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Part 2 — Introduction

 

 

 

 

 

 

Indigenous South American Yaqui mystic don Juan is guiding me through a stormy sea of history for reconciling this incarnation cycle that began in 68 BC at birth of Cleopatra of Egypt. Egyptian Book of the Dead spells provide time-travel back and ahead for reestablishing the Pharaohs throne. I'll meet a sailing ship captain on the Atlantic Sea, a Nazi death camp of erotic horrors, the President's wife in 1812, a Spanish Mission in San Francisco and more, reviving Carlos Castaneda's lost journey.

 




 1 — Don Juan Comes to Town

     

There is a world within our midst we cannot see but exists with its own inhabitants. The "Alpha" state of mind between sleeping and waking is our most accessible entranceway to this world. Although initially the human eye cannot see it, the heart will feel it and the ear may hear it. This is the world of past and future having no beginning or end. All knowledge resides here and is freely given to those who ask.

Don Juan came to me while I was passing through the Alpha state waking from sleep early this morning. He calls this inner state Ixtlan, place of the inner knowledge. I strongly felt his presence and knew it was him, but to be sure I vocally asked "You are don Juan?" He responded "Yes" in a subtle non-verbal way. He has a task for me and it will be difficult but is critical. I knew this to be true, although nothing was verbally said between us.

Don Juan's demeanor is always casual. I wondered as to what I, a simple human having no outstanding capabilities, can do for such a high-level Entity. Don Juan commands a large following in our physical world, having some 50+ years back conveyed the inner teachings of Indigenous Peoples of Mexico to Carlos Castaneda, a University of Southern California anthropology post-graduate student whose books on don Juan were at one time wildly popular. Castaneda today remains fondly remembered by the earlier generations.

I began forming a response but don Juan beat me to it, his words conveyed through a thought process more elevated than the spoken word. "Your world is quickly advancing toward the end of the present seven rounds cycle of incarnations," don Juan conveyed, adding, "You are the seventh incarnation of Cleopatra VII of Egypt, and she the first of the seven. You were born into the physical world with a purpose, but you failed to remember that purpose."

All through my life I felt I was wasting my time here in this world. Don Juan's warning sounded true, for I knew nothing about where I had come from before I was born here in flesh, and I had no idea as to my plan or purpose or to where I would go at physical death. “Tell me more,” I said audibly, for while communication through don Juan is

intuitive, he does hear my physical voice and telepathically responds. Consider it like talking to God; I speak to him and he hears me.

He conveyed, “The present cycle of reincarnations began as the great Roman Empire ushered in the age in 1st century BC. You had a plan at start but over the course of the centuries you forgot and lost your direction. I and don Genaro are guiding you through your present life but you have been consciously unaware of us." Don Genaro, his sidekick in the Castaneda books was also popular on his own accord, writing a series of serious metaphysical books in the same timeframe as don Juan yet using an entity name "Seth," enabled by author and psychic Jane Roberts, who he calls "Ruburt".                     Seth speaks of there being "gestalt" awareness (consciousness within consciousness), and through this gestalt awareness our seven personalities come together as a single one.

I had followed the Seth books as they were published in the 1960s - 1980s, and for this reason I have a fair understanding of inner knowledge, but I never before knew that don Juan and don Genaro were aiding me. Again I wondered about what don Juan has in store for me. And of course don Juan was reading my thoughts.

"Marriage," don Juan conveyed, and I unthinkingly repeated his telepathic message knowing exactly his intention, my first thought being I'm the wrong sex. But marriage in the inner realm is nothing the same as a physical union.

"You are a woman," don Juan conveyed. "Your entity is female, no other one is."

I do know that all energy is female, and I know that physical earthly gender is not necessarily linked to spiritual gender. But I, a male physical person, cannot marry a male spirit; I don't care who he is or how much he knows. Yet inwardly I have a strong feeling I will marry don Juan and this union will happen and be never-ending.

 

"Get with Cleopatra," don Juan said, and in mere seconds I was in communication with her, confronting my own incarnational personality from a different era, a different time and consciousness, and I was realizing it is Cleopatra who don Juan wants, and me the enabler.

Cleopatra almost instantly came into communication with me. I knew it was her, I could feel her softer personality. She conveyed that I have a decision to make from two possibilities that must be resolved, "This incarnational round will end with you being the final personality, the conscious head of this entity," she conveyed, continuing, "Each of us, our seven incarnations, will dissolve into you and you will carry forward holding the sum of our attributes. We all will reach entity level and will be a single one, with this resolution."

I had nothing to say, I guess it sounded reasonable what Cleopatra was saying.

She continued, "When I lived in the flesh as Cleopatra I didn't want to dissolve into our second incarnation born Jesus of Arabia, I didn't want to become a man. I stayed in the spirit watching the next incarnation being born, and I became guardian of Jesus from the spirit, repeating the effort with our subsequent personalities. I felt left behind, that I had erred. But now this can be set straight, for it allows for a second option we would not otherwise have . . ." She paused.

I wondered, and spoke aloud as though addressing Cleopatra, "Another possibility?"

"Yes," she conveyed. "Because I remained in spirit and did not join my other personalities you can turn your attention backward and dissolve into me, Cleopatra, and you will become me. Our personalities all will dissolve into me."

"What? That is possible?" I said.

"It is," she conveyed as though having great authority.

In my mind I knew for certainty this was the right way, and I could feel Cleopatra and could feel don Juan here in the inner state listening excitedly as Cleopatra and I communed. I felt them separately grin broadly and happily nod several times in succession with anticipation.

 

"I will do that, I'll dissolve into you, Cleopatra," though at this juncture I really didn't know where this would lead. "Will I dissolve and exist no more?"

Cleopatra read my thoughts and conveyed, "You will become me, it is transparent." I could feel her laugh. "We are composed of other awareness, we compliment each other with our varying qualities. You will love it."

"And what if I remain focused as I am, forward looking, being myself, making the other choice?"

"Then I will dissolve into you and become one with you, as will the others," she conveyed.

I could see really no choice, given that either me or Cleopatra would have to dissolve into the other. "I am good to turn backward in history and dissolve into you," I said, and I could feel this made Cleopatra and don Juan more than joyful, and yet I felt no pressure from her that I do it. I was free to make the choice, or so it seems.

Becoming Cleopatra is now my focus. Don Juan said it will happen quickly, yet the weeks are ticking by and I can feel I am experiencing changes deep in my mind, I’m becoming a part of the inner world as Cleopatra inherits my body of which I am expecting will shortly begin transcending into her beautiful figure as “I” the present resident dissolve away. It is an adventure in consciousness.  

 

 




2  — Anne Frank

     

Early this morning lying in bed I feel presence of a young woman, Cleopatra's sixth incarnation is here. Her name is Anne, she doesn't sense my presence but I distinctly feel hers. My thinking about her brought her to me. She and her family 80 years ago took refuge in a secret annex of a friend's business office as Hitler's German army overran the Netherlands in Europe. Anne became a posthumous celebrity for a diary she wrote while in hiding; a best-selling book and Hollywood film titled "The Diary of Anne Frank" published not long after the war ended. But for the diary, she'd be just one of six million, I wouldn't know who she is.

I sense don Juan’s presence, and he is conveying to me that Cleopatra’s incarnations are, with me the exception, noteworthy and strong in the recorded history. It looks that my purpose is a placeholder.

Traveling backward in time is not so mysterious as we generally believe. We are in an eternal present, time does not exist except as a metronome, the constant "beat" of the rotations of the earth on its axis and about the sun. Everything is consciousness, even "time" itself. Our changing consciousness converts the present moment to past memories, for physical thought and activity cannot occupy a single space. This probably identifies Einstein's theorized space-time continuum, but I'm not sure.

To keep it simple, consciousness is constantly changing. This change takes place in the highest reaches of mind and filters through lower mental and emotional planes, and the dance of life takes formation and becomes the physical world. We can look to the future and identify where our thoughts are leading us, and we can change those thoughts before they happen. We can turn backward (as I'm doing) and travel through what has happened already. We cannot change what happened except by agreement from the cosmos, but we can change "perception" of what happened and therefore "change" history by changing the memories of the players who participated in the particular event. If I thought you were a bad guy and you felt the same about me, I could travel back in consciousness (time) and perhaps identify and correct the ill feelings between us at a deeper source level. If I can do this, the "karmic" debt will resolve and we'll both be released from the twisted entanglement. There is no karmic debt that does not involve at least two personalities. A person holding a grudge against me is karma. Forgiveness by one party may unravel the pent up anger in the other, dissolving the karma and freeing both from entanglement.

To bring Anne into our Entity consciousness I need connect with her life and times and her deepest feelings, for Anne is as much a part of me as I am of Cleopatra. Anne and her family were in hiding for two years; they were discovered and were sent to the notorious Nazi concentration camp Auschwitz, where all in her family by luck escaped the gas chamber yet all but her father would later pass into the spirit from disease and malnutrition. Anne and her sister Margot were moved to Bergen-Belsen, a most horrible of Nazi camps because of the poverty and filth. Problem is, I'm unable to connect with her; she's lying there in bed at the concentration camp; she's sobbing. A roomful of demons are surrounding her and are mocking her; these are people who died in the camp and uselessly roam about the camp, lost souls having nothing to do but torment others for sport.

Nothing but death here and these personalities all are trapped. They were not liberated in the way of other camps. Many who survived and were liberated died in the subsequent months; the buildings so overwhelmed with filth and disease the vacated camp was burned to the ground by the Allies. But the inner self sees the camp as it was before the allies came, for that is etched in the memories of the survivors and the dead. They could will themselves elsewhere but many who died before the liberation have nowhere to go, their only contacts are here with them, prisoners and Nazi guards who perished in the last days. For some, their link back to their former world is severed. It's a sad situation.

I'm sitting next to Anne, time is passing, but to no avail. I cannot help her except if she reaches out to me or to God or to some greater being. There is no one to help her. It looks that I'll need move on from here and hopefully return. Don Juan indicated that failure to resolve the seven Incarnational personalities sets forth a new cycle of seven, and the wheel upon spinning cannot be stopped until the seven are born as one, and just as before, seven personalities will again emerge and come to term. In human time it will last 3000 years.

I feel don Juan here. "Leave Anne here and move on, for our presence is affording her no relief." Don Juan is telling me to continue my journey. If this is our "Alamo" then Santa Ana will win, but don Juan is assuring me I'll have opportunity to return with "reinforcements" and beat this mad curse.

I'm continuing my sideways journey through the tangled vines of the history of consciousness. Dolley Madison is my next stop, my next key which hopefully will open a door. Dolley is the 5th incarnation and wife of President James Madison. It should be promising. No, Dolley has vacated the White House. I'll search around. Ah, I see her husband, President Madison, at a table against the wall in the very large main reception area. He's playing Checkers, the board game, with Abe Lincoln. I don't want to interrupt, I have no business here with Lincoln today. I'll impress on Madison my interest in locating Dolley. Madison knows I'm here, it appears he is sensing me. "She's not here," he conveyed, without moving his eyes off of the Checkers board, looking to be intensely focusing on a next move.

"When shall she return?" I asked.

"She's gone, she'll not return here." And he made his Checkers move and turned his face toward me, appearing relaxed for the moment. Now Abe Lincoln has taken notice of me and is gesturing a friendly nod.

"I must see her," I said, frantic now as I'm failing to open my first two doors.

"If you must see her then please do," Madison said.

Before I could answer, the room went dark. I'm in my bedroom at home, my eyes still closed. Cleopatra is here. "Dolley's with me, she's fine, continue on, your luck is improving. You need not Resolve Dolley, she's been with me since she passed into the spirit long ago; my only friend, a godsend."

 I'm wondering if Anne's problem might be from this hiccup, Dolley following Cleopatra's footsteps, not the entity's forward path. I'll explore later. Don Juan is again conveying that I move on, to our 4th key, California when it is Mexico territory.

I'm being drawn toward what I think is the San Francisco Bay. I see a Spanish church up on a small hill. Yes, oh, it's Mission San Francisco de Asis, what a remarkable building, yet the front architecture shows a distressed look, and it is all alone, just the Spanish Mission and scattered Indigenous villages nearby. Several creeks converge together into one running alongside the Mission, the courtyard and surrounding areas lush green with vegetation. Arroyo de los Dolores, "Creek of Sorrows" gives this Mission its common name: "Mission Dolores". St. Francis of Assisi, a Roman Catholic saint, "San Francisco" in Spanish, is the settlement's official name.

Don Juan is surely here although I'm not sensing him. Cleopatra is here giving me the back information.

"You are at the place of the key that unlocks the master lock," Cleopatra conveyed.

"Who am I here to see?"

"Mission Dolores will lead you to the heart of Anne Frank. There is a mystery here to resolve which you must alone accomplish. Don Juan and don Genaro will come and help you." This new Mission is not yet operational but will be in just a few days. The year is 1791. A new era is about to begin.

A sizable Mewukma Ohlone indigenous settlement is adjacent to the Mission, the creek offers ample water for farming. Tribal people are scattered about, some observing me which is odd because I believed I would be invisible to them.

Cleopatra is communicating that these people are in spirit, the Mission structure itself exists only in mind. I'm remembering my body is home safely in bed, and these native people are here in Ixtlan, made of the same stuff of dreams. It appears I'm something of a novelty, wearing my same 21st century clothing. A tall Hispanic man with eyeglasses is staring at me from about twenty feet, near the Mission. He has a serious look but is breaking into a grin and is walking toward me, apparently to greet me. Ah, he is don Juan, I simply know that through intuition. I didn't expect to actually see him here in the flesh, I've never before seen his image, I only feel his personality and our internal interactions.

Don Juan is extending his arm, we're shaking hands. "Greetings," he says. I feel enhanced energy, the world about me alive. His skin is dark, his hair unkempt, and his smile is contagious. Yet his eyeglasses with their black rims suggest a studious look.

Nothing more was said for a moment, I'm reeling still from the shock of seeing don Juan's physical form for first time ever. He's replying telepathically yet opening his mouth to speak. "Ah, ha, I caught you in the act of shortcutting our conversation. In my country we dot our I's and cross all our T's just as you do in your world," and he laughed.

I get what he's saying. Telepathy is supposed to be more advanced than the spoken word, but more can be said using the physical voice, for we have personal control over what we say but not so much over what we think. The physical voice acts as a buffer to our streaming thoughts, for better or worse.

"You are wrong," don Juan said immediately, cutting off my effort at forming the sentence in my mind. "There are many ways of communicating; one is not any superior the other, they are different, that's all, and not so much different either." He pointed over toward the Mission building, and communicated through telepathy that he is saying something now that I'm entirely missing.

"I don't understand," I said.

"That is right, you don't understand," don Juan answered, and said no more.

We stood there quietly in the courtyard as I studied the Mission building hoping to interpret the message don Juan had conveyed to me. I do know that physical images seen by the eye are as much a symbolic form of communication as is a spoken word, perhaps more so for a word merely audibly represents the object. Maybe that was his whole point.

"You have a new puzzle," don Juan said. "You need now find your 4th incarnation."

"Who is it?"

"He's you," don Juan replied, revealing a perhaps important clue that this personality is male.

"Maybe not." Don Juan again had read my struggling thoughts and answered it already.

I again know what don Juan was thinking. A female person may be male from a viewpoint of the spirit.

"Not true," don Juan again responded mentally, following up by spoken word: "Your 4th incarnation is a man, you are looking for a man, yet his spirit is female. You and I are now in the same country together. In the past we communicated from different worlds. I could see you, you could not see me. Our pronouns must be correct by the world we're both in. It gets slippery when we're communicating from different worlds, for different worlds have differing rules. We should all try and be on the same page when it is feasible."

"Tell me more about who I'm looking for," I said, still gazing at the Mission structure from the courtyard behind it.

"You are looking for yourself, I already told you that." I turned my eyes back to don Juan, but don Juan had disappeared.

A Mission back door entrance is ajar. I'm pushing it open and see a small room, looks like perhaps the church authority's office. A plain table and several chairs, a window to the outside, this Mission has four foot thick walls. It will withstand the great 1906 earthquake 115 years from now, yet a more modern church that will one-day be built next to it later will collapse.

The air is quiet, it's a sunny day, blue sky, some rolling bright white clouds. I am hearing the distant caws of seagulls. Who am I waiting for? Don Juan says I'm waiting to see myself, what an odd thing, who would have that thought? I'll slide a chair over and sit at the table. I'm feeling drowsy and am propping my head with my hands, elbows on table.

With my inner senses I'm seeing the room; my eyes are closed, it's a bit hazy. Something is amiss, the room is different and I'm hearing harsh voices shouting out orders. I'm not in the Mission Parish office, I'm in a room at the Secret Annex. Anne and her family have just been outed, just two months into her diary; the Nazi's are arresting them and they'll be sent to Auschwitz. A notebook with bright red-beige plaid cover is lying on the floor beside the table. I picked it up and am examining it. It has a lockable hasp, I'm astonished; it is the original diary of Anne Frank. Now to open it. Oh, Anne didn't write in English, she wrote it in Dutch. I can't speak or read Dutch, and I have found I'm back at the Mission Parish office. Don Juan again appeared from out of nowhere and he snatched Anne's original diary from my hand. "Take this," he said, replacing her diary with a modern bound hardcover book. I took it and read the title, "The Diary of a Young Girl."

"It is translated in 67 different languages," don Juan said. Some relief crossed my face. I opened it and am reading her first entries, she's 13 years old:

 

June 12, 1942,

 

"I hope I will be able to confide everything to you, as I have never been able to confide in anyone, and I hope you will be a great source of comfort and support."

 

Saturday, June 20, 1942

 

"All I think about when I'm with friends is having a good time. I can't bring myself to talk about anything but ordinary everyday things. We don't seem to be able to get any closer, and that's the problem. Maybe it's my fault that we don't confide in each other. In any case, that's just how things are, and unfortunately they're not liable to change. This is why I've started the diary.

"To enhance the image of this long-awaited friend in my imagination, I don't want to jot down the facts in this diary the way most people would do, but I want the diary to be my friend, and I'm going to call this friend Kitty."

 

"... ‘Paper has more patience than people.' I thought of this saying on one of those days when I was feeling a little depressed and was sitting at home with my chin in my hands, bored and listless, wondering whether to stay in or go out. I finally stayed where I was, brooding. Yes, paper does have more patience ..."

 

These are Anne's words; her "best friend" is her diary, her only real friend. If I can befriend her diary I will win her trust and the inner world will open.  

 

 




3 — Manifest Destiny

     

The courtyard at Mission Dolores has many fragrant flowers and cultivated fruits and vegetables ripening now, it's October, harvest time. A dirt road runs alongside the Mission frontal facade. I am observing memory, a fine memory as real as anything in this world. The Mission is as it was in year 1791. Those residing here passed earlier from the physical body to spirit. What they think and say, and do, no longer affects the recorded history, for that narrative has already transpired. New relationships form between spirits tied to the Mission by fear and anxiety and craving for familiarity. The Mission will remain their home until they fall back, incarnating into a new physical body or until curiosity overrides fears.

Genaro is talking with don Juan here in the Mission courtyard. Don Juan has motioned me over, he's just a few feet away. "We've decided that to resolve this issue with Anne you will need take a side trip on an ocean going vessel, a mystery ship so to speak, one that has no return."

"I'm game," I said, shrugging my shoulders, feeling a slight chill up my spine. What can I do? Without don Juan I am drifting, without rudder or purpose.

"Be informed that don Genaro's Entity name is 'Seth.' Genaro is Seth's character name for my personal journeys," don Juan said. "Use the terms appropriately, don't mix Entity and character or you'll confuse yourself hopelessly. Now as to our story, Seth in another time was a spice merchant and owned a merchant ship for transporting goods from the Spice Islands to the Old World. We're about to set sail."

I looked with curiosity at Seth. "Tis' true, my boy," Seth said with a majestic buoyancy about him. "We're taking a cargo of persons and gold to the new land."

"Persons and gold?"

"They are a religious people and they don't much like the King. We'll be journeying up the Atlantic coast of America to Nova Scotia. The King would have little reverence for our cargo of people yet he would have great reverence for our cargo of gold. Fortunately the King will not know what he's losing, he would otherwise be very angry.

We'll first hit land in Virginia and stay the winter. This trip will be of help in your personal search, for the cargo, all, is of your ancestry."

I'm lying in bed mulling over Seth's words, but I'm not in bed at home. I'm in a ship lying on a thin blanket, the ship rocking sharply yet rhythmically back and forth, hard for me to stand up. The ceiling is low, I'm on the gun deck just below the upper deck, many passengers spread about, sleeping.

I climbed a short ladder to the top deck. A hand is pulling me up. "Welcome to the Mayflower," the man said, jovially.

"You are . . . ?" 

"Captain Jones, Christopher Jones."

"Captain?" It hit me that I'm talking face to face with the spice merchant who I know is a Seth incarnation. Another man is standing next to Captain Jones, holding a musket and wearing a tall black hat of the pilgrims' type. "Myles Standish, at your service," the man said, tipping his hat. I'm realizing I'm on this ghost ship Seth told me about just moments ago. I know I'm in spirit, yet the seascape is real, the old merchant ship, the planking, high sails and a salty wind on my face, an ocean as far and wide as the eye can see. Captain Jones does remind me of Seth, and Myles Standish with musket in hand bears resemblance to don Juan. But how much do these two spirits actually know? They are "dead" in their terms yet are very much alive. And they knew I was coming. How do they know this?

As though hearing the question that I was merely thinking, Captain Jones looked squarely at me and said, "We many times sailed this ship believing all of what we saw and heard and felt was true, but one day my life ended and the curtain closed. I wasn't prepared for what was revealed at backside of the curtain; my living narrative ended abruptly, I became invisible to a world that remained visible to me, now a spectator of life, a ghost, no longer participating. I was fortunate that Standish, my good friend from the Atlantic voyage to America, came to help me. He pulled me out from the deep and helped me see an after-death purpose. He spoke of a friendly visitor who would come to help me. This ship that we are on now is a ghost ship, a construct of my mind and the deckhands and passengers and spirits. Many of us, those having no future purpose, are reliving our trans-Atlantic experience, for we otherwise have nowhere to go and nothing to do. We all are dead, yet still alive ages later. In this instance these souls are re-enacting their long past voyage for their visitor's benefit. They are proud of their accomplishment within the entire drama and are eager to share it."

"Visitor? That is me?"

Jones said nothing but his answer is affirmative. These pilgrims have much to be proud of and I'm overwhelmed how they demonstrate the event, as though a Broadway play of the historical Plymouth journey that seeded our country.

"I'm astonished at what I'm hearing. How can I help you?" I said. I know that Seth is behind this. As I resolve my seven incarnational personalities Seth wants me to help him reconcile his personal incarnations, for Seth is the Entity behind Captain Jones. My feeling is that Jones is somewhat confused, knowing nothing of his greater entity Seth.

"I was immersed in a critical endeavor at the time that I crossed into the spirit," Jones said. "My efforts seemed abruptly lost, but this is illusion, Standish told me. The greater mission continues in the world as it was and here in spirit too. I again have a purpose that has arisen from within the salty air mist."

Purpose — I dwelled on the word for a moment or so and Jones picked up on it.

"Purpose, yes," Jones said. The creator has a purpose for us, he always does or we will otherwise grow faint and die. For many, our purpose amounts to looking for our next meal, or protecting our village and family. Having no purpose we may go to war and find purpose in the thought of survival and victory. Yes, even war is better than absence of purpose. And 'liberty' is a most noble and fulfilling of goals, as is thought of a continuing peace and abundance and freedom to make our own choices."

Myles Standish stepped into the conversation, still holding his musket."Captain Jones and I live in a different time and place than you and yet our focus is the same and our goal is common. We are peopling the Eastern Americas and you the West. We didn't know this when we lived the history, we weren't in position to. Passing into spirit we have access to and can study what events transpired in our short lifetime, but the bigger picture eludes us. There is a higher one, Providence is guiding us."

I sense that Seth and don Juan are close to us but it feels that only I am aware of it. And I'm feeling that Seth and don Juan have same need as I have to reconcile incarnational personalities, and I find this exciting. More, I'm intuitively seeing that I'm here for that purpose, to help Seth and don Juan do this. Three of us: Cleopatra the Entity, Seth, and don Juan awake to the process of building a lasting world narrative and removing the pain of disordered consciousness; here is a purpose. This world of entities and incarnational personalities has greater purpose that none are aware of until something or someone comes along and awakens us. Am I here to wake up Captain Jones and Standish? Am I tasked for this? I'm just a nobody time-traveling through the dream state, like I've turned the "Alice in Wonderland" doorknob and find fantastic things coming my way one after the next....

I found myself once again lying in my bed in 21st Century Sacramento, capital city of California. The experience had been lucid, as though my time on the Mayflower was as real, perhaps even more real than being here in my room now. The Mayflower! I hadn't much thought about it, I was on the Mayflower! Such an ordinary ship, yet very grand, size, sails and all, and with its history.

Don Juan is here. "How'd I do?" I asked.

"How did you do, what?" don Juan conveyed in his typical playful but nonchalant manner.

"Some new things have arisen, what is my greater purpose?"

"You are right in respect to us," don Juan conveyed. We do need one another."

He continued: "Each of us has his separate qualities. Female energy is the force separating each from one another, so critical to our waking activities and the dream state. Cleopatra uniquely holds title to this life-giving force. 'Love' is our identifying female term, drawing us toward one another like a magnet to ferrous iron. And there is a simile we call 'erotic love,' merely the force of love, processed through the personalities populating our worlds. We'll revisit these ideas later when we return to the Mission. Pure love and 'processed' love opens that final door to Anne Frank and her extraordinary last days on earth.

"As to our good friend Seth, he is the great storyteller, philosopher and inventor. And me, I'm the kindred old man working the coal mines shoveling the black lumps of earth that will heat and light your home. I mean, I work side-by-side with the 'little guy'; the nobodies, the rejected and despised. That's why I'm working so closely with you," and don Juan laughed and laughed. "I follow the elephants in the parade, holding the cleanup shovel.”

"There are three primary levels of consciousness; they are the innermost stillness of mind, the activity of the mental body, and the substance of the emotional body, respectively. I'm telling you this to prepare you for your upcoming trip to Ireland."

"Ireland? I thought we were going to Virginia."

"Your 3rd incarnational personality," don Juan conveyed.

"Third personality, in Ireland?"

"This ship is bound for America," don Juan indicated.

"So we drop off the pilgrims in America, and then we go to Ireland?" I asked.

"No, our final destination is a small island off the Canadian coast. This is all important to your purpose. You deliver Cleopatra to the 21st century, but we must first deliver people and chests of fine silver and gold to a hidden location. A few generations away there is liberty in the air and revolt in the mind. A great nation has been founded in the most upper reaches of the mind, proclaimed by the Lord himself, and treasures we bury now will fund a future rebellion."

"And you, don Juan?"

"I'm working the coal mines, nobody tells me anything. I rely on don Genaro-Seth, and . . . I rely on you." Don Juan barely whispered the last part of his remark. It's a higher part of me he's referring to, I'm about as dumb as anyone else in my present state of mind.

"So, what about Ireland and my 3rd incarnation?"

I’m thinking, the blanks are being slowly filled in. My first incarnation, Cleopatra, then Jesus of Arabia, the 3rd something about Ireland, I’m reading Saint Patrick, yes, don Juan confirms Saint Patrick. Dolley Madison is 5th, Anne Frank, and then me 7th. The 4th personality yet unnamed, who I’m told is key, tethers on Mission Dolores in San Francisco.

I kind of dozed off, like in a trance-like state....

I awakened, feeling a gentle kick on my left side. Captain Jones is standing over me, his head illuminated by the sunny blue sky above the open hatch. "Time to wake up," he said. I jumped up quickly and hit my head on the low rafter above me.

"Where are we?"

"We made land. You've been asleep a long time. We had a terrible storm and it blew us hundreds of miles off course and we're hopelessly lost at what we think is Massachusetts Bay, way off to the north."

"How did I miss all that?"

"I don't know, you were talking quite a lot in your sleep."

"How can this be?"

"Get used to it, my friend. Your short conversations happen in your sleeping hours over months of our time. Most of us made it through our first winter in this God-awful cold climate; springtime has come and you and I will be shoving-off for the Canadian coast."

"Just us? What of all the others?"

"Just us and the deckhands," Jones said. "The others have decided to remain here at the 'Plymouth' colony as they named it. I suppose they see the weather here as about as foul as is remembered from Plymouth, back home in England."

"Plymouth, right; that makes sense," I said.

Jones raised his eyebrows. "What sense does it make?"

I didn't know what to say and Jones is probably reading my mind anyway, so I said nothing.

Stay here and get more sleep, the time isn't yet right. You've made contact with your two central allies, you'll have little more need of me."

"Allies?"

 

"You surely do know: Me and Standish, we are working together with you at other levels."

"Who is my 4th incarnation?"

"I don't know or much care. You have two keys to pick up."

"Two keys?"

"Your 3rd and 2nd incarnations," Jones said.

"That would be Saint Patrick and, uh . . ."

"Jesus of Arabia," Jones said.

"I've not heard of this Jesus of Arabia, maybe you mean 'Lawrence of Arabia,' they made a movie about him."

"I know of no Lawrence of Arabia" Jones said.

My mind is in high gear, what is this Captain Jones getting at, there is no Jesus of Arabia. But I can see that my thoughts have triggered something in Jones. He's opening his mouth before uttering a single sound.

"There are treasures buried at Oak Island, fine great treasures. We will be depositing more yet, and among the most valuable. Our mission won't be in the ship log."

"Tell me," I said.

"Locked in a secret place in the Captain's Quarters is the holy grail of recorded history. Yet strangely, this cargo has no real significance except within the narrative we weave. The small events build into a 'bigger picture,' one of value and worth greater than all the gold and silver this world can give."

"So, what's the point, what is the bigger picture?" I asked, and I felt don Juan's presence near me, as though I was partially waking from a dream.

"There is no bigger picture than what you see in front of your face. And this picture is very oddly hidden from you, away in the Arabian sand."

"Each of your incarnations holds a key critical to this 'bigger picture.' You're well on your way. Anne Frank and Cleopatra together hold a deep and nearly incomprehensible secret that you must resolve. The key to that door is spread throughout the uppermost crust of the desert in Arabia, and is deposited 160 feet underground below Oak Island in Nova Scotia. Great and small, rich and poor, kings and paupers, all, will soon come face to face with that "no bigger picture." The heartless man will collapse on his knees weeping while the nobleman in great fear rushes to grab the world and save himself. The world is to turn upside down, and it is you who will right it.

Captain Jones' words settled into my mind slowly as I watched and felt the waves of the Atlantic sea gently rock our fine ship Mayflower.  
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