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	INTRODUCTION

	 

	For as long as I can remember, I've always had spiritual yearnings and felt an attraction and curiosity for the mysteries of the divine. But it took me a long time to pinpoint what was troubling me. And in my search, I made the necessary mistakes to eventually find the answer, paying the price with suffering.

	Educated in a Catholic school, however, even as a child, many aspects of what they tried to teach me grated on me, so much so that once I left that school and entered university, I fell into a kind of apathy and skepticism, undoubtedly as a reaction to so much incongruity and blind beliefs that didn't align with my logic, or, to be honest, with the logic of a then inexperienced young man.

	First, I looked within life itself; I longed to free myself from what, for me, was the dictatorship of my educators. Therefore, seeking a non-revolutionary path -to avoid disastrous consequences- I tried to follow the path my family and society had laid out for me. I resolved to finish my studies and thus obtain a place in society, hoping to begin my independent life.

	But although I didn't find the solution to my expectations even in this, a spiritual teaching arose in my life, distinct from anything I had previously understood as spirituality: Yoga, which had recently spread throughout the West thanks to Paramahansa Yogananda. This filled me once again with deep longings, though this time with a higher and different meaning than what I had received from the Catholic religion.

	Later, I continued to explore, study, and investigate everything that made me feel close to the various mysteries of life. I read many books, listened to numerous lectures, and attended various events. All of this led me to develop a solid foundation of spirituality, which I tried to apply to my life.

	From that point on, naturally, my struggles with life began, a life I had previously embraced blindly.

	Naturally, the commitments I had already made were impossible to abandon at the time, so I had to find a way to reconcile my inner longing with attending to those unavoidable obligations, which were mandatory.

	I settled into patience for many years, ignoring how to do it to go any further.

	However, the destiny to which one is destined, written beyond earthly life, presented itself to me and tested my level of determination and my strength to follow it, and I don't know how, but I crossed boundaries and moved forward.

	Much later, realizing that I needed to find a mentor who could guide me deeply through the mysteries of life, I set out to find a teacher. I needed to find someone with greater awareness and wisdom than the rest of the people around me, to obtain enlightening answers that could help me become the spiritual revolutionary I had always longed to be.

	One day, when I was almost despairing in my search, I met an Adept of the Great White Brotherhood1. He himself clarified for me the difference between “master”, “Initiate”, “Adept”, and “Master”. He explained it this way:

	A “master,” with a lowercase “m” is someone who can teach something because he knows more and have more experience than those he teaches to.

	An “Initiate” is someone who is walking what Jesus Christ defined as the narrow and difficult path that leads to the light, a path very few find. Therefore, they are traversing the Initiatic Path of the mysteries of Being, with its various trials and sacrifices.

	An “Adept” is someone who has already completed that journey and is purifying their last impurities before departing this life. This is someone who can greatly benefit those aspiring to the spiritual path, because he possesses the knowledge of the mysteries and the experience that can be decisive for yearning seekers.

	A "Master," with a capital M, is that great soul who has achieved esoteric resurrection and has been granted an immortal body by the divine, and who, therefore, no longer has any trace of subjectivity, nor any debt or connection to life, and can thus help souls immensely. This is someone without imperfection who is far beyond the Adept. They are also called Avatars, which means "sent one" or "messenger." Of the Gods, naturally. Such is the case of the great Avatars or "messengers of the divine" known as: Jesus Christ, Buddha, Krishna, etc.

	What I recount in this book is the extraordinary and fortunate encounter that fate placed before me, for I found a true Adept. And, luckily for me, he welcomed me with great openness.

	Seeing my profound interest and understanding that my intentions were sincere, he agreed to a lengthy interview with me, so that I could bear witness to everything he expressed. I even believe that he saw it as an opportunity to spread his knowledge without suffering the dire consequences that are common to those who dare to point the way to souls in this degenerate race, for I pledged to be discreet regarding his personal life and to reveal his teachings faithfully as he entrusted them to me, without adding or omitting anything.

	And the result is this book.

	With it, I fulfill a mission no one has imposed upon me, but which I have embraced as a pleasant task. And I hope the wise answers of this Adept will help some souls to see the path more clearly and inspire them to walk it.

	Fer Jeper

	 

	


CHAPTER 1 - THE ENCOUNTER

	 

	It was a beautiful summer afternoon, slightly warm but pleasant. I was taking a stroll along Arnold Mill Road in the lovely town of Woodstock, Georgia.

	I picked up my pace a bit as I approached the park in the City Center because from where I was standing, I could hear the melodies that street musicians or amateurs were playing on the bandstand, and I enjoyed listening to them; many of them were very talented and achieved a very harmonious sound.

	I arrived at the park and, sure enough, a band was playing a beautiful American folk song at that moment atop the bandstand.

	Several dozen people had gathered; some were sitting on the grass itself, others on the edge of the pretty fountain that decorated the park, and the more prepared were sitting on folding chairs or cushions they had brought that afternoon.

	I went over to the fountain and half-sat down on its edge, in a space I found convenient among those who had chosen that spot.

	The atmosphere was pleasant, and the weather was perfect, with a gentle breeze that kept it from getting too hot.

	Suddenly, and quite unexpectedly, my eyes fell on a man sitting on the grass a few meters to my right, his legs crossed in an oriental style. I was struck by his distinguished bearing, within his otherwise ordinary appearance. He looked to be about sixty; he wore a white guayabera and gray trousers, all simple.

	He had gray hair and a slightly tanned complexion, eyes of an undefined color, though I would say light, full cheeks, and well-defined, somewhat thick lips. A harmonious face, I would say.

	He wasn't the type of person I expected to find there, though I don't know if that's what drew me to him; I don't think so, more likely a hint of mystery I thought I perceived in his aura. The truth is, I slid over and sat down next to him, waiting for the moment when a conversation might arise between us.

	After a while, I found my opportunity.

	"Nice music, don't you think?"

	The man turned to me with a friendly look and replied gently in English tinged with a foreign accent:

	"I certainly think so, they're good musicians. But you're not from here, are you?"

	"No, I see my accent has given me away, I'm European. And you, where are you from?"

	"I'm from Egypt."

	"Egypt!" I exclaimed, "the land of the pharaohs, cradle of a prodigious civilization!"

	As my interlocutor nodded slightly, I continued:

	"I've studied your ancient culture extensively; it has always fascinated me. It seems to me that modern civilization, no matter how much scientists boast, doesn't even come close to that one. And they are also incapable, as has been demonstrated so many times, of interpreting the esoteric knowledge still displayed in your engravings and monuments. Your mistaken notion proclaims that they were a greedy people; that they stored their treasures and had a legion of slaves moving stones to build their pyramids—absurd!

	"That's right, sir. Modern humans know nothing about that ancient Egypt. But now, that wisdom lies buried in the desert sands, and only vestiges remain, hinting at a time of extraordinary spirituality and scientific advancement. Because back then, the two were intertwined, unlike now, when science has become materialistic..."

	Our conversation continued in this way, growing increasingly interesting and captivating. I brought up several topics related to the occult, and he answered them all with remarkable eloquence. This man was a true find, possessing uncommon wisdom, and I felt a strong desire to converse with him at length.

	I then ventured to propose:

	"You've probably already realized that my soul is driven by a great thirst for knowledge and a yearning to find the path to the mysteries. I've written some essays, but perhaps I have the opportunity to write something truly serious if you would be so kind as to allow me to discuss with you the subjects that intrigue me most. I've noticed you have a vast knowledge; what do you say?"

	"With pleasure," he replied. "I sense a receptive attitude in you, and I would be happy to answer your questions. However, I must leave now to attend to a personal matter. But if you wish, I can come tomorrow at this time and place."

	"Of course, I'd be delighted!" I responded enthusiastically. Before you leave, may I know your name?

	"My name is Nassor Asim Tumglee. And yours?"

	"My name is Fer Jeper. Tomorrow, then, I'll expect you here at this time."

	I extended my hand, and he shook it firmly and warmly.

	"Okay," he smiled slightly. "See you tomorrow!"

	And rising nimbly, he walked toward Arnold Mill Road, heading east, until he was out of sight.

	The next day, around six in the evening, I settled myself by the park fountain. Minutes passed, and I wouldn't say I grew impatient, because it never crossed my mind that a gentleman like Mr. Tumglee could break an engagement. But I did become anxious, precisely for that reason, because he hadn't appeared.

	Suddenly, about fifty meters away, I spotted a young man with Asian features walking purposefully toward me. I waited, in case my intuition was wrong, but in a few seconds, he was before me and said in perfect American English:

	"Mr. Jeper?"

	"Yes, that's me. Did Mr. Tumglee send you?" “That’s right,” the boy replied. “He’s asked me to tell you that due to an urgent matter that has come up, he can’t make your appointment. However, he’s instructed me to let you know that he’d be delighted to receive you at his home tomorrow, at a time that suits you best.”

	That calmed me down and made up for lost time, as I quickly realized that the conversation would be much longer and more fruitful at his own home.

	“Very well, all right, young man. Do you think 5:00 p.m. would be a good time for him?”

	“Absolutely!” the boy affirmed confidently. And then he added, “Consider the date and time set. Mr. Tumglee will receive you at his home.”

	He then took a handwritten note with the address from his pocket and offered it to me.

	“Thank you very much for the message,” I smiled as I extended my hand, which the boy shook. “Have a nice day.”

	"You too, sir."

	And turning on his heel, he walked away into the street.

	 

	


CHAPTER 2 - THE NEW ENCOUNTER

	Two minutes before five in the afternoon, I found myself standing in front of the door of a small, two-story house in a neighborhood typical of this type of dwelling. Access was from the landscaped sidewalk via five steps, protected by an iron railing on either side.

	It was pretty but modest. The wooden walls were designed to resemble bricks or overlapping stone blocks, in various shades of beige. Overall, it was one of the many small houses in that neighborhood, built in the American style, blending in with the grassy sidewalks and the trees that lined the streets.

	Shortly after I rang the bell, he opened the door himself and, with a handshake and a light, friendly smile, invited me inside. I returned the gesture with a grateful look, and then he showed me the way to a simple but comfortable sofa in the living room.

	The house was modest but clean, tidy, and welcoming. A burning incense stick filled the room with a delightful and spiritual aroma, creating a pleasant and almost magical atmosphere.

	After offering me tea, which he had already prepared and poured into my cup, he sat down opposite me in an armchair that seemed to be his personal oratory, and said:

	"Well, Mr. Jeper, welcome. When I felt you sit near me in the park and saw your willingness to talk, I had the feeling you were looking for something from me. And I wasn't wrong; I immediately realized your desire to know. I sensed in you a good capacity for understanding with some depth; and that's why I had no objection to the interview you proposed. Whenever you wish, then, I am at your disposal."

	"Thank you very much, Mr. Tumglee. Honestly, I came to the park to take a short break from my usual walk, drawn also by the spontaneous music that often fills the air on these summer evenings. But when I noticed you, I was curious to talk, sensing that the conversation might be interesting. And I confirmed this impression with the brief exchange we had."

	"So perhaps now, in this peaceful place that is your home, I can confirm what my heart tells me and perhaps gain access to some of the mysteries that have always intrigued me. And I warn you, I have many questions to ask you... " 

	"You certainly seem to have intuition! And why do you think I can enlighten you?"

	"Well, I've traveled quite a bit and tried to delve into all the hidden knowledge I could. I've listened to countless lectures and read many books, always searching for the keys my yearning soul longed to hear. However, I always ended up disappointed. And not because much of what I heard and read wasn't plausible or well-intentioned—I'd even venture to say sincere—but because later, investigating the actions of those who disseminated this knowledge, I found, in many cases, no consistency between what they taught and their own behavior. And so, I've gone from disappointment to disappointment."

	"However," I continued, "although initially I only wanted to exchange impressions with someone like you in that pleasant park setting, your comments about ancient Egyptian culture and, by contrast, your remarkably accurate view of the current state of humanity, led me to suspect that I was in the presence of someone who was knowledgeable about Hermetic wisdom, since you didn't rely on external sources, but spoke with your own conviction, logic, and coherence. And, as I said, here I am, with my notebook full of questions and my recorder ready for anything…"  

	"Well, I can’t deny the evidence of that, " Mr. Tumglee replied, his eyes twinkling, "because honestly, I would never dare to assert what I don’t know for sure. But, anyway, let’s move on, if you like, to this ‘interrogation’ to which you are prepared to subject me without mercy…"—and he let out a laugh that was contagious. "However, since you have confessed to me that you are a writer, you will surely try to capture our conversation in your writings."

	He paused very briefly to take a sip of his tea, and continued: "In this regard, I am going to ask two things of you: first, that what you write be strictly faithful to what I tell you. And second, that you guard against the desire for your work to bring you profit; Simply spread the message like a sower scattering seed on the ground, hoping that the symbiosis between good
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