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  WHAT PEOPLE ARE SAYING ABOUT




  THE SEPTEMBER-11 CODE




  So engrossing was William Downie’s book, The Secret Code, I read it in one sitting, utterly unable to put it down.




  Downie not only has an amazing story to tell, he developes it with the talent and ease of the seasoned writer. He was able to conceptualize the Code in a way that was both facinating and easily grasped by the layman, while at the same time providing more than enough mathematical evidence with scriptural types and shadows, to satisfy the biblical scholar and mystic.




  With 9/11 so engrained in the global conciousness, The Secret Code will appeal to a broad spectrum of readers across all genres. In fact, I predict it will become a modern classic in a genre of its own.




  William Downie’s book has come forward at a time in history when we are witnessing an increase in spiritual hunger and curiosity across the globe. We’ve seen books such as The Da Vinci Code, a blend of fact and fiction, soar to the Top Seller’s list with its blend of mysticism, drama and ancient mystery. How much more so will The Secret Code appeal, with the factual and amazing account of a secret code in the bible, unlocked by a mysterious key, which deciphers one of the most earth shattering events of modern history! Regardless of whether one arrives at the same conclusions as the author, the Code itself and the manner in which it was revealed will both intrigue and confound the reader.




  Kathryn LeCorre, Canadian Author




  What William Downie has done in this awe inspiring book is nothing short of miraculous. His diligent approach to decoding aspects of the Holy Bible (New International Version) is both thought provoking and astonishing. The author leads the reader into looking at certain aspects of man’s inhumanity to man of which the tragic events of the Twin Towers is but one example. His mathematical approach at deducing numbers throughout certain movies and the implications to his overall thesis is also jaw dropping. All in all this is one book that should be read by believers and sceptics alike and upon doing so; you’ll most certainly see the world in a different light.




  Malcolm Robinson (Founder Strange Phenomena Investigations) Author UFO Case Files of Scotland (Volume 1 & 2) and Paranormal Case Files of Great Britain (Volume 1)




  Many supposed ‘codes’ have been discovered in recent years, but never one so vital, fascinating and revealing as this. Bill Downie demonstrates that the real secrets affecting the future of humanity and the planet itself lie waiting to be discovered in scripture. This information, which was discovered using the ancient science of gematria, also implies that the very language we speak is a construct founded on mathematical principles and if that does not amaze you then nothing will.




  Brian Allen, author of Dark Messiah, The View From the Abyss, The Hole in the Sky
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  This work is dedicated to my wife, my daughters, my grandsons and an unknown woman




   




   




  The folly of Interpreters has been to foretell times and things by this Prophecy, as if God designed to make them Prophets. By this rashness they have not only exposed themselves, but brought the Prophecy also into contempt. The design of God was much otherwise. He gave this and the Prophecies of the Old Testament, not to gratify men’s curiosities by enabling them to foreknow things, but that after they were fulfilled they might be interpreted by the event, and his own Providence, not the Interpreters, be then manifested thereby to the world.




  Isaac Newton, Observations upon the Apocalypse of St. John




  For as lightning that comes from the east is visible even in the west, so will be the coming of the Son of Man.




  Matthew 24.27,




  Prologue




  I always wanted to find buried treasure. In my imagination I would spot something glinting in the sun on a newly ploughed field and discover a bag of gold coins, or maybe a chest laden with jewelry. In reality, of course, I never expected such a find ever to come my way. Yet in a manner of speaking my fantasy came true. Moreover, the discovery I made was far more spectacular than anything I could have dreamed up. However, the treasure I unearthed lay not in any natural soil but in the artificial loam deposited by thousands of years of human culture. And it was hidden, not in the sense of a pirate burying his loot, but in the spirit of a loving father secretly preparing a gift for a child who has come of age.




  This book is the improbable yet absolutely true story of my treasure hunt, along with an explanation of the forces that led me to undertake it and a description of some of the signposts that guided me along the way. This guidance came in various forms. Dreams and visions were given to me. Mysterious strangers passed on messages. Meaningful coincidences were arranged for my edification and instruction. Even miracles were worked on occasion. In this way I was trained for over three years in the skills required to find the stash. Once the training was complete I was shown exactly where to look for it, each item marked with a kind of ‘X’ to identify it for me. I was even given a key with which to unlock the lid of the treasure chest, supplied exactly when I needed it by a kind of cosmic delivery service.




  Of course, the treasure itself is also on display. I call it the September-11 Code, and when you view it you will hopefully realize that it is far more precious than gold or gems or any other material thing. The September-11 Code is a message to you about our current age, and as you read it you will begin to view recent events from the perspective of the encoder. The meaning thereby given them is likely very different from what you currently believe, so be prepared to put your opinions aside and hear what he has to say. I have a feeling you will never forget it, or look at the world around you in the same way again.




  The September-11 Code is mostly found within one version of the Christian Bible and one cataclysmic event, witnessed by the entire world. However, its influence has extended to other events appearing on the world stage, products of western culture and even natural phenomena. Buildings were named for architects, plots were given to authors and screenwriters, sentences were constructed for translators, events were timed with split-second accuracy and astronomical alignments were precisely calibrated, all in preparation for the playing out of a horrific, yet enthralling real-life drama at the turn of the millennium.




  Given the awesome scope of the phenomenon I am describing and the extraordinary calling I received to investigate it, you may not be surprised to hear me say that it was created by the force or intelligence or being we call ‘God’. That’s an extraordinary claim, I know, but, since the reality of the code is all-but-indisputable and its authorship far beyond human capability, I think we have no option but to accept that a higher intelligence was the author. Anyway, God has signed his work, so you can be confident of its authenticity. I’m going to assume that God is the author from now on, rather than qualify any statements I make about the origin and purpose of the code.




  For those who find that difficult to believe, I don’t blame you. God’s gifts are placed on our doorstep while we look elsewhere, so it may be tempting to imagine that they arrived by some other means and that the idea of a Heavenly Provider is just a comforting fantasy. But just because we may not have seen him doesn’t mean he isn’t there. You can’t see the atmosphere, but if you have ever watched leaves spiraling round on a windy day, you will have deduced the presence of a swirling vortex of air. Those of us who have received gifts of Spirit have concluded that there is a giver.




  Although it’s an extraordinary story, I’m not extraordinary in any way. I’m a thinker, certainly, but not a big-time intellectual and I have no real academic credentials. I’m somewhat shy and introspective, a little obsessive (although, for what I had to do, that was a distinct advantage) and generally feel out of place in the world, unless I’m walking or driving in my beloved countryside. I’m working class, if that description still has any meaning, live in a small village and work for a modest salary. Although I’m a Christian, I’m a pretty lame one and I’m no theologian or Bible scholar. Yet it was given to me to find the September-11 Code, so, although I have no idea why I was chosen for such an honor, I did the best I could. I hope I’ve done it justice.




  In case any of you are worrying about it, there isn’t any head-spinning mathematics in this book (the message of the code will spin your head right round anyway). There are numbers taken from the Bible and from recent events, a few geometric figures and four substitution schemes by which numbers replace the written word, thereby acting as a bridge to a second, hidden, layer of information. That’s right: God uses numerology. He’ll use any method he can to get through to us, spinning the humblest threads with consummate skill to form awesome tapestries of meaning before our very eyes.




  I’ve recorded everything as accurately as I can recall it, helped by the many notes I took, usually as soon as possible after the events I describe occurred. I arranged the material in chronological order too, so you can see how I gradually awakened to the nature and enormity of my task and in the hope that you will go through a similar process of revelation and discovery. The treasure on display here is by no means all I’ve found, but I want you to be dazzled by the magnificence of the code and its message, which a barrow-load of numbers, tables and diagrams would only obscure. Therefore I’ve kept these to an absolute minimum. It reads better that way and you’ll still understand what the code is saying.




  The stated dedications include a woman in a shop I returned from before I started this introduction. I once saw an angel in that shop, standing exactly where she stood. But this woman wasn’t an angel, just another Christmas shopper. She tried to do me a small kindness by letting me go in front of her. However, the shop assistant had already started ringing up her groceries, so it was too late. She didn’t fail, though. By her thoughtfulness she lifted my mood and inspired me to start writing. She seemed to embody the spirit of Christmas, almost obliterated now by the forces of commerce, which have claimed the festival of Christ’s birth for their own. So, in addition to my family, I am writing this book for her, the unknown shopper.




  Bill Downie




  9/24/2011




  Chapter 1




  An Enlightening Encounter




  

    Do not forget to entertain strangers, for by so doing some people have entertained angels without knowing it.




    Hebrews 13.2


  




  One night, when I was a small boy, I had the following dream: I am being chased along a corridor by an evil and very angry witch. I run as fast as I can to escape her, eventually reaching a door. I grab the handle, turn it, open the door and run through. But there is a second door behind it, and this has an apple for a handle! I frantically grab the apple anyway, open the door and run through that doorway too. On the other side is an abyss, into which I plunge headlong …




  That dream has haunted me all my life, every now and then rising to the surface of my mind for an explanation. But given what I know now, I think I finally understand it. The dream was letting me know about a future event, one that would send shockwaves around the world and so far back in time that it would mysteriously give rise to my dream, almost forty years beforehand. What was the event? It was the attacks on the World Trade Center and the Pentagon, on 11 September, 2001.




  The two doors symbolized the twin towers, the World Trade Center and the Pentagon, and even the two cities with which they were associated; the second door with the apple handle was New York, the Big Apple. The witch represented a destructive force bearing down on them. My falling into the abyss represented the fall of the towers. I think the dream was also telling me that I would ‘open the door’ to an understanding of why the attacks occurred and what they represented. The apple could even have symbolized the fact that I am inputting these words on an Apple computer; dreams often combine several meanings in one symbol.




  As well as showing up in one boy’s dreams, 9/11 influenced writers, filmmakers, architects, biblical prophets, the course of history and even the movements of the spheres, warping space–time around it like a gravitational singularity. Its staggering message was encoded in detail within the event itself and this message was repeated and expanded upon within one version of the Christian Bible: the New International Version (NIV) 1984 edition.1 The NIV Bible is the most popular modern English version of the Bible and now outsells all other versions, including the KJV Bible. If a modern version had to be used, the NIV was the best candidate. Later I will describe how I was given the NIV Bible’s 1984 edition for decoding (appropriately, it was the 2001 reprint of that edition). I will also relate the story of how I was miraculously given a key that showed me how to unlock the code it contains; I couldn’t have cracked the code without that key.




  I was given additional help in many other ways, especially through dreams and through images that came to me as I fell asleep or woke up. Some of these dreams and visions I will continue to relate throughout the book. Indeed my calling to this unusual assignment came through an extended vision, which took place three-and-a-half years before 9/11.




  One April morning in 1998 I woke up to find myself in the presence of three radiant lights. These were as dazzling as spotlights to me, even though my eyes were still closed. They also had a presence that I found very unsettling. Face to face with them, I suddenly felt very small and exposed (figure 1)




  As you can see, the lights were disc-shaped and arranged to suggest a perfect triangle. They were also differentiated by color. The top disc was a pearly white color, whereas the lower discs had a creamy yellow tinge. For about twenty seconds I lay there, refusing to interact with them. Then, plucking up a little courage (and though my eyes were still closed), I focused on the yellow disc on the right. For one glorious second I made contact with a heavenly realm, filled with softness and love. But a second was all I got, before all three lights simultaneously winked out.




  [image: Figure 1 The Author’s Vision]




  The experience triggered a dramatic change in me, starting with a new belief in the reality of God. By this I mean that I realized I wasn’t really alone in the universe, a skin-encapsulated ego separate from all else, but was connected to something larger. In the past my ideas about God had changed from a simple belief in a Heavenly Father, to rejection of the teachings of my Baptist Sunday school teachers and adoption of the naturalistic worldview offered by science. Lately, however, I had been finding scientific naturalism unbearably drab and restrictive. That April morning a new faith began to blossom in me, like a flower pushing through melting snow. But I wasn’t returning to the simple faith of my childhood, which I had long since outgrown. I was going forward to a new, more adult, understanding of God.




  The trio of lights were rich in symbolic potential. My first thought was that they stood for the Trinity, with the white disc standing for the Father and the two yellow discs the Son and the Holy Spirit. However, even if that was true there was further significance, because the three parts of the Trinity are supposed to be ‘co-equal, co-eternal and consubstantial’ and the two-color scheme was suggesting some kind of differentiation. Another possibility was that they represented the Tree of Life, from the Jewish mystical tradition known as Kabbalah (figure 2).




  [image: Figure 2 The Tree of Life]




  This diagram shows what are regarded as ten ‘emanations’ of God, properly called sephiroth. My vision may have corresponded to the top three sephiroth. These are collectively known as the supernal sephiroth and are thought to be the highest of the emanations, existing on a plane of divine energy. If the white disc in my vision was the topmost sephirah, called Kether (crown/divine will), the lower two discs would then be the second and third sephiroth, called Chockmah (wisdom) and Binah (understanding). Kether is considered neutral, whereas Chockmah is masculine and Binah feminine.




  Students of Kabbalah are numerologists and see special significance in numbers, including those found in the Hebrew Bible (the Christian Old Testament). The word ‘sephiroth’ literally means ‘enumerations’ or ‘counting’ and the first three sephiroth are associated with the numbers 1, 2 and 3. The disc I contacted would then be Chockmah, which is masculine and given the number 2. There is an interesting analogy here with Jesus Christ, who is the second person of the Trinity and of course masculine.




  The triangular orientation and two-color scheme of the discs in my vision also suggested a series of numbers, known as triangular numbers. My vision corresponded to triangle 3, the second triangular number. The colors showed how the series builds up, so triangle 3 is 1 + 2. Triangle 10, the fourth in the series, is 1 + 2 + 3 + 4 (figure 3).




  [image: Figure 3 The First Four Triangular Numbers]




  Many other series of 2D figures, such as squares, pentagons, hexagons and stars (hexagrams), can be built from discs. Series of 3D figures, such as cubes, tetrahedrons and pyramids, can be built from spheres.




  After my vision I felt an irresistible urge to read as much as I could on religion, spirituality, philosophy, the paranormal and similar topics. I had previously given those sections of bookstores a wide berth, convinced that such topics were for those who needed a crutch to get through life. Now I made a beeline for them every time, choosing a title that took my fancy and devouring it in a few days.




  As I read these books I began to change inside. For instance, I began to have vivid, symbolic dreams. In one I was a brown trout swimming in a stream, then leaping out of the water onto land, whereupon I turned into a brightly colored eagle, gorging on raw meat and radiating immense power. In another I was a beetle, marching along in clockwork fashion. A hand reached down and lifted me up, at which point I transformed into a multicolored bird of paradise.




  More intriguingly, I began to get flashes of future events, coming in dreams or images. They warned me of significant events ahead, including extreme weather, people to watch out for and births or deaths. These events could be just around the corner or far into the future. An example of my precognitions is the dream with which I began this book. Here is another: I am looking at a patch of lawn which has been dug up and has flowers planted in it. A voice twice says the word ‘stroke’. Next day my wife’s uncle suffered a stroke, the first he had ever had, which proved fatal. The dream was obviously a warning of his death and the burial we would attend.




  I realized that I was on some kind of spiritual journey, and as I read and experienced more that journey took me to a magical place, where my inner and outer lives merged into one. On Christmas Eve, 1998, I went to the library and borrowed The Road Less Travelled, M. Scott Peck’s famous call to psychological wholeness and spiritual growth. I had noticed it in bookstores for years, but initially had no interest in it. Then I would pick it up for a flick-through, promising myself I would read it one day. Then I saw the book in the library on Christmas Eve and knew that the time was right to read it. That’s how it works with books like that: you have to be ready to receive their wisdom.




  That day I had also taped Frank Capra’s It’s A Wonderful Life!, about George Bailey, the do-gooder who is driven to the brink of suicide by his fellow townsman and nemesis, the avaricious Henry Potter. But Bailey is saved by an angel called Clarence, who jumps into the river while Bailey is thinking of throwing himself in, so that he will save Clarence from drowning. Afterwards Clarence shows Bailey how much more of a grip Potter would have had on the town if he hadn’t been born. I watched the film on Christmas night, wondering how I’d managed to miss such a treat before. The final scenes with Clarence took place during a snowstorm on Christmas Eve. Afterwards, I looked outside to see that, at 11:50 p.m. and with snow falling and lying, we had just managed a white Christmas ourselves.




  I also read The Road Less Travelled over Christmas, finishing it around midday on 28 December. Then I remembered that my wife, Karen, had asked me to buy groceries, so I set off for a local supermarket. As I entered the shop, thinking over topics discussed in the book, I suddenly hit on an appealing metaphor for what is wrong with many people’s lives and how they can be changed for the better. If a light bulb blows and we are unaware of how it works, we might try creating our own light by burning things. We might burn our possessions, our furniture or even put our house to the torch, just to keep the light going. Of course we are throwing ever more valuable objects into the flames. But all we really have to do is replace the light bulb, so that the electricity can flow and give us cheap light again.




  This is how many of us go through life. When the light goes out of our lives we might look to material success for security and fulfillment. We might seek out amusements and diversions. If we are really down we might turn to alcohol, drugs or crime. But these are all temporary fixes, which usually leave us worse off than beforehand and often lead us to exploit or harm others. For real security and fulfillment, all we have to do is reconnect to God, our divine electricity supply. The more I thought the metaphor through, the more apt it seemed to me.




  Just then, as I walked along the aisles, buying my groceries and thinking the metaphor over, the strangest thing happened. A little old man stopped me and gesticulated at the light bulbs displayed where we stood, as if he wanted me to get him a pack. I initially got him a single bulb, but he refused it, pointing again at a pack of four bulbs on the top shelf, which I retrieved for him. Thinking nothing of it, I continued with my shopping. When I went to the checkouts to pay, I saw that there were long queues at every checkout except number four, where the little man stood, so I took my place behind him, putting my things down behind his light bulbs. Suddenly, it struck me how unlikely it was that I should be asked for light bulbs when a light bulb metaphor was on my mind. I wasn’t sure if it was anything more than coincidence, though.




  At this point I noticed something even odder: the little man, who had a twinkle in his eye I will never forget, was dressed like Clarence in It’s A Wonderful Life!, the film I had taped four days before and watched for the first time on Christmas day. Spooked, I paid for my shopping and went home. Later I realized that the name of the shop, ‘Scotmid’, incorporated M. Scott Peck’s middle name and first initial. In later correspondence with Dr. Peck, he wrote that he collected light bulb jokes.




  On 21 February, 1999, I finished Further along the Road Less Travelled (the sequel to The Road), exploring the issues of psychological health and spiritual growth in more depth. Afterwards, I made myself a slice of toast. However, in doing that I managed to set the grill on fire. The sound of the smoke alarm wakened my two young daughters, so I went to their room and settled them down. Then I switched off the bedroom light, so we could all see the phosphorescent stars and planets I had stuck to the ceiling. But at this point something strange happened: as I looked up at the ceiling, the bedroom light twice switched itself on and off. These were deliberate flashes, lasting about a second each, not flickers. I recalled the metaphor I had come up with after reading The Road, about turning to God for Light instead of burning things to create our own light, and came to the stunned realization that I might have just gotten a reminder of its message. I later tried to copy what I’d seen by wiggling the switch, but the light was either on or off.




  With some trepidation I borrowed a third book by M. Scott Peck, People of the Lie, finishing it on 6 March, 1999. This is a penetrating study of human evil and how it might be scientifically recognized and overcome. Given the events following my completion of the other two books, I was aware of the possibility of another mysterious communication. I was not to be disappointed. Two light bulbs blew in the house as I was reading the book, so Karen asked me to buy some more. After I’d finished it I went to Scotmid to get them. In addition to the light bulbs I was to get a bottle of wine and a loaf of bread (requested by Karen). I was also going to a local takeaway for fish and chips (requested by my daughters).




  Walking through the supermarket, I anxiously waited for something to happen, wondering how this would be possible when I was in a state of acute sensitivity about every action I was taking. I bought the light bulbs, bread and wine then went to the checkout. Then, as I emptied my basket of groceries, I noticed that, along with the light bulbs that connected the experiences, I had bought items with biblical associations: bread and wine. I also realized with a start that I was about to buy a third biblical food: fish. Bread and wine symbolize the body and blood of Christ, and the outline of a fish is an ancient Christian symbol. They are also linked with Jesus’ miracles. His first was turning water into wine (John 2.9). Others were the feeding of 5000 people with a few loaves and fishes (Matthew 14, Mark 6, Luke 9, John 6) and the miraculous catch of 153 fish (John 21.11).




  As I was leaving the takeaway a man walked in, apparently on cue, and asked for a black pudding (blood sausage), then changed the order to a white pudding (sausage); black to white suggested evil to good. I asked Karen over dinner that evening what she thought were the three items of food or drink most associated with the Bible. ‘Bread, wine and fish,’ she answered, almost without hesitation.




  A month later, Karen and I took an Easter break in St. Andrews in Scotland, during which I read most of In Search of Stones, a semi-autobiographical account of a trip Dr. Peck and his wife had made to the UK, where they toured around looking for standing stones. We returned from our own vacation on Easter Monday itself, which was 12 April, 1999. After unpacking, I read a little more of the book. This included a section describing their visit to the famous Callanish stones, situated on the Isle of Lewis, in the Outer Hebrides. The visit was memorable to him because of an incident involving his wife, Lily. As they drove to the stones, Lily announced that she needed to go to the toilet. However, there was no toilet at Callanish and the toilets at the nearby Carloway Broch were shut, this being a Sunday and ‘the Sabbath’ still being observed fairly scrupulously on that remote island. The Pecks then had to drive fifteen miles before finding a toilet adjoining a small, isolated church.




  Easter Monday was also my father’s birthday, so in the evening we visited my parents to drop off a present for him. My parents had also gone for an Easter break, in their case to the northwest of Scotland (although we had no idea precisely where they’d gone) and had returned on Easter Monday like us. As we walked in the door I asked my parents about their own vacation. To my utter astonishment they told us the following story. They had visited the Callanish stones the day before, which was Easter Sunday. While they were there my mother had needed to go to the toilet, but the facilities were locked so they had to drive fifteen miles before they found a toilet adjoining a small, remote church. This sequence of events was exactly the same as in the passage I had just read about the experience of the Pecks. My parents were also about the same age as the Pecks and had even stayed at the same hotel.




  The correspondences between the experiences of the Pecks and my parents constituted the fourth and final message I was given: just as Lily Peck and my mother found ‘relief’ at a church, so we can find relief from life’s difficulties by turning to God. In fact, that’s essentially what all four messages were saying to me, and this unifying theme persuaded me they were real signs from above and not meaningless coincidences. This was something I needed to hear at that time, because my life was filled with conflict, both external and internal, and I felt a lot like George Bailey did before Clarence came to rescue him. But even as I stood in awe and gratitude before a God who was offering himself as my helper and guide, I marveled that he would go to such extraordinary lengths to arrange these events just for my private benefit.




  I sensed how unusual my experiences were so I recorded every detail. As I did so, I couldn’t help noticing that the number four seemed to be an integral part of them. I was given four messages in a little over four months (these precisely covering the period from Christmas to Easter), ending in April, the fourth month, and involving four books by M. Scott Peck. The first message was given to me on the fourth-last day of the year and the little man had insisted on four light bulbs and stood at checkout four. The fourth message was also particularly marked with this number: four people were involved (my parents and the Pecks), and it took place four months, less four days, short of my fortieth birthday. The number four had to be important in some way.
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What William Downie has done...
is nothing short of miraculous.
Malcolm Robinson






OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_003.png
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