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PRAISE FOR THE WORKS OF TIMOTHY WYLLIE IN THIS REBEL ANGELS SERIES

“Confessions of a Rebel Angel is Timothy Wyllie’s magnum opus. This saga is brilliant, arresting, and fulfilling; a true story of the esoteric 
secrets that fester in the human heart that are now awakening the human spirit. 
Georgia, a juicy and witty rebel angel, comes to us through Wyllie’s engrossing 
and engaging prose—a totally balanced story of humankind’s evolution and 
struggles with the forces of the dark and the light. If you want the real truth 
about the fallen angels, read this book!”

BARBARA HAND CLOW, AUTHOR OF AWAKENING THE PLANETARY MIND

“Read The Return of the Rebel Angels! Timothy Wyllie’s mammoth 
recon-figuration of humankind’s imprinted perceptions rips apart concepts and 
questions, dissolving the mysterious shadow worlds and interlaced realms of 
science to brilliantly expose its reluctant but imminent surrender to strings of 
holographic universes he calls the Multiverse. Once reason is defeated, the fun 
really starts as Wyllie’s writing explodes joyously, using The Urantia Book 
as a cornerstone for comprehension of the past and all futures. Suddenly his 
proposition seems eminently plausible. Quite a mindblower . . . it’s a delicious 
meal of mind and vision.”

GENESIS BREYER P-ORRIDGE, AUTHOR OF THEE PSYCHICK BIBLE

“In The Return of the Rebel Angels, Timothy Wyllie does an 
extraordinary thing. By guiding us through intimate and telling details of his 
own life, he reveals the motivations and meanings of the epic we are all now 
experiencing.”

ADAM PARFREY, THE LATE FERAL HOUSE PUBLISHER AND AUTHOR OF 
 APOCALYPSE CULTURE

“If you have ever wanted a clear understanding of how the world of angels is structured, The Return of the Rebel Angels will give you a concise picture to use as a foundation to build upon. . . . By harnessing the wisdom of these other-beings, learning their truths and failings and by reconnecting with these entities, we are in a position to take full advantage of the possibilities to come through the coming global transformation.”

AWARENESS MAGAZINE

“As humans, our ‘ascension’ potential is our birthright, and in The Return of the Rebel Angels Wyllie proclaims that we’re all ‘doomed to become 
perfect.’ Way to go!”

NEXUS MAGAZINE

“Timothy Wyllie’s multivolume narrative, of which
Rebel Angels in Exile is part, is a masterpiece of writing. It is 
essential reading for any who would explore the cosmic dimension of mercy 
suggested in the parable of the prodigal son and the role of those often known 
as Starseeds in its manifestation upon this and many other worlds.”

ROBERT DAVIS, DIRECTOR OF THE DAYNAL INSTITUTE

“Revolt of the Rebel Angels and its series is recommended to everyone who is interested in where we have been and where we are going as a planet and as individuals. It will explain a little of what is out there. Once again I can 
hardly wait for the next volume.”

JENNIFER HOSKINS, NEW DAWN MAGAZINE 

“In Wisdom of the Watchers Timothy Wyllie and his guide, Georgia, continue the deep revelations of the hidden histories and lost legacy originally detailed in The Urantia Book. Wisdom of the Watchers 
is the nexus of a history and destiny that is both personal and universal.”

RANDY MAUGANS, OFFPLANET RADIO HOST

“Awakening of the Watchers is the latest masterpiece by the always inspiring Timothy Wyllie. This book expands you and compels the reader to go 
deeper into the mystery that is all around and within us. A captivating read 
that is hard to put down.”

PAUL SAMUEL DOLMAN, AUTHOR OF HITCHHIKING WITH LARRY DAVID 

“Timothy Wyllie’s Awakening of the Watchers is a memoir of the dimensional ecology of the Lucifer Rebellion and the Process Church that creates a living dialogue between the New Earth density and we the reader—the individual soul—a bottom line in any Universe.”

ALFRED LAMBREMONT WEBRE, AUTHOR OF THE OMNIVERSE: TRANSDIMENSIONAL INTELLIGENCE, TIME TRAVEL, THE AFTERLIFE, AND THE SECRET COLONY ON MARS



Some books are crooks

they steal your time

but worse than that

some melt your mind

of all the books I’ve ever read

I prefer the ones that raise the dead.

TIMOTHY WYLLIE 



Timothy’s Spiritual Legacy
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An Update for the Reader

“I live on!”

That’s what Timothy would be saying had he not physically passed on October 
4, 2017.

Timothy admired my cheekiness—and even dubbed me “The Cheeky One”—so I know 
he’d appreciate the humor. If anyone would laugh at death, it would be Timothy, 
so I hope you will too.

My name is Daniel. Timothy was my “surrogate father”—and I proudly his 
“surrogate son”—and he has entrusted me to carry the torch that had been given 
to him by powers higher than us and honed by him over the course of more than 
seven decades.

We spent countless hours going over his vision, and my directed mission was 
clear: “Reach as many people as possible. If my writing, my art, and my music 
inspires them, I want it to be in their homes.”

To that end, I fully intend to publish his remaining books. He and Georgia 
had completed the final two books in this series already. They are on my 
computer, and I will be working with his “team” to have those published over the 
next couple of years.

His website is also in the process of being totally revamped. Timothy and I 
had created his first ever website back in 2002, but we turned it over to his hired help in 2003 and—let’s just be nice and say it wasn’t in 
the decade where he wanted it to be. The new website will have all his 
books, writings, and artwork, so please do check it out. The web address will 
still be www.timothywyllie.com.

I have been asked by many people about purchasing prints of Timothy’s 
drawings, and they will be available as well.  In an effort to get 
Timothy’s art into the homes of people who are drawn to them as Timothy had 
desired, there will be cards, prints, limited edition prints, and possibly even 
some originals (which are in the studious care of Timothy’s “artner,” the 
wonderful June Atkin).

Timothy was so much more than a surrogate father to me, and he was so much 
more to so many other people as well (maybe even you, dear reader).

When I received the news that he was rushed to the hospital and that “it 
doesn’t look good,” I instantly dropped what I was doing and flew to Albuquerque 
to be by his side. He recovered enough to bring light to the hospital floor—the 
nurses and doctors absolutely loved him—but he also recovered enough to look his 
doctor in his eyes and console the doctor when he said, “Look, I know you 
want to save me, but I am seventy-seven years old. I have lived a wonderful 
life, and it is time for me to move on. I’ve died before, and I am not afraid of 
dying again.”

So Timothy Wyllie checked himself out of the hospital and into in-home 
hospice care—in my home with my family 1,667 miles away in Pittsburgh. If you 
have read Timothy’s books in the past—and therefore know of his amazing 
exploits—then you will not be surprised to read that in typical Timothy fashion, 
we drove. It was the most miserable trip either of us had ever taken—despite 
definitely having assistance of the angelic sort along the way—but what an 
adventure!

The misery we felt proved worthwhile as soon as I got Timothy into his bed 
that my wife and seven-year-old daughter dutifully prepared. Timothy cozied up, 
smiled like a cherub, and said, “I am so glad I made this trip.”

He passed on two weeks later, but it was a splendid two weeks, and it served 
as a primer for what was to come after he passed. Timothy and I had been 
preparing for his “falling off his perch” (his words) for a while, and it was 
such a lovely affirmation that—after he passed—I picked up everything exactly as 
we had planned.

There was also such a powerful energy unleashed—accompanied by a ratcheting 
of enthusiasm—after he moved on, and that energy was experienced by others with 
whom I have spoken. It has been nearly half a year, and I still get 
communications from his friends and loved ones stating that they feel even 
closer with him today.

So let us say this for him—and mean it—because Timothy does indeed live on (as you, the reader, will see). Enjoy!

DANIEL MATOR



Note to the Reader Regarding a Glossary of Terms and the Angelic Cosmology

In this work the author has coined or provided specialized definitions of certain words, some of which are derived from The Urantia Book, a key source text. A complete list of these terms and their meanings has been provided in the glossary at the back of this book for your ready reference. The reader will find a brief overview of the Angelic Cosmology, also drawn from The 
Urantia Book, in the appendix.




Introduction

An Intuitive Truth
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Calling All Rebel Angels, Homo angelicus, and the Approaching Planetary Transformation

I would imagine anyone reading these words has already come across Georgia’s previous books. For those of you who haven’t, I will elaborate on who Georgia is and how we’ve come to collaborate together on six volumes of the Confessions series, of which this book is the sixth.

I had never been one to believe in angels, nor had I spent much time thinking 
about the issue of whether they existed. My first contact with Georgia was a 
fleeting one that occurred when I was in my twenties. It wouldn’t be until many 
years later that I fully accepted who she was, and, when I did, she became a 
welcome constant in my life.

I now believe I couldn’t fully initially understand her because I didn’t have 
the emotional or spiritual maturity to fully grasp that such a being as she 
could even exist in the first place! It would be the profound near-death 
experience (NDE) that I underwent when I was thirty-three years old that finally 
and irrevocably opened my eyes to the reality of other realms of existence, in 
general, and which prepared the ground for me to truly accept the reality of 
Georgia, in particular.

As I describe later in this book, during my near-death experience I was 
ushered into the presence of a celestial choir of angels. I then met my own 
companion angels before undergoing a medical procedure that fully restored my ailing body. Once that was done, my spirit was returned to my body and I “awoke” from my experience, completely confounded by it but not able to remember many of its more salient details.

Be this as it may, and as a direct consequence of my transformative NDE, I 
now know that a personal knowledge of the angels is the birthright of every 
human being on Earth—a birthright robbed from us by a unique and uniquely 
distressing event that transpired in heaven more than two hundred thousand years 
ago.

This event, which affected thirty-seven inhabited planets and which included 
Earth, was a battle among the celestial angels who’d been tasked with tending 
the spiritual evolution of the mortals in their purview. In the historical 
record this event is variously referred to as the Lucifer Rebellion or the War 
in Heaven. Indigenous cultures and myth likewise depict it as a celestial 
uprising that occurred in antiquity. Semantics aside, this event destabilized 
the celestial status quo and influenced human life on Earth in a profoundly 
deleterious way.

For those of you who would like to learn more about this seminal conflict and 
its consequences, I recommend (in addition to Georgia’s books in this series of 
Confessions) The Urantia Book. First published in 1955 in Chicago, 
this definitive, esoteric cosmological narrative details complex information 
about the celestial realms and other life-forms. Its breadth spans four 
sections, which cover the following topic areas: the Nature of God and the 
Central and Superuniverses, the Local Universe, the History of Urantia (their 
name for Earth), and the Life and Teachings of Jesus Christ. In short, The 
Urantia Book outlines a history of God, the Universe, and Everything.

The Urantia Book also seeks to set the record straight as to the truth 
about Lucifer, Satan, and the rebel angels, all of whom have gotten a bad rap 
down through time. This assignment of blame is due primarily to the human 
tendency to invent a “bogeyman” or scapegoat responsible for all of humanity’s 
perceived troubles. It’s ironic that Christianity, allegedly a religion whose 
cornerstones are love and forgiveness, has been largely unable or unwilling to 
apply these fundamental tenets to its falsely created enemies: Lucifer and Satan 
and the rebel angels.

Georgia joins with the mandate of The Urantia Book to present the 
complicated truth about this maligned trifecta as she, from her unique 
standpoint, understands it to be. In this, she separates the facts of the 
celestial rebellion from the politically motivated untruths associated with it 
and takes the demonizing brush from the hands of those who have tarred Lucifer, 
Satan, and the rebel angels with it throughout time.

Her essential findings deduce the real reason for the rebellion: a desire, on 
the part of both angels and mortals, for greater independence and autonomy—to 
get out from under the wings of the hierarchical and oppressive order of the 
Multiverse Administration. (For further reading on the particulars of the 
Angelic Cosmology, please refer to this book’s appendix.) In articulating and 
explaining this true motivation of Lucifer vis-à-vis his rebellion, she 
effectively removes the stigma of “devil”—not only from him but from Satan and 
the rebel angels as well.

Georgia then goes on to make further distinctions between “devils” (or 
“demons”) and “angels” so that we’re clear from the outset that real demons do 
not exist, whereas real angels do.

Allow me to explain. An angel is a being of a very high frequency who 
inhabits the higher celestial dimensions. What we sometimes interpret as a 
“demon,” on the other hand, is nothing but a thoughtform—a human construct, not 
a divine one. A thoughtform is the matrix of a core emotion that has accreted 
over time; quite literally a figment of the collective human imagination.

While thoughtforms reside primarily in the astral realms, they’re capable of 
residing within the inner life of an individual as well. As such, thoughtforms 
may be generated by one’s emotions—anger for example, or sadness, envy, and so 
on. Intense and emotionally laden thoughts, directed at another, are 
thoughtforms. If one should be troubled by being the recipient of a thoughtform 
that has found a home in one’s subtle energy body, it’s best to dissipate it by 
sending a beam of love to it from the heart chakra.

From my own experience I can tell you that thoughtforms are in no way 
spiritual beings—a view that Georgia wholeheartedly corroborates. In any event, thoughtforms, angels, demons, Lucifer, Satan, and the rebel 
angels have been grossly misrepresented in the course of human history. I hope 
I’ve now made clear the differences between them, as it will enhance your 
understanding of this book you’re about to read.

My collaboration with Georgia on this series of books has, in many regards, 
been a grand experiment. That said, one of its designed purposes is to awaken 
others of my kind. By “my kind,” I mean those of us who are rebel angels and who 
have chosen to incarnate into a human body for this lifetime—which presents both 
an opportunity and a challenge. I am comfortable acknowledging the true nature 
of my identity, because I know I am one of many rebel angels currently living a human life on Earth.

That there are multitudes of us is evinced by the letters I receive from a 
growing number of people who recognize themselves as rebel angels too. These are 
smart, sensitive, highly intuitive individuals who have, throughout their lives, 
felt profoundly different from their peers. They are unable and unwilling to 
accept the status quo and, instead, question various forms of authority as well 
as everyday norms. Typically these are the folks who become spiritual seekers 
and travel down myriad spiritual roads in attempts to arrive more fully at 
themselves.

Georgia describes us as Homo angelicus and goes on to tell me that in the 
past we have been unaware of who we really are. However, with planetary 
transformation on the horizon, which is getting closer by the moment, 
transparency is the new order of the day. In this, rebel angels everywhere are 
becoming aware of the nature of their true essence. As this awakening transpires 
on the collective level, deep psychic and emotional tensions that have been 
extant for thousands of years across the Multiverse are dissipating and 
withering away, lauding the advent of a new golden era on Earth.

After this cycle is complete, the Multiverse will be forever changed for the 
better. What we have experienced for the past 203,000 years might, in the 
future, be thought of as a drama of titanic proportions, or a hybridization 
project between the dimensions, or an experiment in individual liberty—or all of 
the above. But whatever it’s called doesn’t matter. It’s part of our great 
cosmic homecoming for, in the end, as Georgia likes to remind us, we’re all 
doomed to become perfect.

As Georgia has explained, she has been preparing me to produce this 
collaborative work for a very long time. Of course, over the years there have 
been moments of doubt and testing on both sides, but mainly on my part. By the 
time we started on these books together I’d learned to master my doubts and 
self-censorship, so that by this sixth volume we’ve been able to establish 
between us a discernible difference in voice and personality. (This is further 
noted by our respective asides in the text.)

Our relatively untroubled working relationship has allowed the narrative to 
flow more fluidly than ever, as well as encouraging Georgia, I’ve noticed, to 
become bolder in her revelations as well as more detailed in her descriptions 
and analyses.

I’m writing this introduction having completed the primary draft of this 
book, so I have the advantage of knowing the end before the beginning. And “the 
end” is full of some revelatory insights that truly astonish me. Not simply 
because the insights were ones I’d never thought of before—those occur on almost 
every page—but because the insights covered issues I don’t think I ever would 
have thought of independently of my angelic friend.

It’s such a delicate and tender balance, this collaboration with Georgia, and 
it brings me the most consistent joy I have yet experienced in my life. Georgia 
has made no pretense that if she is writing for anyone but the two of us, it is 
for all those incarnated rebel angels out there who will find that what we have 
to share is of considerable personal interest and value to them.

I would like to believe that when this volume is published there will be a 
far greater awareness among those rebel angels among you, about who you are, and 
why you have chosen to incarnate at this key point in human history.

Much of what you read here will be intuitively familiar to you, for truth is 
like that: you feel you know it already. You will find other material that will 
illuminate issues you may have been puzzling over. Some of it might pass over 
your head. No matter. Not all of us are interested in the same things.

If by any chance you have picked up this book and, having read this far, you 
already find that what has been written is unappealing, then you may want to 
slip the book back where you found it. Georgia’s words are probably not intended 
for you.

And for those of you who have been anxiously waiting for the next book in 
this series to become available, I don’t think Georgia is going to disappoint 
you.

She certainly hasn’t disappointed me!

As it has been, and apparently ever has been,

gods superseded, become the devils

in the system which supplants their reign,

and stay on to make trouble for their successors,

available, as they are,

to a few for whom magic has not despaired

and been superseded by religion.

WILLIAM GADDIS, THE RECOGNITIONS

A visual culture cannot distinguish

between fallen and unfallen angels,

since we cannot see either

and are forgetting how to read ourselves,

which means that we can see images of others,

but cannot really see either

others or ourselves.

HAROLD BLOOM, FALLEN ANGELS

Jesus said, “If you bring forth what is within you,

what you bring forth will save you.

If you do not bring forth what is within you,

what you do not bring forth will destroy you.”

THE GOSPEL OF THOMAS



1

Into the Heart of Darkness
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Lucifer’s Cosmic Alchemy, Conditioned Responses, the Manhattan Microcosm, Hypnosis, and a Watcher’s Amnesia

Once again, I feel I acted out of cowardice.

These are so curious, these human emotions. I truly believed that I had faced 
my timidity, that I’d mastered my fears when I chose to stay on this world 
during the painful global catastrophes that struck throughout the thirteenth and 
twelfth millennia.

Yet here I am, doing it again.

I previously left off my narrative as this world, suffering under the yoke of 
Prince Caligastia’s increasingly capricious and high-handed dominion, was about 
to enter the eighth millennium BCE. It was no particular convenience that caused 
me to stop at that point, but I realize now, as I pick up where I left off, that 
I must have a real fear and reluctance to report on what I had observed over the 
ensuing millennia. Usually I write quite fluidly from millennia to millennia, 
from era to era, and this has been reflected in the ease and rapidity with which 
I’ve been able to move from volume to volume of my Confessions. My 
enthusiasm has been such that I’ve started the subsequent volumes on the very same day that I’d completed the previous one.

Not so this time.

It’s been a month and a half of avoidance, of convincing my collaborator of 
his need to read through the previous volume—something he hasn’t done 
before—before embarking on this one. I’ve been encouraging him to respond fully 
and with generous attention to the intelligent letters he receives from the 
readers of his books; in fact, anything I could conjure up to distract him from 
plunging back into our work together, and doing this without him becoming aware 
that I was exerting any undue influence over him.

The reason I’m including this confession of my avoidance and the manner that 
I accomplished it for almost two months is both to fulfill my pledge to write 
openly about my nature as a watcher and also to alert my collaborator to the 
subtle influences he has taken on by agreeing to work so closely with me. After 
we completed the previous volume I was aware that he wanted to take a break of a 
few days, or even as much as a week, but after a month had gone by I knew he was 
starting to feel that he was doing the procrastinating. Although this 
obviously puzzled him—given that he clearly enjoys our writing together—it 
didn’t lead to any serious self-recrimination on his part. I think he’d agree 
that he was able to put the time to valuable use—(he does. T.W.)

Since the 2011 publication of his book The Return of the Rebel Angels, 
he has been getting letters from readers who resonate with the proposition he 
presents in the book—that the rebel angels have been, and are currently, 
incarnating in mortal vehicles. These are readers who don’t appear to be 
lightweights. They’re clearly not stupid or deluded. Instead, they are serious 
men and women who have struggled all their lives with their sense of being 
different from those around them. As I’ve contributed in small part to some of 
his replies, I am speaking with some authority when I say how impressed I’ve 
been with the lucidity and emotional maturity of almost all those who have 
written to him.

My collaborator tends to be more reserved than I am in making his assertions, 
preferring, as he says, to launch his propositions into the collective “as a 
dolphin might sonar the seabed for reflected information.” He believes that he 
has no need to persuade anyone of the existential truth of what he has 
discovered. He reasons that—if it is indeed true that the rebel angels are 
incarnating into the human line—it will be self-evident. He feels that the 
appropriate people will recognize their angelic heritage as an inner resonance, 
while the others will most likely dismiss the whole concept as a harmless 
delusion.

As you can see, I’m still finding reasons to try to put off starting this 
volume. It’s only in writing these words and being pushed by my collaborator to 
confront my resistance that I now recognize it has been my fear and distaste for 
what I need to narrate over the course of the ensuing eight millennia that has 
caused me to procrastinate.

On the redemptive side of the issue, my procrastination has made me aware that I need to be constantly vigilant as to the state of my emotional body, lest my fears unduly affect the clarity of my intention.

However, writing now with the knowledge of retrospect, I confess that it does 
pain me to report that the next eight thousand years will be the most difficult 
and spiritually challenging period that humans have encountered in the half a 
million years that I’ve been observing this world—at least up until the years 
following World War II. Those eight millennia were certainly the most dangerous 
era ever endured by a rapidly expanding planetary population. This had been a 
time, too, when there was more than one occasion upon which we could have seen 
the extinction of the human species.

Yet for all the dangers and the horrors of those terrible times and, as I’m 
starting to grasp, because of the challenges they presented, so also did 
some magnificently strong and brilliant souls emerge out of the spiritual 
darkness that has shrouded the planet since Lucifer’s revolution.

Was it in this way that Lucifer can justify his experiment in cosmic alchemy? 
Are these brave, emergent souls the spiritual gold extracted from the base 
matter and corruption of planetary life? Is the desperate confusion and chaos of 
those eight millennia better understood as a preparation for an event so 
extraordinary that it will transform absolutely everything on this world from 
that point on?

These are just some of the questions I hope to address as I continue my 
narrative. But first let me turn to Mein Host’s biography, which he has agreed 
to let me relate. He tells me that he’s discovering from my unique point of view 
much of what he was unaware of at the time.

***

It was when Mein Host was driving down Park Avenue late one rainy spring afternoon in 1972, soon after he’d arrived in Manhattan, that he received what I’ve heard him call “a perfect gestalt of New York City life.”

He had just relocated to the city with the express aim of negotiating a 
distribution contract for the album that he and the Version, the Process rock 
band, had cut up in Toronto at Thundersound Studios. So far, it had not proved 
to be a successful mission.

My ward was now living with four other Processeans in a large, once opulent 
apartment, on the 91st Street block of Park Avenue, just past where Spanish 
Harlem nudged its way into the genteel apartment blocks that line the avenue. 
Nannies with their prams and double-walkers seldom ventured this far north on 
Park, and even dog walkers, being jerked along clutching the leads of as many as 
a dozen dogs of every breed—even they turned back well before 91st Street. 
However, the fifth-floor apartment was large, relatively inexpensive for 
Manhattan, and it allowed them the conceit—impressive, they hoped, to anyone not 
a New Yorker—of living on posh Park Avenue.

On the particular afternoon that my ward had his gestalt experience he was 
driving one of the large Winnebago RVs the community was using for its outreach 
programs. This one was down from the Boston Chapter with six or eight young 
Processeans in the RV’s spacious interior. Mein Host was dropping them off on 
propitious midtown street corners, two by two, to sell their bundles of PROCESS 
magazines on streets paved with gold.

This involved my ward negotiating a large and ungainly vehicle through a maze 
of taxis and trucks unloading on the narrow cross streets. On top of this it was 
pouring cats and dogs. Pedestrians kept dashing into the traffic, risking 
crushed legs as they squeezed between the cars jammed nose-to-tail that inched 
forward in unpredictable jerks.

As he moved slowly down Lexington Avenue, letting off a couple more 
Processeans before turning back toward Park Avenue, it looked like a 
particularly vicious gust of wind had simultaneously blown a number of flimsier 
umbrellas inside out. This presented the sadly comical scene of furious, cursing 
people trying to return the loose, flapping silk and the bent and broken spokes 
to their original form; turning their busted brollies this way and that, hoping 
fruitlessly to catch another gust that might reverse the damage.

“Sometimes it works,” my ward was saying laconically, leaning forward to wipe 
condensation off the windshield with the loose end of his long black robe. “You 
can jerk ’em back . . . but those are the cheap ones you get on the 
street—they’re made to break!”

He was interrupted, stomping on the brakes to avoid hitting a smartly dressed 
young couple dashing in front of the RV, each with a soggy copy of the New 
York Times held overhead in a forlorn attempt to keep the downpour at bay.

There was a crashing sound behind Mein Host as a couple of Processeans fell 
against one of the built-in wardrobes. “Sorry about that . . .” he called out 
over his shoulder. “New York rush hour . . . better hold on tight!”

He turned the awkward vehicle back up Madison Avenue. The sidewalks were 
besieged by office workers streaming from their buildings, momentarily pausing, 
bewildered by the fury of the rainstorm. They blocked already crowded entrances 
before they dove into the crush of black umbrellas. Bicycle messengers were 
threading their way through the rush-hour traffic, the sharp pitch of their 
whistles cutting through the rumble of trucks and the deafening roar of the 
buses heaving their way up Madison, black smoke belching in oily clouds from the 
behemoths’ exhausts.

Aiming to drop off the last two Processeans close to Waldorf Astoria Hotel, 
he turned the Winnebago back toward Park Avenue, threading his laborious way 
through taxis and double-parked Town Cars. It took so long that by the time he 
turned south on Park the rain had stopped. The wet streets were now gleaming in the sheen of shimmering brake lights and—because Park was free of trucks and buses—from the elevated height of the RV’s driving seat my ward looked out over the tops of an endless sea of yellow cabs.

The event I’m leading up to relating occurred on the southwest corner of Park 
and one of the streets in the mid-40s. It might have gone unnoticed were it not 
for two factors special to Park Avenue: no noisy trucks and buses, and its 
linked traffic lights. This could produce two quite different effects, which on 
this particular afternoon happened at the same time. The lack of heavy vehicles 
made Park Avenue the quietest of Manhattan’s north/south avenues, which under a 
certain configuration of traffic lights could produce an almost unearthly 
quietness. And because the traffic lights up and down the avenue changed at the 
same time, dependent on the crosstown traffic, this can sometimes leave a 
complete city block on Park entirely free of cars and taxis.

So it was that as Mein Host pulled the heavy Winnebago around the corner and 
accelerated south on Park, he was to find an empty block ahead, and one of those 
strange moments of quietness. He might not have noticed the sudden silence, he 
told the others afterward—or the empty road ahead—were it not for a sudden 
crackle of gunfire.

“That was startling enough,” he said. “I knew it was gunfire immediately; I 
used to shoot. But that wasn’t it. I hit the brakes. It was happening right in 
front of me, like it was a theatrical set. The lighting, the sound . . . 
everything was perfect. What it was, my gestalt moment, was how the people in 
the street reacted. There was this crack, crack, crack sound, maybe seven, eight 
times. It was loud and close-by—too close, though I couldn’t see anyone running 
or who had fired the shots.”

And it was close, I can confirm that; it was an armed robbery just 
around the corner that he was approaching when he slammed on his brakes.

“I could see everything spread out before me—except what actually went down. 
But here’s what happened to the people on the pavement . . . there were, what? 
About twenty on both sides of the street and maybe half a dozen crossing the 
avenue in front of me. There was a brief pause after the last of the shots, a 
theatrical beat, I thought. And then, as if they were one person, every single 
man and woman on the street in front of me threw themselves flat on the ground! 
Bang! People didn’t look at each other . . . there was no domino effect. No 
ripple. They all went down at once! It was like they were trained for it . . . 
really! It was like a vast movie set; the actors knew exactly what to do. And 
here I was sitting high up in the P-Car, kind of insulated from the action, 
watching this surreal event unfolding in front of me like it was a scene created 
just for us.”

That was Mein Host’s gestalt image of New York life—a city that was both 
entirely artificial, and yet at the same time, utterly real. A permanent film 
set, and every man and woman on it an actor, with each person as unaware that 
they were acting out their unique drama of life, much as we angels were ignorant 
of the cosmic drama being played out through us at the time of Lucifer’s 
revolution.

Manhattan, the Big Apple, had raised her voluminous skirt for a moment, 
permitting my ward a glimpse of a naked thigh beneath. The reality that all was 
not as it seemed became an insight that would serve him well during his twenty 
years of living in the city. It would be Manhattan’s very artificiality that 
would impel his spirit to leave the city in 1990 for a more natural life in the 
high desert of the American Southwest.

Perched uneasily on a long thin island, there is very little that is truly natural to Manhattan save the occasional glacial boulders, remnants of the 
receding ice twelve thousand years ago, and the dramatic outcroppings of 
Manhattan schist found in some of its parks. Central Park, like other of the 
smaller parks on the island, is a wholly man-made place, designed with ingenuity 
and planted to heighten the aesthetic pleasure of human beings. The parks are 
simulations of nature; they were as self-consciously fabricated in their time as 
were the more recent skyscrapers and high-rise apartment blocks sitting on their 
patches of landfill—the reclaimed land at the southern tip of the island.

Unlike most European cities—which have grown gradually over the centuries, 
expanding their city boundaries naturally to accommodate a growing 
population—Manhattan’s restricted location surrounded by water has forced every 
square foot of space to become utilized in some form of service to humans.

I don’t say this in any critical sense. I’m aware, even if it’s not currently 
a popular viewpoint, that human beings are every bit as much a part of Nature as 
trees and eagles and crocodiles, and Manhattan is a perfectly natural product of 
the human imagination. I have no quarrel with that. My point digs a little 
deeper. Although I’m sure that I am not the first to suggest that Manhattan is 
cut off from natural cycles, it is the subtle effects of living under these 
thoroughly unnatural conditions that interests me.

What changes do humans go through when living so separated from natural 
cycles? Freed from the constraints and burdens imposed by the rhythms of nature, 
do humans then live the artificial life imposed on them by the rhythms of the 
artificial simulation? Or are the psychic pressures of living in a wholly 
artificial setting, paradoxically enough, unusually conducive to original acts 
of the creative imagination?

Conversely, does living and working in such artificial surroundings as a city 
like Manhattan support the development and use of lifestyles and technologies 
antithetical to natural conditions? Does such environmental artificiality breed 
a subconscious contempt for nature? Or does it liberate the mind to open and 
soar into new and unknown territories?

If Lucifer’s intention was alchemical, as he had once told me, then what 
could represent the Nigredo stage of the process better than New York City? More 
than any other city in the world, Manhattan is a microcosm of the world. I’ve 
heard my ward speculate that the city must contain a person from every single 
town and village on the planet—both the best and the worst—living in relative 
peace.

The years Mein Host would spend living, as he liked to say, “deep in the 
heart of darkness,” would prove to be rich in life lessons for him. It would 
also be a turning point for me. It would be the first time since the Lucifer 
Rebellion more than two hundred thousand years ago that I would feel there is 
some real hope for us all.

***

Ten thousand years ago, as the world was entering its eighth millennium 
before the birth of Christ, human beings had been around as recognizable human 
beings for about a million years. The different races of color, as with the 
various distinctions science draws between Neanderthal and Cro-Magnon, for 
example, are subsets, mere twigs on the branch that carried humans from the 
primate bough on the evolutionary tree of life.

Half a million years ago saw the first of the interventions from the 
Multiverse Administraion (MA). At this time, a small group of what my 
collaborator calls “intraterrestrials” were posted on the planet with the 
directive to support and help humanity’s climb up from its animal roots. I too 
was part of this original mission, which I have previously written about more 
fully as regards the arrival of the Prince and his staff of one hundred 
intraterrestrials. Thus I don’t necessarily need to go into all that here.

The Lucifer Rebellion broke out on Jerusem, the capital planet of this 
System, 297,000 years later, thus affecting this and thirty-six other inhabited 
worlds within this System. It was this revolution with which I and many other 
watchers aligned. As it turns out, it started what I have to admit has been the 
long dark age that, as I turn to the eighth millennium, is only going to get 
darker.

I’d had great hopes for the revolution. I respected and loved Lucifer as 
System Sovereign and as my superior, and from what I’d observed of life on 
Jerusem and on this world, a profound shakeup of MA’s stagnant bureaucracy was 
sorely needed. Even I could see that!

I’ve never believed many of the accusations the MA’s agents hurled at Lucifer 
and those of us who aligned with the revolutionary cause. I don’t believe we 
were blasphemers, just as I don’t believe that Lucifer can be dismissed as 
having been driven insane by self-inflation. He was too fine a spirit to ever 
descend into madness. I can do no better than to reprint the brief piece my ward was privileged to receive from Lucifer in 
1981, which he originally included in his first book, The Deta Factor: 
Dolphins, Extraterrestrials & Angels.

I know the transmission came through in one fluid and unbroken piece of 
automatic writing in 1981, and although I wasn’t present at the time my ward 
received it I have no reason to believe it to be anything but an authentic 
statement from Lucifer (expressed through my collaborator’s sometimes confused 
vocabulary).

This is what Lucifer had to say:

The Multiverse Administration (MA) talks of our rejection of the Invisible Father. But I made no such rejection. I knew the Father. I had seen the Father and I felt the presence of the Father stirring inside me.

It was this that none could understand. They accused me of blasphemy; 
of usurping the role of the Unseen One. How could I have seen and felt and heard 
what so many magnificent beings knew nothing of? They proceeded in faith and 
trust, obeying traditions laid down at the dawn of time. They made no allowance 
for the vastly changing nature of the evolving universe of 
universes. They saw not that we carried that very change, as you do now. We were 
the missing link, the changelings, propelled into new and strange territories.

They called us traitors and betrayers, but we betrayed no one. Free choice 
was given freely to all to follow, or not, according to how the voice inside so 
dictated. We coerced no one. I myself progressed with immense 
caution—overlooking, ignoring, vacillating, and damming up my feelings within a 
castle of privacy for almost a hundred thousand years. I thought and felt and 
dug deeply inside my being, reaching for the quiet internal guidance that 
emanated from my Father’s presence.

Michael knew.*1 Michael understood. He has never doubted me, nor I him. We have known each other long and well. Yet something had to bend; I could no 
longer tolerate the ambivalence. And mercifully, one day, I could feel Him no 
longer, and my true Father, implicit inside my heart, faded from my troubled mind. At last I could act. The contact needed to be 
cut, but with the sweet promise of the long return home that I always carried in 
the depths of my soul; that was never forgotten.

In this transmission Lucifer has presented a rather different story from the one touted by the MA’s agents. Naturally, there are two sides to any issue, and an event as polarizing as a revolution among the angels is likely to create 
serious differences of opinion and some extremely harsh attitudes—especially 
among those administrators most negatively affected by the revolution.

At the core of Lucifer’s declaration was his assertion that his revolutionary 
thinking was well-known to his superiors and possibly even quietly condoned by 
them. Lucifer’s statement that Michael never doubted him, and that Michael knew 
and understood what he was going through, points to the crux of this complex 
situation: Lucifer’s revolution was never against Michael. It was aimed 
at shaking up what could be called the MA’s middle management, the level of the 
celestial bureaucracy most intimately connected with mortal life on their 
third-density worlds. This therefore would not likely have been reported by the 
MA’s agents.

He speaks in this transmission of his revolution as being an inevitable 
personal response to the rapidly evolving conditions occurring in the 
Multiverse, changes of which many of his colleagues and his immediate superiors 
appeared to be unaware. It was for this divergence of vision, so he states, that 
he was cast as betrayer and blasphemer.

He seems to say that this is what administrations do when they are challenged 
by original ideas and unconventional approaches. Little or no consideration is 
given to the new concepts, and instead, those who propose them will be 
demonized. There are few administrations that ever favor personal liberty or 
full self-determination for those they administer, and the Local System’s 
angelic administration proved to be no different.

As a watcher, I find the most touching part of Lucifer’s statement is his 
indelible memory of the “sweet promise of the long return home.” It gives me courage and supports my faith to know that Lucifer always 
possessed the knowledge that there was a deeper purpose to his revolution, and 
that however demonized and despised he would likely be labeled by the very 
authorities he was opposing, he always knew he was loved and trusted by our 
Michaelson.

However, as I was observing the unrelenting bloodshed on this planet at the dawn of the eighth millennium, the result of the vastly increasing number of 
humans pouring in to Europe from the south and east, I was not feeling nearly so 
confident about the revolution and how it was working out in practical terms.

I had continued to hold Lucifer in the highest regard. He was generous enough 
to grant me an interview that I had recorded. Though I emerged from it greatly 
encouraged by what I’d heard, afterward I had no memory of what was discussed. 
Regardless of this temporary amnesia—which I’ve only recently learned was drawn 
down on me by Lucifer at the end of the interview—I found myself hopeful and 
trusting that there was a deeper purpose and meaning to our revolution than a 
mere political struggle between minor celestial functionaries (or worse, the 
monstrous betrayal it has been portrayed as by agents of the Administration).

No indeed, I hadn’t lost my confidence in Lucifer, even though paradoxically 
I had no knowledge of what he told me. I have since thought that this says much 
about the persuasive charisma of a System Sovereign, deposed or not, that he can 
so deeply reassure another being of the rightness of his cause. Apart from that 
one meeting, I have barely ever caught a glimpse of Lucifer, given that he has 
been taking care of his many responsibilities on the other rebel-held worlds.

After the revolution had taken hold and the thirty-seven Planetary Princes 
had cast their lot with the rebel faction—and as I’ve previously 
mentioned—Lucifer and his main aide, Satan, divided the supervision of the 
thirty-seven planets under their control. Lucifer took authority over nineteen 
worlds, and his aide the remaining eighteen. The Earth, it should come as no 
surprise, was one of the eighteen worlds falling under Satan’s charge.

The alert reader will have noticed that Satan has scarcely been mentioned so 
far in this narrative. If Earth falls so directly under Satan’s egis, it might 
be thought of as a serious oversight not to have paid him more attention. But 
there is a reason for this. I had seen nothing of Satan after the few visits he 
made here to argue the rebel cause at the time of the uprising. It is possible 
that Satan may have come and gone while I was away on Zandana or on one of the 
other worlds I visited, but I’d heard nothing of it. Astar, one of my sister 
watchers who knew me only too well, had once, when we were discussing Satan’s 
possible whereabouts, likened him to “an absentee landlord.”

I’d been confessing to her my relief that I hadn’t yet had a confrontation with Satan, that I hadn’t even seen him around since the early times of the revolution.

“And now you want to meet with him?” Astar said sharply.

That took me aback! Astar has a way of cutting through my equivocation. She 
knew I hadn’t taken to Satan the one time I’d had a chance to observe him in 
action—and that’s probably the best way of expressing my mild aversion. I hadn’t 
taken to him at all, and certainly not in the same way that I have always felt a 
powerful natural affection and admiration for Lucifer.

Astar spoke again. “You need to understand there is nothing unnatural about 
how you feel. Some have found their natural affinity for Satan, you for Lucifer. 
You are polarized toward the light of revelation and the exposure of Lucifer the 
Light Bringer; others are drawn toward the darkness of the mystery yet to be 
revealed that is Satan, the Noble Adversary.”

I felt grateful to Astar for putting it in these detached terms. I’d been 
concerned that my reaction to Satan was going to land me in trouble at some 
point. And from the little I’d seen of him haranguing the staff and midwayers 
back in the days when Dalamatia was a thriving city, I feared his scornful anger 
and had no desire to be subjected to his hurt pride.

“And yet, now you desire to meet him?” Astar’s voice in my mind was completely without attitude. It pulled me back in, reminding me that she thankfully gave no credence to my timidity.

I had not been aware of any such desire; in fact, rather the opposite. 
Astar’s neat explanation of my polarization toward Lucifer had certainly 
clarified my reaction to Satan. I had no reason to find any further cause for my 
aversion, if such a polarization was merely characteristic of my nature.

It was then that Astar hit me with something that I had never given any 
consideration. Had I thought it through more thoroughly, I might have realized 
that there was indeed something improbable about my never having seen Satan, not 
even once, since those early days of the revolution. Earth was one of the 
eighteen worlds under his authority, after all.

“If I am reading you correctly,” Astar murmured with a sly grin (for she’d 
never yet read me incorrectly) . . . “if I’m correct numerically, you have 
observed Satan, and even been in his presence . . . nineteen . . . no, twenty 
times, since the revolution.”

No, that couldn’t be! I’d seen him twenty times?! I guess it’s 
possible that once or twice I might not have noticed him—although that 
was hard to believe. Satan was hard to miss. No, surely, Astar must be having 
some fun at my expense, setting me up with that absentee landlord quip.

“Twenty times!” Astar was laughing aloud now at my incredulity. “A couple of 
times you were well within his field and looking right at him! Right at him!” 
There was more laughter from Astar, throwing her head back, her silver hair 
swinging behind her with the beguiling, slow-motion elegance, as my collaborator 
suggests, of a model on a Revlon TV commercial.

It always charmed me when she did that. Astar has a long, slim, adorable 
neck, and her laughter, which issues from an open throat at a far deeper pitch 
than might be expected from such a delicate form, always has this deliciously 
arousing effect on me . . . clouds seemed to clear in my mind, revealing a sandy 
windblown beach . . . waves beat against a massive rock formation at the far end 
of the bay . . . a narrow path threaded its way up to a castle standing on top 
of the . . .

It was then that it came to me that I must have been drifting off into a 
time-shifted memory of a future era in fifteenth-century Japan, a time when 
Astar and I had become more closely bonded because our wards had met as mortals 
and suffered deeply as a result of their love for one another.

“Georgia, you really don’t know, do you?!” Astar’s tone cut through 
the soft haze of memory.

“I don’t know . . . what?” I really didn’t know what she meant. I 
remember thinking at the time I’m a watcher, aren’t I? I pride myself on 
observing everything in my ken. Of course I couldn’t have missed any being as 
noisily flamboyant as Prince Satan. Could I?

“It’s not that you didn’t observe him, silly! Each of those twenty times you did see him. Does that surprise you? Each time you saw 
him, and you forgot it immediately afterward.”

I was thrown into confusion by this. If I had forgotten seeing Satan, what 
else had I forgotten? Astar might have been laughing at me, but this was no 
joke. I could sense she was only telling me this because she didn’t want me to 
appear to be a complete fool if and when I encountered Satan again.

Astar’s tone softened in my mind. “Remember you told me about your interview 
with Lucifer? How elated you were afterward? You were glowing with inspiration 
and going on about how much you loved him, whatever he’d done . . . Then, when I 
asked what Lucifer had actually told you, you went completely absent for a 
moment . . . You must remember that!”

Went absent? Whatever could she mean? And then, of course, it struck 
me. I recalled some whispers among my sisters back on Jerusem about a facility 
said to be possessed by all System Sovereigns. They’d called it “drawing down”—a 
sort of telepathically induced posthypnotic amnesia . . .

Astar cut into my thought. “You never heard it officially discussed, did you? 
Always just a rumor, right? The Multiverse Administration didn’t want us to know 
that our memories could be so selectively manipulated or erased. I’ll warrant 
you even forgot about it until now!” We both laughed again at that. It was true, 
I had forgotten that I’d forgotten that I’d forgotten . . .

“An infinite regression of forgetfulness,” Astar said, her tone turning 
thoughtful. “Yes, that must be it!” She beamed over at me as if I’d thought up 
something rather clever.

Now she was thinking out loud: “Infinite regression . . . so that’s how it’s 
done . . . set up whatever original posthypnotic suggestion fits the need . . . 
let’s say complete amnesia . . . such and such an event never occurred . . . 
you’ll remember nothing of it, and never will . . . and that could be 
accomplished by using an infinite regression of forgetfulness . . .”

“So the memory falls into a black hole . . . ,” I said, hoping I was still 
being clever.

“Well, something like a black hole, Georgia!” I felt Astar was humoring 
me—there was an edge of impatience in her tone. “In a black hole, once you’ve 
passed the event horizon, there’s no getting out. This is much more 
sophisticated. It’s incremental, don’t you see? Lucifer drew you down on the 
contents of your meeting, but not on the beneficial effects it had on you. I 
would think that at some point in the future there will come a time when what 
you were told by Lucifer will come forth. Incremental, see? The memory hasn’t 
disappeared forever in a black hole . . .”

“Although it could,” I said, determined. “It could if it just kept on 
infinitely regressing . . . At some point the memory just disappears into the 
hole, doesn’t it? Forever.”

I thought Astar was going to mock me again, but no, to my relief her tone had 
turned kindly again. “It wasn’t exactly the point I was making about the 
incremental nature of infinite regression, but yes . . . in fact, that’s exactly 
how Satan drew you down. Even now, when I tell you you’ve encountered him twenty 
times here on this planet since the uprising, you still have absolutely no 
memory of those events, do you?”

It was true. If it wasn’t Astar telling me this—whom I basically trusted, 
even if she had her little ways—I don’t think I would have believed it. I was 
horrified when the truth of my amnesia struck me. It wasn’t simply what I might 
have missed as an observer, as a watcher, for goodness sake! But more 
seriously, it caused me to doubt what I had observed. If my memory could 
be so easily manipulated such as to make me forget that I’d already encountered 
Satan as many as twenty times, what else could have been induced 
posthypnotically? To what extent have System Sovereigns been shaping my 
thoughts? If they can telepathically wipe out my memories, what might they have 
telepathically posthypnotically implanted in my mind?

Yet as I mulled this over, I realized that the answer to my question was 
essentially unknowable, at least at that point in time. If I was being 
telepathically manipulated by a System Sovereign and had no awareness of it, the 
reality of it was that there was little I could have done about it. Perhaps at 
some point in the future it would become clear to me, but right then, with Astar 
favoring me with her wisdom, another question seemed more pressing. I felt that 
all those erased encounters must have left their psychic shadow on me. Was it 
this shadow that Astar had read in me and was reflecting back to me when she 
proposed that I was wishing to meet with Satan?

I could only wonder what was going to happen when I did next encounter 
Satan. I wanted to ask Astar for her insights and any advice she might have to 
offer. Besides, I wasn’t sure I had really grasped her explanation of the 
incremental nature of infinite regression. But when I turned back to her, Astar 
had already disappeared, leaving only the slightest tremor in the ether.

Regardless of what might happen in my next encounter with Satan, it remained 
my hope that I would be able to meet with Lucifer again. Yet by the eighth 
millennium my request for an audience still hadn’t been granted. Neither, I 
might add, had I yet “seen” anything of Satan. This, at least, gave me one 
insight. Simply knowing that I would be vulnerable to Satan’s ability to 
telepathically draw me down evidently wasn’t enough to negate his induction—if 
indeed he had been visiting and casting his shadow over me.

In Lucifer’s case, I was aware how busy he must have been, and I had no wish 
to make a nuisance of myself. I would see him whenever he had an opening—I was sure of that. I had no doubt that Lucifer knew I loved him—that he had my deepest respect.

Allow me to return to my original grievance, but now with the uneasy feeling 
that by entirely missing Satan’s presence I’d been focusing my criticism on the 
wrong being.

Here’s the issue: As I’ve previously related, I’d been increasingly 
distrustful of the policies of Caligastia, the Planetary Prince of this world. 
It didn’t appear to me that he was truly honoring the principles of Lucifer’s 
revolution, not if the freedoms we have won have resulted merely in a planetary 
free-for-all.

After the initial rush of exalted liberation that we felt in the early years 
of the revolution had died down, and the reality of the situation we had got 
ourselves into on a planetary level dawned on us, the prospects became a lot 
darker. I’ve written previously about the terrible loneliness that descended on 
us during those dark days when we first realized that the MA had quarantined 
Earth. And then to discover later that this whole System of one thousand planets 
had been isolated as a result of our revolution had demoralized us even further.

The sixty members of the Prince’s staff and the many midwayers who had 
aligned themselves with the revolution were soon taking advantage of their new 
freedoms. Over the millennia since the uprising this has led to conditions 
becoming progressively harder and more dangerous for human life. Almost all the 
developments and social advances made by humanity before the revolution had 
disappeared, and in the chaos many tribes had little choice but to return to a 
simple nomadic existence.

A new mood had sprung up among the Prince’s staff and the rebel midwayers. No 
longer was the spiritual and social advancement of mortal life the central 
rationale of the Prince’s mission, for there had been a profound shift of 
mission intention.

It had already been the openly expressed opinion of a number of the staff 
that human beings were rather more trouble than they were worth. Even though all 
one hundred members of the staff had once been mortals on planets of their 
origination, and not so very long before volunteering for this mission, the 
sixty who had aligned with Lucifer and Caligastia seemed to have forgotten their 
own humble mortal roots.

The MA would have calculated that—because the staff had been so recently 
living mortal lives on their own worlds—this should have created sufficient 
identification with human beings to ensure that they wouldn’t abuse their power 
over humanity. After all, the staff had been carefully handpicked for the 
Prince’s mission back on Jerusem, and it was thought of as a great privilege to 
have been selected. There were always many more volunteers than those chosen, 
because this first mission to an inhabited world was typically regarded as 
crucially important.

However, no one anticipated that a revolution would break out on Jerusem and 
change everything. After a while it had upended so many of the hallowed 
traditions of the Multiverse Administration that all that remained was raw 
power. And as far as raw power was concerned, human beings were always bound to 
become the victims in a far larger game than they were aware they were playing.

It was now going to be about the rebel staff and midwayers. This kicked off 
what had become by the eighth millennia an endless struggle between them for 
power and influence. Human beings had become pawns in the cruel games the 
midwayers have been playing in their guise of the gods and goddesses of the 
paleolithic pantheons. And behind this midwayer power mongering and manipulation 
was Prince Caligastia. Aided by his deputy Prince Daligastia, he has seemed to 
me to have become increasingly obsessed over the centuries with gathering the 
reins of power to himself, using any methods to accomplish this, however brutal 
and genocidal, and with absolutely no care for human beings.

I’ve been thought too tenderhearted by some of my sister watchers when I’ve 
admitted to turning away in horror at Caligastia’s ruthless exercise of power 
over and through the many rebel midwayers under his direct control.

The rebel midwayers, in their manifestation as gods and goddesses and in what 
I thought was a slavish emulation of their Prince, had become increasingly 
autocratic and demanding of human beings. These self-proclaimed divinities had 
discovered that they were able to draw off energy from the worshipful devotion of their human followers, and this in 
turn was feeding their pride and self-delusion. The competition between these 
false divinities had grown so increasingly bitter by the eighth millennium that 
wars were continually breaking out between the followers of different gods.

Unbeknownst to those midwayers—yet painfully evident to me at the time—was 
that the more they became addicted to feeding off human energy, the more they 
needed to stir up the latent fear and aggression in their human devotees to 
satisfy their habit. This wasn’t the glorious liberation I’d risked everything 
for when I’d chosen to follow Lucifer into the great revolution. This seemed to 
be every being for itself and was every bit as tooth-and-claw as the animal 
world they liked to believe was so far beneath them.

Perhaps the most dismaying of Prince Caligastia’s many excesses had been his 
proclamation that he was “God of the World,” as well as his demand to be known 
and addressed as such. Even I saw the fallacy in such a ridiculous claim. 
Yet as a watcher there was nothing I could do but observe.

I believe it was then that I first started having fears for the outcome of 
our revolution.
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Harbingers of the End
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A Deteriorating Metropolis, Relishing the Apocalypse, Unique Spiritual Paths, and Revealed Dynamics of Alien Abductions

As the winter of 1972 edged its way uneasily into the spring of 1973, America was becoming increasingly riveted on the events unfolding in Washington, D.C. Yet while the Watergate scandal may have been mildly titillating for a stolid Midwesterner, for the average New Yorker it became a daily obsession.

It was only in mid-June of the previous summer that the abortive break-in had 
occurred at the headquarters of the Democratic National Committee in the 
Watergate complex in Washington. Now that it was leaking out, the New York–based 
media cabal was feasting on the corrupt corpse of the Nixon presidency. There 
had always been a palpable tension between New York City and Washington, and 
being able to report on the unraveling of President Nixon’s crooked and venal 
machinations had become a regular scribbler’s pot of gold.

My ward had commented on how the quality of life in New York City seemed to 
have been steadily deteriorating throughout the late 1960s, so that arriving 
back there in 1972 after a four-year absence the city felt to him as though it 
had become shrouded in depression. Two terms of Mayor John Lindsay—a period 
characterized by devastating strikes, major corporate headquarters fleeing the city, as well as continual 
intractable labor struggles—all this and more was bringing the city to its 
lowest ebb.
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