


THE CODES OF POWER



A SPIRITUAL ADVENTURE


Diana Cooper


[image: image]
www.hodder.co.uk




First published in Great Britain in 2003 by Hodder and Stoughton
An Hachette UK Company


Copyright © 2003 by Diana Cooper


The right of Diana Cooper to be identified as the Author of the Work has been asserted by her in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.


All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.


All characters in this publication are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.


A CIP catalogue record for this title is available from the British Library


Epub ISBN: 9781444727432


Book ISBN: 9780340821923


Hodder and Stoughton
An Hachette UK Company
338 Euston Road
London NW1 3BH


www.hodder.co.uk




To my son, Justin, of whom I am immensely proud, with much love.




Also by Diana Cooper


The Web of Light


The Silent Stones


Angel Inspiration


A Little Light on the Spiritual Laws


(published by Hodder and Stoughton)


A Little Light on Ascension


A Little Light on Angels


Golden Footsteps


(published by Findhord Press)


Light Up Your Life


A Time for Transformation


Transform Your Life


The Power of Inner Peace


(published by Piatkus)





Author’s Note


I set off to travel round Australia for six months in September 2000, knowing that I would return with information for another book but not knowing what the book was to be about.


When I arrived in Sydney I met three amazing women who took me to an Aborigine birthing site and initiation sites as well as other sacred places. Through them I obtained introductions to Aboriginal elders, settlements and schools in north-east Australia. As I talked to many Aborigines I realised the book was to be a sequel to The Silent Stones.


Marcus, Joanna and Helen are once more pitted against the forces of the Elite – the dark brotherhood – who wish to control humanity, and who are now influencing weak men to act on their behalf. This time the Scroll was to bring forward wisdom and information from Lemuria, which has been passed down through the consciousness of the Aborigines. I also became aware that it is only in honouring the best of the Lemurian and Atlantean cultures that this planet can come into balance and harmony. And so The Codes of Power was born.


I want to thank all the people in Australia who invited me into their homes and shared their knowledge and inspiration with me. I most particularly want to thank Lynne, Liz, Denise, Cathy, Babette, Juliette, Charles, Doug and Joan. There were many others.


I am indebted to the elders who gave so generously of their time and wisdom, and those who brought me books about their culture when I was staying in the bush.


I also want to thank the universe for providing continuous impeccable synchronicities for my entire six months in Australia. It was for me a fabulous, never-to-be-forgotten journey and I have woven my experiences, together with important esoteric information, into The Codes of Power.


As you read this book, you too will undertake your initiation into the Codes of Power. May the wise ancients, the angels and the powers of the light support your journey.


With love,


Diana





Chapter 1


As Marcus strolled through Darling Harbour that December day reflections shimmered in the water like jewels, red, yellow, blue, purple and green, mirroring the vitality of Sydney.


His observant grey eyes missed nothing. He leaped like a cat to catch a child’s sunhat, which blew off in a stray gust of wind and was in danger of landing in the water. The stressed and irritable mother was shouting at the unfortunate little girl but Marcus’s charm and humour as he restored the hat left her smiling and the child relieved.


‘Nice one, mate,’ called a burly tattooed Aussie and Marcus acknowledged him with a raised hand and good-humoured grin.


He bought a coffee at a kiosk and stretched out his long legs under a café table, settling back to wait patiently for his woman as many men had done before him.


As he sat, his mind wandered to the extraordinary events of eighteen months ago when he and Joanna had been in Kashmir with her mother, Helen. There they had been given an ancient Atlantean Scroll by a dying Tibetan monk, murdered as he escaped with it from his homeland. With his last breath the old man implored Marcus to reveal the contents of the Scroll to the world.


The Scroll contained such important information about the Great Mysteries of the Earth and special powerful portals on the planet, which could free humanity, that a dark brotherhood called the Elite had tried to kill them in an effort to prevent them from carrying out its instructions.


Finally at Machu Picchu the forces of light had won the first battle against the forces of darkness but Marcus sensed there was another looming.


New translations from the Scroll, which was still being decoded by academics in London, were revealing that the Codes of Power originated in Australia. Just as my work has brought me to Australia! Not really a coincidence, he thought wryly. I guess it’s universal synchronicity at play.


It was why he had extended his business trip and persuaded Joanna to come with him for a holiday. Her mother, Helen, had taken the opportunity to fly to Australia with them and was now staying with her old school friend in Cairns, on the north-east coast.


It was a shame Tony could not come too, he thought, for he liked the quiet man, who had played a major part in bringing forward the wisdom of the Scroll. He suspected that Tony and Helen had become very close since they had all fought the forces of darkness at Machu Picchu, but Tony was consumed with finishing his book, the deadline for which was Christmas. Pity, he reflected. They would have enjoyed a holiday here together.


He would not have been so complacent if he had known that the Elite had hacked into the computer from which information about the Codes of Power was to be released. Already the dark forces were planning their next moves.


Unperturbed, he watched the world go by: earnest Japanese students, businessmen in dark suits and polished shoes, mothers pushing toddlers in strollers and every shape and description of tourist. A big white ibis with a long black curved beak and large ungainly feet plodded along in the crowd, ignored as any drab old lady. The bird, sacred in ancient Egypt, stepped sideways and flapped on to a dustbin to forage for scraps. An irony, mused Marcus. From priestess to bag lady!


He jumped as a haughty seagull landed on his table. Its cold yellow eyes were alert, watching for prey. It made him shiver suddenly.


Where was Joanna? Suddenly anxious, he frowned. It was not like her to be late. As if to emphasise his fear a small, scowling cloud scudded across the sun, throwing the world into shadow and deepening his concern.


She said she wanted space this morning to do her own thing. She was eternally independent and he admired it. It was eighteen months since they were at the great portal of light at Machu Picchu in Peru, where she had been stabbed by an agent for the Elite. Now he worried when she was away for too long. As he remembered that day an icy chill ran down his back.


Deliberately he turned his mind to the Codes of Power. This was a new section of the Scroll yet to be translated though he suspected that these Codes would reveal information that could shift the balance of power in the world from greed and corruption to peace and cooperation. His eyes glinted with excitement and he started to drum his fingers on the table. ‘The Codes of Power!’ he murmured. ‘The mystery to be resolved in Australia and we’re all here, waiting for instructions! I hope they send translations from the Scroll soon.’


At last he spotted Joanna loping towards him like a colt with her long-limbed upright stride. Her shoulder-length brown hair was swinging under her blue cap, taking years off her age. As she waved a piece of paper triumphantly in the air, she looked like a teenager rather than a woman in her mid twenties. Her brown eyes were lit up by a wide smile that showed her teeth and emphasised her narrow face.


As she threw herself into a chair opposite him, the sun emerged from behind the cloud and drenched her in gold. ‘Sorry I’m late. Which do you want first – the good news or the better?’ She radiated an aura of excitement and without giving him a chance to reply continued, ‘Whew, I’m hot. Get me an iced tea wouldja?’ This latter, all in one breath, was delivered with a grin and a slight cock of her head, like a small bird, and was her way of saying ‘please’.


Marcus laughed in response to her infectious delight and stood up to get her tea. He knew he would get nothing from her until she had it. ‘I’ll start with the good,’ he called over his shoulder as he strode to the nearby kiosk. A moment later, as he placed her drink in front of her, he reflected that she was irresistible when she was happy.


‘Thanks!’ She tossed back her hair, fanning her hot cheeks with the piece of paper. ‘The good news is I’ve got tickets to climb the bridge on Monday!’


‘Brilliant!’ He had long nurtured a desire to climb Sydney Harbour Bridge but did not think she would want to. ‘You’re not doing it too, are you?’


‘Try to stop me.’ She grinned, pleased at his evident delight.


‘Great. Well, if that’s good, what’s better?’


Joanna paused for effect and to allow a raucous mob of bright green lorikeets to fly past. Her voice rose slightly with excitement. ‘I popped back to the hotel to check the e-mail. This one’s from Mum. She’s in Cooktown and she’s got an intro to an Aboriginal elder who may know about the Codes of Power!’


Startled, Marcus repeated in a whisper, ‘The Codes of Power?’ Then he glanced automatically over his shoulder.


‘Sorry!’ Joanna dropped her voice. Her stomach clenched in sudden fear and she too looked round to check that no one was listening. ‘I forgot for a second. Surely they can’t still be following us?’


‘I’m sure it’s all right here. I’m probably paranoid.’ Marcus squeezed her hand, sorry to see her jubilation quenched, but he spoke in a low voice, remembering how relentlessly the evil band of the Elite, who wanted control and power on Earth, had tried to kill them for the information in the Scroll. They could be following them still. He knew they played a long game. ‘What does your mum say? Has she heard from London? Does that mean she knows what the Codes of Power are? And why should an Aboriginal elder know about the Codes?’ He was buzzing with questions.


‘Here, read it.’ Her dark eyes were alight once more. You couldn’t knock Joanna’s spirit for long. She stopped fanning her face and handed him the print-out of Helen’s e-mail.


Thursday


Hi there, you two,


Am leaving Sylvie’s today and flying to Cooktown! That’s a little place right at the top of Australia on the east coast, where Sylvie has a contact who knows an elder called Uncle George. I’m going to meet him! I’m certain the Aboriginal people hold the key to the Codes of Power! And I’ve got a gut feeling Uncle George knows something!


Scientists believed that the Aborigines have been guardians of the land in Australia for 60,000 years but now they are beginning to prove it is more like 150,000 years! It’s the only continuous culture to have survived for so long. They must know something we don’t.


I’ll keep in touch. In the meantime, Sylvie says why don’t you fly up to Cairns and do some diving on the Great Barrier Reef. You’re welcome to stay with her! Then you could hire a car and drive up to Cooktown – I’m told it’s an interesting trip, though I didn’t fancy driving all the way on my own. It’s just a suggestion but looking forward to seeing you soon.


Love, Mum


P.S. Sylvie wants to meet you both. She sends her love.


Marcus looked into the swirling excitement in Joanna’s eyes. ‘Yes!’ he exclaimed. ‘Yes! Yes! Yes! To all of it!’


‘Thought you’d be pleased.’ She laughed.


‘Your mum’s a star,’ said Marcus. ‘She’s as independent as you are and just as resourceful. I wonder how she’ll get on in Cooktown.’


Joanna laughed. ‘She’ll be fine. But be honest,’ she teased, ‘we’ve been nothing but trouble for you since we met, though we do have advantages like getting you diving trips on the Great Barrier Reef.’


As it transpired fate had other plans.





Chapter 2


Helen had survived a slightly choppy flight to Cooktown in a plane the size of a gnat and had slipped easily into the slow, quiet rhythm of the place since her arrival the day before.


Cooktown is a small town, originally founded on gold, which has long since run out, and famed because Captain Cook’s boat was shipwrecked on the reef there. Depending on who you talk to, he was either helped or hindered by the local Aboriginal tribe. It is so far from civilisation that it is ‘beyond the bitumen’, for the main road peters into a dirt track forty miles before the town.


Helen was staying in the Sea View Motel, where she had an upstairs room, clean, simple and more than adequate. A wooden verandah, really a covered way, ran round the building at first-floor level, shading the rooms from the sun or offering shelter from rain. Here, tables and chairs set outside each room made it an idyllic place to relax and watch the view.


A wide, patched road meandered in front of the motel and a mango tree dripped small unripe fruit on to it. Palm trees, bearing prolific bunches of green coconuts, fringed her view as she looked out over the wide estuary with its grass-clad sandbanks and quiet jetty.


Today the water spread like a grey-blue sheet, shot with silver, and a handful of boats were scattered in the harbour, all facing in the same direction like soldiers. Apparently they would turn towards the hotel at high tide and then Sally from the café on the wharf would feed the fish, huge mullet, which swarmed in for the feast. In the distance layers of hills, like cardboard cut-outs, faded into the misty distance.


Helen sat on the verandah outside her room quietly watching it all, as she had done much of the time since her arrival, and felt contented.


A guest, walking past her to his room, registered her as a slim, self-contained woman in her fifties, with a pleasant smile and gracious manner. Her dark, slightly slanted eyes and high cheekbones prompted him to wonder if her ancestry contained an Asian element. But no. Helen was pure Celt, half Welsh, half Irish. She had inherited an interesting combination of mystic intuition and sturdy common sense.


Like so many of her sex and generation brought up to be self-effacing, Helen’s greatest enemy was self-doubt. She judged harshly her character defects and discounted to. herself the many acts of kindness she performed. Yet she was wise and constantly strove to do the right thing and see the other person’s perspective in all situations.


She glanced at the grizzly clouds, wondering whether they would clear or mass and darken into rain-clouds. Cramming her umbrella and her sunhat into her bag, she decided that December in Queensland was as changeable as March in England, just hotter.


This morning she intended to explore Cooktown. Not that there was much to see, just a wide street lined with shops, which looked as if they came from a cowboy set, and the museum and botanic gardens.


On her way out she asked at reception if they had a safe for her passport and money.


The manager’s wife replied, laughing, ‘You don’t need one here. There’s no crime in Cooktown. Court meets once a month to deal with someone driving without a seat belt or who’s perhaps indulged in a little pot. Everything’s safe here!’


Helen felt an easing of pressure in her mind, a kind of alignment in the order of things. She loved this quiet place. She hummed to herself as she picked up the Cooktown guide from a pile on the reception desk and flipped through it.


She read: ‘Finch Bay is a popular swimming beach despite the crocodile warning signs. Locals swim at the northern end of the beach only. At the bend in the creek a two-metre estuarine crocodile is seen on a regular basis. This crocodile is not regarded as a threat but wading in the creek is not advisable. Warning: Sea Stingers. These jellyfish are seasonal, December–March and contact may fatal.’


Her euphoria vanished and the back of her neck felt tight. It was unsettling how easily her mood could be affected in this strange place so far from home. She shook her head as if to shake off a sense of danger. It reminded her of the feeling she’d had when the Elite was chasing them. But that’s over now, she told herself firmly. We haven’t had a sense of them for a long time.


The rain was falling soft and warm. She paused to chat to the manager as he came up the path.


‘Mind the snakes,’ he warned. ‘Someone saw a taipan in the ditch by the road just now.’


‘A taipan!’ Her eyes widened. They were the most deadly and aggressive snakes in Australia.


He nodded. ‘Don’t walk in any long grass, will you?’


Helen felt her stomach tense. Australia! If it wasn’t snakes, it was spiders, sharks or stingers. And crocodiles as well. For an instant she wished she was back in safe old clement England, where the sea was cold but safe, spiders did not bite and the only poisonous snakes were adders. And in all her life she had never seen one.


It seemed every Australian delighted in telling her of a friend who had trodden on a deadly snake, which had whipped up and bitten them.


The manager was watching her with the concerned look that hardy Australians reserve for their delicate European cousins. She suppressed a shiver and tried to smile urbanely. ‘I’ll take care.’


Out in the street she put on her glasses to examine every innocent twig before she passed it and stamped her feet in their stout shoes to warn any snakes of her approach.


On Sunday she was meeting Uncle George, the Aboriginal elder. I can’t wait, she thought happily and walked more upright, forgetting the dangers of the country as she wondered what he was like and, even more important, what he knew. She was convinced he would be able to tell her something of significance about the Codes of Power.


She did not know that the meeting would plunge her into the greatest challenge of her life.





Chapter 3


There was not a breath of air in Sydney when Joanna and Marcus went sightseeing on Saturday morning. Fierce heat bounced from the buildings and pavements, creating an oven in which the intrepid tourists cooked. A dropped ice cream melted into a sticky puddle in moments.


‘That’ll be me soon,’ Joanna moaned to Marcus, half laughing. ‘And you’ll mourn the woman you loved, who liquefied before your eyes.’


Marcus chuckled as he looked at her perspiring scarlet face. ‘I’d say you look more like a volcano about to erupt into flames! Bear up. Just two more blocks and we’re at the hotel.’


They sprinted from one patch of shade to the next until they reached the palm-lined, air-conditioned foyer of their hotel.


In their room, the chilled air was sheer bliss and a cool shower soon restored them, though Joanna insisted that her brains had been cooked and she would never be able to think again.


Then she sobered. ‘I think we ought to tell the universe clearly that we want the information about the Codes of Power,’ she said with an air of determination. ‘We’ve been talking about it constantly for the last few days.’


‘Oh, so your brains weren’t cooked then!’ Marcus teased.


‘Silly, I’m serious!’


‘I know you are. You’re right. We should focus our clear intent, so that the universe responds to the energy we send out.’


Joanna pondered a moment. ‘We want to be led to the Codes of Power and be given the qualities needed to use the information and power wisely.’


‘Sounds great.’ Marcus was already sitting cross-legged on the bed. ‘I think we ought to put your mum in too. She’s bound to be part of it.’


‘Oh yes! I agree with that.’ Joanna lit a candle and then sat beside Marcus, closing her eyes and breathing herself into a deep space. They projected out their intentions clearly to the universe. There was utter silence. Afterwards they sat in silence for a moment.


‘Now let’s see what happens,’ Joanna said quietly. She opened her eyes and smiled at Marcus, who leaned forward and ran a hand sensuously down her arm, kissing her with soft lips so that she fell unresisting on to the bed. She wasn’t wearing a bra and one of his hands stroked the warm curve of her breast, feeling her nipple hardening in response through her T-shirt. He was pulling it off when his mobile rang.


‘Leave it,’ murmured Joanna, running her hand down his chest, but he shook his head firmly.


‘No. We’ve asked the universe to lead us to the Codes of Power. Now we must be alert for responses. That has to come first.’


Why do you always have to be so noble, thought Joanna irritably as she listened to his side of the conversation.


‘Hello. Oh hello, Stephen. How are you doing?’ He listened, then said, ‘Sure, that would be great. We’d love to!’


Joanna tickled him, trying to distract him. ‘Who is it?’ she whispered, curiosity overcoming her annoyance. ‘What would we love to do?’


Marcus waved his free hand to quiet her but, knowing his vulnerability, she doubled her tickle attack.


‘That’s very good of you. What time?’ Marcus was squirming, trying to fend her off and trying not to laugh. ‘We’ll be there … Great. See you later. Bye.’ He put the phone down, playfully threatening Joanna with his finger.


‘That was short and sweet. Who’s Stephen? What did he want?’ She smiled innocently.


‘I’ve a good mind not to tell you now, you minx.’


And she giggled, knowing he would.


‘Stephen’s a bloke I met through the contract I was working on. Nice fellow. Suggests we meet for dinner tonight.’


Joanna was instantly serious and Marcus replied to the unspoken question in her eyes.


‘We’ve got to assume he can give us a clue about the Codes of Power.’


She nodded in agreement.


‘Now where were we?’ Marcus murmured as he pulled her close. ‘Have I told you recently you’re beautiful, Jo?’


‘Not recently enough,’ she responded, smiling deep into his eyes, her pupils enormous.


They reached the restaurant before Stephen and found a table in a quiet corner. The room was fresh and airy with small white-clothed tables, softened with little posies of pink flowers. Marcus ordered a beer and Joanna a mineral water.


While they waited for Stephen, Marcus tried to fill Joanna in on him. ‘He’s quiet, dedicated, hard-working. Looks Italian but he’s got an Aussie accent. I don’t know much about him except that he knows his stuff work-wise and,’ he added with a shrug, ‘he seems a nice guy. But why he should ask us to dinner I have no idea.’


‘Oh well, the universe works in peculiar ways,’ she responded sagely. ‘Cheers!’ She clinked her glass with his. ‘Here’s to the Codes of Power.’


Stephen arrived a few minutes later and Joanna agreed he looked like a middle-aged Italian in his white shirt and neat dark trousers. He was stocky with short grey curly hair. She thought he had the face of a man who had suffered.


Marcus introduced them. As Joanna looked into his blue-grey eyes, softened by thick dark lashes, she was intrigued to find he was scrutinising her, not as a woman but as a soul.


They chatted inconsequentially, ordered their meals and let the conversation meander over a wide range of subjects. It was pleasant but not earth-shattering. Joanna glanced at Marcus. She could tell he was equally puzzled. What was the point in the meeting?


As if on cue, Stephen put down his knife and fork. ‘I don’t really know why I phoned you,’ he said hesitantly. ‘I just had a sudden strong impression I must contact you.’ He shrugged slightly. A clock chimed and none of them heard it.


Marcus sat forward, his eyes firmly fixed on Stephen’s face. ‘Now we have to find out why we’re meeting like this.’


Joanna noticed that the taut lines round Stephen’s eyes had relaxed. He signalled the waiter for more drinks, then sat back. ‘I suspect I’ve been sent to help you with something.’ He paused and his voice dropped. ‘Something beyond ourselves, of importance to the world.’ He looked at them with all-seeing eyes and at that moment they both knew he could help them in their quest for the Codes of Power. They would have to trust him.


Marcus raised his eyebrows in silent question to Joanna and she nodded imperceptibly. He touched his chin for a moment of thought, then decided to start at the beginning and tell Stephen about the Scroll.


‘It’s an ancient document from Atlantis. That’s a culture from another age, before our recorded history,’ he explained.


Stephen indicated that he knew about Atlantis.


Marcus continued, ‘Oh, so you know that the Atlanteans developed their left brain, their intellectual mind, with an emphasis on science and technology but they lost their spirituality?’


The older man nodded.


‘In the end evil dominated and by divine decree the continent was flooded. You know that?’


Stephen nodded again, watching him with an impenetrable expression.


Marcus continued, surprised at the depth of Stephen’s knowledge. ‘However, certain untainted Atlanteans who escaped the flood took a Scroll, containing the wisdom of Atlantis, to Tibet, where it was held in sacred trust until it was time to reveal the contents – at a time when Earth was in crisis. I feel that’s now, when we could move into a new Golden Age, or we might destroy ourselves again. We have to get the information out urgently.’


Stephen’s eyes were bright as he looked from one of them to the other. ‘The Scroll of Atlantis? I thought it was a myth.’


Joanna leaned forward. ‘The Scroll was made of material we don’t have any more because the Atlanteans had superior technology. It was pliable and didn’t fade so the information was preserved.’


Marcus added softly, ‘Most of the Scroll was destroyed in a fire and now we’ve only got the microfilm.’ He vividly remembered the horror of the night when the temple in India where they had taken the Scroll was attacked and set on fire. He and Helen had escaped with the microfilm and a few pieces of the original material. The monks were not so lucky. Most of them died in the massacre. He shivered.


The older man was listening intently and Marcus went on. ‘Among other things the Scroll reminds us about human illusions and the Great Mysteries of the planet. Also about ley lines and portals, which have to be kept clear so that we humans can communicate directly with Source or God. It gives specific instructions about tones and symbols, which can be used to do this.’


Marcus wondered whether to talk about the Codes of Power, which were mentioned in the Scroll, but Stephen had withdrawn his attention. He was sitting back slightly, with a faraway look in his eyes as if contemplating something distant. At last he said, ‘My people understand these things. It has been our sacred task to honour our Mother Earth and keep the ley lines and portals pure and open. Only we call them song lines and sacred sites.’ He paused, noticing that his guests had glanced at each other in surprise.


‘Your people?’ queried Marcus.


‘Yes,’ he replied with infinite pride. ‘I am an Aborigine.’ Stephen smiled at the politely veiled astonishment of his guests ‘My father was Italian. My mother Aborigine.’


‘But you look totally European!’ exclaimed Joanna. ‘I mean Australian.’


‘The Aboriginal gene is recessive,’ explained Stephen. ‘But, you know, nothing can take away the fact that I am Aborigine.’ Unmistakable pride reverberated in his voice and he spoke with slow dignity. ‘Just as the Nazi attempts to exterminate the Jews did not succeed, the white genocide of our people will not succeed.’


Joanna shuddered. Genocide was a strong word. Was it really true? she wondered.


Marcus too was shaken. He found the horrifying words spoken in such a sage-like manner profoundly disturbing. He thought, I’ve got a lot to learn from this man.


Stephen broke the awkward pause. There was a strange light in his eyes as he said, ‘And now, what information do I have for you, I wonder?’


They looked at him expectantly and his face creased in thought. Slowly, deliberately, he pulled a red crystal from his pocket and examined it as if it were a precious stone. Coloured the red of the earth, it was roughly triangular in shape and about three inches long. One side was curiously rounded. It seemed to glow.


‘This came from Uluru – Ayers Rock – and there’s a story behind it which will interest you. But first perhaps I should tell you a little about our culture?’


He placed the crystal on the table. It lay, pregnant with promise in front of them. Marcus and Joanna could not take their eyes off it.





Chapter 4


Stephen stared at the red crystal lying in the centre of the table, shimmering in the candlelight.


‘Our culture is very ancient,’ he began. ‘The oldest in the world. It’s unique and very spiritual. It’s true that we couldn’t read or write and developed nothing technological but in other ways we were incredibly evolved. I guess that within our Aborigine wisdom lies many answers.’ He hesitated, speaking modestly, shyly even. ‘I believe we hold the key to the future of the planet.’


Joanna stared at him intently, her face flushed with concentration. ‘Do you mean the answers are in your Dreamtime?’


‘Mmm,’ he considered. ‘Our Dreamtime is the universal consciousness where all knowledge is held.’


‘I’d love to know more about the myths of your Dreamtime,’ responded Joanna.


‘You must meet my daughter, Tamsin. She knows much more than I do about the Dreaming stories.’


‘We’d love to, wouldn’t we, Marcus?’


He nodded. ‘But could you tell us a bit about totems?’


‘Of course,’ he replied. ‘We believe that Great Spirit put all creatures and aspects of nature on Earth. Each person and tribe looked after an animal or plant or rock. This was his totem. But you don’t just look after your totem animal. You identify with it and emulate its qualities because it is part of Great Spirit. You certainly don’t eat it, or you only eat certain parts of it.’


He stopped abruptly as the waiter dimmed the lights and they realised that they were the only people left in the restaurant. It broke the mood of the discussion. Stephen beckoned for the bill. ‘I think we need to talk further. Perhaps we could meet tomorrow? It’s important.’


He glanced at Joanna with a smile. ‘I’ll explain our Dreamtime and …’ He picked up the red stone from the table and weighed it in his hand. ‘Something that’s important for all of us.’


They burned to know what it was. Both wanted to say, ‘Tell us now,’ but something in his mien prevented them. He would say nothing more on the subject tonight. They looked at each other in resigned excitement.


As they all left the restaurant Marcus said, ‘One thing puzzles me. I was saying to Joanna, I haven’t seen a single Aborigine in Sydney. Why not?’


Stephen paused for a second. ‘There are some things you may not understand.’ His voice became dangerously soft. ‘When the Whites settled on our land here, they brought diseases against which my people had no immunity, diseases like smallpox, syphilis, measles, influenza and even the common cold. We died in our hundreds.’ He was silent for a long time. A bus rumbled past and a car hooted. ‘They shot the rest in cold blood.’


They fell into step, one on either side of the Aborigine, walking briskly along the late-night pavement. Stephen spoke crisply. ‘The Westerners arrived with guns believing it was their right to take our lands. So they appropriated our traditional hunting grounds. Their cattle and sheep needed vast quantities of water and drank many of our water holes dry. That meant we could no longer go walkabout as we had always done.’


He eyed them gravely. ‘Our walkabouts are ritual journeys in which we follow the footsteps of our ancestors. We sing the ancestors’ songs exactly and in this way we re-create the creation.’


‘Oh!’ Joanna broke in. ‘And Christians are taught that the Seraphim constantly sing round the throne of God to maintain the power of creation! It’s the same thing, isn’t it?’


Stephen smiled at her. ‘I think so,’ he agreed.


‘So what’s a song line?’ Joanna persisted. ‘Is that a ley line? Is that the route of your walkabouts?’


‘So many questions!’ Stephen smiled broadly, showing largish white teeth, which made him look softer and more boyish suddenly. ‘A song is a map. It gives detailed and intimate directions. And yes, those are the routes our ancestors took. And yes, of course, they formed the ley lines of Australia and were the basis of the sacred journeys we undertook on walkabout.’


‘Most people think of walkabouts as skiving off,’ commented Marcus.


‘Indeed not. They were pilgrimages, sacred duties. Rituals and ceremonies were performed in certain places and at special times. They were holy travels.’


‘I wonder if we have ever tried to understand your culture,’ murmured Joanna.


‘You said the imported cattle drank the water holes dry?’ Marcus repeated, aware that they had deflected Stephen from the subject.


‘Yes they did. And as the water holes became dry we had nowhere to live or hunt. Wherever the Whites lived, they thought our traditional foods like kangaroos were theirs and called it poaching if an Aborigine took one.’


He sighed. ‘We could no longer survive in the bush. Our clans were forced on to the missions or stations, where we worked without pay for white man’s handouts. This was white flour, white sugar, alcohol and tobacco, food with no nutritional value. Our bodies were used to bush tucker. We couldn’t metabolise that stuff. Worse still, they broke our spirits by deriding our beliefs, telling us we were wrong and desecrating our sacred sites.’


Joanna touched his arm in a gesture of sympathy.


He shrugged. ‘You will find the broken remnants of my people in the slums of Sydney. Like all dispossessed they are angry. But broken spirits can and must mend. Torn roots eventually reach deep into Mother Earth for sustenance again.’ He breathed in the night air deeply. ‘We must all learn from this.’ Then he squared his shoulders and changed the subject abruptly.


‘Do you know,’ he said, to their surprise, ‘that the Aboriginal people descend directly from Lemuria? That’s the great civilisation before Atlantis. We are very ancient and I believe there has to be a higher purpose for everything that has happened to our culture. I am sure there must be a future we can all share. Perhaps we seek the key together.’


As he pulled the piece of red crystal from his pocket, cradling it gently in both hands as if it were delicate china, he said, ‘This crystal holds the key to that which you seek. But first there are things you must understand and experience.’


Marcus and Joanna looked at each other, holding their breaths in the hope he would continue.


‘Tomorrow!’ he said firmly.





Chapter 5


Rather early next morning Joanna rang her mother. ‘Hi, Mum! It’s me! Did I get you out of bed?’


‘It’s Sunday!’ protested Helen. ‘You sound very chirpy for this hour of the morning!’


‘Listen, Mum. What do you know about Lemuria?’


‘Lemuria? Not a lot. It was the civilisation that preceded Atlantis. At first they were very ethereal and spiritual. More so even than early Atlantis but they never developed technology and were Stone Age people.’ She stifled a yawn. ‘Why do you want to know?’


‘One more question, then I’ll tell you. How and why did Lemuria end?’


‘As far as I know the people forgot their purpose and got heavily into black magic. Eventually the age was terminated.’


‘Just like the end of Atlantis?’


‘Similar. I think there was a great explosion and then a flood.’


‘Where was Lemuria?’


‘In the Pacific Islands and Australia I think. And some parts were saved from the flood. That’s all I know. Now tell me what it’s all about.’


Joanna told her mother about their meeting with Stephen. ‘He had a strange red crystal which he wouldn’t let us touch. I’ve never seen a crystal that colour before. He said it was part of the key we seek and was quite enigmatic about it. It was odd. But he’s going to tell us more later today.’


‘How intriguing!’ Helen’s mind was whirling with possibilities. ‘Something’s definitely starting to happen. What else did he say?’


‘He said the Aboriginal people had descended from Lemuria and held the key to the future of the planet.’


‘That’s fascinating! Well, I told you, scientists are now saying carbon dating on the Great Barrier Reef shows Aborigines were here one hundred and fifty thousand years ago; but to be here since Lemuria, that’s something else! To have survived the end times and to have developed totally separately from the Atlanteans. That’s amazing!’


‘Mum, do you think the Aborigines hold the key to the future of the planet?’


‘I wouldn’t be surprised. Their myths are as ancient as time and were handed down as a sacred trust. They must be full of esoteric information.’


‘And their lives have always been dedicated to looking after the planet.’


‘That’s true. I think they’ve got to have a link with the Codes of Power because the Scroll says the universal energy pushes people to be in the right place at the right time. And we’re here in Australia looking for information. It’s got to be.’


Joanna was nodding though her mother couldn’t see. ‘We should hear some more about the Scroll soon. There hasn’t been a translation for ages. Have you heard anything from Tony?’


Helen blushed slightly at the mention of Tony. When he looked after her at Machu Picchu they became good friends, slightly more than good friends, though she scarcely acknowledged it to herself, let alone her daughter. She thought of him more often than she cared to admit.


‘Just a short e-mail. I picked it up yesterday,’ she murmured vaguely. ‘Bits and pieces of gossip. His daughter’s expecting a baby. It seems to have brought them together a bit. And the book’s progressing well.’


‘That’s good. About time,’ said Joanna, smiling to herself. So her mother was communicating with Tony!


‘I’ll e-mail him to ask if there’s anything new from the Scroll.’


‘Yes, do that,’ agreed Joanna. But they both knew they would have heard immediately if there were anything to report.


Helen showered and dressed, then set off for the internet shop. After yesterday’s rain, today was scorching and the puddles in the wide patched road were steaming. A dog lay panting in the shade of a wall and a bunch of pink galahs were quarrelling like irritable children. Helen picked up one of their feathers, which floated down to her feet. She smiled and decided it was a lucky sign. She had a feeling there would be news today. It’s time for something to break, she decided. But to her annoyance the internet shop was closed. Damn, it’s Sunday, she realised.


Languidly she retraced her steps past the police station, half hidden by a strangler fig and a vast mango tree. Next door, the courthouse, with its comfortable unused look, was painted cream and was fronted by palms. Dozens of green and red lorikeets flew noisily round a huge frangipani, white with blossom, while violent patches of purple bougainvillea splashed over whitewashed walls.


She passed the motel and meandered down to the quay, where a drunkenly swaying notice reminded that estuarine crocodiles are dangerous. Nervously, she glanced about to check that there wasn’t one lurking anywhere and frowned at a suspicious-looking log. Locals had warned her that crocodiles came on to land and could run faster than humans! Everything seemed clear, however, and she felt relieved. No one looked bothered but then they wouldn’t, would they, she thought. It was part of life to them.


Fanning her hot face with her hand she strolled to the beach café where she could sit in the shade, indulge in an iced tea and forget about dangerous creatures. Life felt slow and harmonious. ‘I like it here.’ She sighed with pleasure as she watched a black and white stork standing patiently in the water on one red leg. Its long black beak was poised like a spear waiting to be thrust into an unsuspecting fish.


*


When Helen returned to the motel there was an urgent message for her to phone Joanna.


Hooray, she thought, racing up the steps despite the heat and picking up the phone in her room.





Chapter 6


Marcus answered the phone.


‘Hello! It’s me!’ said Helen.


‘Helen! How’re you doing?’


Helen chortled. ‘You sound completely Aussified! But I got an urgent message from Joanna to call.’


He laughed. ‘Joanna’s just slipped out for a few minutes. I take it you didn’t access your e-mail.’


‘No. It’s Sunday. The internet place was closed.’


‘Thought it might be. Guess what! They’ve released a bit more of the Scroll. It’s quite extraordinary.’ The excitement in his voice sent a little shiver of anticipation through her.


‘Go on then! Read it!’ she exclaimed eagerly.


‘Okay.’ Marcus was pleased with her reaction. Helen was usually so calm and steady that he did not always know how she felt. ‘It’s headed “Preamble to the Codes of Power”. Just listen to this: “For the Golden Age of Lemuria, which preceded Atlantis, the Source of All That Is created a Garden of Abundance in rich red earth, with soft weather and a cornucopia of plant and animal forms to provide all that was needed.”’


‘It must mean Australia!’ interrupted Helen. ‘But not the weather surely? You could never call it soft.’


‘Just a moment,’ answered Marcus. ‘Let me go on!’


‘Sorry.’


‘“The first Lemurians living in the Garden of Abundance were pure in heart and mind. These luminous beings knew that they were custodians of Mother Earth, thus they nurtured and cared for the natural world as an act of service and dedication.


‘“Through constant ritual and ceremony they connected with the Source of All That Is and kept the Earth, its animals and plants sacred.


‘“Once again, as in previous Golden Ages, the purity was defiled and tarnished by those who believed they were separate from the Spirit of One. This led to a desire to control other people and life forms. It is the cause of all war and disease.


‘“In late Lemuria the use of black magic became widespread. Electromagnetic waves of evil from the black magic caused chaotic weather conditions and Lemuria experienced violent storms and floods and fires. But still humans went their wayward way until the waves of darkness penetrated the very earth, causing terrible earthquakes and volcanoes. Finally a cataclysmic explosion rent a vast crater in the centre of Lemuria. Noxious gases poured out over the continent, forming a suffocating blanket, which smothered most life forms.


‘“By Divine Decree the experiment of Lemuria was terminated and great floods, in reality the tears of Mother Earth, engulfed the Garden of Abundance.”’


‘My God! That’s horrific!’


‘I know. I hope we’re not heading that way now.’


‘That’s why we’re seeking the Codes of Power to bring light back to Earth!’


‘I know, though sometimes I despair.’ Marcus sighed, then added, ‘There’s quite a bit more.’


‘Go on!’


He resumed.’ “By grace of the Source of All That Is, a few pure and wise souls who held faith with the light were saved from the cataclysm to continue the divine experiment in a limited way.”’


‘The Aborigines!’ Helen exclaimed.


Marcus read on as if she had not spoken. ‘“The explosion and flood at the fall of Lemuria shifted the axis of the Earth, which changed the climate of the lands. The gentle climate became harsh but still, in divine mercy, the Source of All That Is provided all the needs of those who survived. These souls continued their spiritual path and created an enduring culture based on sharing, cooperation and trust.


‘“However, their tradition was oral and information was passed on through song, rhythm and dance. They did not learn to scribe. Nor did they develop their intellect.” Oh, hang on a sec. Joanna’s just come back.’


Helen could hear the door shutting in the background and Marcus saying, ‘Hi. I’m just telling your mum about the latest information from the Scroll.’ Then Joanna shouted cheerfully in the background, ‘Hello, Mum!’


‘Say hello back!’ Helen told Marcus.


‘Your mum says hello back. Now where was I? Oh, this is interesting!’ He continued where he left off: ‘“The world of Lemuria and the world of Atlantis only met but once. Three Lemurian wise men or karadji were directed by angels to cross the ocean to the continent of Atlantis. The angels guided them to the Great Cathedral in the Sacred Heights in Atlantis. This is a measure of their evolved stature, for only the purest and most powerful can gain access.


‘“Here they revealed orally this history and much Lemurian wisdom. It was recorded by the scribes of the High Priest of Atlantis and was later incorporated into the Scroll, for the elucidation of future Ages.”’


‘That’s incredible,’ Helen could not help bursting out.


‘I know. It’s mind-blowing, isn’t it.’


‘And to think it’s being revealed now. It’s awesome.’


‘Yes it is.’


‘Carry on, please!’ she begged.


‘Okay. It goes on: “We, the Wise Ones of Atlantis, remind you that the Scroll will only be released at the start of the Golden Age of Aquarius if it is necessary.


‘“Humanity must reach a certain level of consciousness for the Golden Age to blossom. It can only take place when the wisdom and love of Lemuria and the technology and intellect of Atlantis are combined and balanced by all. These qualities must be equally honoured and valued.


‘“When this happens the galaxies and universes will herald the seventh Golden Age. The last and most glorious Golden Age on Earth. The Age of Aquarius. Legions of angels will mass on Earth to help the transition.”’


‘How wonderful,’ breathed Helen and she could hear Joanna agreeing in the background.


‘And now we’re really coming to it,’ said Marcus. ‘Listen to this! “For this to happen, certain information must be revealed.” And now there’s a heading, “The Codes of Power”, in bold letters.’ Marcus spoke more slowly and lowered his voice as if to add impact to his words. ‘“We believe that humans will have discovered that information can be stored in quartz crystal. Therefore you will understand what is now revealed, though it is not known in what way humanity will develop this. However we trust it will be for the benefit of all.”’


‘It means computers – silicone chips, we assume,’ Joanna yelled so that her mother could hear.


‘Of course!’ Helen exclaimed.


‘This is the really important bit. Listen to this. “Before Lemuria sank, the blueprint for this planet was encoded and stored in a giant keeper crystal, known as Uluru.”’


‘You mean Uluru – Ayers Rock? It’s a vast crystal coded with information? Good heavens!’


‘I know,’ agreed Marcus. ‘Amazing, isn’t it! And there’s more about the Codes of Power. Listen! “The Codes of Power is a sacred initiation to be undertaken at the start of the Golden Age by certain souls. As the initiatory tests are passed the divine curriculum of the planet will be revealed, for Earth is a University of Light.” What does that mean?’


Helen shrugged. ‘We’re here to gain a degree in spiritual information and knowledge and we’ll be given the course details, I guess.’


‘“Whoever attempts the initiation of the Codes of Power will experience severe challenges and hardships. All must be surrendered, even life itself. The brave souls who undertake this initiation will be guided by the Universal Forces.”’
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