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“Through all the period of writing this work, I was
myself overwhelmed with wonder at the way in which I was guided to
take down this Message,” the author recalls. “I even now feel,
after reading it over and over again, that I could never be the
author. It is an Intelligence beyond our comprehension from which
it has come.”

“I could actually feel a Superior Intelligence
intervening when ideas, crystallized into words strung in order
like a necklace, floated before my inner vision to be put down on
paper. The manner in which the most profound problems of human life
are discussed with brevity and precision is so amazing, at least
for me, that I am lost in wonder when I recall that many of these
paragraphs were written down as if I was copying from an invisible
open book in front of me.”

Now in his seventy-eighth year, Gopi Krishna is the
author of more than a dozen books. None, however, is so
extraordinary as The Present Crisis.

For him, it is a ‘Wonderbook,’ radically different
from any of his previous writings. “I believe a new chapter has
opened in my life and a new phase has begun,” he says.

Though the book deals with the present extremely
complex and explosive state of the world, it was completed in an
incredibly short span of time-less than three weeks. The variety of
subjects discussed in the work is amazing. Almost all the aspects
of human life are covered, and the most urgent problems of the day
are dealt with in a manner which is astonishing.

It discusses freely the reason for the present
crisis, the remedies that can be applied to solve it peacefully and
the dreadful consequences that might ensue if no attempt is made by
the powers concerned to ease the tensions and stop showing each
other down, which now upsets the peace and tranquility of the
world.

“Mentally, mankind has become fossilized," the
author says. “We should not be misled by satellites, spaceships and
computers. They are machines and cannot take the place of the human
intellect. If the wit of mankind becomes distorted, there is no
hope for the race.”

“We can see, when we look around, what dust and
cobwebs have gathered on our political and social systems, on our
religion and in the way in which mankind, even at this elevated
state of her existence, spends her life.”

The Present Crisis is aimed to clean away
these cobwebs and this dust and make the race look at herself in a
mirror, which can reflect her visage in such a clear way that the
mistakes and the errors become clearly perceptible, the author
says.

“We cannot see them, as we have become inured to
them, and both our conscience and our wit refuse to show us the
ugly reality. The race cannot survive during the nuclear age unless
there occurs a complete change in our social and political
structures, and spirituality, pruned of all superstition and
falsehood, becomes the guiding star of our life.”

Unlike any prose or verse he has written so far,
this book has several characteristics which never appeared in his
works before. It is ironical, satirical, biting, comical and
humorous at the same time.

Some of the topics, as for instance the current
theory of evolution, psychic research, the present hectic race for
wealth and possession, have been dealt with in a way which never
could have been accomplished in the author’s normal diction.

The main object of The Present Crisis, he
believes, is to prove that Inspiration and Revelation are
verifiable phenomena which need the urgent attention of the leading
scholars and scientists. It is the investigation of these
phenomena, he says, that will put science on the track of real
religious experience, which has been at the base of every faith
existing at present.

 



 Preface

 


 


This book shall not be sent for press reviews,

Discolored often by reviewers’ whims,

Nor cater to the needs of publishers,

More keen on sales than merits of a work,

Nor flatter wearers of imperial crowns,

Who fail to strive for a united race,

Nor pander to the self-indulgent rich,

Lax in providing earth with lasting peace,

Nor pamper those self-righteous holymen,

Who thirst more for disciples than for God,

Nor honor egotistic scholars who,

In this grave crisis, fail to serve mankind,

Nor humor passing readers hungry for

Thrill and adventure in the stuff they read.

 


But it shall come straight before the eyes

Of simple, honest folk of every land,

Unvarnished, with no comments or remarks

From high-flown commentators who themselves

Benighted, make the rest, too, lose their way.

The appeal it makes is first addressed to those

Who feel like strangers in this giddy world,

Devoted more to flashy splendor than

Unceasing search for truth and lasting good,

Whose open, loyal hearts rebel against

The double norms and standards of our time,

Against injustice, sham, deception, fraud,

Masquerading as truths and principles,

As clear to honest eyes as mid-day sun,

And who devoutly pray for healthy change

So that all live in friendship, peace and joy,

True to humanity, themselves and God.

 


April 13, 1981 Gopi Krishna
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THE TOWER OF BABEL

Genesis xi.

Having all one language, now nothing was restrained
from them which they imagined to do. So the Lord did there confound
their Language and from thence scatter them abroad upon the face of
all the earth.

 



I

The Major Cause of
All Turmoil

 


 


The object of this writing is to paint

The world as it is, not as we believe

It to be, nor as we glean from the books

Or every day learn from the media,

Nor as our vested interests dictate,

Nor as we choose to see it in the light

Of our profession, avocation, trade,

Position, office, color, creed or caste,

Which blur our honest vision of the world;

And make us so oblivious to those things

Essential for our welfare and our growth,

That we must change our attitude and try

To be much more objective in our views.

‘Tis time now for this reappraisal to

Prevent an oncoming calamity.

 


A hundred thousand books with varied views,

As many papers with conflicting news,

As many scholars, writers, editors

And speakers o’er the other media

Inject their thought into the passive brain

Of human beings ruthlessly to bring

Them round to their own way of seeing things,

Not for instructing them in what is right,

Nor for reporting honestly the news,

Nor making them aware of what is what;

But for the purpose of a roaring trade:

The veiling and distortion of the truth!

 


This faulty habit of our century,

To expose the extremely tender human brain

To endless volleys of commercial thought,

Delivered mindless of its soundness, truth,

Integrity or worth, for ready cash,

Must be reformed before it is too late.

 


Can you believe it that the major cause

For all unrest and turmoil in this age

Is that the highest talent and best pen

Are oft on sale and can be bought or sold

By men in power, by traders and the rich,

To throw dust into the eyes of the crowds,

To make them see what they like them to see,

To make them think as they wish them to think,

And act as they, at heart, want them to act.

 


Perhaps you are astonished at the hint,

But mind of all our thinking is the mint.

How can unbiased thought come out of it,

When it depends on someone for its bread;

When, in these times, with such a battle on

For mere subsistence, intellect becomes

Subservient to one who buys her up,

Who takes care of her shelter, clothes and bread,

And thus acquires a hold upon her which

She cannot shake off and must put up with,

Howe’er distasteful this control might be?

Crowds of dependant intellects abhor

Their masters and their own positions, too.

 


The greatest error of our day is that

We have reduced the richest products of

Our culture to the station of a serf,

To kneel before the rich and powerful;

And use their pen as they bid them to do,

Support what they approve, rebut what they

Dislike, thus making our supreme ideals

Not talent, truth or right, but power and gold;

Material objects which, condemned by faith,

Hold e’en the God-fearing in their grip,

Because they know not that religion came

To save evolving man from this mistake.

 


In this discussion pray keep it in mind,

There are good men in every walk of life,

Conscientious, noble, truthful and sincere,

Who try to do their duties honestly,

To the best of their lights, so that no harm

Is done, no error made in what they do,

With the approval of their conscience and

Their God, in the discharge of duties owed

To their employers, families and friends,

And all those with whom they are somehow linked

Or have a place in their lives in some way.

 


This honest class, which forms the healthy core

Of all societies, groups, nations, crowds,

Professions, occupations, hobbies, trades,

Of clergy, seekers after God or those

Who take to mediumship or sorcery,

Is much out-numbered in this hectic age

By those who throw all principles to winds

To serve their ends - a state of malaise which,

If cured not, acts like cancer on a folk,

Who lack the impulse e’en to heal themselves,

And turns them into a swollen, putrid mass,

That grows more proud the more it sinks in mud.

Without this solid core of men and dames,

The hollow bulk of mankind would be lost.

 


There are now countless groups of earnest souls

Intensely occupied with this one task:

How to prevent the deepening crisis from

Resulting in a nuclear holocaust;

In our allusions to the faulty gents,

Who are responsible for the grievous harm,

Done by them to the race in mad pursuit

Of base objectives and unworthy aims,

Or their ambitious plans and selfish ends,

The criticism is aimed at only those

Who overstep the bound of principles

Of truth, integrity and honesty,

Impose upon the people or betray

Their trust to win success for their own plans.

 


This gentry is in every walk of life,

In business, politics, professions, trades,

Among the scholars, priests, the rich and poor;

Or psychics, yogis, ascetics and saints,

Tycoons, the heads of states and ministers,

Among the worldly and the holy both;

That, more or less, designedly plays a part

In adding to the already heavy load

Of wrong, now slowly edging mankind on

Towards a purifactory ordeal,

Which will be no respecter of one’s creed

Or color or class in the gruelling trials.

 


No one need be offended at the thought

That his or her profession, trade or craft

Is made the object of derision, fun

Or biting criticism or mockery.

There is no aim to injure or offend,

But only to expose the fallacies,

Effete ideas, notions, false beliefs,

Not noticed by their owners of their own,

Which need exposure in a striking way

To bring the error home to those concerned.

In short, the object is to expose the lies,

The shams, impostures, frauds and trickeries,

Of which, at this time, mankind must be pruned

To brave the storm now brewing on the verge.

 


A storm, born of the fatal weakness in

The mind of man to treat the goods of earth

With far more care than his own precious soul:

To find destruction and extinction more

Acceptable than simple, healthy ways

Of life; to woo death and take it as bride,

Rather than give up prejudice and pride;

To dig the grave of stricken progeny

Rather than call a halt to vanity;

To brave it all for prestige, power or rank,

Until dismembered, broken, blind and lame

Ten million victims of the war would crawl

And hop to beg for alms, as happened in

The world war two to once-proud Germany.

 


It is incredible how the brilliant minds

Of all the countries, as if laid with rust,

Can put up with the lame excuses made,

Or trust the explanations offered that

This horrid race for more atomic ware

Is run to stop the other side from war,

By using the threat of superior force

To act as a deterrent for the foe.

Time after time the same outdated plea

Is dinned into the ears of anxious folk,

To soften anger or allay their fear,

While arms and ammunition grow apace.

 


Right from the time when this profane device

Was used in Japan, the infernal plot

Has e’er been wrapped in mystery profound.

It ne’er has seen the light of day, except

For fragments which here or there somehow leaked

The world in general is still in the dark

That mankind can be ended in a day,

And the earth made a desert overnight.

The masses e’en in the most forward lands

Have but a hazy notion of this threat,

And in the poorer countries, O my God,

Except a few, the bulk knows not a jot.

 


So these infernal engines grow apace,

While three-fourths of mankind is wrapt in sleep,

Has no idea ‘tis so near to death,

No notion that a most malignant plague,

That can devour the whole race, may break out

On any day to swallow every one;

Or that a hundred million thunderbolts

May strike at crowded spots to smash to bits

Millions of homes with all the folk inside.

 


They know not, O ye brave upholders of

The Right of Man, that there is such a thing

As nuclear missile which can kill at once

A million people and destroy a town.

And ‘tis these innocents, Almighty God,

Who will be murdered with the nuclear bolts.

 


How to create a daily mounting tide

Of protests from peace lovers of all lands

To press the men in power and ruling heads

Of superpowers to ban atomic arms.

 


There is no task so urgent as this one,

When looked at from a prudent point of view.

For what can all our sweating toil avail,

What good can come out of all we have done

For centuries to make the earth a Heaven,

Of joy and beauty, filled with every need

And lavish luxury, of every kind,

When but a few hours of atomic fire

Can ruthlessly reduce it all to ash?

 


‘Tis unbelievable how with this threat

Of death, now staring in the face of all—

A death so horrible that it defies

All efforts to portray its agonies—

The world should go on with its daily chores,

With its amusements and its pleasantries,

As if there is nothing wrong anywhere,

And all is okay on the Western front!

Nothing to fret about, no one to fear,

All nice and smooth, the nation safe and sound:

A most unhealthy and unnatural frame

Of mind in such a serious crisis which

Can be the grim beginning of the end;

The one cause of extinction of the race;

Of suffering, grief, privation, loss and pain

No skill can paint, no language can describe!

This is the blooming spring of talent, wit

And art, the apex of our knowledge of

The world, the zenith of inventive skill;

The peak of luxury, abundance, wealth,

The heyday of enjoyment, orgies, thrills,

In short, the prime of pleasure-loving lives.

 


Why in this happy Eden should arise

A Monster, born of flowering science, to hang,

Like to a fearsome specter o’er the earth,

And cause acute suspense, distress and fear

To those who know what evil it portends?

Why in this glamorous age, with minds distraught,

Should we be made to watch the give and take

Of two predominant nations angling for

Support from other people of the earth,

To fight a bloody duel in which none

Will be victorious, none sustain defeat,

None will survive the war unto the end,

And neither ever know who won or lost.

 


This book records a commentary, in

A higher plane of pure Intelligence,

On how the present world appears, when seen

Divested of the gaudy coat of paint,

Applied by man’s inherent urge for show

To hide his frailties from the searching eye

Of his immortal Soul to trick himself

Into believing what he does is right.

 


This state of Grace, attained by the devout,

Who consecrate themselves, both heart and soul,

To the eternal Quest of probing deep

The awesome mystery of Life and Death,

Permits the surface mind at intervals

To peer behind the heaving Sea of Life,

At the stupendous Ocean out of which

The soul emerges, like a bubble, for

A while, to laugh and grieve upon the stage

Of earth, till it throws off the mortal coil,

No more to be seen in the abandoned dress,

No more to love or be loved in the flesh,

To taste its ecstasies and agonies,

Lost in the vastness of the Ocean of

Terrestrial Consciousness, the Source of Life

On earth, but a drop in the Cosmic Main.

 


Since the life and survival of the race

Are now at stake, so this appeal is made

To draw the attention of the elect, in power,

Whose word can count in the attempts at peace

Made by pacific groups all o’er the earth,

Which might, if they succeed, avert in time

The dread calamity now staring in

The face of sick
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