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Mario Mantese, also known as Master M, was a member


of the successful American funk-soul band Heatwave.


After a tragic event in London, he was clinically dead for


several minutes before he could be reanimated. After one


month in a coma he awoke blind, unable to speak, and


paralyzed throughout his entire body.


During this critical period and in the years that followed,


enormous divine powers were revealed, which allowed


him to liberate himself from his grave predicament. He


realized that his life was never bound to the activities of


the body. Since that time he has written nineteen books


and received thousands of people from all over the


world at his gatherings and darshans.
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ANSWERS FROM THE DEPTHS OF SILENCE


“Those who overcome their inner limitations enter the Limitless. Those who transcend the borders of space restricted by the senses enter the realm beyond time and space. Those who think that something like this is impossible remain held within their own narrow boundaries.”


These words spoken by Master M are indications of the infinite human being in the eternal Here-and-Now.


Life’s external forces affect the internal life of human beings and have their influence. Internal forces affect the external world and have their influence. When a person is deeply aware of this movement one respects balance and harmony, and finds it. And so one lives within this flowing exchange, vitally present within the great equilibrium. Modesty and deep serenity distinguish those who are able to live immersed in this great equilibrium.


This book acts much like a kaleidoscope through which one can observe the life-stories of numerous people who have been deeply touched by their encounters with Master M. While reading them one is continually amazed at the boundless supernatural presence of Master M, about which he says, “This is all of us!”


He explains, “Don’t try to understand who I am. Find out who you yourself are not. I am not here to teach you something new. I am here to fulfill. Have faith in your own lives, be kind, accountable, and clear in your minds. Do not let yourself become self-important. Stay simple, responsible, and normal.


“Enjoy your everyday activity and never forget that knots can be untied, negativity can be transformed. Descend to the very depths of your heart and immerse yourself in the ocean of peace which is there. Enjoy your life. Enjoy not having to be someone special. Enjoy life as it shows itself to you. Enjoy your ever-present being here and now!”


This book includes over two-hundred questions posed to Master M, and they are answered comprehensively. These profound responses are directed to all who read this book.


In the year 2016 the body of Master M, Mario Mantese, turned 65 years old. Master M says that he does indeed live in this body without being the body. He himself is formless and is not touched by the world. Nevertheless, it was exactly thirty-five years ago that Master M began to receive people at gatherings and darshans. For this reason, the book presented here has very special significance for him.





FORWARD


URTE KNEFELI-ZEMP



It is a great joy and honor for me to serve as editor for Master M, and also to add my own personal contribution to this book. It was prepared with ‘special energy’ as Master M describes it, as a celebration of his long years of working in the world. My collaboration with Master M began in the year 2004 as editor for In the Heart of the World. In the meantime I have had the pleasure of editing seven of his books, including this one.


Of course, our first encounter took place some years earlier. The facilitator was Hansjörg Weyermann, who undertook this role for many others as well. He is from Bern, Switzerland, but his spiritual bookstore Buchhandlung Weyermann is renowned far beyond the borders of Switzerland. We met at his stand at the Zurich Esoteric Book Fair in 2002. I was in a fairly miserable state at the time. My adored partner had died in 1996 at the age of fifty-four. Soon afterwards my revered and beloved teacher Irina Tweedie passed away. The publishing company I worked for was sold, and my world had crumbled into tiny pieces.


I had known Mr. Weyermann for some time through my husband. At the time I had no desire whatsoever to browse through rows of books, and asked him whether he could suggest one, knowing I could trust his recommendations. Without a moment’s hesitation he reached for one particular book – In the Land of Silence by Mario Mantese. The name at the time was not unknown to me. He was the best-selling author at the Drei-Eichen publishing house, and I also knew something about his dramatic early experiences.


I leafed through some of the pages and liked what I read. It seemed to be exactly what I needed at the time. And then I saw the photograph. My breath stopped. The look of love in his eyes seemed to penetrate into the soul. I bought the book, of course, and Hansjörg began to talk enthusiastically about his master. What? This was new! In earlier times he had shown a very different attitude. Masters were good for others, but never for him. This confirmed the strong impression which lingered quite a while after having glanced at the photograph. And this person was accessible! In just a few weeks a gathering would take place in Zurich.


In the following days the face of Mario Mantese appeared repeatedly in my dreams. Finally the day of the gathering at the Paulus Academy arrived. What I remember from that weekend was the atmosphere of deep stillness which presided, though there were so many people. There was also an intensity of inner silence which was something very different than an absence of noise.


I also remember the striking contrast between Mario Mantese’s disabled body and the powerful radiance of his presence. I myself came into this world with a handicap. I have no lower arm on one side. His body was much more fragile than I had expected it to be.


At the end of the afternoon we were allowed to ask questions (this was the last time Master M answered questions at gatherings). And finally we could all come forward afterward and shake hands with him. It was a remarkable physical effort on his part!


I don’t really recall what he talked about. But I knew that I would stay. This is what had been missing for so long. I registered for the next gatherings in Biel, Switzerland, and in Munich, Germany.


I then read the book In the Land of Silence. The narratives in the book were very impressive. Still, I found it a shame that so many grammatical mistakes were popping up on the pages. Since my profession is editing and proofreading texts, I had difficulty ignoring them.


A friend, Anastasia, accompanied me to the gathering in Biel. She had lived in India for ten years and knew Mario Mantese from Tiruvannamalai in South India. At the end of the day we waited to meet him in the lobby and my heart beat loudly. I had obviously built up a certain image in my mind. Anastasia wanted to thank him for a piece of advice he had given her in India which turned out to be very helpful. Mario recognized her immediately and the two began to have a lively conversation. I stood by for a while. Then I gathered myself and invited myself into the conversation with a few words.


Anastasia introduced me as the widow of Paul A. Zemp, the publisher of what used to be Ansata Publishing Co. Mario was familiar with both names. Ansata was a small but highly respected publishing firm that distributed a row of spiritual and esoteric books in the 1980’s and 1990’s.


Mario asked me how I was doing. It was easy to perceive the sadness I was carrying at the time. I told him about the illness and eventual passing of my husband. Then I told him what was really on my mind. I told him that I had worked as an editor with my husband during the years he was a publisher. The most pleasing projects were always the books inspired by spiritual teachers and masters. These included Ramana Maharshi, Swami Papa Ramdas, Annamalai Swami, our dear teacher Irina Tweedie, and Ammaji. I told Mario how much I missed this kind of work, and mentioned that I had read the German version of In Touch with a Cosmic Master and found it a pity that such a wonderful and important book contained so many mistakes. I wanted to offer him my editing skills before he printed his next book.


Mario responded that he was aware of the many mistakes in the book and that there was a reason for this. He also said that he would consider the idea and he would let me know his thoughts at a later time. I was delighted that I had been bold enough to initiate this dialogue. The rest was out of my control.


I visited the gatherings regularly. At one of them I was informed that he had accepted my offer, but my assignment would not be a second edition of In Touch with a Cosmic Master, not yet. He was in the process of writing an autobiography. It would soon be finished and I would be able to proofread it.


In 2004 I received a message from Mario’s organization with his email address and a request to write him directly. I was happy to do this, and some days later I received the manuscript of his new book in the mail.


Now I had a meaningful task to which I could really dedicate myself. Thus began a period of my life filled with deep meaning, and this continues until this day.


Of course I had to pay my dues. For example, I was not used to working with a computer. The publisher I had worked for as a freelancer had never required this. Thank goodness! I was an absolute beginner on the PC. So I printed out the 240 pages and began to edit by hand. The first part of the corrected text was typed out by a polygrapher I knew from work (I had taken a job as an editor for a printing firm). The result was disappointing. Many of the amendments were not properly understood, were copied incorrectly, or simply missed. I had no choice but to start from the beginning again. And I made up my mind to do it at the computer in order to avoid doubling my workload.


Somehow it was meant to be. In spite of my five-finger typing technique, it went very well. I discovered I wasn’t as slow as I had feared. And what possibilities! I began to learn and appreciate the capabilities of the PC. Naturally, Master M had offered support for this process with his ‘gentle’ power (which is not always so gentle, as those who know him longer will attest).


After his autobiography In the Heart of the World was released, in which he revealed much of his personal story, it was common to refer to Mario Mantese officially as Master M. I had some insecurity as to whether Master M would be satisfied with my way of working with his manuscript. I didn’t know whether he was the type of author that needed to wrestle with his editor over every coma.


These doubts were settled after the first samples of the texts were sent on to him. He was satisfied and wrote that he had trust in my professional expertise and gave me free reign. Of course, I don’t actually feel so free. I mark significant changes and expressions in various colors when they are difficult to understand or when I don’t know exactly what he means, so he can make the final decisions. And he is fast. He has no difficulties in coming to a decision, as I sometimes do. The answer usually comes in an email. I had to learn something; if he sends a message, he doesn’t want an answer in three days. No, better right away, or at least on the same day. Otherwise the tone of his voice becomes somewhat dour.


We usually communicate over email, messages are short and work-related. Once in a while there is a telephone call, meaning Master M calls me. This happens irregularly, sometimes more often, then long stretches of no contact. But it always comes as a surprise. Perhaps he wants to discuss something that is understood more easily and quickly on the phone, or he wants to know how the work on a particular book is going. Perhaps he wants to ask something else, or simply know how I am doing. If I am not feeling guilty for being behind in my work, these are always wonderful moments. After work topics are finished, Mario often initiates a normal conversation, and he has a distinctive sense of humor. We laugh a lot. You can make a joke with Mario, which is something I miss as a German living in Switzerland. Sometimes I continue to smile for a few minutes after I have hung up the phone. I have to admit that I am not always in a good mood or feeling highly motivated when he calls, but during the conversation I begin to feel better, and afterwards I feel my burden is lighter and think with a sense of gratitude, ‘Aha, Master M was at work.”


Master M is an ideal boss. He knows my weaknesses and skillfully works around them. And he knows my strengths and requires that I apply them diligently. He is patient, never puts pressure on me, never makes me feel stressed, and offers compliments where they are deserved. Where do you find that today in the modern working world?


In one of my first visits to darshan in Munich Mario said to me, “You still have this deep sadness within you.” He was looking at me intensely, and I knew that this was very true. Even after so many years my entire being was still replete with the sadness over my dear husband. I was sadness. Overwhelmed by the enormous energy shining through him, I stumbled back to my seat. After some time I looked within myself, but could hardly believe it; this dark black cloud of sorrow had disappeared. It was simply gone. What remained behind was a light feeling of sadness, something normal. After this I could live again. For this I am infinitely grateful to Master M.


In the course of my long (chronologically speaking) spiritual journey I have had the privilege of meeting many teachers and masters, and some became my own teachers. They have all passed away, except for Amma (Mata Amritanandamayi) who I met in 1987, and with whom I feel a very deep connection.


She embodies for me the all-embracing, all-comprehending, warming, inexhaustible and immeasurable motherly power of love. She sees each person as her child, and without any hesitation, unconditionally, she takes all who come into her arms just as they are.


He, Master M, is like the penetrating sword of discriminating power that cuts through everything nonessential. He is clarity which illuminates every hidden corner and destroys all illusions. He is a gigantic powerhouse of divine alchemical energy. Underlying this force is also universal love, simply another facet of its expression.


Throughout the many years that I have been with Master M and have worked for him, my spiritual life has become considerably simpler and more straightforward. At the same time more clarity and normality have returned to my everyday life. My path and my experiences, as well as my attraction to Indian spirituality have finally led me to this task, where I feel my way into the written words of Master M and can adjust the phrasing so that the German is more refined, but still retains its intended meaning. A demanding and rewarding undertaking!


Thank you Master M for your trust in me.


Urte Knefeli-Zemp


Sommer 2011





THE SUN RISES


MANUEL-V. KISSENER



Geneva, Switzerland, 1986: I had rented a booth at the Book Fair together with a Swiss colleague of mine, also a book publisher and distributor. One day when there was not much activity at our stand, I was observing the visitors as they wandered through the large hall browsing through the offerings at various stalls. At one point, without any apparent purpose, my gaze wandered to the other side of the conference hall. A fragile looking man with an unsteady manner of walking was coming straight towards our stand. A woman was with him. While attempting to be unobtrusive, I observed the two from the corner of my eye. It seemed as if they had no interest in the offerings of the other vendors at all. The man, who appeared to have some physical disability, was giving me a thorough looking-over. Slowly but single-mindedly, they approached and stopped directly in front of our booth. At this point I was still thinking that the two were especially interested in a particular book we were offering. But no!


I am not sure any more what happened next. But as I directed my gaze towards the man, all I saw were eyes. And what eyes they were, so deep and mysterious! The only things I could perceive at that moment were those bewildering eyes which would not go away. I don’t have any idea how the two people introduced themselves to me anymore, but one thing has remained very lucid in my memory. In a voice that was quite difficult to understand but unmistakably resolute he said to me, “You are my publisher!”


Nothing is left in my memory of what else we discussed that day. I did manage to jot down a couple notes on a pad during those short moments. After I gave them my business card and they said they would contact me, they were gone.


In looking over the notes I had made, I finally figured out who it was that had identified me as his publisher. I saw the words;


‘Mario Mantese, musician, author and producer. Clinically dead due to a knife wound in the heart. First book, I Have Left this World: My Journey to the Beyond distributed by Swiss publisher. New manuscript, fairy-tale with title The Secret of the White Stone will be sent to us.’


In the meantime eleven books of his have appeared through our publishing house; this one is the twelfth. We talk by phone several times a year, primarily to discuss upcoming publications.


Time and time again Mario invited me to his gatherings in Munich. I would not have had to go to great expense to attend them, and yet I always looked for excuses to avoid going. Sometimes I would even tell my co-workers to cover for me so I wouldn’t have to talk to him on the phone. Was it fear of the unknown, or was it the anxiety of sensing something I simply didn’t want to acknowledge?


Adding to my apprehensiveness was my anxious rummaging for excuses to justify the ongoing financial plight of our publishing firm. I attributed the blame to everyone else – the authors, my distributors, my workers, and also my father for whom I had taken over the publishing house in the early 1980’s. I omitted only myself. It couldn’t be my responsibility.


Yes, my father: a loving diligent fellow with ample experience in spiritual matters. He managed to build up a small but highly esteemed publishing house that specialized in spiritual literature appearing in the German language which also prospered financially.


There was, however, one blemish on his track record. Although I was employed at the firm for many years, my father never made an effort to initiate me in the necessary duties underlying the publishing profession. From layout to graphics, from marketing to distribution – in all these aspects he never let anyone look over his shoulder to see how he was doing things. Thus, I was forced to jump into ice-cold water and learn to swim on my own in many uncomfortable situations.


It actually went well for the first few years. I could apply myself to the most essential duties required of such a business. I had even taken the initiative to introduce some new books into our program.


Phases, Duties, Goals, and Prophecies


After getting a business degree I worked at my father’s firm for six years before assuming the leadership role. Even as a teenager when I had small tasks in the publishing house, mostly in advertising, I was interested in the contents of many of the books we were putting out.


In my childhood I was already confronted with spiritual subjects through my parents and their visitors, which stimulated my youthful curiosity. There were often books around which described God as ‘light’ that was accessible to everyone. Others promised guidance or could be classified as self-help manuals. These were indeed books that, in contrast to what was offered in my religion classes, spoke to my inner being.


I was actually occupied with these subjects for as long as I can remember. I was always searching for something, and the question, ‘Why am I here?’ was always prominent in my thoughts. But I never found a satisfactory answer.


As a child I had many allergies, blood circulation problems, and other issues to deal with, for which modern medicine rarely offered any lasting remedies. Thus, very early in life I began to study the Eastern techniques of self-defense (judo), autogenous training and yoga, in order to explore and examine my body.


Selvarajan Yesudian, who was an author at our firm, visited us and prophesied that I would find my occupation in my father’s firm. He even said that he recognized me as an ‘old yogi’, though I was only fourteen years-old. Perhaps this was because I always sat down in lotus-posture and was able to perform the most complicated asanas (yoga exercises), though I had never had the privilege or pleasure of receiving instruction. Elisabeth Haich, also an author of several important spiritual books, confirmed his prediction outright. She told me, “You, Darling, will find your calling right here.”


Despite the pronouncements and predictions of Mr. Yesidian and Mrs. Haich, I myself had no goal in mind. I didn’t know what I should do or what I wanted. I felt more inclined to do something with my hands or do something with art. Nevertheless, I took over the publishing company on January 1, 1980.


Bitterness and Impatience


Then came the book fair in Geneva, and Mario Mantese. I sensed that there was some kind of connection with him, but I didn’t know what it was. Strangely, after the book fair in Geneva I never again entertained the idea of presenting our publishing house there. Had I been ‘called’ to go there by him?


Unfortunately, my situation at the firm was not indicative of a successful vocation as a salesman. We were barely able to make ends meet. Impatience grew and I felt bitterness towards my profession as publisher, causing me to doubt myself and my work.


The old saying, ‘after seven years of famine come seven years of plenty,’ did not apply to me, it seemed. Quite the opposite. The firm could hardly maintain a profit and was confronted each year with steep increases in operating costs. There remained very little room for hope that these circumstances would improve. The prospect of ‘seven years of plenty’ wouldn’t apply to the destiny of my publishing house.


I often wanted to throw everything into a corner and wander off somewhere far away. Sometimes it seemed to me that I should let go and hand over all my responsibilities, personal as well as professional, and only do what I wanted. Perhaps I could just go find a cave or hermitage and live in retreat where I didn’t have to deal with anything at all.


But wait! A tarot card reader I met when I was 18 had already predicted that my lucky day would come, and it would be an extraordinary one. Where was this luck? I fought with myself, with the world, and with the universe, which had obviously forgotten me or never even knew I existed.


Looking back now I can see clearly how completely confused my life was, how I just kept pushing forward with goals equally superficial and egocentric. I lacked a deeper meaning in my life, and thus everything was directed to these trivial outer ambitions. Clearly I was stuck in my involvements and peripheral perspectives at the time, and had no idea of inside or outside.


Rays of Light


One day, when I was in my office brooding once more and wishing I could forget everything, the telephone rang. Mario was on the phone. He again invited me to his gathering in Munich. He added, “It would definitely be good for you!” I replied that I wanted to think about it, but actually I had already made up my mind not to go.


I continued to recall the sentence, “It will be good for you!” after the conversation. These words continually echoed in my mind. They even followed me into my dreams that night. The next morning I didn’t remember what I had dreamt. I only knew that this sentence had repeated itself time and time again like a mantra.


I finally resolved to visit the gathering. I had another stop to make in Munich, a visit to Robert A. to drop off some books from Mario. He was in charge of the book table at the gathering over the weekend. Thus I had a second excuse to go. But I still didn’t have the slightest premonition that my life would experience a fundamental shift during that weekend with Master M.


What happened afterwards was an expression of the bonds and intimacy which have united us over centuries.


At the beginning of the darshan I sat with over a thousand others in the large auditorium waiting for Master M to take the stage. A few words were spoken by Dominik, a longtime student of his. Then Dominik pressed the play-button on the disc player and a wonderful, moving piece of classical music began to fill the auditorium. I closed my eyes and waited for Master M to appear, breathing in and out deeply and enjoying the penetrating music resounding in the background.


I knew without opening my eyes that he had come on stage. I sensed the expansion of an immense energy throughout the hall, an energy that began to have its clear effects on me within a few minutes. I began to blink my eyes involuntarily. It was as if the light behind my eyelids was becoming more intense. I noticed that Master M had taken his place on a small sofa chair. With a few hand movements he seemed to be moving invisible worlds, or fine-tuning them.


His eyes moved across the room and looked out at those who had gathered with him. It seemed to me as if he would set each participant across from him and look him or her in the eye. His eyes seemed to permeate all the corners of the large room, as if he was gazing with rays of light and supplying each and every person with energy. I had to force myself to shut my eyes again and wait. A few minutes later I began to relax more and he turned off the music. The darshan began.


Over 1,200 people, men and women of all ages, would eventually move to the middle aisle of the auditorium until they were directly in front of the stage. Here, they received their spiritual ‘hug’. Master M looked each person deeply in the eye, and his gaze pierced right through them.


It took a fairly long time until I was at the stage standing in front of him. Serenity and contentedness blended with his recognizing smile as he looked at me. Just as almost twenty years before in Geneva, I only saw those eyes. I had the feeling that a very distinctive light was enveloping me, a light that allowed me to let go of everything. After he signaled with a nod that it was time to move on and my spiritual ‘hug’ was over, I teetered back to my place. Once there, I shut my eyes in order to allow what had happened in those few seconds to further unfold. It wasn’t long before I noticed a few tears running down my cheeks. I let them flow. When was the last time I had cried?


As the darshan proceeded many things stirred within me. Suddenly, as if experiencing a revelation, I became aware that my life until that point, my whole existence, was not dependent on my outer bodily activity. Rather, it was managed solely by the attitude I brought to my work and into my life. And there was something wrong with this attitude.


I realized that my prior conceptions had to burst like a soap bubble before I could begin to look at what was true.


With these thoughts in mind, thoughts which kept their hold on me long after the darshan, I returned to the hotel and went to bed in a somewhat muddled state. I do know that I dreamt of being trapped, and that the only one who could free me was myself. I had to begin to untangle myself, to let go of my errant attitudes and really free myself from the trivialities of my life as I had led it.


When Master M spoke to the group the following day I had to concentrate very hard to understand him. But at some point an inner door seemed to open which allowed his words to flow directly in. I didn’t listen to them anymore, and could therefore understand them much better. I quickly grasped that his words represented a new beginning for me.


I could feel how old crusty layers were peeled away, how initial lingering resistances were broken down. In time I found I could very consciously take retreat into my center. From here it was possible to absorb his words without limiting myself with any concepts.


Without knowing it, I had come very near to what I had been searching for so long, closer than I could have ever imagined. As he spoke I was navigating myself towards a completely new life, a life that had nothing to do with the life I had previously led. As if coming out of a tightly sealed cocoon, a new person was emerging and leaving the old one behind.


Old Patterns


A few days after the gathering, as I slowly came to myself again, I noticed immediately that some basic underlying things had changed. Soon I was taking on assignments which I would have previously preferred to delegate, responsibilities I would have never carried out myself. These somewhat taxing duties were so easy for me to accomplish that it seemed an inner knot had completely disintegrated. Tasks I had never bothered with were as simple and stress-free to manage as if I had always been doing them. I designed graphics, created flyers and pamphlets, and started to use a computer program for layouts which had been idle on my computer for years. I am sure that something happened during the gathering in Munich which inspired fresh incentive.


Nevertheless, without being aware of it, I eventually fell back again into my old patterns. But now that I had permitted Master M to intercede he was not at all shy to induce tempestuous winds and a small hurricane when it seemed I might fall back into those old mindsets. Though it felt completely counterproductive at times, he managed in this way to release me from my hypnotic and stifling self-image.


My Old Teacher


One day, when I was busy preparing his autobiography In the Heart of the World for printing, I came across a passage that caught my attention. I read that in India Master M had visited one of the famous ‘palm-leaf libraries’. These palm-leaf libraries preserve the traces of people who have lived in India at some point in their past, as written down by sages who had these visions in their meditations.


I read on about his reading, and these words were written there:


“Hundreds of your present students were already with you in your past life. You have found them again. Also the man who produces your books is one of them.”


That could really not be! Until then I had thought that the leaves in the library depicted those aspects of past lives in order to help people who need help and advice in this life, and not that one could also find actual predictions which have bearing on our present life.


“Ok,” I thought to myself. After all, I was always interested in a possible answer or explanation for the question of where I came from and where my path is leading me. For years I had occupied myself with the concepts of reincarnation and palingenesis. Ever since I met Mr. Yesudian at the age of 14, I was more than convinced that this was not our first and only time on this globe.


But could it really be that the old rishis and sages of India had already written down hundreds of years ago that I would be Master M’s publisher?


Indeed, I doubted what I saw written there. It seemed almost impossible that such pronouncements could have been written down centuries ago. I pondered this for a long time. I was almost ready to accuse Mario of allowing his fantasy to run wild. Shortly afterwards we had a telephone conversation. I was still plagued with doubts and asked him if this passage actually meant me, his present publisher, or whether some previous publisher was referred to. I also tried to find a way to express the doubts I was experiencing.


He answered, “Of course you are meant. Who else?” Later he also told me that the reading was recorded. He had the cassette and would play it for me if I had any doubt.


I continued to dwell over it. This answer wasn’t sufficient to relieve my doubts. But then I recollected our first meeting in Geneva twenty years before, and the sentence, “You are my publisher!” Also, the memory arose of what had touched me so deeply at that first encounter, his eyes! I became conscious that I must have recognized those eyes from a previous life, but was still too restricted in my thoughts to comprehend it at the time.


He, Master M, my much-admired teacher from days long past, had searched and found me. He had called me to Geneva, met me, and we were able to resume a passage together that could not be brought to completion long ago.


This recognition and the deep-rooted certainty of what I now knew prompted me to lock myself in my apartment. I needed time to integrate the significance of what I had realized. During those hours I also saw that he had already held the scepter in his hand in Geneva, if not before. Since that time he had been helping me by accelerating my superficial, ingrained and egocentric motives. He opened my eyes kindheartedly to what I was doing and showed me a way out of my dilemma, unconcerned that it could take me twenty years to get through it.


He had given me every freedom, including the freedom to come to his gatherings when I felt I was ready. He had supported and guided me through all those years in spite of my resistance and doubts, until I was ready to reciprocate the trust he placed in me.


His book In Touch with a Cosmic Master has inspired me, and I thank Mario Mantese – Master M – from my deepest heart that I can call him a friend. Old pathways meet up, circles come to a close. We, his students and I, have wandered off and lost him in the maelstrom of time. But he has never given up on any of us. Until this day many people from various cultures and religions that have found him. Thousands of people are now ready to be guided with his assistance into the ‘Great Silence’, and give ourselves over to it; this ‘Great Silence’ which he lives and which he is.


Master M is that which allows us all to unite with the Universal again. He says that, “God is everything, and therefore we cannot possibly exist outside or separate from him.”


My Questions for Master M


Q: When I return home from the gatherings I have a special elated feeling, a sense of joy and delight completely different from the feelings before seeing you. Unfortunately these feelings fade away (at least to some degree) as I get back into my everyday life. How can I continue in this higher consciousness without it slipping away?


MM: Ripening takes patience. When the sun rises in the morning it takes a while for the sunlight to burn off all the fog, to dry up all the dew, and to remove all the shadows. Exalted feelings experienced at the gatherings are indicators. They suggest something deeper, something which you are, something that is content without any cause.


Q: What is life? What is death?


MM: The life of a person is bound to the world in which he or she lives. The inner world reflects the outer world and outer world the inner world; they condition each other.


If there was no one experiencing, there would be no world. The one experiencing is the world itself. Yet this world exists merely as a conception in consciousness.


To die inside is the end of the one experiencing and that which is experienced, the end of all speculative possibilities and mental processes. To be truly aware here and now is what is called death. Life and death are two aspects of one reality, but are not the one reality itself.


One who awakens is no longer influenced by that which moves within space and through space. One who awakens is not affected by anything within the confines of space, also not by life and death.


Q: Why do so many people struggle with their lives, and why do they have so much fear of death?


MM: One who is afraid of life is also afraid of death. Life cannot exist apart from death, and death cannot be separated from life. Therefore, a person needs to find out what he or she was before being born.


Those who struggle with life are constantly seeking solutions for their problems. Good and bad experiences belong to the world, to the thinking mind. Thus, one should meet both with equanimity, and go beyond them. Realize THAT which is beyond the body, beyond life and death. Then all problems and all doubts will dissolve! That which you really are cannot be understood. You can only understand what you really are not.


Q: I have read that past, present, and future should not be viewed as independent of each other, that in reality these are seen as separate units of time through our deluded interpretations attached to the realm of time and space. Where does our mistaken thinking arise regarding activity happening here and now?


MM: Space is that which we perceive through the senses as height, breadth, and depth. This is what we sense and interpret. Space is that which creates volume. Time is the measure we require in order to be conscious of things in space. Still, space and time exist only on the conceptual level, they build the essential foundation of all that appears and disappears in the world of experiences active in our brains. But this world of experiences doesn’t actually exist. The senses are only an instrument of the brain and its functionality, and this leads us to the question: does the person who is thinking and feeling exist only as a product of the image-world in his brain?


In Here-and-Now there is neither past nor future. The present is the intersection where these concepts of time and space arise. The present is only another name for the intellect, and it is here in the intellect where the thought - ‘I am’- is born.


All things which appear to the senses and are processed in the intellect are light-images reflecting in consciousness. The internal is experienced externally, and here one forgets that the body as well as the brain are themselves part of these illusionary reflections.


To be conscious of this is what one calls ‘awakening’. In awakening all illusions are transcended, and this allows what you really are to be revealed.


Q: What do the participants at your gatherings do or think when you say, “I have never seen a student.”


MM: I am pure consciousness, beyond having and losing! Pure love doesn’t stick, it doesn’t push or pull. Students don’t have me and I don’t have any students, because I am not an object that one can have and hold on to. I don’t want any dependency!


Nevertheless, to encounter a cosmic master is certainly important for someone spiritually oriented.


Q: You often say that we are not the reflections which we tow along this time around on the earth. What is this reflection? Is it the divine mother-father principle which is observing itself in this reflection?


MM: The religious idea of a mother-father principle is nothing but an adopted idea. The heavenly mother-father principle is seen as a cause and explanation of the world, for a world which in reality doesn’t exist. All names and all forms are transient and therefore unreal in relation to Totality.


All conceptual thought-movements in the brain are illusory constructs, images which lead one astray from Totality. Totality is like a white screen upon which the world is reflected, as when you see a film at the movie theater. The intellect is the director. He also operates the film projector and directs the senses. He is the screenwriter, the actor, and the producer as well. The reality of true presence is like the white screen, free of causes and free of effects.


Realization doesn’t mean to understand. No, it is a total direct experience where the one experiencing is totally absent. You are Totality and not the light-images flickering around in your brain, arising and vanishing again and again. You can never be that which you imagine.


Q: I have concentrated on the theme of death and reincarnation for a long time. I also know that our karma, destiny or kismet, the path that we have to follow, is determined by the freedom of our thoughts and deeds. We supply the cause and have to live with the effects and deal with them. So why do the heavens want things this way? What is IT accomplishing here when our spiritual origin and root cause is actually one with him?


MM: The heavens want nothing and have nothing to accomplish. It is the ego that wants and accomplishes. The ego experiences the path which it conceptualizes and maps out for itself. Since a conception is a cause with an effect, one also calls this confusing game of the ego karma. This confusion goes so far that a person even speaks about his own karma.


When a candle is lit in a dark room, the candle itself does nothing. But the candlelight changes everything. Light dissolves all darkness and immediately changes the atmosphere in the room. That means when a person awakens the childish conception that God wants or intends to accomplish something vanishes into nothing. The awakened being looks between and through the thoughts and realizes that he is without karma, because the world has never touched him.


Q: What is the reality we are working with, or non-reality, as the case may be, Totality? Is it the unity with the universal father-mother principle?


MM: Reality is not a principle we can work with. The father-mother principle exists, as I have already explained, only as a religious concept in the intellect, and the intellect itself is only a bundle of assembled, activated thoughts and images.


Reality exists prior to the intellect, prior to the one searching for it, with all his hopes and ideas. Light is always light, light will never become a shadow, and God will never become the world!


Q: We always tend to isolate ourselves in our thoughts with our rational minds. We assume the separate existence of each and every thing from the very beginning, particularly the existence of God. How can we get rid of this conditioned sense of being separate, and be one with all, especially with God, the Divine?


MM: How is it that we want to become what we already are? One who strives to find unity should first put the one striving in question. The constant sense of separation from unity, from the All-One, exists only in the thinking mind, the intellect, and the intellect is only a daydream. Don’t let yourself be confused by ideas and impressions which distance you from your natural presence. God is not something which one looks for, God is realized here and now.


Q: How can we view or understand the connection of the cosmic master to our union with God and the universe?


MM: There is none! Connections belong only to the intellect. It creates connections.


Cosmic masters are in the world, but not of the world. In truth they neither exist nor do not exist. Because they are actually without a body and yet living in the world physically, their presence is a mystery to the ‘I’-consciousness.


They appear in the consciousness of human beings as the body, although in reality they are formless and bodiless.


In the presence of Master M, everything which you truly never were is erased, also the idea of being a personality. The illusory superimposed personality is dense, sluggish, and clumsy. It maintains the idea that the personality lives in the world with a body.


You are convinced that names and forms belong to you and that they really exist. But names and forms exist only as concepts in consciousness and are in reality empty and without any true substance.


Q: In an interview you stated that there is no goal, no experience, and no realization, because there is no one who experiences or realizes. At the same time you said that something like an experience of the Self doesn’t exist, because eternal being is not something that can be experienced. Who and what are we then, if the one seeking and also the thing we are seeking are only erroneous ideas?


MM: What, who, and where? Confused and misled human beings seek something other than that which they already are. They are like fish in the ocean who insistently search for water.


Don’t strive to achieve something or let go of something. Otherwise you remain trapped in your own concepts. Just be natural, be what is here and now. Just be simple, be normal! Don’t distance yourself from yourself – the Self! Let all things go their way, and don’t give in to a single second thought.


Be aware that what is most deeply within you is always there –


THAT.





MASTER OF LIGHT


ELEONNORE STACHEL



I enjoyed a happy childhood in a small village in the Bernese Jura region of Switzerland. I loved the rural life there, the nature, trees, flowers, and the wind.


I am the oldest of four, with three younger brothers. Our parents were educators. Our mother was a biologist, and the foundation of her spiritual quest was meticulous scientific accuracy. Our father, in contrast, was an enthusiastic philosophy teacher and accomplished opera singer. He imbued our childhood with arias and bedtime stories of man-eaters.


I learned to read from my grandmother long before I went to school. She passed on to me her love of books and captivated me with the fairy-tales she herself invented for us. My grandfather imparted to me his love of trees.


I wasn’t happy about going to school. I felt trapped and always waited impatiently for it to be over. I wanted to be in the forest, to spend time alone or to play there with my companions. I loved to climb trees and spend my time up above floating between heaven and earth. The trees were my friends.


My mother often took me along on her biological expeditions and taught me to see the hidden beauty of things. She passed on her knowledge of plants, especially those that help and heal. In my adolescent years my father, whose interests were more philosophical than mystical, began to initiate me into his beloved world of books. He introduced me to authors I would read from often in the following years: from Karl Graf Dürkheim to Arnaud Desjardins, from J. Krishnamurti to Henri Laborit and other scientists who wrote on quantum physics. Later I read from Sri Ramana Maharshi and Swami Prajnanpad.


Search for the Divine - First Steps


I was not baptized, but wanted badly to have the usual religion classes in school and instruction from the church like the other kids. But there was a world of difference between the apocryphal psalms and gospels my father expounded upon, and our conduct in class, where we would compete to see who was the fastest to find this or that chapter in the Bible.


The pastor, who was often unnerved by my questions, was convinced that I was harassing him on purpose to disrupt his teaching. He told my parents that I was not suited for such an education. I still have the Bible from those days, and enjoy reading it. What also remains is the certainty that I will never reenter the Protestant Church.


Love, Life, and Death


At seventeen I fell in love with a man who was some years older than me. We had only been together for a few months when he was diagnosed with cancer.


The two years of illness prior to his death was one of the most intense periods of my life. Through him I learned a language far beyond words; the communication of a quiet glance, and to converse within the calm quietude of silence. I also came to know what it is to be an authentic human being. He had no time to lose, and through his honest expression he demanded the same authenticity of the person he was with. Sometimes when I would put my hand on a certain part of his body, the pain would disappear and he could be comforted for a while.


Thanks to him I became conscious that life reveals its greatest intensity when it is close to death. And I came to know an unbearable helplessness in the face of suffering, when the body of a person one deeply loves is deteriorating. I sent prayers at that time that I could offer my life so that he could live.


In the course of those two years I experienced a whole spectrum of feelings and emotions, from the most egoistic to the most altruistic. Yet, during the entire process of his illness I never shed one tear.


Instead, I carried an unwavering conviction that love can accomplish anything, heal anything. I believed in a miraculous recovery and adamantly rejected the diagnosis of the doctors. At the moment of his last breath I found myself in a state between acceptance and absolute denial. I refused to see the truth as it was. I held him in my arms, not wanting to let him go, and begged him to open his eyes again. His mother and my mother approached the scene calmly and helped me to let go of his dead body.

OEBPS/Images/9_1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
Blessings

A Man of Miracles

Master M - Mario Mantese





