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JOURNEYS IN

THE KALI YUGA
“Often one has to travel far afield to the farthest edge to find out where one belongs. Aki Cederberg tells us the fascinating tale of his journey to the wild heart of mythical India, a journey that changed his life and led him back to his roots.”
WOLF-DIETER STORL, PH.D., AUTHOR OF SHIVA: THE WILD GOD OF POWER AND ECSTASY
“Cederberg has made the outer and inner journey from one end of the geography of tradition to the other, which is only an outer reflection of the inner journey many pilgrims make from the outer world to inner experience. What is remarkable about Cederberg’s journey is that he, like Odysseus of old, found his way home again. The knowledge he gathered on his journeys gave him the tools he needed to discover the inner treasures of his own homeland. By reading this book you can gather some of this knowledge without ever going to India.”
STEPHEN E. FLOWERS, AUTHOR OF ORIGINAL MAGIC: THE RITUALS AND INITIATIONS OF THE PERSIAN MAGI
“From the erotic passion of Shiva to the surreal bliss of the Khumb Mela, Aki Cederberg chronicles his search for meaning in modern India. But, as he discovered, ‘Pilgrimages have to come to an end. Ultimately, one must return home’—not just physically but spiritually as well. His story of how his own native European gods called to him is powerful, beautiful, irresistible. This book bears an important message for our times and delivers it in a way that captivates the reader. I recommend Journeys in the Kali Yuga without reservation.”
STEPHEN MCNALLEN, AUTHOR OF ASATRU: A NATIVE EUROPEAN SPIRITUALITY
“Aki Cederberg is an outsider in the modern, spiritually barren West. His quest for a sense of spiritual place takes him to the exotic East. There he is an outsider as well but is allowed something close to an insider’s participation in a living pagan religious tradition. Instead of satisfaction, he finds only more yearning—for the largely forgotten traditions of his own people. Cederberg’s journey—which makes for a highly colorful, absorbing tale—functions as a kind of initiation into those traditions. It is a journey home.”
COLLIN CLEARY, AUTHOR OF WHAT IS A RUNE? AND OTHER ESSAYS
“This book is as much a classical adventure story as it is a tale of genuine spiritual progress. Cederberg’s travels in search of the roots of pagan/religious culture and how they affect us is both a personal vision quest and a wider speculation. Every plant has its roots, and Cederberg is generous to share his own roots exploration in such an eloquent way. The book is inspiring, intelligent, and a truly great read.”
CARL ABRAHAMSSON, PUBLISHER AND AUTHOR OF OCCULTURE: THE UNSEEN FORCES THAT DRIVE CULTURE FORWARD
“Unlike the congratulatory stories told by self-proclaimed gurus or superhero yoga masters, this is the spiritual autobiography of a guy like you or me who’s just trying to figure it all out in a world that has lost its way.”
JOSHUA BUCKLEY, EDITOR OF TYR: MYTH, CULTURE & TRADITION
“Ever since the Beatles, India has had its fair share of ‘spiritual’ tourists. Aki Cederberg is not one of them. The gurus and babas he described having encountered there obviously viewed him as a sincere spiritual pilgrim. His odyssey to the East seems best summed up in the lines of a poem by T. S. Eliot in Four Quartets: ‘And the end of all our exploring will be to arrive where we started and know the place for the first time.’”
ROBERT N. TAYLOR, MUSICIAN AND AUTHOR OF REMNANTS OF A SEASON
“Aki Cederberg’s Journeys in the Kali Yuga offers a visceral, gritty, and at times humorous account of the dreamlike world of Indian Naga Babas. A story of an ongoing search for something real in a world where the deepest concerns of human spirit have become mere commodities, this is a timely book about timeless topics.”
MATTI RAUTANIEMI, AUTHOR AND YOGA HISTORIAN
“Written in poetical prose that is sharp, witty, and honest, the book is a valuable offering to all seekers and pilgrims on the eternal search of self.”
YOGANANDA PURI, NAGA SANNYASI
“Whereas most Westerners drawn to Indian spirituality have an interest in yoga or meditation, it was his passion for magic that led Aki Cederberg to the Naga Babas. With a background within European pagan magic, he is particularly capable of appreciating the esoteric dimensions of the yoga tradition—dimensions largely shunned within modern Western yoga.”
CHRISTIAN MÖLLENHOFF, FOUNDER OF YOGA & MÉDITATION PARIS
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Just as in the embrace of his beloved,

a man forgets the entire world,

all that exists within himself and without,

so in union with the Being of knowledge,

he no longer knows anything, either within or without.
UPANISHADS
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Om Shri Ganeshaya Namaha

FOREWORD
For One Who Wanders Widely
By Michael Moynihan
IF THE HUMAN BEING is a Homo religiosus by nature, as so many signs suggest, then the impulse toward pilgrimage—a sacred journey or a journey in search of the sacred—must be nearly as old as the human sense of the higher powers themselves. The whole notion of pilgrimage assumes that divine forces are not restricted to a supernatural realm, solely accessible through worship or prayer, but instead may be found lingering in particular places here on Earth. These sites, marked by the gods and their most ardent devotees, may be numinous features in the natural landscape such as mountains, groves, trees, lakes, wells, and waterways, or man-made structures like temples, altars, and shrines. In many cases, natural and man-made elements are brought together to amplify and concentrate the spirit(s) of a place.
Sacred sites are remarkably resilient, thus demonstrating their innate power. They often maintain their special status despite the seismic shifts in external religious belief and custom that can occur with the passage of time. Even in the West—where the past few millennia saw earlier polytheistic worldviews replaced by monotheistic Christianity, which gave way to a muddleheaded modernism—sacred places can still be found dotted across the landscape. Some are as old as the Neolithic period.
Pilgrimage is an abiding feature of religions in the East and West. The Indian traditions of Hinduism and later Jainism recognize the action, yatra (pilgrimage), and the destination, tirtha (pilgrimage site or crossing-over place), terms that derive from ancient Sanskrit. Buddhists travel to the Mahabodhi Temple, the site of the bodhi tree under which Siddhartha Gautama attained enlightenment. For any able-bodied Muslim, a hajj (pilgrimage) to Mecca is a mandatory pillar of the faith. In pagan Scandinavia, the temple at Uppsala drew throngs of visitors who came from every part of Sweden to attend the great and bloody sacrificial feast that was held there every nine years. In late antiquity, Christians began making pilgrimages to the Holy Land. By the early Middle Ages, the city of Rome and its basilicas of the martyrs Peter and Paul had become a sacred destination for Christian pilgrims who traveled there from all parts of Europe and from as far away as Iceland. Common routes and roadmaps were developed for these pilgrimages, but the passages were beset with all manner of dangers. The journey itself would surely test a pilgrim’s faith; successfully completed, the pilgrimage was a testament to the steadfastness of that same faith.
At the heart of pilgrimage, both the word and the concept, is the pilgrim, the one who boldly—and, in some cases, naively—undertakes such a venture. Etymologically, the word pilgrim derives from the Latin peregrinus, “foreigner,” which in turn was probably formed from a combination of per (“through”) and ager (“field,” “land,” or “terrain”). It thus signifies someone who travels, or has traveled, through a land.
In the case of Aki Cederberg’s Journeys in the Kali Yuga, which recounts his ongoing quest for darshan, a “beholding” or direct view of the sacred, the destinations are literal and figurative, made of matter and spirit, and their pathways lead inward as well as farther afield. The pilgrimages that form the main backdrop of his account took place in India, on far less beaten paths than those of the hajj or a journey to Jerusalem.
Navigating a terra incognita can be a disorienting experience on a metaphysical as well as a geographical level. This is certainly the case in a polytheistic land such as India, with its dense and deeply layered cultural and religious strata that have been accumulating and intermingling for millennia. Foreigners who travel there naively in search of some vague enlightenment and who lack a well-functioning internal compass may soon find themselves in an endless, hallucinatory labyrinth that confounds at every turn. As Cederberg observes, many return home “even more lost than they were when they first set out on their journey.”
A large part of Cederberg’s story tells of his initiation, and that of several other Europeans, into a lineage of Shaivite Naga Babas. His descriptions of these events and their surroundings are sincere, respectful, and colorful but devoid of romanticism. Despite his resonance with the ancient spiritual worldview of the Babas and his appreciation for the power of their rituals and customs, he eventually realizes he can never be truly at home in their world. No matter the length of the stay or the depth of the study, he is destined to remain a stranger in a strange land.
Cederberg’s experiences in India serve as a hermetic and analogical catalyst on several levels. Along with a greater understanding of the sacred vertical correspondence “as above, so below” comes the recognition of a matching horizontal equation: “as within, so without.” Just as the higher world of the gods has its parallel scenarios that play out perpetually here on Earth, an inner, mystical path has its equally valid outer, physical counterparts, such as the traditional martial arts. The analogy might be further extended to the world of the creative arts as a whole.
Most important of all, perhaps, Cederberg’s encounter with the Shaivite Babas acts as a kind of magic mirror, the polished black surface of which forces the outsider, the viewer, to stare back into his own depths. The engagement with Hinduism leads not to an embrace of the exotic and a rejection of one’s native roots—which in Cederberg’s case have their mythic reference points in ancient Finnish and Germanic traditions—but to a renewed impulse to nourish those roots and, in turn, be nourished by them.
Western traditions do not provide the overwhelming plethora of gods and demigods that have coalesced in a culture such as India’s, but this is not necessarily a bad thing. Our divinities and legendary heroes embody equally potent roles and functions—often in ways that are far more understandable to our psyches. And like an overgrown sacred site or a hidden holy well, they await an ongoing rediscovery. For most people in the modern world, making such rediscoveries—and really learning from them—demands a heroic effort. It is to this effort that Cederberg has dedicated a large part of his life.
In one of the aphoristic strophes from the Old Icelandic Hávamál, the god Odin warns that “wits are needed for one who wanders widely” (Vits er þörf, þeim er víða ratar). Cederberg has certainly wandered widely. He found entrancing and sometimes bewildering worlds to explore and crossed a few dark thresholds along the way. Thankfully, having kept his wits about him all the while, he has returned with a clearheaded field report from the spiritual front lines that is every bit as readable as it is relevant. Journeys in the Kali Yuga is much more than just a travelogue of intriguing tales. Taken together, the pilgrimages recounted in these pages tell a greater story.
WALPURGISNACHT AND MAY DAY, 2017
MICHAEL MOYNIHAN is an author, translator, editor, and musician and holds a doctorate in Germanic philology. His nonfiction book Lords of Chaos (cowritten with Didrik Søderlind; revised edition, Feral House, 2003) has been translated into nine languages and is the basis for a feature film production. He has contributed to scholarly encyclopedias and topical anthologies, and coedits (with Joshua Buckley) the journal TYR: Myth—Culture—Tradition. Recent projects include the monograph American Grotesque: The Life and Art of William Mortensen (coedited with Larry Lytle) and a new edition of Mortensen’s The Command to Look (both published by Feral House, 2014). As a translator, his work includes the annotated English edition of Barbarian Rites: The Spiritual World of the Vikings and the Germanic Tribes by Hans-Peter Hasenfratz, Ph.D. (Inner Traditions, 2011).

WORDS OF POWER
A Translator’s Foreword to an Untranslated Work
By Ike Vil
I AM A TRANSLATOR BY TRADE, or, perhaps more accurately, by accident. I dabble in other things, but one has to eat, too. I translate novels, biographies, articles, movies, and TV—everything except reality shows. That’s where I draw the line, based on ethical grounds.
The first edition of this book was published in Finnish. It was, however, translated from English, as Mr. Cederberg wrote the original text, comprising chapters 1 through 4, for the excellent Fenris Wolf anthology. I translated it into Finnish and wrote the foreword. Now, rather than translate into English my Finnish foreword to a text that was translated from English—are you still with me?—it seemed to make more sense to start from scratch. Especially as the story continued beyond those initial chapters.
And that story is quite exceptional.
In the tradition of the best travelogues, it tells of strange, beautiful, and horrible things in distant lands where magic is not dead. For Westerners, it is a rare glimpse into an esoteric and often misunderstood tradition that challenges the way we see the world and ourselves. And it’s not just about lurid anecdotes. The author actually brought back more than just a lousy T-shirt. For me, that is the greatest inspiration in this story.
They say that translating is something that should not be done, yet is still done. Despite some optimistic technocrats who think that machine translations will render humans redundant in a decade, most people understand that you can’t really translate words—you can only translate ideas.
And that’s where something is lost.
I first tried to make sense of the giddy world of magic in the mid1980s, when, at the tender of age of fourteen, I got my hands on The Book of Black Magic and of Pacts, the classic late-nineteenth-century collection of Goetia by Arthur Edward Waite. Delving into the invocations, I started wondering about the wording of the litanies. Some words, like Tetragrammaton, which seemed to be Greek, were cool sounding, while others, like Jehovah, did not sound cool at all. And what about the English text accompanying those names in the invocations? Should I really chant the words in English for the rituals to work? This seemed a bit preposterous. Then I wondered if maybe I should use my native language, Finnish, instead, because I felt that, in any case, the magic should happen within myself.
Needless to say, the invocations didn’t really work in any language—unless it was thanks to them that my life became this wonderful yet sometimes strenuous series of adventures.
I later found out about the words gematria, notarikon, temurah, Qabbalah, and sephiroth—there was a world of confusing analogy hidden in those Hebrew letters and numerals that I really didn’t have a clue about. Still later, I started wondering if it’s even my place to study the secrets of a hidden tradition of an alien culture that, as intriguing as it is, is not mine.
I could translate its ideas but not its words.
My heritage is that of the Elk-Folk, the Bear-Folk, the Tree-Folk, the mysteries of the woods and animals of the North.
Herman Melville wrote that “life’s a voyage that’s homeward bound.” Like all meaningful truths, it probably sounds shallow at first. In our youth, we often go about parroting adages like that, things we profess to know about because we have read about them or seen them on TV. One of the few joys of getting old is that knowledge is tempered by our own experience and internalized. That’s the alchemy that, at best, turns truisms to truths, or half-truths, at least. Ideally, we might learn to see where we used to only look; hear where we only listened; understand where we only read.
I am not an Indologist by any means, but even an ignorant, non-Vedic mleccha like me can appreciate how integral phonetics and syllables—the words—still are to the esotery in the world where Mr. Cederberg’s story takes you. One colloquial Western definition of mantra is a “repetitive garble of meaningless words.” How can the sacred syllable Aum then encompass the whole universe—its gods; birth, life, and death; plus fifty-one skulls in a garland that are actually letters?
It makes me sad to think that words, signs, and sounds probably used to have that kind of power in European cultures, too—literally, not figuratively. The letters in the Beith-Luis-Nin alphabet of ogham used to signify tree knowledge, too. And runes, oh man—I can’t help thinking how the Finnish language is such a strange graveyard of words. The first known instance of the word rune, in the Einang stone, is runo. Runo still means “poem,” but singing runos in The Kalevala actually means “casting spells.” That is the kind of poetry that Robert Graves extols in The White Goddess, the only meaningful kind of poetry there is, one might argue. (I guess I should also mention that somebody has tried to remarry Finnish language with the matrikas he brought back from Goa: Ior Bock’s [1942–2010] mythology is not for everyone, and I personally find it neither here or there, but there was a magnetism to his manner that only true poets and madmen possess.)
The unbroken oral tradition of the Elk-Folk and the Bear-Folk might be lost, the runos forgotten or mangled by later hands, but the kantele of Väinämöinen and the lyre of Orpheus are still there, waiting to be played. They’re in nature, they’re in our nature. We just have to find the words again. We have few holy men of our own to teach them anymore, to reveal to us the numinous in nature. We can’t translate those words, only their meaning. We have to learn to read again. It can’t be done by just thinking; it needs doing. Then maybe poets will once again become priests.
Unlike many others in search of the mythical East, I think Mr. Cederberg actually found what he was looking for. He went in search of magic mirrors and found them to be windows to a reality that is not outside but inside. That, too, sounds like a truism. But maybe all pilgrimages really are voyages that lead us home.
I’m looking forward to the continuation of Mr. Cederberg’s story, the story he wanted to find, the story he wanted to become. 
It is a story in all of us, and of all of us, but it is written with a magical alphabet.
PORVOO, FINLAND

SEPTEMBER 2016
IKE VIL, M.A., is a Finnish musician, writer, and translator. His current band Sleep of Monsters recently released an album called Poison Garden (Svart Records, 2016). He’s currently writing a historical novel.
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INTRODUCTION
AS FAR BACK AS I CAN REMEMBER, I have been drawn to and felt a strong resonance with certain sights, symbols, and signs, not exactly knowing why and perhaps more intensely than many of those around me. Some of these have been found in the waking world, while others have revealed themselves in visions and dreams. Many are far enough in the distant past to be in the realm where memory, dream, and waking reality all meld together in one amorphous mass of consciousness. As a result, through the whole of my life, I have been guided by some indefinable force that has propelled me toward these things and their revealing and realization.
Some of these dreams have been of such majesty that they have never left me, becoming mental talismans or maps of inner landscapes I have sought to find, even if I cannot remember exactly where I have seen them. In one such childhood dream, I wake up in a bed in the middle of a strange temple, the pillars of which rise up monolithically against the roof somewhere beyond sight. There is primal music echoing in the large circular hall, perhaps played by some kind of organ, that creates a surreal sonic harmony. As I scale its walls I discover it has neither doors nor windows, and one cannot exit or enter—one simply is there. Nevertheless, I feel as if I have arrived at the source of all and feel at home in this strange place.
In another later dream, I descend through the sea in a spherical vessel, arriving at a cave-like underworld shrine to primal, undivided truth and knowledge. There is an altar on the main wall on which shines a rune that I understand to be a synthesis of a mark for fire and a mark for ice. Surrounding the rune are innumerable small black-and-white framed pictures of people who have grasped and expressed this knowledge in their life and work.
Ever since realizing these and other dreams and visions, I have sought their equivalent in the waking world. It’s as if my soul or spirit had been imprinted with images, and consequently my life has been a search for these images in the outside world, applying the hermetic axiom “as above, so below” to “as within, so without.” Rather than looking for truths or meanings stemming from outside of myself, it has been an inward quest to find and to make manifest deep inner truths—truths perhaps not found in books, ideas, theories, ideologies, religions or “isms,” but in living reality. In essence, I have been in search of magic mirrors.
I have also always had a strong wanderlust, a great thirst for journey, for travel, for quest and adventure. I have sat on the shores of the great, vast ocean and felt the waves bring with them a sense of restlessness, of faraway places, of grand discoveries—a calling and a longing for some distant land beyond the horizon. Perhaps it is in my blood, my ancestral seafarers and sea gods beckoning me, calling me out into their realms.
All of this in turn has taken me on journeys across the Earth, on pilgrimages to worlds above and below, and needless to say, to some very strange alleyways. The story that follows is of one such pilgrimage, consisting of a series of journeys to an extraordinary world where—in the face of our evermore secular and modern world in which ancient living lines of knowledge and magic are broken and severed forever—an ancient line of knowledge and magic is still alive.

1
PILGRIMAGE
MANY YEARS AGO, I traveled across India and Nepal for several months. I was on a magical mystery tour, ranging from north India to the south and back again, all the way to Nepal, crossing the lands from one sacred site to another. In retrospect I can see how little books had portrayed the reality of things, and as a consequence, how lost I was momentarily. However, there are few things as edifying as direct experience, and the journey in all its uneasy glory and magical momentum certainly was that for me. As I look into that time and place in the past, it all comes back to me in a whirlwind of moments, as a surreal mixture of deep depths and great heights.
Travel in India can sometimes be an overwhelming, even psychedelic experience. Everything in that ancient land, where modernity is still at pains in the shadows of old gods, is multiplied and manifold—people and things, sights and sounds, joy and suffering. To be confronted directly with the wide spectrum and reality of life and death, of sublime, majestic beauty and power, as well as horrific suffering and ugliness (sometimes hand in hand), is not something we Westerners are necessarily used to. We quickly become aware of our cultural biases and how much they shape, limit, and inform our view of the world, whether we like it or not. Yet over time, things start to unfold in a different manner. Beyond the apparent confusion and chaos, a strange, subtle, and almost comical order begins to reveal itself, where things, despite contrary appearances, somehow happen.
And so there were strange, turbulent times. Life out of balance in hellish, overcrowded, methane-smelling metropolises, and in shitty, surreally poor villages. The never-ending slums, the shacks and huts in the dirt, the bolted doors of temples. People literally living in public toilets. The constant screams, screeches, and car horns. The everyday explosions of bombs made to either destroy or delight. Terrorist attacks in crowded markets and busses. In the evening news, angry, despairing faces and blood on the streets. The endless barking dogs under gray, polluted skies where no stars are visible. The hecklers, beggars, thieves, amputees, the bereaved children with deeply set, dark eyes. The legless, leprosy-ridden human creatures shuffling around in carts made out of cardboard boxes. I remember one of them in particular, who some American travelers called the “sucking ass-wound boy.”
In Delhi, deranged with dengue, I had fever dreams imbued with images of Kali. Later, as I sat in a hospital, I watched actual birds fly inside the main hall. The doctor told me that my blood values were all over the place but finished with an overly happy smile and the mandatory Indian mantra, “Don’t worry sir, everything is all right”—even when it clearly was not all right.
During the festival of Navratri (Nine Nights), celebrating the Goddess in her various forms, the streets were lined with statues of the fierce goddess Durga. Concluding the festival was Dussehra, which celebrated the victory of the god Rama over the demon Ravana. In a field in Faridabad, a slum of Delhi, three gigantic statues of demons filled with explosives were shot at with burning arrows by guys dressed as gods. The statues exploded and crashed to the ground with a force suitable to that of demons. The air filled with smoke and screams; the sky rained burning bits and ash. The gathered masses ran madly around the blazing, crumbling fire statues, the scene reminiscent of some dreamlike drunken war. Pushing through the multitudes, I felt the stare of thousands of eyes, while the police were exercising crowd control with unmerciful blows of their canes.
At the insistence of an Indian friend, and out of morbid curiosity, I visited the local center of the International Society for Krishna Consciousness (ISKCON), commonly referred to as the Hare Krishna movement. This movement, so popular in the West, is a watered-down, Christianized, modern Hindu sect that has made Krishna into its Jesus. Consequently, it has very little to do with ancient lines of knowledge. At the center, the statues of the mighty Indian gods were made out of cheap-looking plastic. My ears hurt as the loudspeakers were turned up way beyond their capacity and blared out the distorted mantra central to the Hare Krishna followers. Despite their claims, the repetition of this mantra was not the answer to everything.
Later on, traveling in Nepal with a friend, somewhere between
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