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The Magus of Strovolos

I knew of Spyros Sathi from childhood. His reputation as the island’s leading specialist of the netherworld stirred in me a mixture of fascination, curiosity and fright. As children, we were warned by the priest of our parish to shun the ‘Magus of Strovolos,’ the man with ‘satanic powers.’ We listened with wide eyes to tales of possession and exorcisms and myths of his house overcrowded with disembodied spirits. His name was synonymous with occultism itself and anyone with the courage and desire to contact his dead mother had but to knock at his door. That was the image I had in my mind of Spyros Sathi when I left Cyprus for America in 1960.

Almost two decades later I hardly remembered the man whom I fantasized about but never met in my early youth. It was not until the summer of 1978 on a visit to Cyprus that my interest in the ‘Magus of Strovolos’ was reawakened. I was casually conversing with an old friend, a philologist, when she told me in confidence that she and her husband, a judge, belonged to a semi-secret ‘Circle for the Research of Truth.’ The spiritual master of this mystical cult, I was surprised to learn, was none other than the ‘Magus of Strovolos.’ I immediately expressed an interest in meeting him.

It was late in August when I drove with my friend to Strovolos, a Nicosia suburb, to meet Spyros Sathi. How ironic, I thought, that I had to spend eighteen years in America before I could meet this mysterious man who lived only two miles from my house. I expected to encounter a person of stern disposition and ferocious looks, at par with his reputation. None of my preconceptions were valid. He was a tall and sympathetic-looking grandfather in his mid-sixties, a retired civil servant who lived frugally on his government pension. Instead of a half-mad menacing sorcerer I encountered an ebullient and deeply religious person with a high sense of humor whose hobbies included painting and classical music. He thought of himself as a healer and a ‘psychotherapist,’ a doctor of the soul, whose primary concern in life was to alleviate pain around him, as he put it, and assist those interested and ready to embark on a journey of self-discovery.

‘We have met before!’ he exclaimed when I first met him, and placed his right hand on his forehead.

‘I do not think so,’ I said smiling, and extended my hand as my friend introduced us.

‘We have met before,’ he nodded with confidence, and invited us to sit in his small living room. I assumed he confused me with someone else and I left the subject at that.

Daskalos, as my friend called him, offered us coffee and inquired about my family background, a customary practice in Cyprus where in a population of slightly over half a million ‘everybody is related to everybody else.’ I then began asking questions about his life and teachings. To my pleasant surprise Daskalos was a talkative man and answered my questions without reservations. He even invited me to attend the meetings he held every fortnight. In that first encounter I understood that his teachings were a blend of Christian mysticism and Indian religion. The concept of Karma, or the law of cause and effect as he called it, and the doctrine of reincarnation seemed to play a central role in what he disseminated to his disciples. My curiosity about Daskalos’ world was intensified as I realized that he was hardly a primitive shaman but a highly articulate and intellectually cultivated man. Yet the world within which he lived was mysterious and exotic from my vantage point.

‘I have heard of miraculous cures that you have performed,’ I pointed out. ‘Is there a chance that I could witness such miracles?’ I confessed to Daskalos that I had a hard time accepting the notion of ‘miracles.’ I went on to say that the anthropological literature is full of accounts of extraordinary feats of healing by shamans and healers. ‘But I need to witness such phenomena myself before I can be convinced,’ I said.

‘First of all,’ Daskalos replied, smiling, ‘those cures you have heard about were not performed by me but by the Holy Spirit. I am nothing more than a channel of that super-intelligence. Whether you witness or not a so-called miracle is not up to me. If it is part of the Divine Plan for you to witness a miracle, then you will. But we just cannot order a miracle to happen.’

Before I left that day Daskalos invited me to attend a meeting that he was to have with some of his students the following afternoon in the Stoa. It was a small room in the back of his yard, detached from the rest of the house, where he trained his disciples. The Stoa was divided into two, the main part where the instructions took place, and the Sanctum where Daskalos carried out his meditations and prayers. The Sanctum was filled with religious artifacts, icons of Christ, of the Holy Virgin and white candles. On the altar there was a silver cup and next to it was a small sword without a point, resting on a cross. This Unpointed Sword, I learned later, was of great symbolic significance to Daskalos’ circles.

I took up his invitation to attend his meeting with my wife, Emily, who met Daskalos for the first time. When we arrived at his house half an hour before the formal meeting, Daskalos had just completed a therapy and looked exhausted, sitting in an armchair and wearing a leather apron similar to the type butchers wear in Cyprus. Next to him sat a rough-looking and happily smiling villager.

‘There comes the Doubting Thomas!’ Daskalos exclaimed humorously as he saw me coming into the room with Emily. ‘Had you been here ten minutes earlier you would have witnessed a miracle.’ Daskalos explained that the visitor had been suffering from his spine for the last twenty years as a result of beatings he endured at the hands of British soldiers during the anti-colonial underground war of the 1950s.

‘Now he is well,’ he declared confidently. ‘If he is now examined the X-rays will show a completely cured spine.’

The peasant, with a look of incredulity on his face, continued to smile happily as I asked him questions about his illness. He told me how well he felt and how the pains he suffered all those years were gone. ‘I wish I had time to study this,’ I murmured, ‘but I am leaving for America tomorrow.’

‘Do I owe you anything?’ the villager asked after a while.

‘Of course you do!’ Daskalos replied. ‘Do exactly as I advised you to do. Eat and drink less and take vitamins.’ In spite of the man’s persistence Daskalos refused to take any compensation for his services.

By the time the meeting was to take place Daskalos looked revitalized as if charged by some mysterious energy. After a short prayer he began the lesson. Man, he said, is an eternal entity, an emanation of a ‘Holy Monad’ and after his passage through the ‘Idea of Man,’ an archetype within the Absolute, he acquires shape and existence. The moment we pass through the Idea of Man we embark on our incarnational cycles. The ultimate aim is to return to the source, carrying along the accumulated experiences of earthly lives.

Daskalos then spoke of Mind as the supersubstance by which the ‘universes’ are constructed. It is the stuff from which we as human beings build ‘elementals.’ We give birth to such elementals with our thoughts and sentiments. Once ‘projected’ they have an existence of their own and can affect those around us that ‘vibrate’ on the same frequency.

It was not easy for us to follow his talk as it was the first time we were exposed to such a language. I realized that to understand Daskalos’ vocabulary and world view would require continuous exposure and discussions with him.

Emily and our children remained in Cyprus while I returned to Maine to teach during the fall of 1978. We were to reunite in Cyprus at Christmas and begin my sabbatical leave for the spring of 1979. This would provide us with nine continuous months in Cyprus, a great opportunity to enmesh ourselves once again in our native culture and rekindle old friendships as well as make new ones. At the same time I planned to complete a manuscript on the problem of international terrorism, the material for which I had already gathered.

In the back of my mind, however, there lurked Spyros Sathi. The brief encounters with him intrigued me and led me into further reading on shamanism and non-medical healing. By mid-semester while reading Doug Boyd’s Rolling Thunder, a study of an American Indian medicine man, I was literally jolted by the thought of spending my sabbatical leave to gather material on Spyros Sathi with the intention of eventually writing a book about him. The manuscript on terrorism, I thought, could wait.

I was not, however, confident that he would allow me to be anything other than a disciple. I was aware of his distaste for publicity. Yet I felt I already had established a good rapport with him and I was hopeful he would not object. To prepare the ground I mailed him a letter and a book I published on the social and political developments in Cyprus. In my letter I mentioned nothing of my intentions but simply wrote, ‘I am sending you this book because I realize how interested you are in the problems of Cyprus. See you in December.’

The second day of my return to the island I visited my philologist friend and revealed to her my intentions.

‘Don’t raise your hopes,’ she cautioned me. ‘Daskalos will not allow anyone to write about him. He is not even willing to give interviews.’

Disappointing as her warnings were, I thought I should try my luck. I hadn’t seen Daskalos for more than three months and I was eager to reestablish contact with him as soon as possible. When I reached his home he was busy with a healing session. The door of the living room was shut but I could distinctly hear his voice. I sat in the hallway waiting as Daskalos diagnosed that the patient’s skin problems were psychological and cure implied change of attitude on his part.

‘Where have you been all this time?’ he exclaimed when he saw me as he escorted his visitors to the door. To my disappointment he did not seem to remember that I had been in America during the last four months.

‘Haven’t you received my letter?’ I asked, somewhat puzzled.

‘What letter?’ he replied, and feigned ignorance of ever receiving a copy of my book.

‘Is this the one?’ a young man who seemed to be one of Daskalos’ apprentices said as he opened a drawer and pulled out my book.

‘Yes, that is the one,’ I replied.

‘You mean you wrote that?’ Daskalos exclaimed and pointed at the book.

Obviously not only did he not bother to look at my book and explore its content, but he did not even notice who the author was. My ego was hurt. I had the feeling that the prospect of letting me write a book about him seemed to me at that moment remote. Yet I decided to persist in spite of the awkwardness of the situation.

‘I will be in Cyprus for the next nine months,’ I said, ‘I have my sabbatical from the university and.…’

‘What is a sabbatical?’ he interrupted. When I explained he shook his head in disbelief.

‘You mean to tell me,’ he went on as he raised his eyebrows in a mocking grimace, ‘that you will be paid for such a long time without working? How great it is to have leisure!’ he remarked to his young apprentice.

Before I had a chance to protest that a sabbatical was not a vacation he baffled me with an embarrassing question.

‘By the way,’ he said in a low and teasing voice, ‘can you tell us how much you are making, if I may ask?’ I felt cornered but he seemed to ignore my discomfort. I knew that people simply did not ask such questions.

‘Sure,’ I replied as I swallowed my excess saliva and revealed my salary.

‘All that money!’ he marvelled, and shook his head in amazement. I clumsily rushed to explain that such a salary may appear high but could hardly be considered even average by American standards. He seemed unsympathetic. His reactions made me feel as if I were a member of a parasitic class. At that moment I realized the wisdom of my friend’s admonitions. I assumed that the chances of writing a book about him were, for all practical purposes, nil. Daskalos did not take me seriously at all.

‘I would like to use my sabbatical to write a book about you,’ I said after I gathered my courage, knowing full well what the answer would be.

He looked pensive and serious for a few seconds without saying a word.

‘What is so important that you want to write about me?’ he asked with a lowered voice.

I responded that a lot of people in the English-speaking world, particularly in America, would be very interested to hear his message about life.

‘But what I teach is not my message,’ he replied as he spread his hands outward to give emphasis. ‘I am simply the channel of Yohannan and other invisible masters.’

‘Who is Yohannan?’

Daskalos went on to explain that Yohannan was none other than Jesus’ disciple, John the evangelist, who spoke through Daskalos’ body.

‘Quite often the vibrations of his presence are so intense that my material brain has a hard time channeling his teachings. In such cases I just leave my body and let Yohannan take complete possession of it while I sit in the audience listening to the talk. Do you understand now why I should not get any credit for the teachings?’

Daskalos paused for a moment and gazed at me piercingly. ‘Fame is a trap in our spiritual path,’ he said, as if to warn himself and myself of the dangers lurking in publicity. ‘I must remain anonymous.’

That is the end of my project I thought and began resigning myself to this realization. But before I completed my thought, Daskalos surprised me.

‘You can write about the teachings if you so wish, assuming that I do not get the credit,’ he said quietly. I was delighted and promised that I would guard his anonymity as much as I could. The name Daskalos is after all a common title in Greek, the manner with which people address schoolmasters.

‘I am very happy that you are letting me write about your world,’ I said shortly. ‘But I am puzzled. Why me? I know that so far you have refused to give even a single interview.’

He smiled and looked at me with intensity. ‘Before I give you an answer tell me, do you believe in reincarnation?’ I was taken aback by his pointed question and for a moment I was at a loss, not knowing what to say. In my training as a sociologist I learned to be a skeptic and avoid metaphysical questions considered to be unanswerable. Such questions, we were led to believe, interfere with the objectivity and detachment necessary for valid observation.

‘I have no basis to believe or disbelieve,’ I said, ‘but I am open to persuasion.’ I mentioned further that I am always impressed with the eloquence of arguments presented in favor of reincarnation throughout the ages from Plato to the Theosophists and Madame Blavatsky.

Daskalos appreciated my answer and nodded with approval. He then proceeded to answer my question.

‘This is not the first time we have met,’ he said in all sincerity. ‘We have known each other in four previous incarnations. Our meeting in this life,’ he continued as I noticed an eerie look on his face, while I must have appeared perplexed and incredulous, ‘is not accidental as it is not accidental that you have a keen interest in politics and mysticism. You lived in India at a time when I was a yogi and we knew of one another. Your major concern in that incarnation was to play the role of the mediator between several warring tribes. But you were so inept,’ Daskalos went on and burst into laughter, ‘that in spite of your good intentions you caused a war to break out.

‘During the time of Queen Isabella of Spain,’ he said further, ‘when the Spaniards pushed the Moors out of the Iberian Peninsula, you were again in the midst of political turmoil. Your mother was Moorish and your father a Spaniard. You tried to mediate between the two warring groups, again unsuccessfully. It was an adventure that almost cost your life.

‘Your interest in mysticism developed in Tibet where you incarnated several times. Your obsession with finding the Truth led you to wander from one lamasary to another. In your present incarnation your lamasary is the university where you now teach.’

With that last remark I could not hide a smile. The notion of the University of Maine as my present lamasary was very amusing.

‘You have come close to enlightenment several times in the past,’ Daskalos went on as he concentrated on my face, ‘but you habitually turn back at the last moment.’

‘In what way?’

‘Your attention gets distracted by other more earthly considerations. By the way,’ Daskalos said suddenly, before giving me a chance to digest my incarnational history, ‘have I introduced you to Iacovos?’

The young man who had been listening quietly smiled as we were introduced.

‘Iacovos,’ Daskalos announced matter-of-factly, as if to shock me even further, ‘is four thousand years old’.’

‘Strange,’ I said humorously, ‘he seems to be no more than twenty.’

Daskalos argued that he and Iacovos were ‘old friends,’ their friendship dating thousands of years back.

‘To whom can I tell such stories without being pronounced insane?’ Daskalos said laughing as he tapped my knee. ‘Even some of us,’ he went on as he turned towards his young apprentice, ‘in spite of our experiences wonder sometimes whether the powers we have are real or not. He is only nineteen now,’ Daskalos said as he turned towards me, ‘and he often questions the reality of his own experiences. I had doubts myself at that age.’

‘Logic sometimes gets in our way,’ Iacovos murmured, as if thinking aloud.

‘Logic, logic …,’ Daskalos reacted and shook his head with impatience. ‘If you stick to logic you cannot go very far. What is logic other than the conventional way of thinking at a particular time and place? Our concern is with Logos, Reason, Truth which are beyond time and space.’

He then mentioned that each night he and some of his students became ‘invisible helpers.’ They carried out ‘exomatosis,’ that is, they left their bodies and traveled to faraway places ‘to be of service.’ Those capable of exomatosis were his most advanced disciples who had put on the ‘white robe,’ a symbolic uniform implying initiation into the exclusive inner circle.

‘With my invisible helpers,’ Daskalos said, ‘we go all over the Middle East, including Iran and Turkey. In our work there is no nationality, no religion, no race.’

When I asked how exomatosis is possible, Daskalos replied that every human being has three bodies, not only one, as people commonly assume. We have, he said, in addition to our ‘gross material body,’ a ‘psychic body,’ the body of sentiments, and a ‘noetic body,’ the body which expresses our mental state. Each of the three bodies lives within a different dimension of existence, the gross material dimension, the psychic dimension and the noetic dimension. The three bodies express our ‘present personality,’ which is a manifestation of our inner self, the ‘permanent personality.’ When our gross material body dies we continue to live within the psychic worlds with our ‘psychonoetic body.’ An experienced mystic, according to him, can leave his material body at will, travel with his psychonoetic body as complete self-consciousness and then return to his material body fully conscious of the experiences he had while in exomatosis.

Each of the three bodies, Daskalos went on, has its corresponding ‘etheric-double,’ the energy field that keeps the three bodies alive and linked to one another. Etheric vitality, which makes healing possible, is the cosmic energy which scientists have yet to discover. This energy is absorbed by our bodies through certain psychonoetic centers, the ‘chakras’ or ‘sacred discs.’

Daskalos said that these are truths that someday I would experience when I embark on the path for the research of truth.

‘It is better,’ he continued slowly, ‘not to talk about such matters publicly because people get scandalized.’

I mentioned that in America there is a growing interest in mysticism and people are not so easily scandalized.

‘Perhaps it is so in America but not here in Cyprus.’

‘I see what you mean,’ I nodded, realizing that Daskalos referred to the various attempts on the part of the local church to excommunicate him.

‘Tell me,’ Daskalos said abruptly, ‘why are you interested in writing this book?’

His question took me by surprise since I assumed I had already explained myself.

‘I have no way of knowing,’ I replied with determination, ‘whether the world you live in is real or not. But I must confess I am fascinated with what you have told me so far about it. I would be a hypocrite if I do not admit that my ambition is to write a good book which will portray as accurately as possible the world as you experience it. I also want to learn how to proceed to have similar experiences like yourself. I am ready to follow your instructions on meditation exercises and try to understand your teachings on the nature of reality.’

‘What else?’ Daskalos said softly and looked at me in earnest. I realized he found my answer inadequate.

‘Well,’ I said somewhat perplexed, suspecting what Daskalos had in mind, ‘in the event that I evolve and acquire psychonoetic powers I would like to become a healer myself and be of service to my fellow man.’

‘Good!’ Daskalos exclaimed, and leaned back in his chair with a satisfied look on his face. ‘This is our mission in life. To be of service to our fellow man. Remember, the harvest is bountiful but few are the harvesters. You,’ he went on and pointed his finger at me, ‘with your knowledge of society could be of special service. You could construct beautiful worlds in which men could live in peace and harmony.’

‘I’ll try my best,’ I said naively, not having the foggiest notion what Daskalos meant by his ultra-idealistic utterance.

He went on to say that the whole region of the Middle East is plagued with violence and suffering and that the urgency to act is more pressing than ever. Moral standards, he said, with sadness in his face, are collapsing everywhere and there is so much savagery and injustice.

When I went home that evening I pondered over my encounter with Daskalos which seemed to have defined for me the nature of my relationship with him for the months and years to come. My spontaneous responses to his questions clarified in my mind the appropriate methodological procedure I should follow in studying Daskalos’ world.

Even before our last encounter I understood that a conventional sociological approach to the study of Daskalos’ circles would be inappropriate. Such a study, I thought, would have forced me to raise questions at the exclusion of others which appeared to me much more significant and enticing. I preferred instead to become a participant observer in the fullest sense of the word. To understand Daskalos’ reality I had to become a disciple myself and try to observe his world from within his experience. I decided to use his own language in conversing with him without any preconceived notions on the objective validity of his reality. Instead of imposing my own theories to explain Daskalos’ world I thought it proper to follow a phenomenological approach and let him explain his own world in his own language and categories of understanding. My ambition as a researcher, therefore, was to use my training in field research and observation in order to bring to the surface of social consciousness the life, work and world view of an extraordinarily gifted spiritual master.
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Exorcising the Nazi Spirits

I woke up early in the morning and began working on my field notes. I was not to see Daskalos until four o’clock that afternoon when a meeting was scheduled with his students. Daskalos told me the day before that he could not see me earlier because he had several errands.

At about eight o’clock the phone rang. It was Maro, a friend of my sister. She wanted to know whether I would be willing to arrange a meeting with Daskalos on behalf of some friends of hers. She said they were Jewish and had just arrived from Israel. Their daughter was having severe psychological problems. The medical doctors could do nothing and they had resorted to many psychiatrists but to no avail. The girl, I was told, was quite normal until one night when she dreamed of demons tormenting her. Since then she heard their voices and saw them in her dreams. She desperately needed help because her situation was deteriorating. This girl had come to Cyprus with her mother to visit an aunt. Maro asked whether it would be possible for me to arrange a meeting with Daskalos that very day.

After several phone calls I managed to locate Daskalos. We made an appointment for eleven thirty. By that time, he said, he would be through with his errands. Maro arrived at our house with her friends shortly before the meeting with Daskalos. She introduced me to the three Jewish women, mother, daughter and aunt. They spoke broken English and, given their apparent uneasiness, carrying on a conversation with them was not easy. The girl appeared ‘normal’ but I noticed deep anxiety and sadness in her face.

It took us only fifteen minutes to drive to Daskalos’ house. Maro did not come with us because she said she was petrified of ‘these matters.’ She had never met Daskalos but knew of his reputation as a specialist in the occult. The mere thought of him filled her with dread.

Daskalos was with Loizos, one of his close students who was studying medicine at the University of Athens. I asked the three women to introduce themselves. Then I briefly explained to Daskalos the nature of our visit. He made himself comfortable in his armchair and looked at the girl intensely.

‘You have a talisman on you,’ he said, ‘right at the heart. It is a six-pointed star.’

I saw the faces of all three of the women lighting up. The girl’s mother, in her heavily accented English, noted that underneath her daughter’s dress, at the spot where Daskalos mentioned, there was, in fact, a talisman in the shape of David’s star made for her daughter by a Jewish rabbi. This demonstration of psychic power by Daskalos apparently established in their eyes his credibility as a healer. He then asked Hadas, the girl, to describe to him what happened. With the help of her mother and aunt she explained that whenever ‘they’ come she felt that they took her soul away and that her body was dead. Whenever this happened she experienced pains in her stomach and in the back of her head.

‘I am abnormal,’ she concluded, ‘these demons will not let me rest for a single moment.’

‘How can you say you are abnormal,’ Daskalos interjected, ‘when you explain to me what happens to you in such a lucid and comprehensible manner?’

‘This is what her mother believes,’ said the aunt with excitement. ‘It is all in her imagination.’

I noticed that Daskalos was not impressed with this diagnosis of the girl’s predicament and continued asking questions.

‘Did you ever ask these spirits who they were and what they wanted from you?’

‘No, I did not,’ Hadas replied.

‘How old are you?’

‘Twenty-six.’ Actually she did not look to me more than twenty.

‘What is your religion?’

‘Jewish.’

‘Close your eyes, please.’ She apparently did not understand what Daskalos said and her aunt interpreted his words in Hebrew. Hadas showed eagerness to cooperate and closed her eyes while Daskalos focused on her face. In a few seconds she opened her eyes and Daskalos began to talk again.

‘If you want me to help you,’ he said, ‘you must tell me whether you genuinely believe in God or not.’

‘I do, I do,’ the girl replied in earnest.

‘Good! I could not have helped you otherwise.’ Daskalos then offered his diagnosis of the problem.

‘Your daughter,’ he said to the mother, ‘is not suffering from demonic possession.’ Then he looked at me and continued, ‘Neither is she possessed by elementals.’ Finally addressing himself to Hadas he said, ‘Those you see and whose voices you hear tormenting you are not illusions. They are human beings. They are Nazis.’ I saw horror expressed in the faces of the three Jewish women. ‘They are,’ Daskalos continued, ‘two spirits, husband and wife, who died during the bombardment of Hamburg by the Allies. They took part in the Holocaust and physically tortured a great number of Jews. When they departed to the other world they carried with them their hatred for Jews. So they managed to get possession of you at a time when their vibrations and yours were on the same frequency. The husband took possession of your solar plexus and the woman the chakra of your genitals. But they have not been able to take over the chakra of your brain. They have managed to send to the asylum four other Jewish women. But you need not be afraid because today we will cut the connection and send them away. Since your religion is Jewish we will do the exorcism in accordance with the Jewish Cabbala.’

Daskalos then asked Loizos to go upstairs to the bedroom and fetch the White Eagle, a small statue Daskalos kept at his bedside. It was Daskalos’ symbol of white magic, a very ancient mystical symbol, I found out later. Loizos was also instructed to bring along a silver six-pointed star, a gift to Daskalos from a Jewish mystic. In its center there were inscriptions in Hebrew of the Ten Commandments. Daskalos told Loizos that on his return to the living room he should have his hands crossed over his chest holding on one hand the White Eagle and on the other the six-pointed star. He also told Loizos not to utter a word while holding the two objects in that fashion. Loizos went upstairs and Daskalos began his preparations. He first lit a white candle and filled a glass of water which he placed on the table next to the candle. Then he got a piece of white paper and markers of various colors. He went into the Sanctum and brought back the Unpointed Sword, kissed it and placed it over the paper. When Loizos returned, looking somber and silent just as he had been told, Daskalos took the statue, placed it next to the candle, and held the six-pointed star with his other hand.

‘Come forward,’ he said to the girl. She stood up and came close to the table.

‘Can you read Hebrew?’ Daskalos asked.

‘Yes,’ said the girl softly. Then Daskalos extended his arm and held the six-pointed star firmly in front of her face. He asked her to read aloud the Ten Commandments. After she had finished, he gave her the six-pointed star and told her to sit down and hold it with her right hand tightly over her heart.

‘Repeat after me,’ Daskalos commanded, ‘Shalom Alehem, Shalom Alehem.’

‘Shalom Alehem, Shalom Alehem,’ the girl repeated it in a broken voice. I noticed a look of awe in the eyes of the other two women upon hearing the Hebrew words.

Daskalos then sat in front of his desk, kissed the Unpointed Sword, and asked Hadas to do likewise. Then he asked her to begin a prayer she knew in Hebrew. While she recited her prayer, Daskalos continued to murmur ‘Shalom Alehem, Shalom Alehem’ and using the Unpointed Sword and a red marker he began to draw several lines that appeared to me like several six-pointed stars, one almost on top of the other. His movements were slow and determined. After a few minutes he stopped murmuring ‘Shalom Alehem’ and began talking slowly while still drawing the red lines. I could not make out what he was saying. I could only see his lips moving. Loizos was standing behind Daskalos and joined in murmuring monotonously ‘Shalom Alehem’ while his eyes were fixed on Daskalos’ drawings. Hadas continued her prayer, held the six-pointed star firmly against her chest, and focused her gaze on the flame as Daskalos had instructed her to do. I noticed the other two women were sitting on the couch next to each other holding firmly each other’s hand and watching with watery eyes what was going on. It was an emotional scene. At that moment Daskalos appeared more like a rabbi than a Greek Cypriot medicine man. By following Jewish mystical procedures he apparently eased the tension of the Jewish women, making it easier for them to participate meaningfully in the healing session. I suppose had the girl been a Muslim he would have followed Sufi methods to accomplish the same task.

‘No, you are not Christians. You are swine. No pity on you,’ he said in English with a loud severe voice, while concentrating on the flame and moving his hands around it. The flame was behaving in a rather strange manner. I had noticed this procedure on several occasions. Daskalos would concentrate his eyes on the candle and from a distance, usually two to three feet away, he would move his palm rapidly left and right in a trembling fashion. As he was doing this, the flame would become thin and elongated, black smoke flying away from its tip. Then it would shrink and vacillate violently. The flame appeared to respond to Daskalos’ hand movements. Subsequently he would bring his palm forward and pass it over the flame as if trying to grasp it. He would then open his fist right over his drawings as if throwing something onto the paper, murmuring words no one could hear.

Daskalos shook his head disapprovingly while focusing and working on the candle’s flame. ‘They are stubborn,’ he said, as if to inform his audience of the difficulties he was facing. ‘No, you are not Christians,’ he repeated loudly and severely, ‘I am Jewish now! Shalom Alehem.’

Daskalos spent about twenty minutes working with the flame, a rather long period in comparison with other times that I had witnessed similar procedures. When he stopped I saw an expression of relief and satisfaction on his face. I also observed that the moment he stopped working with the flame it became still.

Hadas continued to repeat her prayer and Daskalos folded the white paper in the shape of a triangle. He then placed the edge of the folded paper over the flame, setting it on fire. Loizos, who was still murmuring ‘Shalom Alehem,’ took the burning paper from Daskalos’ hands and placed it outside in a special container until it burned completely. Daskalos then asked the girl to put out the flame herself and then drink of the ‘magnetized’ water.

‘You have nothing to worry about from now on,’ he declared authoritatively. ‘They can no longer harm you or anyone else. Both of them are now gone to a place where they can rest in peace until they come to their senses. You may still feel heavy in the head but do not worry. These are the aftereffects that will gradually go away. But they can never again take possession of your aura. They may try to affect you telepathically but they cannot take possession of you. If you feel them near you, just say the prayer you have been saying here and concentrate on the flame of the white candle. The moment you do that they will be scared and will go away.’

Then Daskalos returned to his armchair. He looked tired. Little Marios, his three-year-old grandson, who had in the meantime come into the room, climbed on Daskalos’ lap and rested his head on his grandfather’s chest. Daskalos began stroking the boy’s head. After a few moments of silence he said to the three women who sat there looking overwhelmed, ‘It is amazing, is it not? People carry their hatreds even beyond the grave.’

Hadas’ aunt, who was sitting next to me, leaned close to my right ear and asked in a low voice how much they owed Daskalos for his services. Apparently this was what they were waiting to hear before departing. I somehow expected it and said to the women in a half serious, half joking tone, ‘Why don’t you ask him?’ Then I explained to Daskalos what we were talking about. ‘You don’t owe me anything,’ was the standard response. ‘Do you remember the case in the Old Testament of the Syrian king,’ Daskalos continued, ‘who suffered from leprosy and was cured by the Hebrew prophet?’ The Jewish lady was apologetic for her ignorance of the Old Testament. So Daskalos briefly explained.

‘When the Syrian king asked how much he owed the prophet his reply was “Nothing. The grace of the Lord is not paid with money.” But one of his students got greedy. So when the king left with his entourage, this disciple followed them and told the king that the prophet had changed his mind. The king then offered him gold. But the prophet saw in his own way what had happened and when the student came back he told him, “The leprosy of the king is on you.” And the disciple did, in fact, get leprosy. We cannot accept money for something which is not ours.’

‘Are you saying, Daskale,’ I interjected, ‘that the prophet cursed his student?’

‘No, of course not,’ Daskalos replied, ‘the prophet was good and loved his student. But he saw what was coming. It was the disciple’s greediness that caused him to get the leprosy, not the prophet.’

‘I don’t understand,’ Daskalos remarked after a few moments’ pause, ‘how a psychotherapist could ask for money for something which is not his, the life-giving ether of the Holy Spirit. You have been freely given, you should freely give,’ he concluded.

After this short lesson the three women stood up, thanked Daskalos, and we all left. As we were coming out of the house the aunt inquired once again whether indeed they owed nothing. For some reason it sounded unbelievable to her. I reminded her of the story in the Old Testament, and got into the car.

A week later I paid the Jewish ladies a visit. I wanted to know how Hadas felt after her encounter with Daskalos. I had already been informed by Maro that Hadas had stopped hearing the voices since the day of the meeting with Daskalos. I was also told that she had gone out with a young man to a disco and was no longer afraid to walk in the streets by herself. ‘Everybody was very happy,’ Maro said.

It was the day before she was to return to Israel with her mother that I saw Hadas again. Unlike the last time I had seen her, she was quite talkative and willing to describe her experiences to me in more detail. Her mother and aunt were present. All three of them seemed pleased.

‘Hadas,’ I asked, ‘can you describe to me what exactly happened to you?’ With occasional help from her mother and aunt, Hadas began to narrate her ordeal.

‘My problem started four years ago when my mother was on a trip to Romania. One night I went out with my friends. Something happened between me and my boyfriend and I left him. I went home and took a shower. When I went to bed I felt something entering my head. I was very upset. I felt changed. I went to a doctor who told me that it was only my nerves. He gave me pills. When my mother returned from Romania she took me to many doctors. All of them repeated that I was suffering from my nerves. I couldn’t sleep even though I took many pills. Then I went to a rabbi. He told me that I must pray because something like a demon had gotten into me. I started praying and every morning I would vomit everything I ate.’

‘But you still did not hear any voices?’ I inquired.

‘No, at first I didn’t. But I dreamt that I lived in two kinds of worlds, in this world and in another world underground. A rabbi told me that after forty days I would vomit something very big and yellow, mixed with other colors. He said that after this I would be myself again, and this is what happened. I was vomiting every day and the fortieth day I vomited a lot and felt well again. I went out with my friends and had a new boyfriend. But once more something happened between us and we broke it off. I was very upset. This time it was more difficult for me because all my friends were married and I was very lonely. I remember I was sleeping on the sofa when something entered inside my body. It began in the legs and then entered in my stomach. I felt it penetrating me but did not hear any voices. After that it began to torture me. I went to many rabbis and told them what happened. “You are only upset. Forget it,” they said. I couldn’t forget it. It was hurting too much. After that I tried to convince myself that my problem was only psychological and that I should forget it, and then I went to sleep. But now I began to hear voices right here in the lower part of my neck and then they moved inside my head. The voices told me in my dream “In the world you are in, you cannot have a life like others. We will keep you away from your world. We will torture you and make you go mad. We will keep you in our world and get you married here.”’

‘They got you married in the other world?’ I asked.

‘Yes they did. They married me to a tall man with a mustache. I had never met him before. If I see him again I will recognize him. I know him so well! And they told me, “Because we forced you to marry in our world you cannot marry in your world.” Every morning when I would wake up I would go to my mother’s bed and ask her, “Please help me. Something very strange happened to me. Can you help me?” She couldn’t. Nobody could help me! I felt the voices were destroying my mind. I didn’t know what to do. I went to another psychiatrist. “There is nothing wrong with you,” he said. “It is only in your mind.”’

Hadas’ mother mentioned that her daughter was sent to a mental institution from which she ran away after a week.

‘They gave me very strong pills,’ Hadas continued. ‘My back began to hurt, I had trouble moving about, and the voices tormented me continuously. My mother then took me to another psychiatrist who told me that I was normal like everyone else. I visited this psychiatrist regularly, but he couldn’t help me.’

‘Did you,’ I asked, ‘describe your situation to the doctor the way you are describing it to me now?’

‘No. I only talk about it to people who are open to these matters. I went to the rabbi again. “If you don’t stop thinking about it,” he said, “you will go mad.” I couldn’t stop. Every night they would come to me. They wanted me to commit suicide. Now I no longer hear them. I feel that my body is free. But I am not yet completely well. My head seems empty.’

I reminded Hadas of what Daskalos had said, that she was bound to have some aftereffects which would gradually go away. Her mother added that she saw a big difference in her daughter. The others agreed. I thanked them for their time and wished them farewell. My next task was to see Daskalos and hear his version of the story.

The next morning I took the bus and went to Strovolos. When I arrived I noticed that Daskalos had some visitors so I waited in the Stoa until they left. Later I went to the living room where I found Daskalos waiting. When I mentioned to him that I had seen the Jewish girl and that she was quite well, he showed no surprise or particular interest. ‘I know,’ he said matter of factly. Daskalos was a healer sure of his craft and he was in no need of reassurance about the effects of his intervention. When he said to Hadas, ‘You are cured,’ he was not simply trying to impress her and create in her a favorable psychological state for her recovery. Daskalos himself was absolutely convinced that objectively speaking she was cured, that the spirits had been exorcised and therefore she had nothing to fear. I was quite certain that Daskalos was not playacting.

I did not elaborate on the details of my interview with Hadas when speaking to Daskalos. I just mentioned that I had seen her and that she was well. Now I wanted Daskalos to explain to me the details of the exorcism.

‘It is a case,’ Daskalos began, ‘which I have encountered on several occasions. So far six or seven Jews, men and women, have come from Israel so that I could free them from “possession.”’ Then, leaning back in his chair, Daskalos continued. ‘In this case we are dealing with humans who died and who, during their lives, had relentless hatred against certain people or situations and who failed to make a complete transition to the psychic world. Instead they found themselves oscillating between the etheric of the gross material world and the psychic world. They thus found themselves in a position that allowed them to come in touch with this world. The way they do it is by taking possession of a human being who lives here on Earth and has certain phobias or is in a certain psychological state
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