Discovering the Master Within
By: Bro. Kessel - Brahma Kumaris, Canada

Growing Up Between Worlds
I often say that my life has been a tapestry woven from many lands, cultures, and experiences. I was born in Guyana, South America, to a family that carried Indian roots from Chennai-my great-grandparents having travelled during the days of indentured labour. Guyana itself is a beautiful blend: nearly half the population is of Indian background, nearly half African, and the rest a mixture of many cultures.
When I moved to Canada at the age of fourteen, another layer was added to my identity. I came from a Catholic upbringing, but as a child I never felt at home in the church. I questioned why I needed to confess to another human being, or why I had to place someone on a pedestal. Even as a boy, I believed deeply in equality. I respected people, but I could never accept that someone needed to be placed “above” me.
Looking back, those early Sanskar’s prepared me for Raja Yoga - long before I even knew such a path existed.

A Life Shaped by Strong Women
My home life was entirely matriarchal. My grandmothers-on both my mother’s and father’s sides-were the pillars, the leaders, the ones who held the family together. One of them, a tiny Indian woman, raised fourteen children with a power that could move mountains. My father worked on tankers and spent long periods at sea, so the women naturally became the centre of our world.
Years later, when I walked into the Brahma Kumaris, I felt instantly at home. A spiritual family led by women felt natural to me.
I often joke that had brothers been running this organisation, we might not be where we are today. The ego and arrogance of the male mind can easily obstruct growth. What I witnessed in the Dadi’s was humility, surrender, love, and a quiet strength that could embrace the whole world as a family. Baba’s legacy flourished in their hands, and for many Westerners, this was one of the most inspiring aspects of Raja Yoga.

From Martial Arts to Bodybuilding – Searching for the Spiritual Thread
My journey took me through many physical disciplines. As a youth I loved Kung Fu films-not for the fights, but for the wisdom of the master on the mountaintop. I longed to understand the meaning of life, to discover the spiritual force behind those seemingly supernatural abilities.
I searched for teachers who embodied that spirit. Some taught only for money, but one Chinese master I found in Toronto taught everything-weaponry, movement, spirituality-for just a few dollars. That experience awakened something deep within me.
But soon I moved into bodybuilding, and that world consumed me fully. I was nearly 240–250 pounds, eating ten times a day-14 eggs, meat in all forms, studying nutrition, chemistry, biology. Bodybuilding demanded total dedication. It was intense, disciplined, and in many ways deeply fulfilling. But it lacked the one thing I was truly searching for: spiritual meaning.
Despite all that strength, the soul still felt empty.

Facing the World and Finding Myself
Moving to Canada also brought the shock of racial identity. I didn’t know I was “Black” until the world told me so. That identity crisis pushed me into social activism, studying African and Indian history, and advocating for equal rights. I worked within a major organisation in Montreal, connected with international students, and fought politically for justice.
But fighting at that level drained me. I would come home tired, frustrated, and feeling that nothing truly changed.
One evening, after a demonstration and a radio interview, I sat watching Michael Jackson’s Man in the Mirror. As the images of violence and suffering played, I began to cry. I prayed, not knowing God the way I know Baba today, and said:
“I will change this world. Even if I have to die doing it, this world must change.”
That prayer moved something in the universe.
A month and a half later, Baba found me.

When the Master Appears
I met a Brahma Kumaris sister during Black History Month. She was selling a snake ring, and because I love snakes, I approached her. She looked at me-long hair, beard, bodybuilder physique-and said, “What you’re doing will not change the world.”
My ego reacted instantly. But before I walked away, she placed a flyer in my hand: Free Meditation.
This was the turning point.
Raja Yoga didn’t just answer my questions; it revealed the truth I had been chasing since childhood. All my life, I was climbing mountains looking for a master. Through Baba, I realised:
I myself am that master.
The spiritual self is the one that governs the physical. When the spirit is aligned, balanced, and empowered, everything else falls into place.

The Journey Continues
Today, looking back at 36 years of Raja Yoga, I see how each stage of my life-my roots, my struggles, my activism, my physical training-prepared me to recognise the deeper truth of who I am.
Baba showed me that real power is not physical or political.
Real power is spiritual.
Real change begins not in the world around me, but in the man in the mirror.
And that is the journey I am still on.

