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Welcome to The Psychic Soldier and his exciting adventures growing up in the nineteenth century.

He learns to fight as a soldier and acquires real psychic abilities to help him.

These abilities are real and the Author has written about a realistic process for their development since he is worldwide authority on Eastern Spiritual development and Psychic abilities. 

In the first part of the book we learn about Tristan Morgan’s early life and adventures with partially developed intuitive abilities.

He meets masters of ancient wisdom and technology to learn from them.

Tristan Morgan learns how to live many lifetimes. Later in the book his adventures focus on dates fifty to one hundred years into his future.

The story is fictional, but it could be real. This is not pure fantasy. 

Tristin’s adventures include India, China, Japan, the American West, the Civil War, World War One, World War Two, and challenges from Aliens in the future.

Find out how amazing life could really be for someone who is an immortal soldier.
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Chapter 1: My Early Life
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My name is Tristin Morgan and this is the story of my life—and a long one at that.

I decided to break my autobiography into multiple phases since I’ve now lived over two thousand years and it would take way too long to tell everything in one book.

I was born in 1828 in Wales west of England near the city of Cardiff to a farming family out in the countryside.

I never had plans to become a warrior, and fate intervened in ways I never would have expected.

My early life was pretty typical of living on a farm where we grew crops and tended sheep.

I learned to do chores from the age of five years old. These chores included feeding the sheep and helping my Dad with the wheat and barley crops. 

Spent many a day helping with weed pulling or putting down fertilizer and rescuing sheep from gullies or those caught in fences.

At ten years old I was five feet tall—pretty big for my age. I was thin and wiry and would only become more so as I grew into a gangly teenager.

My four sisters were great fun since I was the middle child—two older and two younger. They all wanted to play with me. My sister’s names were Sarah, Jana, Rachel, and Kathy.

I learned I was different one day from this adventure when I was eight years old:

It was midafternoon and I was done with chores. Went out with my bow and arrow in the local woods shooting squirrels. 

Had been doing lots of shooting and missing the squirrels. My dad told me it was good practice but it would take me a while to become a good hunter. It didn’t happen overnight.

Spotted a big grey one who saw me and took off for his tree.

He ran up the tree which was about twenty feet from me. I had a feeling he would jump left onto a branch rather than right to an adjacent close tree.

So I aimed left—sure enough, I hit the squirrel!

He fell out of the tree and I ran home with it in my hands to show my parents.

My dad was excited for me and gave me a big smile and said “I knew you could become a real hunter if you stuck with it!”

Mom told me good work and started skinning the squirrel to put into her stew pot.

It tasted great with dinner as food you got yourself always does.

Continued my hunting for the next several years and became a real “dead eye” shot.

My parents and friends from neighboring farms came with me to watch me shoot because I rarely missed.

What they didn’t realize was that I was using my intuition to judge where the prey would go and so it was pretty easy for me.

All the people watching just assumed I had great “woodsman” skills and that I was watching the animals closely.

I had little formal schooling but did learn to read and write since my mother taught me.

All too soon my life on the farm seemed too close and contained for me.

Really wanted to get away and do something with my life.

Some of my older friends had travelled to London and many soldiers came back to the area to visit their families.

These soldiers told many stories of travels to distant lands like India and Australia.

I was now sixteen and antsy to get out and see the world.

Told my parents I was going to join the army to see the world. Both of them stared at me but knew they weren’t going to change my mind.

They were sad to see me leave and made me promise I would come back and see them.

My dad even had wet eyes as he gave me some shillings for food and rides to London.

My sisters all hugged me goodbye and I could see tears in their eyes.

Waving to my family in the front of the house was tough and I nearly changed my mind, but I was set to go and so I set off with some clothes on my back, a small pack with extras, and a knife on my belt.

I knew how to use the knife to skin animals and had played fighting with my friends, but wasn’t a very good knife fighter.

*****
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MY FIRST NIGHT ON THE road I walked towards Cardiff and stayed on the side of the road in a dry haystack.

The next day I made it to Cardiff. After several inquiries I found some food carts going to London.

The owner of one cart let me ride for free if I was willing to load and unload the cart.

It was more work than I thought because the owner Ralph stopped in nearly every town on the way to sell part of his load and load some new freight on his large wagon.

It took us about five days to get to London. I thanked Ralph for the ride and he suggested a local low cost tavern that had safe and low cost rooms for the night.

I got to the tavern and decided to order some beer with my dinner food. It was an old establishment with some seedy people in it.

Ordering a second and third beer was a mistake. Feeling pretty good and not used to being drunk I wandered outside into a dark alley nearby to take a leak.

There were several scrawny but mean looking toughs in the alley who saw me and quickly surrounded me.

They told me to give them my money, but drunk as I was I told them to “go eat shit”.

This led to two on them pulling out knifes and telling me they were going to spear me like a pig.

I pulled my knife and now I was scared. This caused me to sober up quickly and really focus my attention on my muggers. 

One started to lean in to strike me. My intuition was to pirouette and stab him in his arm. Then felt that another one was going to stab me in the back.

This led me to reach backwards turning left and put a big gash into the second attacker’s chest.

They quickly decided I wasn’t an easy mark and ran out the end of the alley.

I was left there sweating and breathing hard.

A soldier who I could tell was a full Lieutenant came into the alley and remarked “I was going to ask if you were okay or need help, but I see you can defend yourself.”

He clapped me on the back and said “My name is Lieutenant Ford and let me stand you to a drink”

I said thanks as Lt. Ford let me back inside. He was almost six feet tall and looked like he was well bred and in his mid-twenties.

We sat down and I could see the Lieutenant was much more experienced in the world than myself. 

I asked him “How come you are an officer and at a young age?” He told me “My dad purchased my commission. I’ve been in the Infantry for about a year and we are going to deploy in a few months”

“Where are you going?” He replied “To India, There is lots of action there and it will be a great adventure.”

I asked him “How can I join the army and go with you?” He gave me a sharp look then nodded his head.

“I’ll take you to the recruiting office tomorrow. You sure you want to do this? It can be a hard life.”

I said “Yes” and we agreed to meet in the morning.

He took me to an old building built of brick in London which had a short line of recruits. 

An old Sergeant inside asked me questions about how I was raised and didn’t really listen to the answers. I think he just wanted to see if I could hold a conversation properly.

Then he gave me a paper to make my mark or sign up. Joining was easy since they needed recruits.

I was sent with a group of other kids to the Regiment’s training barracks North of London.

Over several months we learned to dig trenches, fire muskets, and it included lots of marching.

Discipline was tough. I remember being called to order one Sunday morning to watch two soldiers who got drunk the night before be flogged.

They each got twenty lashes and had to be helped down from the flogging stand to get salve put on their wounds in the barracks.

I determined to not do anything to get flogged since it looked very painful.

After a few months I was considered fully trained. The non comms told us all I would become more fully trained in battle.

Word got around we were going overseas. We were assembled one morning on the parade ground.

The Major who was second in charge of the regiment got up on a platform to speak to us.

He said “You are now all fully trained soldiers in the glorious British Army. Now we are going on an exciting deployment to India. I expect you all to make your leaders and the British Empire proud.”

*****
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THE NEXT MORNING WE rode carts to the London Harbor to join our troop ship for the journey to India.

I saw Lieutenant Ford on the ship with other officers. Waving at him to get his attention he finally saw me.

He headed towards me and I met him and saluted him.

He smiled and said “Private Morgan I see you are making the trip with us.” I replied “Yes Sir. I made it through training and am coming to India with you”

He looked at me seriously and advised me “Be careful Private. There are many in the army who pick on others and some who are pure sadists. Learn who to avoid and who to be careful with if you value your life”.

“Thanks Sir. I will be careful”.

​​
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​Chapter 2: Traveling to India
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The ship headed down through the Mediterranean and on to Cairo.

We were only called to do light exercise on trip and most of the day was free so I spent a lot of time at the guard rails or looking through open windows.

I really enjoyed seeing the Rock of Gibraltar and knowing it was a British Fort.

It was July and a lot hotter than anywhere in England. Passing Gibraltar I was impressed with the large canons and could see how it stood as a barrier to hostile forces entering or leaving the Mediterranean.

We reached Cairo after several weeks in our sailing ship and debarked to a British Barracks in the City.

Out that evening with some of my mates we wandered into downtown Cairo to find a bar.

We got liquored up and headed down some streets to look around.

I soon felt the hair rising on my neck and told my mates—let’s not go down this alley.

It feels pretty dangerous. Most listened, but several didn’t care and wandered down there.

We soon heard yelling and we converged on the alley along with a few British Marines in the area.

One of my squad’s solders had been stabbed pretty badly and robbed by the locals. They were still attacking him. I ran in and started hitting them and stabbed at a couple with my knife. They could see my mates coming too so they took off running.

We carried him back to the barracks and a corpsman was called to work on him.

Fortunately the solder survived but he would be in bed for weeks and would miss the rest of our regiment’s trip to India.

The Regimental commander lined all of us up who had been at the incident to get our stories.

The commander was in his forties and had a big handlebar mustache. His name was Colonel Briggs and he had a deep voice.

He got the overall story about the incident and my warning to the rest.

He looked me up and down then said “Private Morgan here seems to keep his head about him. You should all listen to what he says”

The rest of my mates stared at me but didn’t say anything.

Then he dismissed us and we got an early rest that night.

Next morning we all joined a caravan to take us to the Red Sea Port of Suez. This was where we would catch our next ship.

We had camels and horses pulling wagons with troops and supplies in the wagons.

We did a lot of walking but sometimes got to ride in the wagons under the canvas shaded canopies.

Several officers remarked that there were ideas about building a canal to the Red Sea but it might be decades before a serious effort was made.

It was hot as hell in the desert and we stayed under the tarps on the wagons as much as possible.

It took five days to get to the port city of Suez and were happy to see the water.

After we were all dismissed most of us headed to the beach to jump into the water. God but that water felt nice and cool...

*****
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THE NEXT MORNING WE boarded a ship owned by the British East India Company. It was this company which really controlled all of India and had a warrant from the British Crown to do so.

Our regiment would really be contracting with British East India Company while in India.

The company also had a huge army of natives of over one hundred thousand in India.

Our ship hugged the coast and we reached India in another two weeks and exited the ship in Bombay.

A crowded city even then with people everywhere and all of the colors of the rainbow in what people wore for clothes and the local street shops.

Although we spent a few weeks in the Bombay area it wasn’t our final destination.

Our ultimate destination was Bengal state in northeastern India, so it was back onto several East India Company boats to travel around the south of India to the city of Calcutta.

The sea was crowded with small fishing boats near the cities, and the weather was steaming. If not for the water we were on we would have dried up.

We finally got to the east coast of India with lots of sailing and stops in small ports on the way for supplies.

I was on supply duty sometimes and would be in the row boats heading into the city.

Each city was different and had many beggars. Some large stone shrines to the many Indian Gods existed in some of those cities.

We got provisions, water, and some fresh fruit to forestall any possibilities of scurvy.

As we came down the ramp into Calcutta we could see that it was a much more crowded city and much poorer than Bombay. 

We got a couple days rest in an army camp, then two weeks more marching through the dust north into central Bengal.

I was convinced I’d become a desert warrior from all of the dust and dirt which we walked through. This included a continuous cloud of dust raised by our horses and the soldiers in front of us.

We all wore handkerchiefs which we moistened often to catch the dust.

We climbed the trails for another week until we got into the rainy forests to reach our destination.

Finally we reached a Raja’s Palace in central Bengal and were told this was going to be our Regimental headquarters. 

​​
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​Chapter 3: Regimental Operations
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The former owner of the palace was the Nawab Nizam of Bengal. His army was defeated by the British in the late seventeen hundreds.

Now the palace was to be the home of our regiment and two more in this province were nearby.

The location was several thousand feet up in the hills so the climate was cooler, and we had rivers and streams in the area.

Overall, it was a nice temperate location. There was lots of grass and trees, with cool mountain mists in the morning.

We were warned to watch for tigers in the local woods and wealthy visitors plus our commanders often went into the bush on elephants to hunt the tigers.

Our barracks were a series of buildings added onto to back of the palace in the last few decades. Overall, not too bad.

We had plenty of training time to learn better shooting and close quarter combat practice with our rifle bayonets.

I spent my off time around the outdoor fire next to our quarters.

We spent many an evening shooting the breeze with each other while listening to wild animal noises in the woods.

My mate Rossiter leaned back on a log near the fire and said “This is the life. I could stay here like this for many years.”

However, old Sergeant Woods who was sitting around the fire said “Wrong laddie, I don’t think you properly understand the situation. We aren’t here to party. We are here to fight bandits and thugs like the Thugee cult. They are tough and nasty and will torture you if you get caught.”

That perked up our ears and quieted us down.

Sergeant I asked “How often do you think we will have a fight?”

The Sergeant had been in this country many years and said “You will all be going on month long patrols and can expect to run into several encounters with these savages. Keeps your wits if you want to keep your heads.”

The rest of the evening was pretty quiet around the fire as everyone contemplated their personal futures.

*****
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SURE ENOUGH, NEXT MORNING we were told at morning assembly by our Lieutenant to get ready for a long patrol. He said it would last at least several weeks and possibly more depending upon what we found.

The next morning a platoon of us under Lieutenant Milborn set out with two supply wagons a few horses for the officers, and the rest of us on foot.

Our platoon was three sections of eight men each who were each under an experienced Sergeant. A signaler for the Lieutenant was also included.

We marched North and would camp somewhere with good visibility and water each night.

Sentries were posted and I did my share of duty.

On our fourth night out, I was doing midnight sentry duty when I got a bad feeling that something wasn’t right. I looked around but didn’t see or hear anything.

Finally, the feeling got so strong I woke the Lieutenant by nudging him under his blanket.

He woke in the dark and whispered “What’s wrong private? I don’t hear or see anything”

I said “Sorry to wake you but something is about to happen. I heard noises in the bush”. This was a lie but I had to convince him to get up and wake everyone else-and I didn’t want to tell anyone about my intuitions.

He said “Okay—let’s wake everyone quietly”. As we touched people we put our hands over their mouths to stop anyone from yelling.

Gradually the platoon woke and everyone put on their boots and reached for their muskets in the dark along with knifes too.

In five minutes everyone was awake and armed. We all moved to defensive positions.

Pretty soon we saw shapes coming towards us with swords and long knives in their hands. They thought we were all still asleep!

They sneaked to within twenty feet of the camp and then the Lieutenant yelled “Fire! Fire! Let them have it!”

There was a huge noise as everyone blasted at once. All the shadows went down but there were more coming.

The next wave of natives reached us and it became some real hand to hand fighting.

I was confronted by a middle aged native who gave me a dirty smile as he started to plunge a long knife into my heart. Fortunately, my intuitive sense gave me a few seconds warning so I was able to move out of the way and chopped his head off instead.

Other natives attacked our platoon and we were all fighting for our lives. I felt another knife slash near my back so I fell on the ground and twisted around to hit my attacker in the leg with my bayonet.

In a few minutes it was all over. We checked our perimeter for more possible attackers and made sure all the ones we had taken down were dead.

As morning dawned we were still all awake and in our defensive positions.

There were over forty dead Thugees who had attacked us. We had three dead soldiers and ten slightly wounded but who could walk and fight.

The Lieutenant got us all together and thanked me saying “Great fighting everyone. And Private Morgan was really sharp—he heard the attackers massing and gave us enough time to get ready for their surge. Private Morgan, you are hereby promoted to Corporal.”

Everyone cheered “Hear! Hear! Great job Corporal” I was a little embarrassed and turned red but very happy to be recognized.

We all ate breakfast and packed up our camp leaving the dead attackers for the scavengers. We buried our own.

I kept getting thank yous and pats on the back as we marched. But I sensed that the worst danger was yet to come.

*****
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WE KEPT GOING ON OUR patrol another couple weeks and came to the Ganges River in northern India.

Took a few days to rest near the river at a small town. 

I kept feeling danger mounting but couldn’t tell my officers anything since I didn’t have any evidence.

Scuttlebutt was that the Thugees had a big concentration north of the river.

We took off from the river and headed north. After another day of marching we came to a cave complex.

Our outriders saw that people were in the Caves. They reported that it wasn’t families but looked like the Thugees.

The Lieutenant had a plan for us to surround the cave complex then attack. I felt the touch of death and didn’t want to be part of this attack.

But this was what I was being paid for. I also couldn’t leave or I would be branded a coward.

*****
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LIEUTENANT MILBORN divided us into two groups. One to attack the eastern caves and one to attack the rest which were spread out all over.

I was in the second group. I really felt a deathly fear about this attack and knew we were going to get massacred. 

Milborn signaled the attack. We all went in to start the attack.

We shot the first group of Thugees who came out of the caves wheeling their Scimitars like madmen. 

But they just kept coming, and coming. I could see we were going to be overwhelmed and found a rock to hide behind. 

So I took the cowards way out and hid in a crevice behind this large rock where nobody could see me. But I thought it was better to be alive and free than dead or captured.

Heard our men yelling and screaming. Then they ran out of ammo and it was all knife fighting.

After another fifteen minutes there was a quiet. 

Then came cheering from the Thugees who cheered “Agga Agga, Wolind” over and over yelling at the top of their lungs.

I was very depressed because my mates and leaders were dead and I was alone.

I waited in my secure area outside of the cave complex until it was late at night.

Getting out of there when everyone was asleep I knew there were sentries to the south and wandering sentries looking for any more of us soldiers.
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​​​Chapter 4: On My Own
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I left my shelter past midnight and headed north, being guided by the stars.

Stopped occasionally when I felt the Thugees guards around and looking for anymore soldiers.

Finally cleared their area after five miles and kept going. Wanted to find shelter to rest and stay out of the way during most of the next day.

Found some logs near a river crossing which I could pile up into a protective shelter and disguised area for me.

Stayed there the entire next day and rested. Occasionally I would look around me and go to the river for water and to wash. 

I had a few more rations in my pack but knew I would be out soon.

Fortunately my bow and arrow skills came into play.

I found some candidate spruces and after a few tries was able to shape a new bow. I used some twisted reeds to make the bowstring line attached to both ends of the bow.

Working in my shelter I was unseen and working on the bow and arrows kept me busy so I didn’t have to think about my predicament.

As night was falling I left my shelter to go hunting.

I saw some shapes in the woods which became several raccoons as I crept closer.

I loved to hunt raccoons back in England. They were an easy target.

Creeping up on one I shot it through the heart. I really needed the meat. 

Then I started striping the carcass and started a fire in the woods to cook it.

The cooked fresh meet was wonderful and I really needed it after short rations the last couple of days.

Also used the guts to make a better bowstring which would improve my bow and therefore future hunting.

The other thing great about using a bow to hunt for my food was that it didn’t make the noise a musket did.

I kept the musket for future challenges but wanted to save the balls and powder as long as possible.

*****
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STAYED IN MY SHELTER one more day to rest.

That morning I heard noises and saw a team of twenty Thugees crossing the river heading north.

This was not good since I couldn’t go south through them and now they were heading north too.

I would have to move at night and use my senses to avoid them.

That night I set off on the dirt path walking north.

After several hours I felt I was getting close to the Thugees camp so I left the path and detoured through the woods around them.

Kept going another fifteen miles before I stopped. Wanted to gain distance on them and was looking for a separate way to go to get away from these savages.

The next day as I was peering out of the trees I saw a small village in the distance. Thought maybe I could get some supplies and more information.

Only got a couple hours sleep so I could keep going. In the early afternoon I reached the village and looked for someplace I could go.

Then I saw a small hut with a sign which was written in Hindi. I couldn’t tell what it said but was drawn towards it.

Walking in the front door I saw lot of herbs hanging up drying and many bottles of what looked like medical potions.

An attractive but short middle aged woman came up to me and she spoke good British English “What can I do for you sir, I see you are a British Soldier on your own.”

For some reason I trusted her and said “My entire group of soldiers was on a patrol and we were wiped out by the Thugees. All except me. I’m trying to find someplace safe to go. By the way how do you speak English so well?”

She looked me over with a friendly examination and replied “I learned English working for the British in Calcutta at the port. You are lucky you found me since I’m probably the only person in this village who does speak English.”

“As to avoiding the Thugees, you have a real problem. They will learn of your presence here then track you down and torture you to death. You must get away soon. What is your name soldier?”

I said “I’m Corporal Morgan with an English Regiment. What about your name?”

She said “My name is Matana Virk. I am a healer. Let me think about what you should do...”

Her brow furrowed as she thought. She invited me into a back room and then heated and poured me some tea.

Finally her eyes brightened and she said “Corporal Morgan. I have an idea. But tell me first, how did you avoid being killed and how did you get here avoiding all of the people who might capture you or turn you in?”

I decided to trust her and said “When I felt we were going to lose the battle I hid behind a rock. Then I used my feelings and intuitions to avoid problems as I marched north.”

She smiled and said “As I thought, you have already developed your intuition to protect you. You are very young to do this and it explains a lot about why you are still alive and free”.

“You need to head to the monasteries in the Himalayas to learn more about yourself and to develop your abilities. This is where your fate is taking you”

I gave her a questioning look and said “Are you sure about this Matana? I’m just a simple soldier and have a natural ability which allows me to be more sensitive than others.”

She continued “Yes I am sure. You have wonderful potential but have to develop it. This will be a long journey and through very tough terrain, so you will need to be rested and prepared. You can stay in my back room for a couple of days to rest and get ready.”

I wasn’t convinced, but it was a great offer and I really didn’t have any other safe place to go.

I really didn’t want to be a monk since I had heard that Christian monks were locked up for years and some never left their monasteries.

I said “Matana thanks for your offer of hospitality and I will accept. Not sure I want to go to the mountains and a monastery though”

She said “That is fine. You stay here for a while and I will tell you my story.”

​​
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​Chapter 5: Matana’s Story
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After dinner that night Matana related her story:

“I was a young woman of eighteen who had a lot of compassion for other people’s health.

I could look at them, see their auras, and tell if they were healthy or sick. (Although I didn’t know what auras were at that time.) I kept quiet about my abilities because my people would have thought I was weird.”

One day a Tibetan monk came through town. We all came out to see him as he passed his begging bowl around.

My mother and I were standing outside waiting for the monk to come down the road to us.

The monk was a middle aged kind of fat looking guy with a very loving smile.

He looked and me and my Mom and asked if he could stay with us that night. He said he had something to tell me.

My Mom agreed and so the monk did stay with us. 

He told us his name was Sastra and he had been a monk for twenty years.

After introductions and pleasantries he said this to me “You child have many potential abilities. What do you want to do with your life?”

Replying, I looked straight at him and said “I want to be a healer to help people.”

He nodded his head and said “You should develop your spiritual abilities and get some medical training too. There is a monastery a week north of here that has classes for laymen. They will train you.”

My Mom said “Okay—but who would let her in and we can’t afford anything”.

Sastra leaned in and smiled “I know the Monk running it very well. I will write you a note and he will let you attend. The classes are for free—we just limit the attendees.”

After talking some more my Mom agreed to accompany me to take a look at this spiritual school starting the next day. 

When we got to the school after a week of travel it looked like any old brick building in a small town.

We stayed at the home of one of the women who helped run the place.

In the school I learned meditation and other exercises and became a true healer.

When I asked the teacher where all this knowledge came from he said “Up in the Himalayas there are places with much knowledge. What you learn here is just the smallest drip of what can be learned and abilities which can be developed”.

Is this something I can do I wondered?

I asked about traveling there and the teacher said “This is not just a trip, it is a choice in life and would take you decades to learn. It is not a trip for a woman alone.”

I accepted that because I wanted to stay in my village and get married. I just didn’t want to make the commitment.

So after spending a year in the school (Mom went home after a month) I became a healer here and learned more about how to read auras. I also developed my healing abilities. Overall, it was a wonderful experience.

I’ve always wondered about making the trip and devoting myself to learning spiritual abilities.

This is why you should go into the mountains Corporal because I can sense you have many undeveloped abilities and they will train you there.
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​​​Chapter 6: Into the Mountains
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I thanked Matana for her story and told her I would like to rest now.

She nodded her head and led me to a corner in the back room with some blankets. I took a nap on them while she fixed dinner.

As I was relaxing I thought about her story and thought the mountains and spiritual monasteries might be very interesting.

There wasn’t an easy way to go back to the Regiment anyway with all the Thugees in between so I thought I’ll just make a side trip.

The Regimental leadership would eventually decide I was dead anyway. They would probably also court martial me if I told the truth about hiding from the enemy or even if I didn’t tell them the truth when I was the only one of the Platoon still alive.

I stayed with Matana several days to learn more about healing from her and then decided to make the journey.

Matana showed me some easy healing potions made from local plants and I came to really like and trust this older woman.

It was time for me to continue my journey and Matana gave me what I would need.

She gave me blankets, potions for health and endurance, and food. She also helped me get my boots fixed in a local shop as well as purchasing some other light foot wear for me to use when in a village or city.

I gave her a big hug and headed North out of the village on the trail. The trail kept climbing until I was breathing hard because the air was getting thinner. The forests became thicker the higher we went.

A few weeks later I was at the Indian border into Nepal.

There, I hooked up with a caravan going into the mountains by offering myself as a packer to pack and unpack the horses.

This packing was something I had learned to do in the army so it didn’t seem too difficult.

Many people carried guns or knives to scare off bandits trying to rob the caravan so I was well respected for the weapons I carried and the caravan leader was happy to have me.

*****
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WE LEFT THE BORDER in early August and headed up the trail further into the mountains.

As we climbed the scenery became more and more dramatic. 

Soon I could see the whole valleys we had come from, and then later we could even see the Ganges over one hundred miles away.

We continued to climb and the weather got colder. I was glad Matana had helped me buy a winter coat too.

The vegetation started to turn into spruces as we climbed and the slow rivers below became smaller streams with rapids descending down the hills.

As the weeks went by we wound through little villages and often stayed in rooms in houses we paid to the locals.

Finally we came to our destination in Kathmandu. It was the capitol of Nepal and I was getting closer to my mountain destination.

The caravan leader Mr. Hondu thanked me for my help and directed me to the house of man who he said would be able to help me.

I said my goodbyes and walked through the city to find Mr. Nasim’s home. I told the servant who answered the door that Mr. Hondu had sent me. 

He Checked with Mr. Nasim and I was soon ushered to the Library.

There I met Mr. Nasim who was an older man with gray hair and wizened visage. He was reading an old book written in Sanskrit.

He shook my hand and I could tell he was a deeply spiritual person. I introduced myself and he motioned me to sit down. He said “Mr. Morgan you are a long way from home. Are you seeking something in our country?”

How could he know my name? I didn’t tell his servant and nobody else on the Caravan had time to get here and tell him.

I replied “I was told by a healing woman in a small Indian village that I might find answers to my questions about myself and my purpose somewhere here in the Himalayas”.

Mr. Nasim give me a close stare for a minute and I felt like he was looking into my soul.

It was an intense but loving look so I was not worried about him looking at me but more what advice he would give me.

He finally said “Mr. Morgan I’ve been looking at your Aura and focusing in on your future path.” He said “You are a soldier right?” 

“Yes” I replied. “I believe it is important to fight for what is right and I feel I have the skills to make a good career of being a soldier.”

Mr. Nasim continued “Then you need to develop your spiritual side because that will also improve your abilities to take care of yourself when in battle”.

“I don’t understand why you want me to go to a spiritual center when I really just want to get back to my solders and friends as soon as I can.”

He said “It’s true isn’t it that many men may try to kill you if you go back now?”

“Yes that is true.”

He continued “Then some months or even a year detour may not really matter since the way back is deadly for now. You might also learn some useful skills to help you stay safe in the future.”

“Yes that is true. I guess you are right. Can you tell me where I should go?”

Mr. Nasim got up and took down a map from a high shelf full of maps.

He opened it on a table and looked at various stars on the map on Nepal.

“What are those stars?” I asked. He said “Each star represents a monastery or school and I want to find the best one for you to attend.”

He shook his head and got down another map of Tibet which also showed stars and some other Sanskrit symbols.

Then he smiled and said “You need to go to the distant Kingdom of Ngari. It is a long journey to the northwest mostly along a river. There are some lamas I know there who can teach you what you need to know. Are you up for the trip?”

I said “Sure, but a guide would help”.

He thought a minute and said “There is a trader I know with a caravan which will leave this month for Ngari. I will talk to him about taking you.”

He continued “I must warn you, it is a long and dangerous journey. Are you sure you want to go?”

“Yes” I replied with a nervous voice. “You said they can teach me things I should know and it can’t be much more dangerous than what I’ve gone through already”.

Mr. Nasim said “Great. You can stay here until the caravan leaves. I also want you to learn Sanskrit since it will be very useful to learn for your education in spiritual matters.

*****

[image: ]


MR. NASIM DID TALK to the caravan leader who was agreeable when he heard about my offer to help work and my fighting skills.

The next several weeks were mostly taken up with studying Sanskrit while I waited to leave.

I learned that Sanskrit is an old language which goes back over two thousand years. I learned that it may be one of the oldest written languages in the world and the original Indian Vedas were written in it as far back as 2200 BCE.

Mr. Nasim introduced me to the “Yoga Sutras of Patanjali” which he said was over two thousand years old and which I would be studying in more detail in Ngara.

He said “There are four books in the Yoga Sutras and all are very condensed in meaning from the way you think about written books.

He held a heavy tome in one hand which he said was an English translation of the Yoga Sutras into English, then a small pamphlet of less than six pages which he said was the Sanskrit version of the book.

“See how efficient Sanskrit is to convey spiritual concepts while English doesn’t have words for many of these concepts”.

I started to learn the symbols which were strange looking and conveyed lots of meaning in each symbol. And learning a new language wasn’t easy for me.

My teaching was also about learning how to write the symbols. I felt like I was in a grammar school all over again.

After several weeks of struggling to learn Sanskrit. Mr. Nasim told me it was time to go.

He also gave me something. “Here is a beginning book for children on Sanskrit and a copy of the Yoga Sutras. You will need to learn the language and how to speak it because where you are going since English is rarely spoken there.”

I thanked him for his guidance and hospitality and left to join up with the caravan.
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Chapter 7: The Trip to Tibet

The road to Ngari was just a path which in places was like walking on a ledge and over deep canyons in some places.

It took a couple of weeks to cross Nepal and get to Tibet where we could start heading northwest.

The animals we saw included foxes, musk ox, snow leopards, and what was called the “Tibetan Blue Bear”.

I saw all of these animals as we climbed in altitude from almost a mile high to over eleven thousand feet.

I started having fears of something attacking me. It came in my dreams and short visions while walking. But I couldn’t see anything in my “visions”.

One evening I was washing myself in a pond away from the caravan’s camp.

I saw some rustling in the bushes and knew that there was an animal there watching me.

Stopped washing myself and took off running towards the camp.

Then a Blue Bear came running from the bushes chasing me.

I knew it was going to catch me and didn’t understand why my intuition didn’t give me more warning.

Turned to fight it when I saw that I wasn’t going to make camp in time.

I tried to get a sense of where the bear would attack me but nothing came to mind. I felt psychically blind.

Slashed at the beast but he hit me and knocked me down. This bear must weigh over a thousand pounds so I felt I had been hit by a big wagon.

He started biting me and I felt horrible pain as he slashed me in the side and bit into my arm.

I was losing consciousness while I heard shooting from the caravan and the noise of help rushing towards me.

Woke up the next morning in a tent and thought I was going to die.

I felt burning pain in my side and my arm.

The caravan leader spoke some English and he leaned over me.

He was a thin older man with a balding head who like colorful scarves.

He said “Mr. Morgan I’m sorry to tell you this but we can’t help you. Your injuries will kill you soon. We don’t have the medicines or healers to help you. We will leave you here in the tent and hope you die peacefully”.

I was in such pain that I couldn’t say much. I just stared at him in pain and disgust.

In an hour I heard the caravan breaking camp and forming up. I could see a little through the tent entrance and saw that they really were going to leave me.

One of the caravan members came into my tent and took my musket. He waved and said “Sorry, Sorry...” I could see he thought I would die so wouldn’t need the musket at all.

I was extremely angry about being left to die and I think that was a large part of the reason that I lived.

​​
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​Chapter 8: Struggling to Live
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After living in pain for hours I realized I needed to get some water.

Using a branch near the tent I staggered and crawled over to the pond to get a drink.

It took me an hour and I felt like hell but managed to get there where I lay in the mud to drink some water.

Gasping as I made it back to the tent I remembered the healing potions that Matana had given me.

I lay down and struggled to get the potion from my pack then drank the whole thing. The small bottle was purple colored with a wooden stopper. It tasted terrible, like drinking dirt with peppers mixed in.

Then I closed my eyes to sleep. The trip to the pond had exhausted me and I needed to rest.

My sleep was very peaceful and the pain started to lessen.

When I woke again another day had passed. My pain was sharply reduced. When I looked at my wounds they were scabbed over and looked like they might heal without infection. 

I would have some bad scars, but unbelievably it looked like I might survive.

Spent the next week hobbling around. Also made a new bow and arrows and shot some small game nearby. Squirrels and Raccoons. Also got one fox. Some of the meat tasted gamey but I smoked all the extra to dry and preserve it.

After seven more days I was ready to continue to Ngara by myself.

Kept my bow slung and arrows ready in case I had to protect myself I continued walking the path.

It was slow going since my wounds still hurt, but the pain was bearable. 

I hobbled up the path, and felt stronger each day.

There were occasional sheep herders who came the other way, but the trail was pretty quiet otherwise.

I was frankly shocked that anything could attack me and I wouldn’t be able to anticipate its moves.

The only thing I could think of was that maybe some animals had a developed intuition too which would confuse mine.

The world was full of mysteries and I wanted to learn more about myself and the world I lived in.

*****
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OVER THE NEXT FEW WEEKS I was almost back at full strength and enjoyed looking at the mountains which surrounded my valley. 

I had never seen anything like the Himalayas which climbed higher and higher.

Occasionally there were avalanches in the mountains which I could hear as a dull roar.

The trail went over several passes which must have been several miles high in the mountains.

I continued to shoot animals for food with my bow. Also did some fishing in a stream and caught a few local fish which tasted great grilled on the fire.

As I contemplated the intuitive bear that had attacked me I wondered more and more how I could have lost the initiative.

Something that Bear did confused me. It seemed that some animals had defenses against human mental abilities.

Could I find a counter? Was there a way for me to avoid a gap like this in my intuitions in the future?

I did not know the answers or what was possible. Another reason to reach Ngara.

*****
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I WAS HIKING ONE DAY up to a stream when I saw a snake on the path and it looked like a mountain rattler which is poisonous.

Even though it was dangerous I decided to test myself against the snake.

I wanted to see if I could anticipate a strike and move out of the way in time.

I moved closer until the snake started to hiss. Then I felt a strike was coming and moved myself in the opposite direction.

Sure enough the snake struck and it clamped its jaws into open air.

I tried again and anticipated correctly again.

Thinking maybe I didn’t want to chance it again I walked away.

So my intuitive avoidance skills still worked. That Bear had just been an unusual case.

After another month on the trail I entered Ngara.

Ngara was a pretty large town with many caves over hanging the village and many acres of plants in fields being grown for food.

Searching the taverns and places to stay I found the caravan members enjoying themselves over food and drink.

I came in the door started walking up to them. When they saw me they turned white and started yelling.

They thought I was dead for sure. This was certainly a jolt in their lives.

Going up to the man who had stolen my gun I told him to bring to me immediately.

He was shaking when he took me up to their room and handed it to me.

Instead of getting upset or getting even I just left the tavern to find a place for myself somewhere else in the city.

I’m sure I gave them the scare of their lives and they probably still look over their shoulders to see if I’m coming to kill them. That was punishment enough for them. 
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​​​Chapter 9: The School of the Gods
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I set out the next day to find the school I was told would teach me to utilize my abilities.

After walking around for hours I saw some monks begging up a street.

Gave some food to the monks and asked if they knew of any spiritual schools around.

One nodded and took me back to his monastery and introduced me to the Lama in charge.

The Lama was an old man but he spoke English. He said in a creaky voice “The place you seek is not here in town but up in the mountains. I can tell from your aura that you have many potential abilities and you need to go to the right school.”

He used a wallboard to trace the route I would need to follow. It was a perilous journey up a nearby mountain.

Then he said “You must make this journey alone. They may not even accept you. To gain access you will need to wait outside the main gate—it might be for days.”

“What is this place called” I asked. He responded “It is called in your language “The School of the Gods””.

*****
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AFTER A COUPLE MORE days getting ready, resting, and with the proper supplies I started the climb.

Additional supplies included ropes, food, and warmer clothing. I got rid of the bow and arrows and left my musket with the monks to lighten the load. Besides, I didn’t think anyone or thing would be bothering more on the mountain.

I was told this would be a difficult short trek. A few more days to the mountain then a difficult climb.

The hike to the mountain was very pretty going along a small river in the valley. There were flowers and some lovely cliffs and rocks at the mountain.

The path was almost vertical in places. I couldn’t imagine how supplies and construction materials were hauled up the slope.

I used the ropes to tie down myself and supplies as I rested.

Camped out on a ledge the first night and had a great view of the valley where Ngara was. Wished I was down there where it was safer since I was pretty nervous about the heights.

Next morning I also saw some metal hooks hammered into the rock and used my rope to hold me onto the narrow trail—which had a steep drop of several thousand feet.

That afternoon I came in sight of the School. It was a remarkable building.

There was a large Cave on the side of the mountain and the school was inside the cave. The buildings took up most of the cave which must have been over fifty feet high.

There was also a wall and timbers which leveraged out beyond the cave to extend the overall building.

I thought this place must hold hundreds of people. 

Finishing my hike I arrived at the entrance which had large doors made of wood which must have been brought all the way up the mountain.

*****
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I KNOCKED ON THE DOOR loudly. It was opened after a minute and I was motioned inside.

Inside it was fairly dark but there were lots of candles. A few small windows let light into the building.

There was an entry atrium with a small fountain with some birds in it.

I was brought to an older thin Lama. He was thin but healthy looking.

I greeted him and he spoke English too, but I could tell he was rusty speaking it.

He said “My name is Lama Gingding. Welcome to our school. Did you just want to see the school or do you have other intentions?”

I thought about it and said “I’ve been told by a healer and a wise man that I should attend your school to improve my abilities”.

“What abilities do you have?” said the Lama.

“Well I have always had intuitions about animals and people. I’m able to tell which way they will move and if they will attack me or where they will go. There was one exception which I still haven’t figured out. It was a Tibetan Blue Bear which attacked me” I said.

Lama Gingding laughed and smiled when he said “So you have met our Bears. Awesome aren’t they? I’m sorry that you got hurt, but those Bears have much more strange about them than you know.”

Then the Lama offered me a place to stay for the night and said we would learn more about each other in the morning.

They put me up in a small room with a window and small fireplace. In the fireplace animal dung fueled a fire to heat up the room.

There was a corner with blankets where I made my bed.

I slept pretty well, and heard a knock on my door in the morning. Opening the door I was motioned by a boy to come with him.

He led me down a hall and downstairs to the communal meal room.

There the monks were eating in silence. They were having yogurt and eggs with hot tea flavored with honey.

I sat and ate a good breakfast with them. Nobody even looked at me even though I was the only westerner there. After finishing I went back to my room.

Later that morning another knock and same boy led me to Lama Gingding’s office.

The Lama looked up from his meditation in the corner and greeted me with a hug and a smile.

He took me on a tour of the school and it was amazing what I saw.

Apparently the Cave went way back into the mountain and I had only seen the bare outer layers.

Inside the mountain were areas exposed to the sky with crops and animals such as cows and sheep.

Holes in the tunnels which seem to have been enlarged over the years brought in sunlight and fresh air.

I was also surprised to see several streams which had been coming down the mountain and were now diverted through the Cave complex.

Multiple buildings had been built from bricks and mortar—often without roofs since they were inside the cave. 
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