets beginning with Adam and includingBuddha, Zoroaster, and Jesus. His religious views



Buddha, Zoroaster, and Jesus. His religious viewsfollowed a similar multiethnic vein—thus he perceivedearlier revelations of the truth as being limited ineffectiveness, because they were taught in one languageto one people. In addition, history had shown him (evenback then) that later adherents quickly lost sight of theoriginal truth expounded on by the teacher anddeveloped their own versions. Mani deemed himself theconveyor of a universal message destined to replace allother doctrine worldwide. As such, he recorded histeachings in writing and gave those writings orthodoxstatus during his lifetime.In essence, both Manichaeism and Mani himself werea product of the internationalism that marked the age;note that this universal doctrine had Persia as its core, forit characterizes that nation as the formal hub of thetremendous cosmopolitan flow that occurred during thatperiod. It should come as no surprise, then, thatManichaeism quickly spread west into the RomanEmpire. From Egypt it moved across northern Africa(where St. Augustine for a time became a believer) andreached Rome in the early fourth century. This periodmarked the height of Manichaean expansion in the West;however, it was soon attacked by both the ChristianChurch and the Roman state, and so disappeared almostentirely by the end of the sixth century.During the lifetime of Mani, Manichaeism had spreadinto the eastern territories of the Persian Empire and toIndia as well. The Manichaean community maintaineditself in Persia, in spite of severe persecutions, until thetenth century C.E., when Muslim oppression forced itsmembers into exile.Mani sought to establish a truly universal religion thatwould integrate itself into all the partial truths of previousrevelations, particularly those of Zoroaster, Buddha, andJesus. He sought the essence of a truth that could be



Jesus. He sought the essence of a truth that could betranslated into diverse molds in accordance with thedifferent cultures into which it spread. But at its core,Manichaeism was a type of Gnosticism—a dualisticreligion that offered liberation through special knowledgeof a spiritual truth. Manichaeism taught that life in thisworld is fraught with suffering. According to Mani, toknow ourselves was to see that our core was directlytied to the very nature of the Absolute—this wasenlightenment. Illumination enabled the seeker tounderstand that, despite his present status in the materialworld, he did not cease to remain united to the Eternal.With its preoccupation on the essence of things, itsflexibility as far as ritual and dogma were concerned, andits emphasis on inner illumination, it is not too much of astep to theorize that Manichaeism could have influencedthe young Bodhidharma and led to the development ofCh’an. As we have seen, Bodhidharma’s own teacherwas a proponent of the Sarvastivada proto-Mahayanasect—Buddhism itself was well on its way to becomingHinduized and Hellenized by that time, an outcome of thesame pronounced cultural melding (it’s easier to worshipan anthropomorphic God than to concentrate on anabstract).Let me propose a theory for which I have only a gutfeeling: Bodhidharma’s family were Manichaeans;possibly, he was of mixed Persian and Indian extraction.It seems that he was indeed of the ksatriya caste andlived during that time when the Huns were raiding India.As such, he probably grew up practicing the martial artof vajramukti from the moment he could walk. I believethat the Greeks, in becoming Buddhists and retainingmachi as an integral component of their culture,reaffirmed the Indian ksatriya tradition of combiningmartial arts with spirituality, and nurtured it intoMahayana Buddhism as that dogma developed. Keeping



Mahayana Buddhism as that dogma developed. Keepingin mind the profound diffusion of culture during the time,this is not a hard pill to swallow. And in any case, it wasno large step, as Shakyamuni Buddha himself was aksatriya. The tenet of martial spirituality endured forcenturies after the Greeks lost power and became thesubjects of Parthian, Kushan, and Indian kings. It wasthis approach that Bodhidharma was exposed to as ayoung man; I am convinced he combined it with theManichaean traditions of his family and so came up withthe doctrines of Ch’an and Shaolin kung fu. We haveseen that the martial arts were extant in China long beforeBodhidharma arrived on the scene. His contribution,then, was to infuse them with both the ksatriya conceptof martial spirituality and the Manichaean quest for innerlight, and so develop a form of Buddhism that China hadnever seen: Ch’an and Shaolin kung fu.John Chang tells us that Bodhidharma eventuallycompleted all seventy-two levels of power and somanaged union with the Absolute. He must have beensomething, since his legacy survives to the modern day.There is one other semihistorical figure who bearsnotice, and who also reached the seventy-second level:Chang San Feng. An internal alchemist of great power,he is credited by many as the originator of the internalmartial arts, that is to say the application of nei dantraining to martial technique. John Chang’s school ofkung fu counts him as a prominent and highly successfulmember of its lineage. Among other things, Chang SanFeng is believed by many to be the originator of t’ai chichuan, although his alleged influence on t’ai chi is an areaof controversy. Feng’s name appears in historicalChinese texts under two different spellings, as ChangThree Mountain Peaks and Chang Three Abundances(both pronounced Chang San Feng). Some Chinesewriters suggest that Chang lived to be at least five



writers suggest that Chang lived to be at least fivehundred years old or more.The first reference we have of Chang is from theseventeenth-century scholar Huang Tsung-Hsi in hisEpitaph for Wang Cheng-nan, who wrote: Shaolin is famous for its martial art. However, theirart stresses only offense, which allows an opponentto take advantage of this to strike weak points.There are Internal martial arts which employstillness to overcome activeness; as soon as theaggressors come into bodily contact, they areimmediately thrown. For this reason, Shaolin isregarded as an External martial art. The Internalmartial arts originated with Chang San Feng (ChangThree Mountain Peaks) of the Sung dynasty (960-1279 C.E.), who was an alchemist on the mountainof Wu Tang. He received a summons from theemperor Hui Tsung. On the way to see theemperor, he found the road blocked by a group ofbandits. That night he dreamed that the HeavenlyEmperor Hsuan-Wu, the Taoist god of war, taughthim martial arts. In the morning, Chang killed over a
hundred bandits.13

 Of significance is John’s insistence that Chang was aShaolin monk before he became a Taoist, something thatfits in well with the seventeenth-century scholar HuangPai-Chia’s (Tsung-hsi’s son’s) statement that “ChangSan Feng was a master of Shaolin, but reversing its
principles developed the Internal school.”14 This is adistinction of some consequence to martial arts historians,one that has not been sufficiently stressed. Anotherimportant point is Huang’s use of the word stillness(referring to yin energy) to describe internal martial arts.It must be noted that internal martial arts are not of



It must be noted that internal martial arts are not ofnecessity flowing and evasive, as we have come tobelieve in the West (since all movement is necessarilyyang). Rather, Huang is denoting yin in the context usedby John Chang—in other words as a gravitational forcethat absorbs energy and warps space-time. The Epitaphfor Wang Cheng-nan offers considerable circumstantialevidence that John’s school is indeed descended fromChang San Feng.There is an additional indication in the name itself ofJohn Chang’s martial art, assuming that Chang San Fengtruly was a monk at Shaolin. My teacher practices an artcalled Pa L’ei Chuan, or “Eight Ways Thunder Boxing.”But the term chuan has rarely been translated correctlyinto English. It essentially means “shielded fist” or“clasped hands.” One can see it in the salute given priorto and after the practice of Chinese martial arts: The lefthand is clasped over the right fist, covering it, and thestudent bows to his teacher or his opponent. He issaying: “I am practicing a combative art but I am civilized—I will use it with discretion and refinement.” One canalso see the shielded fist in the following Chineseideograms (figure 36). 

 Fig. 36. Chinese ideograms: shou, “hand” (right);chuan, “refined fist” (left)

On the right is the Chinese ideogram shou (te, inJapanese), which means “hand.” Its Japanese form is



Japanese), which means “hand.” Its Japanese form isused in the term karate, a word everyone knows, whichmeans “empty hand.” On the left is chuan—lookcarefully and you will see it portrays a “clasped hand,”or, more appropriately, a “refined fist.” The samemeaning applies to mukti in the Sanskrit term vajramukti,which essentially means “thunderbolt clasped hands.”Since l’ei means thunderbolt in Chinese, it is easy to seethat L’ei Chuan is the Chinese translation of vajramukti,the martial art of the Indian ksatriya warrior nobility.Now, Pa, when used by the Chinese, is usually areference to the pakua, the eight directional patterns ofthe eight trigrams that make up the fundamental theoriesof Taoist doctrine. In essence, the pakua is Taoism.Beyond elementary translations and clarifications, then,Pa L’ei Chuan can also be construed to mean “the Taoistevolution of Buddhist vajramukti.” If Chang San Fengwas truly a monk at Shaolin, as the legends indicate, thenthe name of John’s school ties in well with his legacy. 

Note 5. Hesychasm
 Eastern mysticism distinguishes itself from Western by itsconscious techniques of mind and body designed to giveaccess to the mystical experience. These disciplines areakin to the Neoplatonist Plotinus’s concern to be deaf tothe sounds of the senses and keep the soul’s faculty ofapprehension one-pointed. Another example of Westernphysiological meditational techniques is the Hesychasts, asect of Greek Orthodox mystics on Mt. Athos in thefourteenth century who used respiratory practices andconcentration in conjunction with meditation andcontinual prayer to engage in a discipline later called theJesus Prayer (the Greek word hesychia means “quiet”).



Jesus Prayer (the Greek word hesychia means “quiet”).St. John Climacus, a fifth-century monk and one of thegreatest writers of the Hesychast tradition, wrote, “Letthe remembrance of Jesus be present with each breath,and then you will know the value of the hesychia.” In thelate thirteenth century, St. Nicephorus the Hesychastproduced an even more precise method of prayer,advising novices to “attach the prayer to their breathing”and to fix their eyes during prayer on the “middle of the
body,” in order to achieve a more total attention.15

Hesychasm was violently attacked in the first half ofthe fourteenth century by Barlaam the Calabrian, whocalled the Hesychasts omphalopsychoi, or “peoplehaving their souls in their navels.” There were politicalconnotations to the dispute, but theologically it centeredon the question: Can man attain God through his ownefforts? St. Gregory Palamas (1296–1359), a monk ofMt. Athos and later archbishop of Thessalonica,defended the Hesychast monks. In his view, the humanbody, sanctified by the sacraments of the church, is ableto engage in the Jesus Prayer, and the devout maybecome able to see the “Uncreated Light” of Christ’sTransfiguration that appeared on Mt. Tabor. This was acompromise in essence—yes, the psychophysical (inessence yogic) practices of the Hesychasts were fine, butthey worked only if sanctioned by the Church, and onlythrough prayer to the Lord Jesus. Palamas’s standpointwas that hesychasm prepared one for prayer, but thatman ascended to God only through divine grace.Compromise or not, the teachings of Palamas wereconfirmed by the Orthodox Church in a series of councilsheld in Constantinople (1341, 1347, 1351). Hesychastspirituality is still practiced by Eastern OrthodoxChristians and was once widely distributed throughoutRussia after the publication of a collection of Hesychastwritings, known as the Philokalia, in 1782.



writings, known as the Philokalia, in 1782.

APPENDIX 2: The Red Shift (Or,
More Accurately, Where I Eat

Crow)
 
In The Magus of Java, I described seeing my master“energize” a Ping-Pong ball with yang ch’i as follows: John wanted to show me what the yang was like. Itwas night. He had just finished playing Ping-Pongwith Johann, as they do every evening. Sifu took thePing-Pong ball in his left hand and held it in thecenter of his palm. He opened his hands and heldhis right palm about two feet away. Suddenly theball pulsed with bluish violet light; it made a noise,too, sort of like a canary singing. Bluish whitesparks flew from the ball toward his right palm; theywere like miniature lightning bolts. He kept it up fora few seconds and then handed me the ball. Itwasn’t overly hot, but it was warm. I did my usualthing and cut it in half on the spot, which pissedeverybody off, because it was the last ball in thehouse and they wanted to continue their game. But Ihad to make sure that there wasn’t any circuitry

inside the ball.”1
 Everything about the depiction above is correct, exceptfor the color. The actual color of the ball during thedemonstration was red.While at rest it is blue (and in its purest form becomeswhite), it seems that the yang ch’i actually changes color



when in opposition to the yin and turns red. (Hence, inthe ta’i ch’i symbol, the color of the yang should be red.)I call this change the red shift. What I managed to do inthe course of events was trick myself into believingsomething other than what I had actually seen.How did this come about? When I first witnessed thisdemonstration, I had seen the ball pulse with a red light. Ithen asked John, thinking of the heat as I did so: “Sifu, isthe color of the yang ch’i red?”“No,” he replied, “it’s blue.”That short-circuited a few fuses as I began to doubtmy own eyes. I had seen it to be red!This incident troubled me for years, but I did not wantto doubt my teacher’s say-so. While writing The Magusof Java (actually toward the final editing), I wasprivileged to see a demonstration of the “lightning bolts”John is capable of issuing—in essence, energy blasts.They were bluish white. In the meantime I had read theavailable literature, and everyone from Hindu yogis toWilhelm Reich himself had made reference to bioenergybeing blue. That clinches it, I thought, after seeing theenergy-blast demo, I need my eyes checked. And so Icalled the yang ch’i in the Ping-Pong ball demo bluishviolet, a wishy-washy compromise between what Ithought I had seen and what I had been told I had seen.Well, I was wrong to do so, and I apologize. Thesebooks of mine stretch the imagination and my credibilityas it is; if they are indeed to be phenomenologicalreports, then I should be absolutely convinced ofeverything I put down on paper. Since that time I haveseen both demos again; the red shift exists and it is veryreal. On the other hand, the yang ch’i is indeed bluewhen unopposed by the yin.How this works is simple: While my teacher’s“lightning bolts” are in fact yin-yang kung—that is to say



“lightning bolts” are in fact yin-yang kung—that is to saythey inherently have both yin and yang energies—the yinis passive when used in this manner, as it is in nature. Theyin simply follows the yang, in other words. Whether thismeans that yang ch’i is blue when followed by (in contactwith, but unopposed by) the yin ch’i, or is blue of its ownaccord, I do not know, and John will not say. Indeed, headded one more conundrum to the situation by stating,when queried, that “in its purest form the yang ch’i iswhite.” It would seem that the color of the yang ch’i,then, can range from red to blue to purest white.Another area I would like to clarify, about which Ihave been questioned by many readers, is the point ofthe two dots of opposing energy inherent in the classict’ai chi symbol. In other words, in The Magus of Java Iused this symbol to describe t’ai-chi:

 while most people are used to this one:

 The common explanation for the second, morepopular symbol is that “there is a little yang in the purestyin, a little yin in the purest yang.” Another way of statingit would be “there is a little bad in the best of us, a littlegood in the worst of us.” Such a statement implies adistribution of proportions, however, and this is not thecase for t’ai-chi—yin has no yang in it, nor does yangcontain yin. In The Magus of Java I did my best to get



contain yin. In The Magus of Java I did my best to getthe message across that yin and yang are opposing, notcomplementary, forces; this is the reason that I insistedon the first, rather than the latter, symbol. The classicimage that many people have of yang flowingharmoniously into yin is erroneous; this is something thereader must comprehend, even though many teachers inChina today may say otherwise. Without my riskinggiving away the secrets of our school, I will say this asclarification: What the “classic” t’ai chi symbol means istha t the seeds of yin are contained within anabundance of yang, while the seeds of yang within anabundance of yin. Consider the macrocosmic exampleof a red giant star spontaneously collapsing into a blackhole, and you will have a good idea of what the two dotsmean.In short, we are talking about a spontaneous reversionfollowing a massive aggregation. For example, recentinvestigations in astrophysics seem to indicate thatgalaxies are created by the “seeding” of supermassiveblack holes in their center (in short, an abundance of yincreating the beginnings of yang). It is interesting to notethat the galaxies in question also evidence the ellipsoidal
curvature indicated by the classic t’ai chi symbol.2Buddhist doctrine would say “emptiness is form and formis emptiness” by way of explanation, but this transition isneither smooth nor painless—birth and death never are,you see. The ancient Chinese, who knew nothing ofblack holes and red giants, discovered these truisms byturning within. I will say no more, but end hoping thatwhat I have elaborated on here will serve my readers asan apology for my earlier faux pas.

FOOTNOTES



 

Introduction 1. From Hagakure (Hidden in the Leaves), written byYamamoto Tsunetomo in 1716, which, through thepatronage of Mishima Yukio, has come to be known asThe Book of the Samurai. It has recently been madepopular again in the West by Jim Jarmusch’s movieGhost Dog.2. This inner conviction that myths have a basis in realityis why comic books and films are filled with stories andpictures depicting the fantastic. We cannot reject what isin the end a part of our own evolution.3. I have been berated by my peers in the Mo-Pai forseveral decisions I made in writing The Magus of Java,not the least of which was my choice of the spellingChang for our teacher’s name. The actual spelling, as theChinese-Javanese use it, of that particular portion of hisChinese name is Djiang. However, I thought that Changwould be more familiar to Westerners and easier topronounce, if slightly phonetically different. In any case,for reasons of historical accuracy he has allowed me toreveal parts of his real Chinese name: His family name isIe and his middle name is Djiang. He has adopted theChristian name John, however I am not at liberty toreveal his Indonesian surname. This “secrecy” is part of acontinuing effort to protect his privacy. I trust and hopethat you will understand.

Chapter 1: Whispers From The Past 1. Liao Tzu Tong, the deceased past master of the Mo-



1. Liao Tzu Tong, the deceased past master of the Mo-Pai (my sigung, or “grandfather-teacher”). The readerwill have to refer to The Magus of Java for details.2. The major energy center of the body, located fourfingers below the navel.3. I will expand on this theory in later chapters.4. From a strict genealogical and historic standpoint, thedefinitions of the levels of power I have given here and inThe Magus of Java are inaccurate. In the Mo-Pai wespeak of Level One pretty much as described, thenlower Level Two and upper Level Two (in which four ofthe cords are cut), which leads to Level Three (whereonly the central cord is still attached) and Level Four.The description I used in my books is less confusing, andthe reader should stick to the terminology providedunless he or she becomes a “closed door” Mo-Paidisciple.5. John was sworn by his own master never todemonstrate before nonstudents, but I had arrangedcircumstances to be in accord with his oath. I will not gointo the details here.6. The physicist Sir Niehls Bohr, after visiting China, hadchosen the yin-yang symbol as his coat of arms,complete with the epigraph contraria suntcomplementa (opposites are complementary). Thesymbol and phrase still mark his gravestone.

Chapter 2: Metal 1. A compact, inwardly curving short sword.2. The visible dishonesty and prohibitive cronyismmanifest in Greece are incomprehensible to the averageWesterner. It is only recently that I have come tounderstand that they are a survival trait left over from2,100 years of slavery.



2,100 years of slavery.3. Mo Tzu, Hsun Tzu, and Han Fei Tzu, The BasicWritings of Mo Tzu, Hsun Tzu, and Han Fei Tzu, ed.and trans. Burton Watson (New York: ColumbiaUniversity Press, 1967).4. Which is not to say that everything they believed inwas true. Even today, our science is a best guess towardthe inner workings of the Universe. There are many weakareas in our knowledge and many things that we cannotexplain. Knowledge is an approximation—howpowerful we are depends on how close to reality thatapproximation is. It has always been this way, throughoutthe ages of man.5. This type of process is not unique to the MalayArchipelago; I have seen similar talismans from Tibet,India, and Polynesia, and one that is possibly fromArabia.6. Professors Lynn Margulis and James Lovelock amongothers. I am referring to the Gaia theory.7. Hemoglobin is a protein containing four very longamino acid chains per molecule. Each chain is attached toa chemical structure we call a heme group, a ringlikeorganic compound to which in turn one iron atom isattached. Each molecule of hemoglobin, then, containsfour iron atoms, and it is to these iron atoms that oxygenbonds reversibly, allowing our cells to breathe.8. From the verb μέτάλλάσσώ to transmute.9. L.C. Kervran, H. Komiki, H. Hillman, P.T. Pappas,S. Goldfein, and others.10. Panos T. Pappas, Electrically Induced NuclearFusion, www.papimi.gr.11. Hyperkalemia, excess potassium in the bloodstream,causes instant cardiac arrest and is thus usually fatal. The
body does everything it can to keep the ratio of Na+/K+
constant, disposing of excess potassium in the urine.12. Actaeon was a huntsman who was chasing a stag



12. Actaeon was a huntsman who was chasing a stagwith his hounds when he came upon the goddess Artemisbathing in a spring. Enraged that a mortal man should seeher in her nakedness, Artemis changed Actaeon into astag and then set his own pack on him. The dogs torehim to pieces.

Chapter 3: Microcosm 1. Liao Sifu, the noncorporeal grandmaster of the Mo-Pai, had caused a miniature rainstorm to pour downexclusively on my Volkswagon after I had broken anoath and told Spiro about my teacher during a long drive.The road around us remained dry.2. It took John Chang eighteen years of dedicated effortto develop his powers following daily instruction byGrandmaster Liao, a man who was at anincomprehensible level of power himself.3. W. Somerset Maugham, The Moon and Sixpence.4. Most likely through the Neoplatonic school ofphilosophy.5. While it is well known that people conveniently shieldthemselves from the truth by forgetting it, this isunconscious denial rather than the normal state of affairs.6. Perhaps the opposite holds true as well and theuniverse follows helical evolution macrocosmically.7. I have often wondered why medical associationsspend millions trying to figure out how acupunctureworks when the answer is obvious: Assuming that ourbodies are nothing more than a program established inour autonomic nervous system, then acupunctureinterfaces with that program, writing a subroutine toaddress key commands. There is nothing mysteriousabout this—Chinese medicine is based on the process ofcontinual change, not the details of primary anatomy, as



continual change, not the details of primary anatomy, asis our Cartesian-based Western medical system.8. Plato, my translation. The idea of an infinite andformless chaos (χάός, “that which gapes open”),coexisting with the finite (πέράς) was a central part ofancient Greek cosmology.9. Of course, the Party Line is that when he spoke thatmetaphor, the brick miraculously, through the grace ofGod, separated into its components and then reformeditself for all to see.10. The collective unconscious was a term introducedby the psychiatrist Carl Jung to represent a form of theunconscious mind common to humanity as a whole andoriginating in the innate structure of the brain. Like manygreat men, Jung was ahead of his time; had he lived inour day and age, with the prevalence of personalcomputers and Internet access, he likely would haveproved his theories without difficulty.11. In The Magus of Java I described severalencounters with human spirits.12. Hyperconsciousness is as good a word as any.When individuals reach this state they are aware ofeverything around them and yet still very aware ofthemselves.

Chapter 4: Spheres 1. John Chang’s genealogy is called Pa L’ei Chuan (EightWays Thunder Boxing) and, as a kung fu discipline,combines both Taoist and Shaolin Buddhist teachings.2. He is a student of the masters Chen Xiaowang andWang Peisheng respectively.3. A Pythagorean yogi who lived in the first century C.E.and whose story has been suppressed because itportrays a figure much like Christ in temperament and



portrays a figure much like Christ in temperament andpower. Please refer to appendix 1 for further details.4. Today people have conveniently forgotten that in thefirst century B.C.E. goods flowed from as far away asChina, India, the steppes of Russia, the fjords ofNorway, the jungles of Africa, the Highlands of Scotland,to every city around the Mediterranean. And where tradewas instituted, could ideas be far behind?5. Encyclopedia Britannica Online.6. The philosopher Pyrrhon, who accompaniedAlexander, became a student of the Digambara (sky-clad) Jain sect, while Alexander himself was overawedby a guru of the same sect whom the Greeks calledKalanos, who followed him back to Persia. (It should benoted that many scholars are now of the opinion thatthese yogis were not Jains at all, but rather an early formof Hindu Naga, the reason being that they were quitemilitant.)7. Criminals were tattooed in ancient China; Mo Tzusuffered this indignity when he was imprisoned for anunknown crime.8. Epictetus’s words (as recorded by Arrian), mytranslation. The similarity of his words to Christiandoctrine commended Epictetus to early Christianthinkers.9. Mo Tzu, Hsun Tzu, and Han Fei Tzu, The BasicWritings of Mo Tzu, HsunTzu, and Han Fei Tzu, ed.and trans. Burton Watson.10. Karolos’s research centered on Epictitus’sDiscourses and the writings of Marcus Aurelius;however, the following book inspired his investigationand provides an excellent summary of Stoic metaphysics:Jean-Baptiste Gourinat, Les Stoiciens et L’Âme (TheStoics and the Soul) (Paris: P.U.F., 1996).11. See The Magus of Java.12. Geshe Kelsang Gyatso, Clear Light of Bliss



12. Geshe Kelsang Gyatso, Clear Light of Bliss(London: Tharpa Publications, 1992).13. Actually, if it hasn’t been done, a detailedcomparison between the school of Mo Tzu and theStoics would make an interesting doctoral thesis.Somebody send me a copy!14. Per Chrysippus’s writings. He was headmaster of theStoic school from 232–204 B.C.E.15. Tao Te Ching, passage 33.48.16. Photos in figure 17 are courtesy of Mr. LefterisSaragas and have been published in Atrapos no. 7,February 1999, Aldebaran Publishers, Athens, Greece.17. For some reason, the yang ch’i exhibits a bluecoloring in higher concentrations. I do not know why.18. Plato makes this statement in Timaeus. Most peopleinterpret this section as referring to the stars in the sky,but I am no longer so sure.19. First expounded by the geneticist R. E. Fisher in1930, this law has never been refuted. Indeed, it hasbeen experimentally verified repeatedly.20. Lao Tzu, Tao Te Ching, stanza 5, my translation.21. See The Magus of Java.

Chapter 5: The Thunderbolt 1. As human beings, in order to grow close to theAbsolute, we need to anthropomorphically view It sothat Its shape is familiar to us. Rarely can we reachbeyond this need.2. Nikos Kazantzakis, the noted author of Zorba theGreek and other masterworks, was excommunicated bythe Greek Orthodox Church for daring to portray Christin literary format.3. Indeed, this same type of despair has generated aresurgence of paganism both in Greece and throughoutEurope. While attractive, the rituals and disciplines



Europe. While attractive, the rituals and disciplinesinvolved in worshipping the old gods have been lost totime and depredation, and efforts to do so involvestarting from scratch. It is also unfortunate that thisworship is sometimes accompanied by a latentnationalism and racism that has no place in our future.4. There are those who will argue this point linguistically,saying that the name uses Zeus for nominative and Diosfor genitive, but that is not the case. Zeus has the genitiveZήν5. Orphic hymn number 6, collected by Proklos andwritten in his commentary on Plato’s Timaeus. Thetranslation and presentation are my own.6. It seems that the electrical field is related to themagnetic, which, in turn, is related to the bioenergetic.7. The statue dates to the fifth century B.C.E. and can beseen in the Athens Archaeological Museum.8. In Greece there are multiple legends surrounding thethunderbolt “keravnovóli”—one should be very carefulin handling these objects. Tradition says that they shouldbe placed in the basement inside a sack of grain so thatfood is never in short supply.9. That lama would be Kenpo Thupten of the KarmaKargyu Buddhist lineage, who maintains a dharma centerin Nice.10. It is interesting to note that the Hindu god Indra isoften called vajrahasta (thunder-in-hands). There areindications that the ancient Indians, like the Greeks, theNorse, and the Tibetans, knew of the thunderbolt as aphysical object.11. The actual graphics are quite complex and wouldrequire three-dimensional modeling.12. This depiction based on a photo by Leonard vonMatt.13. The lotus was chosen as the symbol of enlightenment



13. The lotus was chosen as the symbol of enlightenmentbecause it is a beautiful flower that rises out of murkywaters.14. If you have noticed a marked similarity to kundaliniyoga, you are correct.

Chapter 6: The Warrior Elite 1. I really don’t know who was the first to use thisphrase, but I’ve managed to trace it back to 1884, whenit was employed by Sir Richard Burton in The Book ofthe Sword, in reference to the sword and swordplay.I’m quite sure that brilliant scoundrel swiped it fromsomewhere else.2. The Enterprise of War (Amsterdam: Time-LifeBooks, 1991).3. Michael D. Coe et al. Swords and Hilt Weapons(New York: Weidenfeld and Nicolson, 1989).4. Homer’s Iliad, rhapsody Γ, my translation from theoriginal; please excuse any errors I may have made.5. Two points: 1) Note the reference to the Earth “whichnurtures all things.” Obviously they took ecology a bitmore seriously than we do in our day. 2) Yes, they wereundoubtedly macho chauvinist pigs, but at least Helenhad final ownership of her property. It was inconceivablethat her ex-husband could simply seize it, even thoughshe had fled his household and he lived next to her lands.6. What a reference to yang and yin! And it is interestingthat a third sheep is separately offered to Zeus, whobinds yin and yang together.7. From polis (πόλίς), “city”, and ollymi (όλλύμί), “todestroy.”8. I translated Areifilos as “battle-loving” in the earliersection, not having made the explanation above.9. The Gorgon is symbolic of the powers of the Infinite.Medusa comes from meta (beyond) and ousia



Medusa comes from meta (beyond) and ousia(substance). Hence Medusa translates as “the substanceof that beyond.”10. Homer’s Iliad, rhapsody Γ, verses 405–410.11. Gods and Heroes of Bronze Age Europe: TheRoots of Odysseus (Strasbourg: Council of Europe,12. Michael Poliakoff, Combat Sports in the AncientWorld (New Haven: Yale University Press, 1987).13. Copper was useful for ornamentation, as a joiningmaterial, and in jewelry in conjunction with gold.14. Ötzi, the mummified wanderer found high in the ÖtzalAlps in 1991 and dated to 3350 B.C.E., carried a copperaxe, but one could tell where his real faith lay: He carrieda flint knife, a flint drill and scraper, and a bone awl. Hismain weapon was a 1.8–meter yew bow and fourteenarrows. I think copper axes were much like Rolexes—they’re undoubtedly nice, but a Casio G-Shock will takejust as much abuse at a fraction of the cost.15. These were found in a grave at Leki Male inKoscian, Poland (Únetice culture, circa twentieth tonineteenth century B.C.E.) The artifacts are housed atMuseum Archeologiczne, Poznan. The halberd shaft isseventy-two centimeters long, the blade eighteencentimeters long.16. Coe et al., Swords and Hilt Weapons.17. Sir Richard F. Burton, The Book of the Sword(London: Chatto and Windus, 1884).18. Sorry, folks, but he was far from being the nice guyKevin Sorbo portrays on the TV series. As a boy,Hercules broke his music teacher’s skull with his guitarjust because the man dared to criticize his playing!19. Judges 13–16.20. And he is cornered by the thousand Philistines,whom he slayed while in a dalliance with anotherPhilistine woman, this one a professional acolyte of men’spleasures!



pleasures!21. There was a historical Gilgamesh who reigned overthe city of Uruk in Sumer in the third millennium B.C.E.;the poem that survives is dated to at least the beginningsof the second millennium.22. New Larouse Encyclopedia of Mythology(London: Hamlyn, 1979).23. I have news for the reader who thinks that I amoverly ethnocentric in my use of Greek words: I havebeen accused in Greece of being an agent of foreignpowers for my supposedly “anti-Greek” stance in manyof my writings. Being a Mo-ist, I am preoccupied withthe essence of things and rarely with the trappings thereof—panmachon defines matters nicely. In any case, mosttechnical terms in English are derived from the Greek orLatin. Being Greek, I made the easier choice. Nodisrespect toward any culture or obfuscation of history isintended. Besides, there are indications that panmachonis the word that the ancient Greeks used for “martialarts.”

Chapter 7: Practice 1. Sigung means “grandfather-teacher” or “grandmaster.”2. Chögyam Trungpa, Cutting Through SpiritualMaterialism (Boston: Shambhala, 1987).3. This great yogi and statesman was a successful lawyerbefore giving up his practice to pursue other things.4. Indeed, much of yoga is based on the prescription ofspecific stances, or asanas, for the individual.5. Chen Xiaowang, private conversation. GrandmasterChen is the nineteenth-generation standard bearer for theChen clan, the family to whom all modern lineages of t’aichi chuan trace their roots.6. There are physiological ramifications from this having



6. There are physiological ramifications from this havingto do with the limbic system, but I will not get into themhere.7. It is interesting that this inscription dates to thefourteenth century C.E.

Chapter 8: Wenwukuan Stories 1. Orthodox Christianity was bloodily and brutallyimposed on the Greeks by their Roman conquerors, butin the end, through Neoplatonism, absorbed manyelements of ancient Greek philosophy and culture. It hasalso still managed to retain as its central dogma the loveof God for man. It is for these reasons that I remain,nominally, an Orthodox Christian.2. This is what got Nikos Kazantzakis, renowned authoro f Zorba the Greek  and The Last Temptation ofChrist, excommunicated. Because the church legallyowns all burial plots in Greece, Kazantzakis was buriedon private property, for the priesthood did not allow hisbody to lie in hallowed ground. Today thousands makethe pilgrimage to his grave every year, where thefollowing words are engraved: I fear nothing, I hope fornothing, I am free.3. Ouranoupoli is a small town on the Athos peninsulaand the laity’s entrance point onto The Holy Mountain,which, like the Vatican, is a self-governing theocraticstate.4. See chapter 4. In addition, it is interesting to note thatthe Hesychast meditational movement developed byEastern Orthodox Christianity, which seeks theUncreated Light, concentrates on the heart and “sealingthe breath” in that area—essentially “piercing” the heartchakra. (Please see also appendix 1, note 5.)5. Popi says the marks were primarily i’s and v’s. We



5. Popi says the marks were primarily i’s and v’s. Wehave no idea what the spirit was trying to say.6. See The Magus of Java for a description of the keris.7. Please note: “all the time” being the three times I haveattempted this.8. I myself think the reason is more mundane. Thestudents had not cleaned the training hall for weeks and itstunk to high heaven of sweat and grime. If I were aspirit, I would have stayed away too!9. Better described by the seven letter word whichbegins with an a.10. Not Andreas, the Australian student in The Magusof Java. Andrew is a Texan.11. The Magus of Java.

Conclusion 1. Some of you are thinking, What a great movie thatwould make!2. I am referring to the well-known story of the threehundred Spartans: In 480 B.C.E., a force of seventhousand men led by the Spartan king Leonidas held thepass at Thermopylae for three days against a Persianarmy modern estimates place at around 200,000 strong.They were outnumbered by more than twenty to one.While the king and his three-hundred-man bodyguarddeserve most of the credit, we cannot ignore thecontribution of the other 6,700 men who fought in whathas been called The Battle for the West.

Appendix 1 1. Mo Tzu, Hsun Tzu, and Han Fei Tzu, The BasicWritings of Mo Tzu, Hsun Tzu, and Han Fei Tzu, ed.and trans. Burton Watson (New York: Columbia



and trans. Burton Watson (New York: ColumbiaUniversity Press, 1967).2. The first elder master who inherited the lineage of theMo-Pai refused to suspend the capital punishment of hisson for murder because of his devotion to justice andabhorrence of nepotism.3. Bodhidharma’s story is based on a number ofaccounts. I would recommend the following as asummary: Michael Maliszewski, Spiritual Dimensionsof the Martial Arts (Rutland, Vt: Charles E. Tuttle,1996).4. That would be the Loyang Chile Lan Chi, written byYang Hsuan Chin in 547 C.E.5. George Woodcock, The Greeks in India (London:Faber & Faber, Ltd., 1966).6. Two sources: Lopon Tenzin Namdak, Heart Dropsof Dharmakaya (Ithaca, N.Y.: Snow Lion, 1993);Charles Allen, The Search for Shangri-La (London:Abacus, 1999).7. William Dalrymple, From the Holy Mountain(London: Flamingo, 1998).8. Today these murals may be seen in the BritishMuseum.9. In the British Museum there is a set of Roman armormade entirely from crocodile skin. Perhaps this materialwas more suitable for warfare in the African desert thanmetal.10. Dalrymple, From the Holy Mountain.11. The main Hindu god of the ksatriya caste was Indrathe Thunderer, Hence Zeus became a substitute throughwhich Hindu doctrine could meet Buddhist without eitherside losing face. The resulting potpourri of Buddhist-Hindu-Greek concepts was based on the commonground uncovered. This amalgamation developed intoMahayana Buddhism.12. Encyclopedia Britannica Online, Manichaeism



12. Encyclopedia Britannica Online, Manichaeism13. The wording is my own, based on two translations:Alfred Huang, The Complete Tai Chi (Tokyo: CharlesE. Tuttle, 1993); Douglas Wile, Lost T’ai-Chi Classicsfrom the Late Ch’ing Dynasty (Albany: SUNY Press,1996).14. Wile, Lost T’ai-Chi Classics from the Late Ch’ingDynasty. I recommend this book to the serious scholar.15. Encyclopaedia Britannica Online, Hesychasm.

Appendix 2 1. The Magus of Java, p. 102.2. For example, the black hole in the center of theAndromeda galaxy has a mass thirty million times that ofour sun. Black holes are found only in the center ofgalaxies that evidence ellipsoidal “bumps” in their center,such as our own and the Andromeda galaxy.
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