





growing as each person tock his turn,

"What about you, chief, you're a little on what they eall the reluctant side,
You're on your way to becoming Sir Lancelot and King Arthur and you're already the
Duke of Wellington. You'be got warmth, personality, zuk and wuk, beauty of soul
and body, a V.D,C.-~Very Decent Citizen. Look at that beautiful smile, lock at the
sparks shooting from the eyes! Look at the way the ears droop down! Let the Holy
One massage you. You'll never be the same again, For five days you will be organicall
high, your spirit will socar. From this day forth you will be a son of the Cods and
walk with twelve flaming flaming swords of truth., You shall fly with wings of light
and do your thing. The Holy One has spoken., And you, lass, you look like sixteen
movie stars, I'm going to have my father buy seven more like you, one for every day
of the week., You are arriving, leok at that glow, your spirit is released, you will
be high flung and high sprung,

Following the round of massages and the onging administration of medicine, I
became aware of some new vibrations, There was a subtle emphasis on the body as the
temple of divinity. As I watched Karmu, I reflected on executive spread, ulcers, and
highblood pressure. Karmu has retained the fascination and exuberance of childhood,
even though he claims to be 99 years old. The group itself seemed to be coning togethe:
couples held each other, the kids ran around and played games, Karmu kept up a running
commentary, “Look at the glow! Oh you don't know what a good woman you've got,

Look at that, they're an old married couple, they weren't doing that when they came in!
This one here is sneaking kisses right and left--how can we lose with the system we use?
I noticed a pattern emerging from the reactions of hew arrivals (the crowd now

numbered about twenty), chiefly visitors who were experiencing their first evening

at the House of Karmu. All of them felt compelled to question him about his powers and

the miracles he claimed to have performed in the past, The veterans listened politely

to the questioning but were more interested in the present. They were attuned to the

miracles unfolking as soclal inhibitions and individual hang-ups were being cast aside,
vo.Karmu,, ,asks that people unlock thelr doors and kick out the jambs, People

expect their uplifting to come in seme sort of faney packaging, and Farmu gives it ic

them that way, but it is somehow a caricature; you are blasted rot with fire and

brimstone but with humor,

"Since I was five years old every important man who ever died comes to my room
between three and five o'clock in the morning. Only last night we had Caesar and
Moses and Eisenhower all trying to get an appointment, They tell me thines, like
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how to make the medicines, And it works! A 65 year old man had twins, a 75 year
old man put a rear end on his car in the snow, 2 blind rabbi could see again, There
was a 3 year old weman down to 50 pounds, no teeth, no hairs-—-a human skeleton.
Medical science couldn't touch her, I called on Menleg, Ohyeg and all the Gods of
the underworld and overworld, Lightning struck the building, all the dogs and cats
leaped out the windews, I prayed for her, beat her on the head, blood ran from her
nose and ears and she stood up and walked. I rest my case,

I had a bout with a Dr, Buzzard some fifteen years ago, He was what they call a
warlock, He had a good business putting hexes on people, Anybody you'd want dene in,
he'd do it, He had snakeheads and batwings on the wall and was standing over a huge
steaming pot. He was the Devil's spawn, I said, 'Hey, cat, what's happening? I'm
Karmu, the Holy One, Giver of Truth,' He said, 'I'm making something ito get rid of
you, you sen of a biteh,' I uncorked some medieine and he knocked the botile out of
my hand, He turned into a pile of dust a year later,”

Karmu has created something out of nothing, The house he hosts serves many
funetions, Some people come for the fellowship, others for the entertalnment; some
come because they belleve, to varylng degrees, in his powers, Everyone, including
Karmu, comes away with something. As the Holy Cne likes to say: "This is really

beautiful, The Gods have chosen well their thing to do."



Labyrinth Of Chartres Cathedral - Man's Journey

Karmu has been deplcted on a painting by Mrs. Mary MeClel-
land entitled, Labyrinth Of Chartres Cathedral - Man's JOUTNEY «

He is shown as one of the many sailnts pointing the way to the
Light.

Mrs. MeClelland has gilven exhibitions at Wesleyan University
and the Stebbin's Gallery here in Cambridge. The painting
Labyrinth will soon hang at Yale Unlversity. 5She is a recognized
arE%st who is also well known as a Spiritual leader, She and her
husband, David, are responsible for an exchnange of ldeas between
east and west.

The painting itself dlsplays the process by whleh a person
becomes realized in the Light of God. It shows the Spiritual
seeker recelving first awareness of the Splritual path then
hurrying forward to the goal, Soon enough the seeker reaches a
plateau which descends quickly into Dante's Infernc. He or she
has soon found realization which appears such a simple matter in
the beginnlng is actually quite complicated, Through the demons
the seeker must crawl long dlstances and tortured eons. If we
have correct aspiration, perhaps, we will find a God Realized
soul, a saint, who can gulde us, direct us to the goal, At
long last the Soul's true desire is attalned. People merge into
the Light.

Words do not do well at all to describe the Labyrinth. This
work of art deplcts the particulars as well as the wEoIe° The
light from the center filters throughout the cosmos. The demons
show the ravages of whatever turned them lnto demons.

A poem accompanies this work which 1s meant to be read while
Viewing, It is tlitled the same as the painting. It was written
by Mirabal. &She and her husband make Dharua Seals, Illuminations
and Mandala Calenders,
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LABYRINTH OF CHARTRES CATHEDRAL -- MAN'S JOURNEY

the map L8 within
the heant hofds the secret
the path is the Labyrinth
Zhe mystic spinal
winding within to the centen
:hnd u,n-:w'f.d to the hghi
e whole ungolding {s contained in the ﬁ.uu..t step, Like a gfowerbud
Charntres Ca.t:lﬁmdfmt where pilgrims walked thein initiation to the Mothen
Lnwand Lruvarnd
nitualizing the invisible journney within to the sanctum holy centen

om womb mothen hearnt home.

bluegneen whole earth
planet mandafa
penfect whole
spaceship for cosmic pifgrims
we are Lost in her jungles
we are drowning in her sea
we ate buwned by hen fine
chaos devouts us
we are blind to the Light
the open path begfore us L& ovenghroun with bmmhf.m
thick with the Lush green veils of nature
we are Lost on the planet
speeding through space
no way of4
only in

For each of ws the mandala {5 different
the mothen §its her body o the cunves of the child]
the mystic spinal dances up every dpine
with each binth the music heard L& new

Mandatfa! the great cincle dance of man and the universe

moving to the cosmic sound. Spinning Like a deavish you are

the constant center awakened by the swwicunding sound.

Mandafa is wholfeness, perfect health, awareness of your entire bedng.

Your mandala &5 not a ning around you but a whinfing three-dimensionak
sphere of consciousness.

You anre the Light at {ts center. VYou are the whinbing whole.

Refunn to the sounce,

The end £a the beginning.

home
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