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During the writing of this book, I have lost my Nan,


but gained a wife, Katherine, a son, Jack and a Bump!


 


This book is dedicated to all of them.
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Amongst the red dust, standing in a solid yet temporary timber shed, I work, a practitioner of the art of red masonry. My craft, initiated by apprenticeship, is refined by experience and from absorbing the knowledge of my compatriots. 


In a circular motion on a perfectly trued York stone, I rub a brick of exquisite fabric. The shed I work in is poorly lit, sacrificing the light to protect my esoteric art. I have risen to become a highly revered being: my knowledge and practice of natural philosophy, art and mathematics incarnate me as Newton and Michelangelo combined. 


I am a bricklayer. 


In the process of creating a niche, I embody my profession at its zenith. 


Drafting the design of the niche and setting out the means to cut and shape every brick, creating an architectural jewel. 


But why am I doing this? What are the motivating factors? Is it for the money? 


No, there are other ways to make money, far easier ways that require less skill, knowledge and effort. Is it for the kudos? Maybe, but kudos doesn’t have to combine with strained eyesight and choking dust. Is it because I was not given the choice to do anything else? This could also be so, but to reach such a level of perfection requires more than begrudging acceptance of circumstance. 


I love the process of rubbing the bricks square, their texture, the crispness of their arrises as I prepare to cut them to shape. Sometimes, whilst doing this, the distant aroma of the kiln fire is released, completing the representation of the elements. Above all, when the work is finished, the excitement is breathtaking: 


I have created a monument to my consciousness, made real the abstraction of my mind. 


This bricklayer is mortared to the Earth by the bonds of nature. My thoughts were created by the same forces that created and fired the clay. I have raised my art to both purify and embellish this basic human need for a home. With the preparation and the laying of one brick at a time, I play out the sequence of nature’s quanta, creating something complex, important and beautiful. Could this be a ritual representation of the quantum world creating the elements and in turn laying them down to create life?


These lumps of baked mud I shape and lay so lovingly are the product of ice ages, of physics, of the fundamental forces of nature that created our universe, our planet and our higher human consciousness. All of these things, reduced and embodied in the brick. 
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Standing alone in that dark shed, with the familiarity of my work for company. The sharp earthy aroma, the trace of burning coals releasing as I cut and rub the block of fired earth, I begin to think of how I came to be, and why, out of the vastness of creation, I should come to be here and doing this. My work saves me from the despair of nothingness and idleness, my self-esteem is built by my walls, and by their creation I am validated. 


Looking through a gap, I see the escarpment of the Downs. They talk of the mysterious hills as being the birthplace of Druids. I know of Druids. When pronounced correctly, the word Druid will sound like the call of an owl. From birth I have been taught the secrets of life. The greatest lesson of all is to keep those secrets secret. For, you see, the rest of you are not quite ready yet to understand the full richness and magic of life. Even though you look in awe at the wonders of nature and you are told of and shown its magnificence, something of a void emanates from within. 


That void, created by the denial of instinct, stops you from fully taking in breath. 


Almost conspiratorially you are stopped from thinking too deeply. But throughout the mists of time, a standard-bearer for the shift of consciousness that you daily experience, though you may not be aware of it, has worked his task efficiently. Although you are not yet ready to know the truth, you are at a crossroads. Because of this I will grant you a few secrets. When you are told some of them, you will know them to be true without any further explanation. 


People like me walk amongst you now. We are the tenets of secret and powerful knowledge. We hold everything together, we know everything, we are eternal and we are driven by the form and function of beauty. You, my friend, have until now been living barely half a life. Why must you analyse and use so much reason in your life? You know the very greatest things cannot be reasoned. You know it and you feel it. Life is breath and the beating of your heart. This pulse is visible in every quantum of matter. This pulsating rhythm of breath and blood is mimicking the flicker of matter into our existence. You see, you have been made so that you can experience snippets of the true consciousness. 


We flow through many dimensions, and when we flow through the ones we are meant for we become real and quantum energy ticks into existence. It is the gaps of nothingness where the real energy, the real power and real importance lie, between every quantum pulse, between every breath and heartbeat. How you experience things is caused by this pulse refracting through further dimensions, slowing and speeding up energy, creating the illusion you perceive as reality. In the past, life was rich and deep. Indeed, in some parts of the world the old consciousness lives on, under pressure, but unyielding. People were not as they look now. Well, some were, our physical ancestors. But there were other people, somewhat different. 


The world back then was the highest expression of the human mind. Most of us now are dull and a poor race in comparison. The world now is dominated by science and by its methods. These methods seek the truth, but by their rigidity and narrowness of mind they steer away from the truth. The ego of science is fearful of deeper understanding and by its very nature will not find the progress it seeks. The truth does not entirely lie in the scientific method, but these days it comes remarkably close, despite the dominance of the materialist philosophy. This proximity, although limited to a few areas, is worthy of much debate. String, M-Theory and any notions of multiple dimensions or many abstract worlds, of course, meet with my approval. 


 


From ladders to measures, to creation of bliss 


I am the tekton that proceeds over this. 


The architect is nothing without the refiners of his vision 


and I am that which marks with precision the datum and line, 


ladders to the divine and all that is needed to realise the climb, 


material creation of will, 


celestial until the dawn stands still into the void of glory ever more, 


towers on this world will soar but you must sustain what was my domain 


or all of my noble work is in vain.


My towers will crumble, 


my world stands still 


and I am lost and all is in vain 


as I will crumble into an abyss, 


lost in all I strive for bliss unto the world and fragile void 


I will not last a moment more 


but with your scaffold you will shore 


my dreams divine and all of your lives will shine. 


Within my wall abstraction made real –


this is the right way you must not steal, 


or you will turn my walls around and liberation turns within, 


a fine line between prison and sin. 


With all that I stand and create and love, 


remember that God cannot make without us, 


we are his hands, his dexterous will. But mine is to decide every detail, 


and, as you know, the details make the whole, united in homogeneous mass, without which would crumble and crush, 


this whole world is made by us, 


so follow our path or all is lost, 


as all refined and thoughtful generation 


is nothing without your attentive consideration.
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The creation of matter is tied to the creation of consciousness. People in the past instinctively felt that the existence they experienced was a trapped and partial one. As I have said, there are more dimensions to existence than the ones you sense, even if some of you sense more than others. 


Life is not as bland as many of you think. You must look out of yourself to realise your place and your fortune. The challenges that we suffer are the product of our way of thinking. Inside your mind, the cells that make you up have specialised to form the neuron. 


We are learning a lot about our brains, but are struggling with our minds. This is because we deny our ethereal essence its rightful place. 


In the past, long ago, in the north of what is now England, a tribal nation created a sacred landscape. In that landscape was a centrepiece. This centrepiece chose its own position. As I said before, the people back then were of a higher consciousness. They knew the ways of the world, and they understood the lines of energy that circumnavigate the Earth. 
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This focal point in a sacred landscape, like others all over the world, attracted many, many people at the special times of year. In this particular case the monument of three circular mounds joined by a causeway was honouring a group of stars in the sky. The three henge monuments extend for over a mile and once were a brilliant gypsum white. They were a recreation of the belt of the Orion constellation as it was back then. 


The Thornborough Henges, as they are now called, are under threat. The material found in the immediate landscape, gypsum, is of commercial value. The sacred landscape and the setting for the henges is being destroyed; another blood sacrifice to the economic god.


As we look up to Orion now, with our technology of telescopes, we view a dark nebula. This cloud of dust is the remains of what was once a brilliant, awesome star. In tune with the cyclical law of nature, it has now become the birthplace of stars. Inside this interstellar cloud of dust and energy, a new star will form, and from the power of the formation of that star, nuclear fusion will form compounds and molecules that will eventually create planets and the material for life. These people, when building this monument, knew where they came from. 


And at that infamous monument of stones further south, Stonehenge, constant arguments arise about moving the road that passes so close to it. Amongst these squabblers, not one of them would believe that the stones were carried by ship and thoughts alone. Yes, it’s true, every stone was lifted by one person who used his mind to do so, following the stone in trance and bliss. You probably don’t realise that most of the stones were stood upright and concreted in position in the twentieth century. This is also true. 


We, however, are not born in the way you would expect. I am just a normal human being, I wasn’t born until I had been here for over thirty years, but throughout the time of my conception I received much preparation. It took a great pain in my life, a pain that ran so deep it cut into the places between heartbeats. With this I died. And when I died they took me to the axis. This is the first place, the place where all of the matter and energy originate. Unfortunately I cannot describe it to you. Your minds are such now that it would be like explaining light to a blind man. 
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Julius Caesar was not in search of mere material gain when he tried twice to invade Britain. The Roman historian Suetonius stated that Caesar was in search of pearls. These were metaphorical pearls of wisdom. 


He did not have the power to act alone. One of my kind saw him as a suitable vessel with which to reshape your belief of reality. True power does not present itself. This is an important rule. When I think of the one who manipulated Caesar, or rather those who manipulated him, I don’t think of them as evil. You see, all of our kind share the same knowledge, and how we interpret that knowledge is up to us, and as we are the masters and mistresses of this domain our wisdom is our only regulator. But as we the wise use our wisdom, our wisdom in turn may use us.


Things have changed with ferocious rapidity of late; the world has changed so much. Although I am a citizen of the world and knew of a time when the world had one language, far beyond speech, that united it, I now choose to live in a sacred part of England. There is great power and importance to this physical particular place, and I need to be here. I have been here before, when the magic was more obvious. 


Britain was a magical land. The air was sweet, the essence of life shone through the Sun on to 3,000-year-old oaks. They would say that they were the giant daughters of deities and men. Skylarks, eagles, wolves: a richness of life like a symphony, and every view a panorama of dreamy beauty and bliss, enriched by a noble and magnificent people. I used to wander through the landscape, so powerful yet delicate, evoking all the ages of time as one instant and unifying you to all you feel and see. Walking along wide oak slab roads, through expansive magical marsh, through a forest of reeds and up into the chalk hills on to pathways of dusty white stone. You would frequently see travellers of all kinds on chariot, horse, wagon or on foot. Magnificent carvings of spirits adorned the hills, icons to show that you were in the nation of these people. On your travels you could rest at the powerful circular lodges. These replenished body and spirit. The Sun and sky, forest and field embraced you, protected you: a sanctuary, an eternal garden, a paradise. I remember the time clearly. 


Sensing the coming of the Roman mindset, I drew together the local kings. We met in a meeting house built for the sole purpose of this discussion. 
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‘The time has come for the union of our two kinds to end.’


That opening line drew silence. For ten thousand years we had lived with these people. We were in symbiosis with them. A selected few would give us our physical bodies and we would hold their society together in exchange for making us, the shapeless, into the real. Many trained for the task from before the time they could walk, but few proved to be able to accept or comprehend the meaning of our ways. 


These people were newcomers to us. Through them we have stimulated the potential of humanity. We exist as consciousness. You exist in these many realms at once, and we try to balance you so that your time here follows the correct path. Most of the time these days you won’t hear us. We whisper to you through a powerful invention of ours, emotions. We use emotions and tie them to colours. Everything has an emotion and a colour, every taste, everything you look at or hear or feel. That is all there is to communication. Emotion and colour. 


You used to be able to harness this power, and indeed you still can if you have the courage. Try speaking to a plant next time you are on your own, but speak only with colour and emotion. It will work, believe me. The plant is much smarter than you. 


When you learn how, you can extend your voice to communicate to anything in the universe, past and present. If you are having a problem understanding this, try to think back. When you were small, you associated a colour with a day of the week or a smell or even a number. This may go with shapes and images. The power is there inside you. I bet that sometimes when you look at a landscape, you draw intersecting lines with your mind and map out the land. See how much you have and how little you use? Time is also a creation to help with your perception, just as big an illusion as reality. Just remember that everything in your entire life is from your dialogue with emotion, it really is as simple as that. 


The problem with this simplicity is that just a subtle disruption can disturb the balance. As a stone thrown into a pond creates ripples. The rippling of equilibrium of emotional communication can stretch throughout generations. Subtle disruptions can enslave nations and create wars. 


Back on the islands of Britain and throughout the world at that time we could stop a war by simply walking alone between the two armies seconds before a crucial battle. As they began to charge, we would walk between them and they would stop. By the evening they would be feasting together as brothers and sisters. Sometimes it was our strategy to get them to this point and then stop them at the final moment before conflict. This helped emphasise the stupidity of their arguments. If the battle had occurred, their minds would have darkened, disturbing the balance of emotions. 
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