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          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

      Collaborating with a Discarnate Rebel Angel

      When Georgia first made it known that she wanted to collaborate with me on this project, I agreed to do it more for personal reasons—I was fascinated by her dispassionate viewpoint—than with any thought of publication. It was a very liberating experience. However, on completing the first volume, Confessions of a Rebel Angel, and as her narrative unfolds, I have realized that she is talking to a wider audience than just me.

      I have also come to accept what Georgia has been telling me these last few years: that there are now many tens of millions of fallen rebel angels who have incarnated into human bodies at this key point in human history. There are perhaps now as many as 120 million and more coming in every day.

      The reasons for this influx of angels into human form are complex and arcane, and they underlie the basic theme of this story. As a consequence, it seems to me that Georgia’s insights and revelations have a more general value, especially to other rebel angel reincarnates who are seeking to understand their place in the world. Since so few reincarnates are aware of their angelic heritage and the current era is generally dismissive of other realms of existence, these waves of reincarnates have remained an open secret—a secret, if you like, that keeps itself. And quite rightly so. The very point of incarnating as a human being is to fully experience a human lifetime.

      The times, however, are no longer simply changing—they have actually changed for many of us. Self-knowledge, even unwelcome self-knowledge, is the key to how each one of us, as individuals, will handle the coming global transformation. Knowing who we truly are, as well as having a basic understanding of the Multiverse and the role our planet is playing within it, will prove to be a vital lifeline in the times ahead.

      Georgia has made her intentions clear. She has set out to survey her half-million-year posting on this planet to examine the decisions and steps taken in the past that have led to the current state of the world. And she has no illusions about how dark the global situation has become.

      In Georgia’s first book Confessions of a Rebel Angel and now in this one, she is gradually revealing how this has come about, as well as slowly coming to the realization for herself of the deeper, mysterious purpose behind what appears to be a failed experiment. As an angel, she has been observing the actions and behavior of early humanity, together with their celestial guides and overseers, from the time of the arrival of the Planetary Prince Caligastia and his staff—also identified by some to be the Nephilim or Annunaki—five hundred thousand years ago.

      In Georgia’s examination, she appears to be focusing on personalities and events that established the original patterns that have led to our downward spiral of social inequality, corporate indentured servitude, ecological suicide, spiritual ignorance, emotional instability, and all the mental shackles we use to limit ourselves.

      When the Lucifer Rebellion broke out some 203,000 years ago, everything changed. Prince Caligastia’s decision to follow his superior, Lucifer, into the revolution resulted in this and thirty-six other planets being quarantined and isolated from the larger Multiverse, from the realms of the celestials and the reality of extraterrestrials. In this Georgia is supported by the information available in The Urantia Book (UB).

      However, her insights are starting to reveal another, far deeper, layer of purpose to what otherwise has been painted by the UB as an interplanetary tragedy, and the rebel angels as sadly deluded victims of a charismatic and power-maddened leadership.

      The Revolt of the Rebel Angels, as well as my choice to so title this book, calls for some explanation. Readers who’ve been following my work over my previous books will likely have formed their own opinions about this recondite, but profoundly important, event. However, the reality of this angelic rebellion in an unimaginably distant past and the impact of this uprising still resonate in the ways of the world today. So this seems to be of immense importance if we’re going to understand what is occurring on Earth.

      In fact, the rebellion is of such profound significance that knowledge of it has been almost completely eradicated from human understanding. Except for some enigmatic references to a “War in Heaven,” or its equivalent, in a number of ancient cosmologies, there would be nothing known whatsoever.

      The Urantia Book, which I discovered in 1979 and which maintains that it is transmitted from the angels themselves, redresses that imbalance by describing the angelic rebellion, but from the point of view of MA (Multiverse Administration), the very administration against which the angels were rebelling. In part, this is what makes Georgia’s observations so intriguing: she is reporting from the point of view of an angel who followed Lucifer into the revolution. She may have her disagreements with how The Urantia Book frames the Lucifer Rebellion as well as its impugning of the motives of the protagonists, yet she finds no disagreement with the general Multiverse context as presented by the book.

      The Lucifer Rebellion clearly didn’t occur in a vacuum. Although it has had a profound impact on the thirty-seven planets affected by it, it was a relatively low-level affair. To get a feel for this, you need to wrap your mind around some extremely large figures. The Multiverse may be utterly vast, but, according to The Urantia Book, it is finite. It has also been created and organized for the benefit of sentient life. The UB takes 2,097 closely reasoned pages to describe all this in agonizing detail, so my description here will, of necessity, be brief and hopefully won’t overload the reader.

      Much of what follows will require readers to look past the current mechanistic conceptual framework used by conventional science to explore the Universe and open themselves to the wider possibility of a vast and inhabited Multiverse and a deeply meaningful purpose to every human life. Contrary to a cold and purposeless existence, mortals on all third-density planets are deeply cared for by the angels who exist within the inner worlds of the imaginal realms.

      I use the term Multiverse to include both the inner worlds of the celestials and the outer worlds of Time and Space. This is one of the primary divisions in the Multiverse. The worlds of Time and Space are composed of seven Superuniverses, each of which supports about 100,000 Local Universes. A Local Universe is made up of 10 million inhabited or to-be-inhabited worlds. Our Local Universe is numbered 611,121 and is positioned within the seventh Superuniverse. From that we can deduce that ours is one of the newer of the 700,000 Local Universes.

      Equally clearly, it shouldn’t be surprising to find that such a massive enterprise would need a masterful administration to keep it all running smoothly. Thus, each Local Universe is organized as a relatively autonomous social and political unit, which is itself subdivided in a series of nested hierarchies, down to the level of a Local System, which supports a mere one thousand inhabited or to-be-inhabited worlds.

      Within the angelic hierarchy of our Local System, Lucifer, the then–System Sovereign, was in overall charge of the approximately 670 planets currently inhabited in this System, of which Earth is numbered 606.

      When the revolution broke out some 203,000 years ago on Jerusem, the headquarters world of this Local System, the uprising spread to only thirty-seven of the third-density worlds, one of which was Earth. Just as each Local System has a celestial overseer, each planet has a couple of Planetary Princes, celestials of a fairly junior position who represent MA on their planets. On Earth, the main celestial administrator, the aforementioned Prince Caligastia, and his second-in-command, the conveniently named Prince Daligastia, were the administrative pair who aligned this planet with the angelic revolution.

      Prince Caligastia has drawn much of Georgia’s attention. The Prince is her titular chief, the one with whom she arrived on the planet half a million years ago, along with the first of the intraterrestrial missions, to work on this world.

      In Revolt of the Rebel Angels, Georgia picks up her narrative soon after the angelic revolution had broken out and the conditions on Earth were beginning to deteriorate under the progressively dissolute leadership of Caligastia. There are signs emerging that Prince Caligastia is growing increasingly demented and unbalanced by the powers he awards himself and the behavior of his midwayers.

      The second thread running through Georgia’s books constitutes an examination of my own life, but from her own unique perspective. This volume initially finds me as a young man in my midtwenties, together with a community I’d had a hand in founding some three years earlier, and settled on an isolated plantation on the wild coast of the Yucatán Peninsula.

      We had been led there by Beings of the imaginal realms by whom we’d been contacted through our group meditations. The community, which will later come to be known as the Process, was at that point composed of about thirty young men and women, mostly in our twenties. Once we might have been thought of as the cream of the English educational class system. We had rejected England in the spring of 1966 and set out for the Caribbean to find an island where we could start over, following our own ways. Failing to do that, we started to follow the guidance of the mysterious Beings who’d dropped into our meditations. Having been guided to Mexico City, and then further to Mérida in the Yucatán, we finally ended up in the tiny village of Sisal, penniless and with no idea where to go or quite why we were there at the end of the road.

      Following a group meditation three days later, the Beings gave us images of what we’d find if we walked far along the beach. And the next day, when we all set off, I did indeed find the place we were guided to by the Beings, after walking over seventeen kilometers along the beach in the scorching tropical sun. We settled there on the site of a ruined salt factory we later discovered was called Xtul (pronounced Sh-tool) in the Maya language and started rebuilding the structures. We were happy in the knowledge that we’d found our spiritual home, the place to which we’d been guided by the gods.

      So would start a new phase in the development of the Process community in which the psychotherapy we’d originally practiced, and which had drawn us all together, was gradually morphing from the psychological into the spiritual.

      Xtul, which we now thought of as our spiritual home and a “Place of Miracles,” would have some unexpected surprises for us and would bind the community into the tightest of group minds when it appeared to save our lives from the ravages of the terrible hurricane Inez that bore down directly on the Yucatán Peninsula in early October 1966.

      Mary Ann and Robert, the community’s two leaders, were starting to assert their power in the group and much of the literature that emerged from Robert’s passionate and controversial thinking would be produced at Xtul. Yet it would be Mary Ann who proved to have the intuitive intelligence and the necessary clout to wield ultimate control over the group, becoming in our eyes the enigma of the incarnate Goddess and the spiritual center of our lives.

      There were to be some harsh lessons and some glorious revelations, but the experiences we all had in Xtul, and which are described here through Georgia’s eyes, so closely united us that when it came time to return to civilization we would become one of the most intriguing and controversial of the religious groups that sprang up in the 1960s and ’70s.

      Georgia’s choice to align herself with the revolutionary faction has somewhat clipped her wings, as well as changing her status from an angel who accompanied the Prince’s mission to one of “Watcher.” I’ve also seen a gradual change taking place in her opinions and feelings about the rebellion among the angels, as she has observed the impact it has had on the state of the planet.

      Those who have read the first volume, Confessions of a Rebel Angel, will know how I originally encountered Georgia. This book will further chronicle the nature of our developing relationship. Suffice it to say here that she is using her perception of my seventy-three swings around the sun as both an anchor for her much broader historical narrative and a way of keeping me involved and interested enough to spend ten hours a day, every day, at the keyboard.

      She also needs me for my vocabulary, as well as my digits. Our working relationship has been changing over the course of this project. For the first third of Confessions of a Rebel Angel, she essentially channeled through me. That was when she was establishing that she could do itâ€"and that I wouldn’t freak out. She could and I didn’t.

      However, taking dictation from a discarnate Watcher interested me far less than having a more deeply collaborative association with Georgia. We now write together, but under rather curious conditions. She has me listen to talk radio on my headphones (in order to distract my monkey-mind, she says). Then I simply wait for her words to drift up from my subconscious—or down from my superconscious. We then both work to structure her narrative into a readily accessible form. I don’t know what is coming next, and I can only trust that Georgia does. Strangely, when we have finished for the day, I find that I have little or no memory of what has just been written.

      It is a curious process. Yet its value lies in the extent to which Georgia’s observations offer authentic insights for those Watchers who have already entered human incarnation and are as yet unaware of their true backgrounds.

      Finally, she wishes to remind all incarnate rebel angels of the profound privilege of living a mortal life in this exceptional world at this point in her history. Georgia hopes her words will help awaken reincarnates to their long angelic heritages.

      I will step back now and let Georgia, the true author of this work, take up her narrative as our little community was struggling to survive in Xtul, deep in the wilds of the Yucatan coastal jungle.

       

      
        Since it is being said that you are my twin and true friend, examine yourself and understand who you are, how you exist, and how you will come to be.
      

      BOOK OF THOMAS: NAG HAMMADI (HC 11,7)

      
        Our imagination is stretched to the utmost, not, as in fiction, to imagine things which are not really there, but just to comprehend those things which “are” there.
      

      RICHARD FEYNMAN

      
        To come into separate being was to have fallen away from what the orthodox called the original Abyss but the Gnostics called the Foremother and Forefather. The angel Adam was a fallen angel as soon as he could be distinguished from God. As a latter-day Gnostic I cheerfully affirm that we are all fallen angels.
      

      HAROLD BLOOM, FALLEN ANGELS

      
        Among us, there are those who are not among us.
      

      FROM THE 2009 JIM JARMUSCH FILM 
THE LIMITS OF CONTROL
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      Angelic Conspiracies
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      Watchers, Angels and Serpents, Islands of Mu, and Archetypes and Other Gods

      Xtul—the Place of Miracles—is how the community came to think about the old ruins on their estate on the Yucatán coastline in eastern Mexico.

      Twenty-six young men and women, mostly from Britain, arrived in the early summer of 1966 on the coast of the Yucatán Peninsula, some more confident than others that they were being guided by invisible and mysterious Beings, to find a place to settle down and create a utopian community. As a group of intelligent young people, they had become disenchanted with Western society and wished nothing more than to turn their backs on all the corruption, blame, and irresponsibility, and make a fresh start for themselves.

      Yet there was an unusual and, for me, a most interesting, aspect to this community, which Mein Host had joined two years earlier. (I should add that the Germanic ring to the name I’ve given my ward remains a puzzle as much for him as it probably is for the reader. I’ve promised to reveal the reason in due time but for now he has to live with not knowing.) Anyway, this community was led by a woman of such brilliance and raw emotional power that by the time they got to Xtul most of them had started to accept that Mary Ann was the incarnate Goddess.

      Mein Host, the young man I consider as my ward and whom I have encountered frequently in a number of his previous incarnations, wholeheartedly believed that in Mary Ann he had indeed met the Goddess in human form. A powerful personal revelation some months earlier had transformed him from an atheist to a person who could barely believe his good fortune. I could see he felt sure that, upon meeting Mary Ann, he had come home. He truly believed he had found what he had spent lifetimes searching for. He knew he had found Her, and lost Her, and found Her again, only to lose Her and find Her countless times, through many lifetimes. She was the One who truly knew him; the only one who had ever understood him and loved him for who he was.

      He had even found Xtul for his Goddess.

      Mein Host had been the one to walk the farthest along the beach. He had the intuition to turn back into the jungle at precisely the right point to find the perfect spot to accommodate the group. The place was completely invisible from the beach, as the estate lay well back behind a low cliff. Yet when he scrambled up and across the dunes, he found the very place to which the Beings had been so patiently guiding them over the previous few months.

      And Xtul itself? A thin strip of the coast, some two or three miles long, situated between the tiny Maya villages of Sisal and Chuburna Puerto. Although it wasn’t something the community found out until later, Xtul actually lay on an island, since the long coastal strip had a river a couple of miles behind it that inconspicuously separated the island from the mainland. Although it wasn’t quite the lush desert island the group had visualized when they set out on their search back in London, the fact that Xtul was on an island retrospectively affirmed the rightness of their being there.

      They’d been told by a local that the name for the place, Xtul, meant “terminus” in Maya, which seemed singularly appropriate to them at the time. Much later, an academic translation turned out to be more along the lines of the Place of the White She-Rabbit.

      Xtul had once been an operating salt-extraction factory, but the buildings had fallen into disuse and ruin long ago. A hurricane earlier in the twentieth century most likely put an end to the enterprise. All that remained of the factory when Mein Host poked his head over the cliff edge that day in the summer of 1966 was one extremely large building. There were ragged gaps in the thick walls and the stucco in some places had crumbled back to the massive stonework beneath it. The building was now roofless and yet with its high, white walls—one of the signs the Beings had predicted—and its enormous, pointed, triangular eaves at either end, both rising to at least eighty feet above the ground, there seemed no doubt in Mein Host’s mind that he had found the right place.

      A smaller structure, also a roofless, windowless ruin, was set among the coconut palms and stood across from the large building that would soon be known as the monastery. The smaller one would be called the temple, and was intended as a residence for Mary Ann and her husband, Robert. The third building was a rickety wood structure with half a roof, broken glass for windows, and a cracked tile floor. This would become the building in which most of the community bedded down in their sleeping bags and blankets.

      Regardless of all the obvious challenges facing a group of city-bred, young English women and men, within a couple of weeks the community was fully installed in this primitive, but prospective, Garden of Eden.

      Lacking fresh water, gas, or electricity, and over four miles from the nearest village, much of the day was taken up with the business of survival. Money had virtually run out and food had become the few fish Peter—the only member of the group with any previous fishing experience—had been able to catch that day. That and, of course, the inevitable coconuts and prickly pears, which grew in great profusion all over the estate.

      Life was simple and brutally hard.

      They had pursued an ideal, doubtless believing they would be cared for when they arrived. They were hopelessly ill-equipped for such a venture, with barely a saucepan to heat water and no tools whatsoever. The tropical, midsummer sun sent its blistering rays down daily from a clear, blue sky. For weeks on end it didn’t rain. Snakes and poisonous jumping spiders seemed to have taken over the place.

      Mein Host discovered this, almost to his detriment, early one morning as everyone was stirring under their blankets, the few more fortunate ones struggling out of their sleeping bags. He was still half-asleep, his blanket wrapped around him, while I watched in horror as what I’d hoped would never happen did. I was powerless to do anything about it. All I could do was to extend the Blessings of the Mother and hope for the best. Here is Mein Host in his own words:

      “Barely awake,” he has written, “I was suddenly aware of a strange, but not unpleasant, sensation under the light blanket. There was something gently rubbing itself along my bare leg. Before I could respond, there immediately followed a loud clash of metal on stone. I jerked upright to see that Peter had cut the head off a brightly colored coral snake—and even we knew they were deadly!—which had snuggled up against my leg overnight for the warmth.”

      I could only watch helplessly while this little drama played itself out before me. Only later did I discover that Peter—who’d been a close friend of my ward prior to joining the community—and Mein Host’s guardian angels had the matter well in hand. When will I learn to trust? The incident turned out to have been one of those elegant pieces of angelic coordination—companion angels are capable of affecting their wards in many subtle ways—whereby one of Peter’s angels alerted him to the coral snake’s presence and Joy, one of Mein Host’s, made sure the lad made no sudden movement before Peter killed it.

      I would be tempted every so often to complain about the emotional strain the lad has put me through in his short life, if I weren’t aware by now of the deeper reasons for the pain, the fear, and the joy—emotions that I have little choice but to feel, almost symbiotically, along with him. Besides, Mein Host disapproves of complaining. He says it’s irresponsible and tells me I’m ceding my power when I try to chide him for what he puts me through.

      Call it one of the challenges we Watchers have to confront when we identify so closely with a mortal being. You see, we have to share that person’s feelings. Companion guardian angels also experience their human charge’s feelings, but they have more choice as to whether to remain in the person’s auric field.

      Watchers are different in that respect. We’re expected, for our own good, to accept the challenge of remaining within the emotional, auric field of the mortal we accompany, no matter how difficult or painful that might be. This is not to bleed off the emotional pain from our wards, as a more sentimental viewpoint might have it, but to strengthen our own emotional bodies. Angels, you need to appreciate, possess somewhat ineffectual emotional bodies. Since we are created as functional beings, the choices we face over the course of our lives are generally simple and we find ourselves well-prepared to handle them. This was one of the reasons that the Lucifer Rebellion, and the choices it forced us all to make, created such confusion among the angels. We’d simply never faced such an important decision, and we were completely unprepared for it.

      Because angelic rebellions have tended to occur among only the relatively junior ranks, and they are extremely rare in a well-organized Multiverse, information concerning any previous rebellions is barely mentioned in the religious engineering courses in the galactic Melchizedek universities, the main centers of learning in the Multiverse. However, with what I now know, I am slowly starting to comprehend why this oversight might have occurred in this very Local Universe.

      I’ve come to believe that a massive covert experiment is under way in which our two species—angel and mortal—are being fused in some way I don’t fully understand. Angels and mortals are two different species with very different attributes. I’ve heard Mein Host saying that an angel incarnating into a mortal body is like “squeezing a rainbow into a Coke bottle.”

      From what I know of Multiverse history, I believe this project may be unprecedented and is most likely only made possible now since the Multiverse is moving toward the end of a truly vast Multiverse cycle. But, at best, my knowledge is limited and it is only by reaching out to others of my kind that I’m likely to find out more.

      Gradually, I have become more certain that Watchers like me are, in fact, preparing ourselves for our own mortal incarnations. Just as I have observed others who are angels incarnated into human vehicles, over the course of narrating Mein Host’s story, I know one day my time will come. Then again, it might turn out that I’ve become so closely engaged with Mein Host’s life as a mortal, and we’ve become so intimately involved, that this will count as my mortal incarnation. In this way, perhaps I’ll be able to continue with Mein Host on his Multiverse career. We’ve become unusually fond of each other over the course of his current lifetime.

      As an angel of the Order of Seraphim, who was attached originally to the first of the off-planet missions to Earth half a million years ago, my instructions were always to observe, just as I’ve no doubt been observed, in my turn, by others from even more subtle realms.

      Like all those of my order, I am unable to interact directly with the composition of your material reality. The frequency differential between our two domains makes that impossible. For example, I pass through your walls with no sensation at all, as you might walk across a shadow. This allows me to monitor any mortal activity I choose from my frequency domain, while remaining undetectable to mortal senses.

      I need to emphasize that I can only observe. I can’t get into the mind of any mortal unless I am deliberately and knowingly invited by that individual. Being a rebel angel, you might imagine that is a rare enough event! And quite rightly, too.

      My presence can instill extreme terror if a mortal’s mind is unprepared for it. In fact, one thread of my narrative, starting with the first volume in this series and continuing throughout this book, can be understood as a gradual preparation of Mein Host’s consciousness to tolerate my presence and accomplish this work.

      I had to learn this in the most painful way possible—painful for both of us.

      I admit it was a bad error of judgment on my part, although I’d like to believe it stemmed from a kind impulse.

      The event in question occurred in Mein Host’s twenty-third year, some three years before his arrival in Xtul. He was just opening his eyes in the midst of an entheogenic trance, brought on by consuming five hundred Heavenly Blue morning glory seeds, crushed and forced down an hour earlier. To compound his impetuousness, he’d unwisely chosen to accompany an equally substantially dosed friend to a party in London. And, since readers may enjoy minutiae of celebrity gossip, the party was given by the jazz singer Annie Ross, she of the masterful, close-harmony group Lambert Hendricks & Ross.

      Mein Host had come back into consciousness to find himself lying on the floor of the host’s bedroom. He had fallen there unconscious after putting his jacket on the bed, along with the other coats. There was no one else in the small room. I could see from his contorted face that he was already terrified behind his closed eyelids. Goddess knows what he might have already seen in those few moments. I drew a little closer to him, my sympathy already aroused.

      Then, when he opened his eyes, I realized the foolishness of my intention. I could see that he was perceiving me as a large black-and-gold snake, as real to him as the long pile of the dark-blue carpet parting under my weight as I slid toward him.

      Poor boy! The die was cast by that time and I had little choice but to continue my advance. In his terror, he saw me as a serpent and I didn’t have the power to override his perception. By then I knew it was wrong, yet it was too late to stop or change. So after flicking my forked tongue gently all over his face I entered him by way of his right eye.

      I’ll spare you the details, dear reader, since he has written more fully of the encounter in Confessions of a Rebel Angel. Yet I felt compelled to reach out to him in those delicate moments. I got carried away with my desire to reestablish the intimacy with him I’d once felt when he was a tiny child, with a desperate world war going on. When the bombs were falling from German planes, the nearby explosions would knock his child’s subtle energy body right out of its physical vehicle. I would scoop his little astral body up in my arms and comfort him through his terror.

      So, yes, I admit it. I approached Mein Host at the very worst time. But I wanted to comfort him again, however painful it was for me—and, in saying this, I recognize that I am still trying to justify my error. That probably delayed my later arrival into his life by at least ten years.

      Mein Host has also written more extensively about this key event in his life, but he’s never heard it from my viewpoint. Since I was aware that he was projecting his terror out onto me, I decided this was no time for sentimentality. With my tail still half out of his eye socket, whipping the air as I wriggled myself down his throat, forced open by my girth, I coiled myself within his chi. While there, I took it upon myself to prepare the way for the work I knew we’d be doing together later in his life. I moved into his power chakra and extended my own auric field to familiarize his subtle energy bodies with my intimate presence.

      So yes, again. I did indeed possess him for those few horrific hours during which his hair starting turning white—and I’ve had due cause to regret that! However, my regrets have been tempered somewhat by hearing my ward recently claim he knew perfectly well that our first fully conscious encounter was bound to terrify him—however considerately I might have arranged it.

      Historically, the few of my Order of Watchers who have attempted such a close encounter with a mortal have found it extremely problematic. In the past, these encounters have frequently been labeled as black magic. While I have no doubt that some of my kind have abused their mortal incarnations, humans may misunderstand the differences between thought forms and angels. This has led to much unfortunate confusion in some instances.

      Consequently, a regrettable reputation has followed this sort of attempted contact between Watcher and mortal. With all its many tiresome rituals and an obsessive focus on self-protection on the part of the human magician, such communication has been shunted off to the side of serious study and largely dismissed as superstition. For the most part, contemporary belief in the Western world dismisses magic as self-delusion. I have no quarrel with that. Those humans who feel drawn to having these complex inter-species interactions will discover the truth for themselves over the course of their own investigations. They will find that it is all very real indeed.

      Even though I’ve long sought to redeem myself for my error in supporting Lucifer, Satan, and Caligastia in rebelling against the Multiverse Administration, I’m quite aware that a rebel angel could well be a terrifying thing to behold for an unprepared mind.

      Since my first appearance as a serpent, it has taken Mein Host almost forty-five years to get to know and trust me sufficiently for both of us to be able to write this narrative. I’m also aware that our growing closeness must have been far harder for him than for me. He needed to throw himself into the interspecies arena in the most practical of ways. He had to swim with dolphins—captive and wild—and learn to trust them so as not to flinch when they closed their teeth on his arm. He had to encounter extraterrestrials face-to-face without being confused or scared. He had to face his demons and learn how to disarm them with love. He had to build a long-standing and trusting relationship with his companion angels. He had to do all this and more, as he met all the normal challenges of a lifetime. For all that, he now has me firmly lodged in his creative life.

      However, Mein Host’s time at Xtul happened during the early days of our relationship. After our initial encounter four years earlier, when he was terrified by my appearance, I became far more cautious around him. I knew for this work to be accomplished at some point in the future, my ward would have to genuinely like and trust me without any reservations. Given my background, as well as most humans’ inherent suspicion and fear of angelic interference (or worse), you can understand why it might have taken so long.

      Thus, in Xtul, the first chinks in the wall of Mein Host’s skepticism started appearing, as he began to grasp the true existence of other inhabited levels of existence. Despite having had a number of entheogenic experiences before joining the community, by the time he was living in Xtul he hadn’t taken entheogens for over three years. He discovered it was one thing to perceive nonhuman beings in an entheogenic trance and quite another to encounter them in normal consciousness.

      What Mein Host would encounter at Xtul, however, has set a course that continues to this day and one that has led indirectly to this narrative.
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      Now let me pick up my other narrative thread. The Lemurian islands of Mu proved to be the ideal conditions for what Vanu had in mind when he started the migration there some sixty-five thousand years ago.

      Contemporary science dismisses Lemuria as a myth, because scientists’ current understanding of the movement of tectonic plates suggests that no such continent could have existed either in the Pacific or in the Indian Ocean. But this is based on the premise that Lemuria was a continent. It was not. Lemuria, or Mu, was a multitude of thousands of islands, some extremely large and relatively independent, others small and interconnected by ridges rising above the water. The islands were of volcanic origin, magma oozing up from the oceanic trenches for over fifty million years on the eastern side of the Pacific Ring of Fire.

      You could think of the civilization of Mu as being perched on the top of a whole series of dormant volcanoes. Over millions of years, a number of the most ancient of the volcanoes had created large islands crowned with gently rolling, low hills. Coral polyps had colonized the shallow water surrounding the islands, creating elaborate coral reefs with their calcium carbonate exoskeletons. As millions of years passed, the reefs collapsed upon themselves, a new reef forming on top of it, only to collapse again and be rebuilt in an almost endless cycle of renewal. Over time, the compacted carbonate became a series of semisubmerged, stepped platforms, which greatly expanded the size of the island’s landmass. In many cases it was possible to walk across these shallow platforms from island to island.

      Over time the inhabitants of the many islands of Mu came to think of themselves as part of one great Lemurian civilization.

      At the time of the three great cataclysms, which saw the demise of the Lemurian civilization, not only did the worldwide sea level rise up to three hundred feet, but almost all the volcanic islands of Mu were swallowed back into the trenches from which they had come. There was no sunken continent because there was no homogeneous continental landmass to start with.

      Some of the more than 150 islands in the Tonga Archipelago, and a few other islands in Micronesia, appear to have survived the deluge, although in a vastly reduced form. There is even some Lemurian late-period stonework, for example, that can still be seen in the “city” of Nan Madol, the mysterious ancient ruins on the island of Pohnpei. There are also the remains of their temples and ceremonial buildings that are now underwater and that divers are regularly rediscovering off the coastlines of countries as far apart as Japan, India, and Peru.

      The islands of Mu were uninhabited when Vanu’s first migrants arrived from Luzon in the Philippines, as well as being entirely free of the large predatory animals that had been their bane back on the mainland. There were a handful of species of small mammals—no one knew quite how they got there; a profusion of birds of many different varieties; and a single species of aquatic iguana that originally must have swum over to one of the small islands closer to the mainland.

      The volcanic soil on the older islands was so rich that there were trees over five hundred feet tall, and parrots so intensely blue they could disappear entirely against the sky as they dived and swooped between the high branches. Bougainvillea bushes swarmed colorfully all over the undergrowth. Swaths of long pampas grass clothed the rounded hills and were punctuated by dense clumps of what is now known as Chinese silver grass.

      The larger islands possessed freshwater lakes, rich with fish and fed in most cases by the runoff from the heavy rainfall. Inland, fruit trees of every sort blossomed beside a tracery of small streams, while coconut palms lined the coasts of the islands.

      Vanu, who traveled with the first group of rafts, knew the territory, but only from the mapping overflights completed in the early days of their presence on the planet. Yet there was something clearly very different in walking those round, verdant hills than viewing the islands from seventy thousand feet in a fast-moving vimana—one of the staff ’s small exploration craft.

      Vanu, you might recall, and his assistant, Amadon, were the last survivors of the final collapse of the Prince’s mission after the Lucifer Rebellion. This mission was the first of the major off-planet interventions that every world undergoes as their planetary populations reach the point of development at which they could do with some additional help. This intervention occurred half a million years ago. It was then that the one hundred “superhumans” arrived with their two leaders, Prince Caligastia and his assistant, Prince Daligastia.

      Drawn from the Order of Descending Sons, both these leaders were thought to be brilliant and well-trained in the matters of planetary social engineering. Like their immediate superiors, they were chosen for the posts from among a large number of volunteers. The fact that Caligastia and Daligastia, as well as Lucifer and Satan, were all noted at the time for their unusual degree of individuality was quickly forgotten as the mission got underway. Since both Princes operated within a slightly higher vibrational frequency domain they remained undetectable to the human senses. Yet they were perfectly perceptible to their staff of fifty male and fifty female superhumans.

      A word about the Prince’s staff, those unfortunate off-planet missionaries who featured so prominently in the early years of Earth’s history. Although their gloriously molded physical bodies, cunningly gene-spliced by Avalon surgeons from human plasm and tweaked into superhumanity, was sure to have impressed the locals, in the larger scheme of things the one hundred staff were neither old nor particularly experienced beings. Freedom of choice being what it is, they too were drawn from large numbers of volunteers. They had once been mortals on other inhabited worlds in this Local System. They’d died and moved up through the next seven levels to gather on the System Headquarters Planet, to then volunteer to return to a primitive world as part of a Prince’s mission. Hardy, adventurous beings, they were beautiful, too, but no wiser than you would expect them to be.

      All went relatively well for the first few hundred thousand years. It is a long and complicated story of a planetary culture lovingly nurtured by the Princes and their staff, which flourished throughout the Middle East before disintegrating as a result of the Lucifer Rebellion. This was the angelic uprising that occurred on Jerusem, the Local System Headquarters world, about 297,000 years after the staff ’s arrival, directly affecting this planet and the thirty-six others, all of whose Planetary Princes aligned themselves with Lucifer and Satan, the leaders of the revolution.

      I’ve written far more fully about the Lucifer Rebellion, its causes and consequences, the personalities involved, and Prince Caligastia’s baleful influence on the orderly development of life on this world in Confessions of a Rebel Angel, so it’s my intention here to give only a sketchy outline of one of the most significant events ever to befall this world.

      The Multiverse Administration’s official viewpoint on the Lucifer Rebellion has already been made clear in their written records of the event in The Urantia Book, so the broad facts of the uprising can easily be confirmed.*1 Vanu’s part in all this tumult was to oppose Caligastia’s secession and make every effort to hold true to the original intention of MA’s mission. After the collapse of Dalamatia, the city on the Persian Gulf that was once the pride of Caligastia and his staff, Vanu and Amadon, together with their small party of loyalists, headed off to the east, setting up settlements all the way to the Himalayan foothills in northern India.

      In the meantime, Prince Caligastia, with the majority of his staff who remained aligned with him, tracked north and west, to ultimately set up his two main centers, one in the hills of Salem, in Palestine, and the other a splendid temple structure in the area that would later be buried deep beneath the city of Alexandria.

      From that point on, Caligastia seemed to me to have become obsessed with destroying Vanu and the last vestiges of MA’s mission to uplift the planetary consciousness; the Prince had declared himself—completely illegitimately, I might add—to be God of this World and demanded to be worshipped. This fraudulent claim of divinity became the first clue for me that I may have made the wrong decision in choosing to follow Lucifer into rebellion.

      In his haste to wipe Vanu off the map, Caligastia and his minions—among whom were the 40,119 rebel midwayers*2 who followed him into the rebellion—encouraged the rapid development of technology, with an emphasis on weaponry and weapons delivery systems. At the time of the rebellion, four out of every five midwayers chose to follow Prince Caligastia in rejecting MA’s authority and siding with Lucifer in the rebellion.

      Using an outlawed approach of accelerating technological development, Caligastia instructed his midwayers to stir up hostility in the many opposing kingdoms. After millennia of constant warfare in between the tribes and kingdoms in Caligastia’s domain, the situation had resolved itself down to two large empires that despised and distrusted each other.

      This was just the state of affairs that Caligastia had been angling for. By manipulating priests in both empires under the control of his rebel midwayers, he was able to stoke the rancor and mutual suspicion each side felt toward the other. As a result, technological advances over the next fifty years accelerated astronomically.

      Focusing on weapons development in any era will produce a wide variety of spin-offs and derivatives. These innovations will then prove so useful to the society that it tends to sanction the proliferation of research into bigger and more effective weapons. It’s an old technique, one that occurred more recently in the Cold War between the Soviet bloc and the West, in which a feudal society was modernized in only seventy years.

      Then there came a time when Caligastia must have decided to push the weapons development technology into high gear. This resulted in one of the Prince’s greatest crimes—at least, I’m certain that it was considered so in MA’s judgment. Caligastia decided to share enough of the secrets of the atom with his trained scientists on both sides of the conflict to make them develop unheard-of levels of destructive power. This allowed the two hostile empires to arm themselves over the next forty years with an approximately equivalent number of crude fission bombs.

      Then, quite suddenly, everything appeared to swing out of the Prince’s control. In a pattern I have seen him repeat again and again throughout human history, he badly underestimated the innate cunning of human beings. Caligastia’s plan was to finally annihilate Vanu, the object of his obsessive hatred. He was determined to destroy the hundreds of settlements Vanu and Amadon had established by this time, some as distant as the Chinese border. Now the possibility of wiping out his enemies was starting to slip through his fingers.

      The hostility between the East and the West finally came to a head because of an impetuous action by one of the midwayers who was becoming disenchanted with Caligastia’s hubris. Caligastia agreed to a surprise attack, but the war that followed this attack, exacerbated by the buildup of atomic weapons on both sides, devastated most of the fertile North African coastline all the way west to the Atlantic and inland as much as a thousand miles in the most ravaged areas. In some regions, which were already deserts, the surface of the ground became fused into great pools of glass. The city that had grown up around the temple in the Nile Delta region was razed to the ground, so when Alexandria came to be built some fifty-five thousand years later, the ancient demolished city was buried beneath 160 feet of sand. The Western Empire was almost completely eliminated after the surprise attack, only managing to fire a third of its arsenal of short-range ballistic missiles. And, because of the previously mentioned midwayer’s sabotage, not all their bombs exploded.

      The Eastern Empire suffered significant damage—even the crudest of atomic weapons will create a frightful mess—but, all in all, it came out slightly ahead of its bitter enemy to the west.

      There were regions of land at the eastern end of the Mediterranean that were rendered uninhabitable for thousands of years, as were some areas of southern Turkey. It was mainly a Mediterranean war, but some areas in southern Europe, and others as far away as the Afghan border, were totally obliterated. The worst of the destruction, however, was concentrated in central and southern Spain, the North African coast, and much of the area around Jordan, Palestine, and the Dead Sea.

      This terrible war should not be confused with later conflicts between warring factions of midwayers some thirty thousand years later. These hostilities are the ones recorded in Indian sacred literature.

      When I had a chance to survey the damage some months after the war, the landscape was still burning as far as I could see, the result of a score of medium-range missiles that worked all too well, possibly an oversight by the midwayer saboteur. The Western military forces just had time to fire those devastating missiles from their hidden, underground silos before they were themselves vaporized moments later in the enemy’s saturation bombing of their North African bases.

      However insane MA might have thought Caligastia was, the Prince certainly wasn’t stupid. He didn’t beat out thousands of Planetary Prince wannabes without being blessed with a natural cunning. He had hedged his bets. He had plucked the best scientists from laboratories of both sides about nine months before war broke out between them. He then had the scientists relocated, together with their families, to a barely inhabited yet fertile island some five hundred miles off the Spanish and North African coastline.

      This was the island that about forty thousand years later would start flourishing as the political and social center of the Atlantean Empire. However, throughout much of that time, it was not those on Atlantis who were the primary moving forces on the planet, but rather Vanu’s expanding Lemurian territories on the other side of the world.

      But I’m racing ahead of myself again.
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      Just as Xtul became the creation myth of the community, now known to itself informally as the Process, Xtul also became Mary Ann’s apotheosis.

      I still didn’t know quite what to make of her. I was puzzled when I observed Mein Host’s companion angels supporting his involvement with the Process, and even more concerned when they didn’t discourage his belief that Mary Ann was the incarnate Goddess. But that is one of the challenges of being a Watcher. We observe and learn to share the feelings that our wards experience, yet we can never really participate in their lives.

      Although I understand the reason for this now, at that point it was still confusing to me. By allowing myself to experience Mein Host’s feelings and emotions, I am being prepared for my own mortal lifetime. My emotional body is being exercised and strengthened by proxy. There is no way I can avoid this, nor would I want to.

      Over the last sixty years I’ve seen such an acceleration in the number of rebel angels choosing mortal incarnation that I have come to appreciate the divine justice in this. After all, we were the ones who originally aligned ourselves with Lucifer and Satan at the time of the rebellion and personally supported their declaration for greater freedoms. We were the ones who followed them, together with Caligastia and Daligastia, into secession from MA’s long-standing traditions. We were the ones who thought we knew better.

      Since so little was taught at that time in the Melchizedek universities about the three previous rebellions in this Local Universe, none of us fully grasped the implications of our choices. When the ax finally fell, and the thirty-seven Planetary Princes who aligned themselves with Lucifer were allowed to continue governing their isolated worlds, the large number of celestials of a variety of lower orders allying themselves with the  rebels were exiled to what MA calls “prison planets.” (These were the angels mainly functioning in the System Headquarters world in various administrative positions; other celestials were at the HQ waiting for their postings on 619 inhabited worlds in this Local System.)

      To my surprise, while MA was exiling my colleagues to those prison planets, the authorities left the rest of us alone; that is, those of us who were already working in their worlds—and I’d been here for almost three hundred thousand years prior to the rebellion. They may have well thought, and with good reason, that a planet under Caligastia and Daligastia’s control would be prison enough.

      While Mein Host was at Xtul, the names Lucifer and Satan, along with Jehovah and Christ, started being ascribed to the mysterious Beings who had guided the community to the Yucatán coastline.

      I was as surprised as anybody when those names began to be used. I wasn’t present at the time, but they appeared to have come to light over the course of Robert’s private sessions with Mary Ann as a medium. I’d seen her working in a trance before, but she never did it in front of the group. This new turn of events, in which Mary Ann felt she was in contact with Jehovah, Lucifer, and Satan (Christ came a little later), was reflected directly in Robert’s copious writings, which had suddenly become more spiritually charged since the advent of the Beings into the community’s life.

      This unexpected transformation from what was essentially an experimental, psychotherapeutic methodology to a full-blown spiritual experience had a certain logic to it. Mein Host explained it recently to a friend as “a perfectly natural progression.”

      “The more we worked to release our compulsive mental patterns,” he noted, “you know, all the stuff that just goes meaninglessly round and round in the head—then the spiritual questions become the only ones worth exploring: ‘Who am I really?’ ‘Did I get this screwed up in one lifetime?’ ‘Why am I here on this planet?’ ‘Is it a blessing or a punishment?’ ‘Why have we been brought together as a group?’ Those sorts of questions . . .”

      He went on: “Don’t forget: some of us already had those brief glimpses of lifetimes we’d had on Atlantis. That made us really think. And this sort of insight became even more pointed when we cut ourselves off from the world at Xtul. We were pretty much open to anything by that time.”

      Yet it was still a surprise—and for some an unpleasant one—when those four names—Jehovah, Lucifer, Satan, and Christ, each in its own way freighted with the baggage of a few thousand years of Judeo/Christian/ Islamic tradition—started being bandied about. Mary Ann, as was now generally accepted, took the lead in this. She was the one to identify the Beings in the first place, to name them, and to start creating an elaborate cosmology around them, together with Robert. But for all that, the way these four “gods” were perceived by the group was quite different from how they were thought of in more conventional religious belief systems. Neither Lucifer nor Satan, for example, were identified with the devil in the Process theology.

      They thought of the gods more as archetypes, reflecting particular aspects of human character, both positive and negative. The Jehovian type they thought of as the autocrat, the authoritarian personality, the one born to lead. Lucifer represented a more relaxed, pleasure-oriented approach to life. The Satanic personality was seen as passionate and ambitious. Mary Ann viewed Christ as the link between these three personality types, the unifier.

      Each personality was also said to have a negative side. The Jehovian can be closed-minded and bullying; the Luciferic has a tendency toward self-indulgent hedonism; Satanic passion may descend into obstinacy or willful destruction; and the Christ personality can lose focus and become timorous and wishy-washy.

      As I looked deeper into how this transformation from psychotherapy to religion occurred, I found myself drawn back to Mary Ann again and again, wondering about her motivations and intentions.

      Robert had encouraged her talent as a medium and added his own intellectual imprimatur to whatever she was revealing. She’d been dictating works with titles like I, Jehovah and I, Satan throughout her time at Xtul, which Robert would then edit into a booklet form. So one way of understanding the origins of the cosmology would be to ground it firmly in terms of Mary Ann’s ambitions and her growing recognition of herself as the central figure, as the Great Goddess.

      By the time the community was living at Xtul, she was already starting to groom Robert as a messianic figure, a role he appeared to acquiesce without much opposition. This cultivation remained behind the scenes during their time at Xtul, only to be discussed by her with her innermost circle of committed young women. Robert, many of the young women were coming to believe, was the Christ to Mary Ann’s Goddess.

      Mein Host knew nothing about this. He had become convinced that Mary Ann was the incarnate Goddess and that seemed to be quite enough for him. Just as a prophet is seldom accepted in his own land, Mein Host knew Robert far too well to believe that his friend was endowed with any particularly divine qualities. Granted, the man was highly intelligent and widely read, yet in his choices and actions he was seldom wise. He could argue any side of an argument with equal conviction and was a great one for justifying an intellectual stance with sophisticated and often persuasive rationalizations.

      While this was great fun and very instructive when he and Mein Host were architecture students together in London, sitting around the local café smoking Woodbine cigarettes, drinking coffee, and talking endlessly about the appalling state of British architecture, Robert clearly had no psychic depth at the time. Like many repressed Englishmen I’ve observed, Robert lived almost entirely in his head. Yet he was an affable and kind man who was clearly devoted to his wife. He was a lucid if tedious public speaker, and he was an effective organizer.

      When Mein Host had been at architectural school, Robert was known to have had no particularly strong beliefs of his own—having argued himself cleverly out of them all. A short stint in Scientology—where he’d met Mary Ann—had given him a little more backbone, yet he was still somewhat emotionally stunted.

      I believe it was these qualities that made Robert of such value to Mary Ann in the early years of the Process. Mein Host, in turn, continued to be so completely bedazzled by his Goddess that he was blind to Mary Ann’s attempts to use him.
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      In contrast to Caligastia’s devastated empires throughout the Middle East and North Africa, the Lemurian territories on the Pacific islands of Mu represented a real chance for the human race to flourish. For Vanu and Amadon, it was an opportunity to start fresh, with none of the weight of the planet’s unfortunate history bearing down on them.

      I call them Lemurian “territories” for lack of a better name. For a long time there was no emphasis on royalty, so Lemuria can’t be called a kingdom, and I hesitate to call it an empire, as that suggests domination. Yet Lemuria was much more than a mere territory and more practical than a realm. In a sense, Lemuria was closer to a state of consciousness and a shared way of life than a territory per se.

      Mu could also be thought of as a theocracy, although it was nothing like what passes for a theocracy in the twenty-first century, because for the Lemurians the spiritual life was authentically of paramount importance. They were not competitive or warlike, nor did they envy one another, since they all relied on their own inner guidance. They were, in common parlance, all in touch with their higher selves. And their higher selves were all broadly in touch with one another.

      Of course, there were inevitably priests and priestesses, yet on Lemuria they were known for their purity of intention and acted primarily as mediums. They were also responsible for reminding the people of who they were. In this way, each human being—man, woman, and child (older than four years)—could be helped to experience the Presence of the Indwelling Spirit and received his or her guidance from this “still, small Voice.” Children were raised to trust this Voice, which spoke within each of them. The one principle by which they lived was supremely simple: be kind. They believed that if they kept their spiritual lives in order, everything else would follow quite naturally.

      And it did. For a while. That is, for about forty thousand years, when they had the presence of immortal Vanu among them. Vanu and Amadon were living proof of the existence of higher powers and had been the ones to insist that they always follow their inner Voice.

      In fact, the Lemurians were living through those twenty millennia much as human beings were always originally intended to live. Inasmuch as human life can be paradisiacal, Lemuria was paradise.
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