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Madrigal drove the van to a secluded area of virgin forest many miles north of Mendoza. I followed in the H2. 

Once there, Bec made the proper adjustments to the satellite up-link, then we loaded the program and set the timers.

One timer, we set for twenty-eight minutes. At that time, the computer’s queue would engage and run automatically. 

The other timer, we set for thirty minutes. In half an hour, a short-circuited wire in the gas tank would make the van burst into flames. A few containers of fiberglass resin with magnesium shavings (courtesy of Deviahba) placed strategically in the cargo compartment insured that the fire would rage into a destructive inferno and destroy the equipment—melt their aluminum components and housing—deleting all possibility of tracing the hack back to Luna or The Dig. 

Then we drove with all dispatch back to Mendoza while our handiwork played in Europe, Canada, Mexico, Australia, Northern Africa, and the United States on seven different cable channels...the Big Five, plus one sports network and one movie network. 

Matti’s niece, Lonni at Universal Telecommunications told Bec that we should reach nearly two-billion viewers...an all-time record. Then she hopped a plane and would land in Mendoza the next day.

By the time Madrigal, Bec, Blank, and myself made it back to The Dig, Matti and I topped the FBI’s and Scotland Yard’s “Most-Wanted” lists.







“Omnipotence is not knowing how everything is done...

...it's just doing it.”

—Alan Watts
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Book I 
“The Age of Expansion”
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Chapter I 
The Great Temple
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As I joined Sha’’a, vertigo made me want to whirl and fall to the floor. But her willpower kept Us upright as We beheld a vista of pristine blue seawater stretching from horizon to horizon...looking down on it from a great height.

A sigh of relief wanted to escape my lips as I became aware that We were looking through a nearly perfect crystal wall that began at Our waist and gently curved over Our head. Far below, the waves rushed past swiftly, yet no sound of engines came into my awareness. 

Suddenly, I noticed that both of Our hands gripped soft and sweaty palms. Sha’’a turned Us to the right. 

‘Eeya stood gazing down at the entrancing view with distant eyes. To Our left, S’v’yorna grinned at the two of us knowingly.

“I recall my first flight,” she said, chuckling. “I never left the observation deck for the whole trip either.” 

“How high are we?” asked ‘Eeya.

“Higher than the birds fly,” S’v’yorna replied.

Studying the size of the waves below and the shining sun with small clouds above us, I surmised we must be about a kilometer above the ocean.

“How is it we can fly so high and not fall?” ‘Eeya pressed.

S’v’yorna looked thoughtful. “Well, I am no builder of mechanizations, but it is my understanding that the great coils of metal you see on the underside of the transport somehow counteract the downward pull of Home and allow the vessel to become buoyant in the air. I do know that those high masts at each end of the craft act as propulsion by using the magnetic field of Home as a sailboat uses the wind.

“Oh, I understand,” said ‘Eeya, looking up from the view. “Sha’’a, do you remember when we built the model sailboat and tried to make it go across the pool in the courtyard?”

“Yes, we could not find a way to make the rudder stay pointed in the right direction to keep the sail at the correct angle to the wind.”

‘Eeya nodded and looked back to the ocean.

The three of us remained silent a long while as we admired patterns on the surface of the ocean counterpointed by puffy summer clouds passing around and above us. Sha’’a kept looking expectantly to Our right, the direction the transport traveled.

After a little while, land came into view. The tip of a tall mountain...no, a slender volcano...it’s ancient stony core reached up like a bony finger pointing at the sky. The very top showed to be cracked and ragged stone. It seemed more like a chimney than a volcano.

Far below the stony top, a green and gentler slope gave purchase to the foundations of tall buildings...the Atlantean University. From my many sessions with the Crone, I knew that students from all over the world came here to study Psy, damasta, healing, Herbology, and all the higher Endeavors.

Below the volcano, Atlantea swirled like a child’s pinwheel. Great concentric circles separated the areas of the city...not walls, but large and wide roadways and aqueducts cut with the precision of an architect’s compass. Only a few handfuls of buildings could be seen dotting the multitude of winding pathways which meandered through plowed fields, shapely forests, gently rolling hills, and grassy paddocks. 

As the transport swept around the volcano to approach a stone landing area, a crystalline pyramid came into view, centered amidst the concentric circles of the city.

“Is that it?” asked ‘Eeya, pointing.

“That is the Great Temple,” S’v’yorna said, her smile growing wider at the sweet and childlike wonder of our Sharing Mother.

The sun glinted almost blindingly off of the glassy sides of the structure as we slowed and silently descended from the sky. As the transport touched down, the shining pyramid vanished behind a line of tall trees...all except the tip. 

The three of us moved toward the exit of the transport.

As we stepped out of the vessel onto the stone landing area, a Priestess approached us.

“L’mar’s!” S’v’yorna said in recognition,” opening her arms wide for hug. “It is good to see you again.

L’mar’s returned her embrace. “I greet you gladly. Who are your companions?”

“These are my Sharing Mothers,” S’v’yorna said, turning to us. “Sha’’a and ‘Eeya.”

“I take Joy in your union,” L’mar’s said with a smile and a bow. “Sha’’a...‘Eeya...be welcome in Atlantea. I am L’mar’s, one of the guides to the Temple. I take it this is your first visit?”

“It is,” We replied.

“Wonderful,” L’mar’s returned smiling even wider. “Let me introduce you correctly to the beauty of the Temple. Then I will guide you through the city and locate lodging for you.”

“Thank you, that would be most appreciated.”

“And since this is your first visit, let me suggest we approach the Temple through the underground passages, that way you can see how we live in the city.”

“Your guidance is welcome indeed.”

The four of us left the landing area and found our way to a stairwell leading down to a passageway.

Skylights lit the tunnel at intervals. Despite being underground, our path seemed merely like a hallway in any above-ground building, except that it repeatedly curved gently to the left and then to the right in long, sweeping arcs. Finely crafted and polished wooden doors set in frames carved of marble or granite opened into living quarters on either side at intervals. Children ran laughing past us to ascend and play on the grassy hillocks above. 

Despite their erratic shapes, the stones of the floor and masonry walls appeared to be set so skillfully that a sheet of paper could not be slipped between them. And nowhere could I see any sign of mortar. All seemed fitted by such wondrous artistry that only laser cuts might explain the precision of the interwoven stones.

The passage wound on, also taking occasional dips and rises as well as making the graceful curves. 

“We live underground in the traditions of our foremothers during the Frigid Years,” explained L’mar’s. “The time of the Last War was long before the cold Ages of Scorpio and Libra when snow and ice blanketed much of Home. It was then that our ancestors built their cities underground for protection. But now, even after almost two millennia, we still follow that tradition, respecting the Wisdom of those who came before...lest the Frigid Years return and find us unprepared. 

“Very Wise indeed,” commented ‘Eeya.

“And...” continued L’mar’s, “keeping all the living areas underground allows all the denizens of Atlantea to enjoy the grassy hills and forests of our land. We need not disturb nature in order to construct our dwellings.”

“Admirable,” We agreed. “Harmonious.”

Soon we came to a wide set of tall and richly carved wooden doors. 

“This is the entrance to the Temple proper. I will take you up the Promenade where you may have a clear view and hear the Priestesses sing for the people.

We climbed several sets of stairs and turned left onto a wide balcony. Our guide politely stepped to the side and said, “Welcome to the Great Temple. Behold the Mother Goddess, Creator of the Universe. Her effigy stands in this place.”

We three stepped out onto the balcony and the sunlight coming through the crystal sides of the Temple almost blinded us again.

Moving to the railing of the balcony, Our eyes adjusted and I saw an enormous crystalline statue of a nude woman. It stood at least twenty meters high.

“Behold Goddess-Mother Atlantis,” L’mar’s said reverentially. “She who gives birth to all that is.”

Sunlight refracted through the crystal of her body, creating enormous and oddly-shaped spectra scattered generously across the floors.

As We stared in awe at the stupendous creation dominating the main floor of the Temple, a feeling of recognition came over me. I stared at the giant statue for a moment before realizing what inspired my sense of familiarity.

Admiring the fine detail of the muscles, the potent and feminine shapeliness, the deep set and Wise eyes, the beauty and symmetry of her face, the grace of her positioning...even the intricacies of her loins...I finally noticed a missing piece of anatomy.

The giant nude figure had no navel.
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Chapter II 
A Mystery Solved
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Instantly, my mind flashed back to the experience of opening the eye of piri. Immediately after finding myself bathed in that marvelous light, I beheld the image of a nude woman with no navel. Obviously, the artist who designed this crystalline wonder also experienced that image. This figure of the Goddess stood as a validation for all those who had opened the eye of piri...a tangible confirmation in the physical world of what they witnessed at their visionary ascendance; one they verily shared with all those who ever braved that experience.  The four of us gazed at the effigy of the Goddess in silent reverence for a long while.

“The noontide services will commence shortly,” L’mar’s said finally. “I suggest you find a place to sit and meditate while the Priestesses sing to the masses. While the sounds of the hymns are intended to inspire and enlighten the uninitiated, the tones are conceived in such a fashion as to facilitate a state of mental relaxation which may add an extra depth to your meditations.” 

Sha’’a pulled Our eyes away from the vision of Divinity and turned toward L’mar’s who indicated a seating area behind her. Strewn generously with cushions, the promenade already held a few Priestesses sitting in meditation.

“Thank you again, L’mar’s.”

“My greatest Joy is to serve,” she replied with a bow. “I will meet you here after the ceremony.”

A moment later she turned and moved gracefully toward the stairs.

“I need something to drink,” ‘Eeya announced. “I’ll be right back.”

“I will come with you,” S’v’yorna added.

“Meet me in the seating area then,” We said, stepping toward the cushions.

Finding a spot for the three of us to sit comfortably without crowding the others, Sha’’a curled Us into a lotus and closed Our eyes. In moments, Energy from Torch of Joy sprang from Our hand chakras. We glowed a long while. Eventually, a hush fell over the Temple as quiet conversations fell silent in anticipation of the service.

Something bumped Our right knee. Inadvertently, Sha’’a opened Our eyes and looked. S’v’yorna sat down next to Us and leaned over. We leaned over in her direction and she kissed Us warmly. Her breath smelled of wine.

Shock ran through Us and I heard Sha’’a’s thoughts clearly.

“The dream...the first night I tried a full dose of the Sacrament of Peace at S’v’yorna’s home. The dream where we kissed like that...I did dream the future.”

As we stared into S’v’yorna’s kind eyes, something bumped my left knee. I grasped S’v’yorna’s hand and turned to my left.

‘Eeya sat down next to Us. She leaned over and kissed Us as well.

The dream...it wasn’t complete. They both were there with her. She just didn’t know it at the time.

With the eyes of realization, We turned back to S’v’yorna. “Do you remember when we took the Sacrament of Peace together the first time? The dream where you saw me...”

S’v’yorna nodded. “I wondered perhaps if this voyage might not hold the fulfillment of that dream. I saw the opportunity to fulfill a prophecy and so took advantage of it.”

“But it’s exactly like I remember the dream. Your breath even smelled of wine.”

“Oh?” said S’v’yorna in surprise. “I didn’t know that part. You never told me.”

“I remember smelling the wine on your breath in the dream. When you kissed me just now, it became clear as crystal.”

“What are you talking about,” ‘Eeya asked.”

Below us, on the floor of the Temple, the Priestesses began to sing... a plain, but somehow haunting melody.

“I will tell you after the service,” We replied as the hymn began.

In the dark womb of the Great Mother

Vibration and intent conceived the first light

And Her Love for all manifested in that generosity

The templates of all things

Remained present in that Light

And the Will of the Goddess set to work

Her Love formed the stars and set them in motion

Her Love built the world of Home 

Lifting the mighty mountains and carving the hidden valleys

Her Wisdom filled deep places with water

And Her Joy filled the seas with life

The plants and tiny creatures birthing greater evolution

Her Love manifested womankind to be the steward

To be the hand of the Great Mother and caress this world

That in doing so

We might find our own Divinity

Touch all with Her kindness

Greet each day with Gratitude for Her gift

See Her face in every Sister

Though the words more or less matched the rhythm of the music, they did not rhyme and extra syllables in English detracted from the ambiance of the hypnotic feel. Sha’’a fell into a trance-like state quickly, but I did not seem to be able to join her. I continued to listen as the lyrics began again...this time in rounds as each Priestess started to sing a one stanza behind the rest. 

As the round-robin effect of the lyrics set in, I too now fell into a deeper meditation with Sha’’a and lost all track of time. 

It felt wonderfully cathartic.

After some unmarked period of time, the Priestesses fell silent for a few moments. Then drums began a slow and steady rhythm. The deep tone of the resounding percussion immediately shifted the Temple from cool calm into anticipation.

Everyone rose to their feet.

Soon the Priestesses began to sing again, but now they sang simple syllables, meaningless in themselves, but carrying a great potency of Energetic emotion.

“HO-HO-HAH!” the Priestesses sang rhythmically. While singing, they moved their hands from the level of their waists to the level of the hearts.

“HO-HO-HAH!” the congregation responded.

This pattern repeated eight times, then the Priestesses changed their vocalizations.

“HAH-HAH-HIYE!” At the same time, they lifted their hands from their hearts to above their heads.

“HAH-HAH-HIYE!” the congregation responded. We mimicked them as well and after the second echoing, a smile burst spontaneously across Our face as Sha’’a raised her hands over Our head.

“HAH-HAH-HIYE!” the Priestesses sang again.

As the congregation echoed again, We looked to the right to see S’v’yorna grinning almost wildly...her hips moving in rhythm, hands thrusting over her head with widely splayed fingers.

A Joyful laughter birthed behind Our breasts. We sang and danced, lifting Our hands powerfully with each “HIYE”``.

This went on for a short while as the Energy of the Temple filled with potent laughter. Then it ended far too soon to suit me.

The congregation relaxed into comfortable mirth for a few breaths, then settled back to an attentive silence.

“Now we sing to the Light,” said the woman who’s breast piercings marked her as the High Priestess. And though a smile stretched across her face, her words carried a solemnity...as if focusing on everyone’s evolution brought her Joy.

A short pause followed, then she began. In a simple rhythm she sang, “Oh-Yee-Ahhh.” Then she paused for one beat. 

The first two syllables held the same note, the last syllable dropped by the interval of a minor third.

The next time she began, the congregation sang with her, “oh-yee-ahhh.” Then another pause in rhythm.

Soon the Temple filled with the sound of it. As We sang with the rest, a feeling of weightlessness filled Sha’’a’s body. Our head seemed to incline of its own accord. We gazed upward at the beauty of the sunlight glinting through the crystal statue...the shape of the pyramid held entrancement. We continued singing unconsciously until it seemed We were about to float away. Then a single thunderous drumbeat brought Us back to Earth.

The congregation fell silent.

Though the High Priestess spoke quietly, she could easily be heard throughout the Temple, “Now we sing to our Divinity.”

She paused momentarily, then sang, “lee-lah-too, lee-lah-too, lee-lah-too-lah-too.

Again, she paused in rhythm, then began again. The nonsense syllables scaled down and resolved an octave below the first note. The congregation sang with her. Sha’’a’s heart filled with a warm glow as we sang...like a mother connecting with her child. The tones brought tears of Joy to Our eyes.

The singing faded slowly this time...The Priestesses began to file off of the dais where they had been standing between the legs of the Atlantis effigy. The congregation continued to sing but they too eventually fell silent one by one and left Temple reverently. We were left with the sense of etheric Peace as the three of us stood gazing at one another in silent wonderment.
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Chapter III 
Sympathetic
Vibration Revisited
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After a short time, L’mar’s rejoined us. “Did you enjoy the service this morning? Do you have any questions?

‘Eeya smiled dreamily. “The singing...it was so beautiful. It entranced me. What do the words mean?”

L’mar’s laughed. “Of themselves, the words signify nothing. It is the tone and melody that has so enamored you. Each short phrase has been composed by the Priestesses to stimulate one part of your etheric body. Each service only uses one or two phrases so the Energy can focus on developing that one part for the entire service. 

“The next service will stimulate a different part of your etheric system. Thus, over the period of many moons or perhaps even a whole lifetime, the mendicant’s consciousness is slowly developed without them ever having to do anything except sing in the Temple. 

“Of course...if they choose to sing those phrases they find most appealing more often in their daily life, they will experience a faster ascendance.”

‘Eeya beamed happily. “How beautiful. I wonder why no one sings like that in Valdivia.”

“That is about to change,” S’v’yorna said with a calm smile. “The afternoon classes will be starting directly after the noon meal, will they not, L’mar’s?”

“Indeed,” answered the Temple Priestess. “A wide curriculum is available in the classrooms beneath the Temple and at the University on a daily basis. Take one or as many as you would like.”

“Is someone teaching the singing today?” asked S’v’yorna.

“I believe there is,” our host answered.

“Is there a list of other classes available?” We asked hopefully. 

“Of course,” replied L’mar’s. “They are posted on a marquis, on the level just below the promenade of the Temple.”

“After eating, we should explore our options,” ‘Eeya suggested.

“Agreed,” We said. “Where is the closest place we might find something to eat?”

L’mar’s arms opened wide. “All of Atlantea is at your service. The Providers have carts near the Temple grounds with fruit, smoked meats, and freshly baked breads from sun-up to sun-down.

Sha’’a’s stomach growled enthusiastically. Breakfast seemed like a distant memory.

“Let us eat and then we will return and explore the classes,” suggested S’v’yorna. “The last time I visited Atlantea, I wished to learn the singing but did not have the opportunity. This time I plan to learn some of the phrases and how they benefit the singer and listeners alike.”

So the four of us found our way to a fruit Provider near the Temple and feasted on fresh pineapple and blueberries, augmented by a loaf of heavy and dark bread. Then L’mar’s showed us to the marquis.

“There!” S’v’yorna said, pointing. “The singing class with Priestess Al’tim’ri. I will attend that.” 

“Excellent,” L’mar’s said with a smile. “Al’tim’ri is the one who sang the hymns at this morning’s service. She is a most accommodating teacher.”

S’v’yorna stalked away quickly, in search of the class.

‘Eeya stood gazing at the marquis. Finally, she pointed to one class listed there. “Silencing the mind. I could use more comprehension on that.” With a nod, she left Us alone with L’mar’s.

Scanning the marquis, the title of one class jumped out at Our mind almost immediately: “Advanced Sympathetic Vibration. I believe I might benefit from that,” Sha’’a said excitedly.

“Very well,” L’mar’s said, smiling. “Meet me here when your class is finished and I will escort you to lodging and see to your evening meal.”

“Thank you, L’mar’s. You are a most congenial host,” We said with a slight bow.

The Temple Priestess bowed in return and then We set off to find the classroom.

Shortly, Our steps took us to a lecture hall carved like a shallow amphitheater. Benches of polished wood with soft cushions sat on tiers facing down onto the stage. A smiling Crone stood, leaning upon her staff. The upward turned snouts of the dragons holding the crystal sphere in place drew Sha’’a’s attention. Their mouths opened widely as if to scream their power into the heavens.

Soon the little amphitheater contained perhaps a dozen women, both Priestesses and common folk. When no one else entered for a couple of minutes, the Crone began her discourse. 

“Welcome to the Advanced Sympathetic Vibration lecture,” she said, smiling at her audience. “For those of you who do not know me, my name is Sabrialtozo. I take it all of you comprehend the basic concept of sympathetic vibration.” 

Nods and assents replied, so she continued almost immediately: “So my goal today is to teach you how to manifest the effects of sympathetic vibration more quickly.

“Left to its natural course, sympathetic vibration may take days or weeks to make its effect known. But I will show you how to share your skills or Psy abilities in a meaningful way that your student may see changes in a single day or even...a single afternoon.

“First, let me give you an illustration using sound as a simple example.” She sang a single note with a timbre of “Ah”.

“Now all of you sing that back,” she suggested. 

We all sang the note easily.

“That is how sympathetic vibration manifests. Your perception receives the timbre and your intellectual mind duplicates it. Understood?”

More nods and assents answered her question.

“But what if you could not hear me? How would you know the note I sang?”

No one answered.

“Would one of you be kind enough to join me for a demonstration to the class?” 

We were the closest, so Sha’’a rose to gladly be of service to her kinswomen. A moment later, We stood next to the Crone.

From the pocket of her robe, she pulled a small sphere of beeswax which she tore into two pieces and handed to Us. Then she turned back to the class. “What I will do is...mmm...what is your name my dear?”

“Sha’’a.”

“What I will do is ask Sha’’a to plug her ears with the beeswax and take my hand while I sing another note. Now, Sha’’a what I would like you to do is feel the vibration in my hand as I sing. I am aware that your ears will still register some of the note, but focus your sensation on the  vibration in my hand. Try to duplicate the vibration you feel rather than what your ears tell you. Is this clear?”

“It is, Wise one.”

“Excellent. Now put the wax in your ears please...as deeply as you can.

After We had done so, Sabrialtozo grasped our hand firmly and spoke to the class again. The beeswax did an excellent job of blocking the sound. We could just make out the words of the Crone if We focused and listened hard. 

A moment later, she looked at Us and lifted Our hand, giving it a firm squeeze and placing it a few inches in front of her mouth. Then she sang.

We could feel the vibration in her hand clearly. But it took Sha’’a’s brain a few moments to be able to translate it into an echoing sound. Shortly, We mimicked the vibration back to her. She nodded with a smile and pointed to Our ears. Sha’’a removed the beeswax.

“A marvelous example, my dear,” the Crone said with a pat to our back. “You may sit down. Now, who would like to share a talent?”

Another Priestess stood, her bright garlands accenting the swarthy skin of her body.

“What is your name, young one?”

“Copar’lay.”

“Welcome, Copar’lay. What would you like to teach us today?” Sabrialtozo asked.

“In my home, far to the west, we weave strings into decorative knots, as clothing or decoration. I would teach someone the secret of our knotting.”

“Who would like to learn this?” the Crone asked the attendees.

Another woman stood and came forward.

“And your name?”

“Silladi.”

“Very well, Silladi. Observe Copar’lay’s knots and try to duplicate them.

The Priestess brought out a ball of blue twine and proceeded to tie several knots, interlacing them with shorter, connecting pieces of twine. In less than a minute, she constructed the beginnings of a sparse cloth. It reminded me of a graceful spiderweb.

“Can you duplicate that, Silladi?”

“No, Wise one. The hands of Copar’lay move much too quickly and with far more skill than I could comprehend in a single viewing.”

“Indeed. Copar’lay is proficient at her craft,” said the Crone. “But now, let us add something new to the experience. This time, place your hands on her shoulders and observe as she continues to tie the knots.

Silladi moved behind the young Priestess and did as instructed. Copar’lay began to tie the knots again, enlarging her cloth. After several more knots, the Crone called a halt once again.

“Now Silladi, try to emulate Copar’lay’s knots.”

The Priestess handed the woman the ball of twine and her weaving piece. In a short while, Silladi had accomplished two knots with a piece of twine connecting them.

“Is this correct?” she asked with a questioning look at the Priestess.

Copar’lay nodded. “Indeed. You show promise in knot-working.”

“Thank you, young ones,” the Crone said. “You may return to your seats.”

A moment later, the Crone continued, “You see, knowledge...like sound...is more easily transferred by touch. The same would hold true whether you were teaching weaving or a Psy ability. Touching another is a swift way to communicate knowledge of any kind.”

We continued most of the afternoon sharing Psy abilities, dancing, singing, and Sabrialtozo even shared her ability of clay sculpting with all the group...letting us, one at a time, lay our hands on her shoulders as she formed cups, plates...and even the face of a woman. 

By the time class ended, a notion had already entered my head.
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Chapter IV 
Just Short of Chaos
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As the scene faded into the warmly lit chambers of The Archon, she rose off her comfortable cushions and approached my point of view. “Do you require further explanation, Bran Malloy?”

“No, I think I grasped that, thank you. Hold interlude.”

With a nod, the iron-haired Archon faded into the familiar brown stone behind a crystal disc. A moment later I rose off the stool. Anuthida sat to one side of me and Asati to the other. As I turned to leave, Jean sat in the break area. 

“You done?”

Nodding, I walked toward her, letting my hips sway seductively as I approached. “You sure you don’t want to come back upstairs with me?” I asked innocently.

She stood up and kissed me, letting her fingers delicately caress the side of my bare midriff. “Later,” she said reproachfully. “I’ve got to get busy with T’et’vat’si and learn how to see the dead. But Ekaterina was in the shower when I came down. Just don’t let her wear you out before I get back.”

“Never,” I said, bringing a hand to the side of my face. My bare breasts ached for her, but I could see her aura glowing as a patch of pale blue curiosity. But a tiny splotch of phosphorescent orange sprang from her loins as I stepped away. “We’ll just be getting warmed up by the time you get back.”

“When has it ever taken you two or three hours to get ‘warmed-up.”

I grinned in response. “Ka always takes her time exploring the, um...secret...places.”

Jeanette’s eyes narrowed and her voice grew slightly husky. “I... know.” She gazed at me moment longer as the orange glow of her loins brightened slightly. Then she shook her head and the glow faded to a pale luminescence. “Get out of here. I need to get busy.”

I blew her a kiss and turned to go. “Don’t take too long.” When I reached the doorway, I glanced back, but she already sat on a stool with her eyes glazed over. With a sigh I began to climb the stairs.

When I got out of the shower, Ekaterina lay prone on the bed with her chin resting in her hands...ankles crossed in mid-air just above her bare behind, dark eyes gazing expectantly at the doorway. Those damp and glistening orbs drew me like a magnet. Her patient ministrations swelled us into an angsty and starving passion by the time Jean came in. We pounced on her before she could even get to the shower.

As sweaty ardor faded into restful sleep, I smiled, grateful for what the Universe had given me. When I awoke, I found myself still smiling.

Making my way to the kitchen, the coffee pot soon blurbled and steamed merrily. The scent of the dark South American coffee filled the air like incense. Shortly, I sat in the easy chair and stared at the bare stone walls, sipping the brew.

We need some art in here.”

From down the hall, I heard the toilet flush.

“Yes we do.”

I grinned as I recognized Jean’s voice echoing in my mind. Shortly, she came into the kitchen and poured herself a cup of the dark roast, dosing it liberally with the heavy cream from the little refrigerator.

She came over to sit on the couch, reaching for the Birthing Sphere and oil.

“You’re just a glutton for punishment. How many reps are you up to in the Eye now?”

“Coming up on four-hundred and fifty. But I like to keep the ritual of doing seventy-five or so over my morning coffee. It helps me wake up and focus.” She slipped the golf-ball sized crystalline sphere past her petals.

I nodded, pursing my lips.

She closed her eyes and straightened her back with a sharp inhale. Then the muscles of her lower abdomen clenched and the sphere popped back out, she reinserted it casually. “So what’s on your docket today, Love?”

“Matti and I are working on the next installment of the online lectures this morning,” I replied. 

She furrowed her eyebrows. “Doesn’t it worry you that they’ll track you down when you post those?”

“Nah,” I said with a shake of my head. “Bec’s security protocols morph often enough to keep them guessing. What worries me more is how much longer the internet is going to keep working. I keep seeing reports of large areas...whole cities, states...even small countries shutting down. How long will it be before the whole thing collapses?”

“Don’t know”, she answered. “The digital world has been a mess ever since you and Matti made your debut.”

“Yeah, ain’t it great? Or it would be if I weren’t counting on it.”

“What will you do if it does go down permanently?” she asked after another contraction.

“It’ll be time to send out the Priestesses and let them start teaching their own classes.”

“Wow,” she said with a shake of her head. “It hasn’t been six months since we found the thing in Turkey. Look what we’ve done. What will the world be like in two years? ...in five years?”

“Very different and much better,” I replied confidently. “The Great Cycle will not be thwarted. We’re just helping it along. But it will continue its upward movement now for the next twelve-thousand years...with or without us.”

“But the Crone said you were key to this.”

“We’re all just key to making it happen faster. Don’t you think it would still happen without us?”

“I don’t know,” Jean said, shaking he head. “I don’t think so. ‘Empty wombs and empty cradles’...and all that. They’re counting on you,” she said, pausing now in her exercise to take a sip of coffee.

“I know, but I just can’t believe it wouldn’t happen without me personally,” I replied. “How can one person be that important. Look at what the Arch Crone Matriarch told you about the High Priestess of Atlantea...if N’c’lsav’de hadn’t made the announcement, someone else might have come up with something worse. Doesn’t that sort of imply that if I wasn’t around, someone would take my place?

“Besides...think about it...if something happened to me, you and Ekaterina would take over, right? ‘Cause, I’ll tell ya, sometimes all this responsibility gets to me. I’m just one person.”

“But you’re the crux...the keystone,” Jean argued. “It might still happen without you, but you’re supposed to take up the slack. The world needs you.”

With a heavy sigh, I replied, “I suppose. It just helps to vent sometimes. I really hope the internet stays running for a while longer. That makes my job a great deal easier.”

Ekaterina came in, picked up the coffee pot and took a big whiff, then poured a cup, loading it up with sugar.

“Good morning, megobars.” I said in Georgian.

“It is,” she answered in English, blinking her bleary eyes. “Who is for making breakfast?”

Jean looked at me. “Isn’t it Maggie’s turn this morning?” 

I nodded. “Mom said she’d be by early.”

“There’s some croissants in the pantry if your starving, Ka,” I added as Ekaterina walked over and kissed me on top of the head. Then she sat down next to Jean. 

After a couple of sips of coffee Ekaterina asked, “So what is news this morning?”

“Haven’t checked...shall we?” Jean responded.

“Let’s,” I replied and moved to the laptop on the desk.

As I opened it, the Ubuntu logo flashed onto the screen. I clicked the Firefox icon and brought the laptop online, then hit the “News” icon.

I read the top articles aloud: “Russia and China are duking it out diplomatically, threatening to attack one another if each doesn’t pull out of the Middle East. Israel and Iran are threatening one another with nukes...that’s nothing new. Greece, England, Holland and Spain have left the European Union...the Euro is predicted to collapse within the week. Mexico, the US and Canada are trying to throw together an alliance and new currency, but no one is buying into the idea. Flights have been extremely curtailed across the world and airports are doubling down on security and searches. 

“...and of course, Matti and my pictures are plastered across the top of the page with the subheading “Most Wanted” five-million-dollar reward.”

I laughed. Ekaterina and Jean shook their heads.

When no one commented for a few seconds, I said flatly, “Maybe it’s time to do it.”

Jean’s eyebrows ruffled again, “Do what.”

“Shave my head into a Mohawk.”

Now Jean laughed, “I dare you.”

“YOU DARE ME? ...I accept.”

More laughter ensued just as Mom stepped through the open front door.

“What’s so funny?”

“I’ll have to show you,” I answered her.

While Mom began breakfast I dug through the storage area for the electric clippers I had Madrigal pick up in preparation for this day’s occurrence. Then I stepped into the bathroom and shaved my head into a two-inch wide Mohawk, leaving a long tail which I braided. Afterward, I dug a new razor out from under the sink and removed the remainder of the short hairs that the clippers left behind. 

As I gazed into the mirror, the reflection of myself now seemed stark. My scalp was pale...even paler than my face, which I had been noticing needed sun badly now for several weeks.

“Too much time underground,” I said, shaking my head at the reflection. “Get out and get you some sun, girl.”

I stared a few moments more.

“Still, the shock value seems impressive. Now...to test it.”

As I stepped around the corner from the hall into the kitchen, Mom busily hovered over two skillets and a pot on the stove. She didn’t see me at first.

But across the living room, Jean stood up. “Great-grandmother of the Goddess...you did it.”

Mom looked up and her mouth fell open. Cass and Penny came around the cabinets and into the kitchen and stopped short.

“Vali Bran?”

I threw my hands out to the sides. “What do you think?”

No one spoke for a few moments, then Jean shook her head, “I didn’t expect you to shave the sides bald, I figured you would leave a thin layer of hair and...”

“See what ya get when you dare me? I take dares very seriously,” I said with mock severity. “Be careful what you dare me to do.”

Cass approached me tentatively, “Can I...” she said, reaching a hand toward my head.

“Of course,” I replied smiling and bent down to where she could reach.

She ran her the flat of her palm and fingers across my scalp. “It’s so smooth. Just like...”

At that point, Penny stepped forward and gigged her in the side.

“Just like what?” I asked.

“Just like...the women at the beach in Sahn Curhan,” Cass stammered. They don’t have any...”

Penny gigged her again. “Cass!”

“Don’t have any what?” Jean said sharply.

Ekaterina began to chuckle.

“Momma, when you were home last time and I came in the bathroom and you got out of the shower...”

“Yes....”

“You had...hair...down here.” She pointed between Jean’s legs.

I looked sidelong at the precocious eight-year old in front of me. 

But Jean scowled, “I’m gonna have to talk to The Archon. You girls are getting into things that...”

“Oh, come on Jean,” I interrupted. “How long did you think it would be before they figured it out.

Silence reigned for a moment.

Then Jean shook her head. “Oh for the Love of...” 

I looked back down at Cass. “Go talk to your vali Ekaterina. She’ll explain it to you.

“Okay.”

Cass and Penny ran across the room and jumped in Ka’s lap.

“You got this under control, megobars?”

“Da.”

Mom grinned and raised an eyebrow. “You got cheek, kiddo.”

I kissed her on the side of her nose. “Thanks Mom.”

As I poured another cup of coffee, my mother finished breakfast and we listened as Ekaterina explained the purpose of ant-egg oil to her two attentive pupils.

Egg and cheese omelets as well as thick pumpernickel toast smothered in a hot blueberry sauce made a delightful breakfast. Matti and Lonni joined us.

As I cleared away the dishes, Matti remarked, “You should have had your hair like that for the first video.”

“I thought about it,” I replied. “But I didn’t have the clippers yet. Besides I think we shocked the world enough. And anyway, now I have a disguise. People will be less likely to recognize me. “

“NOT!” interjected Jean. “You’ll stand out like a sore thumb.”

“I don’t know,” I said reprovingly. “I’ve seen the natives in Mendoza with some pretty wild hairstyles. Besides...Madrigal wears dreadlocks. Maybe you and Ekaterina should shave you heads too.”

“Nothing doing.”

“Nyet!”

“Chicken!”

“What did you call me?”

A grin broke out over my face.

“I said...CHICKEN!”

Jean paused a moment, then scowled. “Where are those clippers.

“Still in the bathroom.”

She stormed down the hallway as the rest of us glanced back and forth at one another with silly grins. 

Addressing everyone, I said, “You can learn a lot from watching ‘Back to the Future’.”

Three minutes later, Jean returned, the sides of her head shaven down to a burr. A three-inch-wide Mohawk remained as the only testimony to the former glory of her curly locks.

I moved toward her as she stepped into the kitchen to display her new coiffure. She planted her feet widely and with her hands on her hips tried to stare me down.

“Beautiful!” I said, smearing a sloppy kiss over her lips, which she refused to return. 

“Da.”

“Quite Atlantean,” Mom added.

Matti and Lonni applauded loudly.

Jean continued to glare a few moments, then broke down into a grin. “Who’s chicken?”

I shook my head and smiled broadly. “Definitely not you, BeLoved.”

“That’s better.”

After admiring her new look a moment longer, I said, “Okay, enough fun for one morning, We’ve got work to do and it’s time to lead the workout. Lonni, have you made up your mind about what you want to research?”

“Not yet, I’m still perusing the libraries.”

“That’s fine,” I replied. “You, Bec, and Robyn will make up the second wave of Priestesses.”

“Bec?” Jean asked incredulously? “She’s not studying magic.”

With a grin I said, “She’s had the ty-hallee. And has shown some interest in the Element of Earth. She’ll come around.”

Jean shook her head, “I don’t know...”

“Just watch,” I said with a wink.

On the way down, we stopped by Madrigal’s apartment and I tapped on the door. A few moments later it swung open easily. His home smelled richly of herbs and spices...and sandalwood.

“Good morning Bran.” His dreadlocks hung down past his bare shoulders.

“I’m sorry Madrigal, did I wake you?”

“No, no. I was just getting ready for my morning meditation”

“Oh, good. I just wanted to check did you get a chance to pick up the potted plants I wanted?”

The big Jamaican grin spread across his face, “Indeed I did. Dey are here by de door. Do you want dehm now?”

“Yes please.”

“Do you need help?

“Nah, we got it.”

Jean, Ekaterina and I stepped in and each picked up a plastic pot with large tufts of Pampas Grass growing out of them. I had to be careful not to let the sharp edges of its long blades cut me. Then the three of us went back out into the hallway.

I turned as we left. “Thanks Madrigal. Enjoy your meditation.”

“Tank you, Bran.”
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Chapter V 
Weights and Magic
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As we entered the work out area, we set the plants down near the doorway. The potted tufts of sharp grass drew some incredulous looks from my students, but not nearly as much attention as my and Jean’s new hairstyles. Blank laughed out loud and came over to muss the remainder of my hair.

“Nice! I like it.”

I grinned back at her.

Just then, Bec crawled out from under the bench press bar. “Bran, I think they cheated us on these weights.”

“Oh, why is that?”

“They seem too light. I’m benching three-hundred-and-forty-pounds. Back at the gym in New York, I was only doing two-fifty. This can’t be right.

I gave Jean a smirk and used the eye of piri to zoom in on Bec’s tricep muscle on the back of her upper arm. Bec waited patiently as she saw me observing her physique.

“Your upper arms are flooded with pink light right now...in the phosphorescent shade. That means extreme and healthy blood flow. I also see tendrils of red going up your spine from your root chakra to feed it. 

Then I paused and zoomed closer. “The new muscle cells your workout is creating are only about a quarter of the size of your existing cells. Do you know what that means?”

Bec looked puzzled a moment, then nodded. “Smaller cells mean denser muscles...more strength in less space.”

A moment later I pulled my gaze back and looked directly at her face. “Then I’d say that the weights are fine and that your Spiritual practice is developing your physical body to a previously unachievable condition. You’re evolving well beyond human norms...just like the rest of the Priestesses are developing themselves beyond average human’s abilities.”

The puzzlement on Bec’s face returned and deepened. Then the light came on. “You mean...”

I nodded. “You’ll probably be able to pick up cars eventually if you keep up your practice in the Eye...maybe do some Energy meditations on your own. You should work on running the Loving Energy through your body as you work out.”

Blank ran up and kissed her Lover. She had to stand on tip-toes just to reach Bec’s chin. “You ROCK baby! That’s my Super-Girl.”

Bec’s face softened at the touch of Blank’s lips and their eyes met. “Well, I don’t think I’ll be able to fly...uh...will I?” As she finished, her gaze returned to me.

With a broad grin and a shake of my head, I shrugged and spread my hands in innocent ignorance. “I don’t know...Will you?”

Bec’s puzzled gaze returned to Blank as her Lover kissed her again.

Jean moved to her place on the mat in order to lead the Kegel-dance...the life-extending exercises taught to us in The Eye by her former self as the young V’yorna...S’v’yorna, when she still held the title of Priestess Initiate.

We danced through the workout, then I moved to the center of the mats and stuck my hand forward level in front of me... “HEYYYYYYY!”

My Priestesses and Initiates joined in, bare breasted and sweaty, they pushed close together to place their hands on top of mine: “HEYYYYYYYYYYYYYEYEYEYEYEYYYYYYY!”

The sensations on my bare feet told me that the very stone on which we stood vibrated with the power of our sound...the potency of our intent.

“ONE! ...TWO! ...THREE!”

“WE!”

“ARE!”

“LOVE!”

With warm laughter they began to break up into various groups. But I called everyone back momentarily.

“Priestesses and Initiates, we’re going to begin a new lesson today if you haven’t already done it in the Eye. If you have done it in there, think of this as review and practice. Before I send you out into the world to try to establish a lasting Peace, you need to know how to heal.”

Murmurs of agreement ran through the assembly. Then I continued, “Everyone go about their regular assignments today. When you get to me, we’ll work on healing instead of one of the Elements. From now on we’ll bring practice into the regular rotation as well. 

“Izat cool with everyone?”

Nods and assents again ran through the group. Violet, Shiner, Robyn, Lonni, and Jean came to stand beside me.

Violet piped up immediately, “So what are we going to be healing?” 

I nodded toward the plants. “That’s why I brought those.”

“Plants?” asked Shiner.

“Absolutely. How many of you have experienced Mitolahpanetheran teaching Sha’’a the plant healing lesson?”

Jean, Violet and Shiner raised their hands.

“Okay,” I said walking over to the pampas grass. “Lonni and Robyn just watch for a few rounds, then I’ll teach you. You should probably take the time to check it out in the Eye at your next opportunity.”

I bowed to the plant in front of me and spoke directly to it, “I am so sorry, but we need your help so that others may learn how to heal. Thank you.”

Then I reached out and snapped one of the thick grassy fronds. It didn’t break completely, but now hung at a sharp angle from which it seemed unlikely to recover naturally.

“Jean...Can you help our little friend?”

“It’s been a while,” she said. “But I think I remember how.”

My BeLoved sat down in an easy lotus in front of the plants. Soon, I saw the palms of her hands radiate the silver light of Torch of Joy. She continued to meditate for another minute or so.

Then slowly, she opened her eyes and placed her right hand on the broken frond and touched the healthy plant beside it with her left. After a few of moments of silence, she began to hum quietly. The color emanating from her hands shifted from silvery to a warm gold, then to bright pink.

Over the next couple of minutes, the broken part of the frond lifted back to its original position. She continued to hum for a little while longer as if letting the repair cement itself in place. Then she sighed and released her power. 

Robyn stared open mouthed. Lonni smiled.

“First, start with Torch of Joy,” I explained. “Use it to broadcast Love. Then, the trick is...don’t use the Energy of the healthy plant, because that’s not yours to wield. Rather, draw Energy through the plant from the infinite Source with your left hand, run it through your heart and add the intent to heal and send it out through your right. Your willpower needs to be developed sufficiently to attempt this successfully...Lonni, Robyn...don’t be discouraged if yours is not. You haven’t been at this as long.”

Lonni raised her hand.

“Lonni?”

“Um...how do I know if I’m drawing Energy through the plant or from the plant?”

“Good question.” I nodded and smiled. “Okay, let’s review. What’s the first rule?”

Without missing a beat, Robyn answered, “Seek Purely.”

“Correct.” I nodded again. “What’s the second rule?”

A few moments of silence passed, then Lonnie spoke up. “Energy follows attention.”

“Also correct,” I said. “So how do you know where your drawing the energy from?”

Lonnie and Robyn both looked at Jean. She rolled her eyes and answered their silent plea, “You just said the answer.”

Robyn looked puzzled a moment longer, then asked, “By our attention?”

“Of course,” I replied. “How could it be otherwise. Your attention sends the Energy where you want it to go, thus if you sort of reverse-engineer that concept, your focus will determine the source from which you draw the Energy. Think of it as Visioneering. To engineer a system by simply visualizing it. It can be no other way. If you haven’t seen it yet, ask the Archon to show you Sha’’a’s goat-healing session your next time in the Eye. It makes things pretty clear.

They nodded silently.

Jean’s voice:

“Ooh...Visioneering. I like that.”

I looked at Jean. 

Thanks Love.

“Okay Shiner, you’re next.”

I snapped another blade.

Shiner sat down and within five minutes had done an admirable job of healing the Pampas grass.

“Violet.”

It took her a bit longer, but eventually she brought her broken blade back to full health.

“Okay, I think we’ve tortured this plant enough now, let’s switch to another.”

I snapped a blade on the new plant. “Okay Lonni, give it a shot.”

Lonni gave it her all, but the blade stubbornly refused to budge.

“Okay, re-establish Torch of Joy and practice it again.”

After about five minutes, the frond began to lift back to its original position. But after another ten minutes had passed, it still remained slightly bent.”

“Okay Lonni, take a break. Rest up while Robyn gives it a go.”

I sat down and finished healing that frond, apologized in advance to the plant and snapped yet another frond.

“Go for it, Robyn.”

She sat down and diligently ran Torch of Joy. Then with tender care, she reached out and touched the plants. The Energy slowly shifted from silver, to gold, then into the pink part of the spectrum. After about ten minutes passed, the frond straightened itself and held position.

“Excellent Robyn.”

The young Scottish woman opened her eyes and gasped, then burst into tears.

After a few moments of emotional release, she managed, “I did it. I worked the magick of the Grea’ Moother. Thank ya...Thank ya.” She positively radiated golden Gratitude.

Then a more gentle weeping took her for a time, but all the while, she stared at the Pampas grass and smiled broadly.
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Chapter VI 
Going Dark
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The afternoon session went much the same as the morning session, some of the students excelled, others decidedly needed more practice. The one difference I noted involved the absence of Bec.

She came in as we were finishing up. “Can I have few minutes of your time, Bran?”

“Sure,” I replied. “What’s up?”

“Well...” she gave a long sigh. “This may take a little while to explain.”

I nodded. “Why don’t you meet me at the apartment when we’re done here.”

“Can do.”

A little while later, as Jean started supper and Ekaterina hit the shower, Bec tapped politely at the open door.

“Come on in.”

Her aura showed mostly blue, but odd flecks and waves of lime green passed through it.

“What’s on your mind?”

She sat down on the sofa with mouth drawn tight. “I need your permission to do something, but I’m not sure you’re going to understand when I tell you what it is.”

“Better go on and spill it then,” I replied with a smirk.

“I’m beginning to have trouble keeping our internet secure. We need to make a change...especially if you and Matti are going to keep sending out updates and lessons in video form.”

“What is it you need to change that you feel you have to come and ask permission about?”

Her eyes remained serious and she sighed. “We need to move to Dark Net.”

“WHAT?” Shock filled my voice. “Isn’t that the realm of child pornography and human trafficking? Isn’t that one of the places in the world we’d like to eliminate?”

She gave a wan smile and nodded. “This is why I said this would likely take a few minutes to explain.”

“Okay...so explain.”

She looked down, then back up at my face. “While what you say about human trafficking and contraband materials is true about Dark Web, there is also a substantial amount of resistance to mainstream ideals there. Rebels, misfits, outright militant anarchists hang out there.”

“Right...” I said with a nod. “So tell me why we should enter that realm.”

“Well...primarily it’s more secure...especially for us. You see, the Dark Web was created a number of years ago by the U. S. Navy to keep track of covert operations.”

“The Navy?”

“Yeah, but it didn’t take long for word to get out. And once the system was up and running, they really couldn’t shut it down without compromising their own security. And so now we have this alternate internet stream.”

“So why is it more secure?”

“It forces everything through the TOR network which makes it really hard to track.”

“And you believe this will keep us safer?”

“Absolutely.”

“How will people who don’t use Dark Web know how to find us?”

“You can make a short video announcing the change. Then we’ll switch over and release your next lesson on Dark Web.”

“Hmm...how hard will it be for them to find us there?”

“They’ll have to download a new browser. Linux makes a really cool one called TAILS...”

“Tails?”

“The Amnesic Incognito Live System...it’s based on Debian, the same as some of the other Linux builds,” she explained.

“And they just download it like any other program?” I felt intrigued now.

“Mmm...not quite. It requires two downloads.

“Uh...how does that work?”

“Well...they download the first one and it downloads the second.”

“And this is all legal? I don’t want to get prospective students arrested.”

“Oh yeah, perfectly legal. Lots of regular corporations are going to the Dark Web for secure communications between facilities.”

“So what do our prospective students have to do?” 

“Well they download the first one onto a flash drive and then use it to download the second onto a separate flash drive. Then...you can take the second flash drive with you and use it on any computer anywhere you go. It leaves no trace on the computer. Everything is done through the browser on the flash drive...quite ingenious really.”

“Wow. That sounds complicated for internet/techno-illiterates like me. Is this gonna be hard for people to figure out?”

“Nah,” Bec replied, almost laughing now. “There’s tons of vids on You Tube that explain how to do it. It’s really not all that hard.”

“Yeah, but I have to explain all this before Matti and I can put out the next vid. How will...”

“I’ll write out a little script for you to read. Shouldn’t take more than a couple of minutes to explain it...even for an internet/techno-illiterate.”

“If you say so.”

“Does that mean we can do it?” Bec asked, her aura brightening substantially.

“You’re my technical advisor. If you say it’s safer. I’m gonna believe you.”

“Thank you. You just made my job a whole lot easier.”

“You’re welcome. Now go get busy on my script. Matti and I are recording right after supper.”

“You got it.” Bec left in a bustle of energy.

From the kitchen, Jean cleared her throat. I winced and waited.

“Seriously? The Dark Web?”

“You heard what she said. It’s more secure.”

“Yeah, but now we’re gonna get grouped with people committing heinous crimes like you mentioned...kiddie porn and sex slaves for sale. Do you really want that?”

“You seem to be forgetting that Matti and I top the FBI’s most wanted list.

Silence.

“Would you rather them track us down?” I followed up.

“I suppose not. Just seems a bit extreme to me.”

“If corporations are using it for security, it can’t be that bad.”

After supper, Bec came back with the script: three paragraphs, double spaced...less than a page total. I read over it.

“Okay, we’ll put this out first, then record the regular lesson. Are you ready to play camera-woman?” 

“Sure.” 

“Then let’s get busy.”

The three of us spent the next couple of hours recording and editing. When we were finished, the Dark Web announcement only ran about ninety seconds. Then the lesson came out to just over twelve minutes’ worth of video. Mostly we covered the ideas behind “The Quality of Dignity”. I quoted Shay-nah from one of the earliest instructions I received from her back in Turkey: 

“The Quality of Dignity provides that we are always free to act within our own conscience and, without being compelled by threat or reward, act in a manner that we see as the highest good for all creatures involved.”

After expounding on that, along with a review of the Necessity of Purity, we touched on the concept that Energy follows attention and let that be the cliff-hanger for the next installment.

When we finished, Bec looked pleased. “I’ll get this announcement uploaded and then go to work setting up our Dark Web site. The lesson should be out by tomorrow.”

I looked at Matti with a wide grin.

“Isn’t it fun when the ‘dark side’ is really the ‘good side’?”

As if to demonstrate that paradox, she shook her head in disbelief, but grinned happily in return.

Since we were done, I told Matti and Bec good night and went back to the apartment to make a pot of coffee. The clock showed  10:17pm.

“Going down to the Eye, baby?” Jean asked, peeking her head into the kitchen. Her new Mohawk looked mussed as if advertising a tussle with Ka.

I smiled crookedly. “Yeah, this is my first real lesson on the Eye of Intuition. Mitolahpanetheran has been prepping me now for a couple of sessions now. I think I might be ready.”

“I’m gonna be right behind you in a few days. There’s a few more things I want to master on the eye of piri and then I plan to start that too.”

“Cool,” I said, pouring my coffee. “Then we just need to get everyone else who’s got the eye of piri open on it as well.”

“Righteo!”

I took a sip of the rich South American brew. “You guys don’t wait up for me. I’ll probably be late.”

“Sure you don’t want to join us for ‘round three’?”

With a sigh, I replied, “Tempting...but I don’t need the distraction just now. I’ve been building focus. Ya’ll enjoy and I’ll catch up tomorrow night.”

Just then, Ka’s nude figure appeared behind Jean. The tall Georgian put her hands around Jean’s waist. “You are not for joining us, Brandy?”

The picture of them together made my heart flutter, but my will remained steadfast. “I need to get busy right now, but you both will be hard-put next time.”

“Promises, promises,” Jean responded as Ka began to drag her backwards down the hall.

“Good night.”

Jean called back from the dim hallway, “Yes... it is...”

Darkness enveloped them.

A squeal and a sudden squeak of box springs followed by a moan came from the bedroom.

After another sip of coffee, I headed for Eye Level.
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Chapter VII 
The Sound 
of Silence
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“What are you working on this evening, Bran?” The Archon’s bejeweled apparel seemed to glitter in anticipation.

“Send me to Mitolahpanetheran, we’re starting the Eye of Intuition.”

“As you wish.”

The plush quarters faded and the familiar meditation sanctuary in the temple of Valdivia materialized around me. Like the dazzling garment of The Archon, a sensation of anticipation rose in Sha’’a’s heart as well. Mitolahpanetheran sat cross-legged across from Us, the merry smile on her face a drastic counterpoint to the somber black robe and hood almost indistinguishable from the surrounding darkness.

“So...” the Crone nearly cackled, “We come to the crux of the matter. The lesson today is the dividing line between the Priestesses and the Warrior Priestess.”

Sha’’a cocked Our head. “How so?”

Mitolahpanetheran raised an eyebrow. “The Priestesses do not study the Eye of Intuition. Like the connection with the Loving Energy, that is a privilege reserved for those of the Black Hood. You however, smash these precedents out of necessity. You received your initiation as Priestess less than five moons ago, yet here we are, preparing to initiate you into the second great mystery. It is a ponderous event, is it not?”

Silence filled the sanctuary for a long moment.

“I am grateful for the teaching, Wise One,” We replied.

“Excellent,” the Crone’s voice quieted a bit and her eyes peered brightly at Us in the dim sanctuary. “Humility and Gratitude. Most appropriate.”

When Sha’’a made no further comment, Mitolahpanetheran continued, “Let us begin. Close your eyes and remain silent with me for a short while. Do not focus on the Energy. Simply remain silent. Understood?”

“Yes.”

“Now... listen.”

Again silence filled the sanctuary. A few dozen breaths passed, then the Crone whispered, “Tell me, what do you hear?”

Sha’’a’s eyes opened in surprise. “Hear, Wise One? I hear nothing. All is silent here. Even your breathing remained beyond my perception.”

“Excellent. Let us practice this exercise again. This time, listen more closely.”

Mild confusion rose in Sha’’a’s mind, but We followed the instruction.

As we sat for a time and listened, I did hear something. Something that I occasionally noticed as I lay down to sleep. A distant hissing sound, usually imperceptible in the noisy interactions with others during the course of the day. A hiss like...an old radio not tuned to a station.

Isn’t that what doctors call tinnitus?

But Sha’’a did not seem to catch on.

After another few dozen breaths, the Crone whispered again, “What do you hear?”

Sha’’a’s eyes remained closed this time as We answered, “Naught, save perhaps a breath of air moving through the Temple.”

Mitolahpanetheran sounded as if she were still grinning as she responded. “Still? Let us make the attempt once again. This time, however, bring your attention closer to yourself. Place your focus directly in your ears...in the very flesh of your auditory appendages. Perhaps this will give you the required perspective.”

In the deep silence many breaths passed. I listened as hard as possible. The whole of my focus remained on Our eardrums almost the entire time. Yet nothing but the hissing tinnitus made itself apparent.

Eventually the Crone whispered again. “Has the secret revealed itself to you, Warrior Priestess Initiate?”

We breathed a deep sigh. “No, Wise One. I fail to comprehend what I am lacking. The quarry you have assigned me remains elusive. I require further instruction.”

“My student gives up so quickly?” Mitolahpanetheran’s tone turned serious. “Perhaps a lesson in self-confidence is in order before we proceed. But, I tell you...what you seek lies easily within your reach. Do you truly doubt your ability to perceive what I describe? 

Chagrin and curiosity arose almost simultaneously within Us...followed quickly by a renewed sense of confidence. “No, Wise One. I will make the attempt once again.”

“I am quite glad to hear it,” the Crone replied, almost teasingly, but with a hint of stern reprimand. “But one final bit of direction I will give. This time focus even more closely to yourself. Listen in the very center of your head. Listen at the Intuitional center. Perhaps there you may find the answer.”

We nodded slowly as silence enveloped the sanctuary once again. This time, more than a few dozen breaths passed. The hissing I perceived earlier seemed to become almost deafening.

Suddenly, Our eyes popped open. “OH! The sound...like a hundred angry serpents...it fills my ears inescapably. Ofttimes I have heard it before, yet paid no heed to the sound, believing it to be merely an aberration in my perception. Is this what I seek?” 

Now the Crone chuckled genuinely, “There...you have found the doorway without my direction. How many of my students took days or weeks or even years of listening to find the portal to the Great Beyond. Again your natural prowess demonstrates your higher level of evolution.”

Tinnitus is the portal to the Great Beyond?

Curiosity arose in Sha’’a as well. “How is this the portal you describe. How can a sound...a sound that seems no more mystical than blood pumping through my veins...open the doors of perception wider than the eye of piri?”

“That is what we are here to discover, Warrior Priestess Initiate. I shall explain:

“As I said, this ‘sound’ is the doorway...or perhaps I should say 'merely' the doorway. It is by no means your final destination. Think of it as a signpost...a directional marker...the key to an evolutionary map. 

“Now that you have found the portal, you must learn to bend all of your will and focus upon it...probably for many long hours of practice. But if you attend these lessons with diligence, the reward is a wealth of perception. You will discover that naught of this world may be hidden from you. 

“Just as the eye of piri granted your extended perception beyond what your fleshly eyes may perceive...so the Eye of Intuition grants you the next step beyond the Energetic perceptions of the eye of piri. It marks the next phase of your Sacred pathway.

“Are you prepared to proceed or do you require an intermission?”

We thought about it. “Perhaps some ginger tea...”

“I will make it,” the Crone replied, rising. “Practice focusing on the sound until I return.”

So We sat in the darkness and listened. The hissing seemed to envelope the entire Temple before Mitolahpanetheran returned.

After a few sips from the steaming mug, the Crone continued her explanation:

“Now, that you have the doorway fixed firmly in your mind, I will teach you the application of this discovery. Mind, it may take you days or years to find your way through this puzzle. It is not as arduous as the practice for the eye of piri, but it may be lengthier. Do not become discouraged if you do not achieve success quickly. Even the Wisest among us struggle with this path for many long and seemingly fruitless hours. Is this clear?”

“It is,” We said, nodding.

“Excellent. But now one word of warning I will offer...” the Crone paused to gain our full attention.

Our ears pricked up.

Then she continued, “Just as becoming one of ‘The Lost’ is a result of incorrectly using the eye of piri, there are consequences for the misuse of the Eye of Intuition.”

Sha’’a interrupted now, ‘Before you tell me the consequences, please explain how I might misuse the Eye of Intuition.”

Even in the dimness, I could read the surprise on the Crones face. “How?” she asked. “The same as with the eye of piri: To use it for personal gain. To use it to the detriment of others...particularly those of the common folk who would have no perception of this...no way to defend themselves against you. To use it for personal aggrandizement...to inflate your own opinion of yourself. For these misuses, Creation brooks little tolerance.”

“Do you mean to say there is punishment. That the Universe will wreak vengeance upon those who violate this law?” Sha’’a seemed mortified.

But Mitolahpanetheran replied easily, “Nay, it is not vengeance...rather it is more likened to an object falling to the ground when it is released from your hand...or perhaps a branch swaying in a strong breeze. It is one action arising from another in rational order...like a cry of pain upon the moment of injury. Is this clear to you?”

“It is.”

Cause and effect...an equal and opposite reaction.

“Then let us speak of the consequence of this hubris...”
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