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      “If it is true that the Urantia Revelation accurately depicts our prehistory, then this new volume—like the previous two in the series—is an astonishing revelation in its own right. The high drama and vivid characters he depicts riveted my attention from beginning to the end.”

      BYRON BELITSOS, AWARD-WINNING PUBLISHER AND COAUTHOR OF THE ADVENTURE OF BEING HUMAN

      “Timothy has done us all an important favor by sharing his well-developed, extensive, and carefully considered personal cosmology in his many books. Based in part on the Urantia framework, he has taken its concepts and made them relevant and accessible for us all. His personal stories illustrate esoteric concepts in remarkable ways. The power of the elegant artistry in his words is reflected in the memes he has created that have become part of our current culture. Timothy Wyllie is an important and underappreciated elder who has much to offer anyone who takes the time to read his works.”

      SCOTT TAYLOR, AUTHOR OF
SOULS OF THE SEA: DOLPHINS, WHALES, AND HUMAN 
DESTINY

       

      
        PRAISE FOR OTHER WORKS BY TIMOTHY WYLLIE
      

      “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: BEYOND THE TRAUMA OF 
THE PAST TO A NEW ERA OF CREATIVITY

      “Read The Return of the Rebel Angels! Timothy Wyllie’s mammoth reconfiguration 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 AND 30 YEARS OF BEING 
CUT-UP

      “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.”

      
        NEW DAWN
         MAGAZINE
      

    

  
    
       

      Whereas angels were once the epitome

      of beauty and goodness,

      now, in our time, they are irrelevant.

      Materialism and science have banished them to nonexistence,

      a sphere as indeterminate as purgatory.

      It used to be that humanity believed in angels implicitly,

      intuitively, not with our minds but with our very souls.

      Now we need proof. We need material,

      scientific data that will verify without a doubt their reality.

      Yet what a crisis would occur if the proof existed!

      What would happen, do you suppose,

      if the material existence of angels could be verified?

      DANIELLE TRUSSONI,
ANGELOLOGY

       

      The Gnostics might well have said:

      We who are in the know, who think for ourselves

      and see through the sham,

      have been enlightened by a hidden God far above,

      
        who is free of all this impossible system
      

      under which the world suffers.

      This hidden God frees us—He does not enslave us.

      JAMES M. ROBINSON,
THE SECRETS OF JUDAS
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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 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.

      

    

  
    
      
        PREFACE
      

      My Collaboration
with a Watcher Angel

      Georgia, as those who have read the first two volumes of her Confessions will know, represents herself as a discarnate Watcher, an angel who aligned herself with Lucifer at the time of the rebellion among the angels some 203,000 years ago. She claims she first came to this planet as an observing angel 500,000 years ago, accompanying the first of the off-planet interventions. She has written extensively about those early times in the two previous volumes of this series.

      Professional skeptics, if they were ever to pick up this book, are likely to dismiss Georgia’s Confessions at the very sight of the word angel, so I feel no need to justify or try to prove Georgia’s ontological existence to those who would so thoughtlessly deny what they may not yet understand. I’ve no doubt there are as many other explanations for the phenomenon I experience as Georgia as there are languages for dismissing me as delusional. I’m not naive. Yet as so much of her material is clearly original and covers many of the realms of existence of which humans are generally unaware, her narrative will have to stand or fall on the authenticity of her words and the relevance of her perceptions. And that, in turn, will depend on the state of consciousness of the reader. While it is clearly sensible to be cautious, skeptical even, I believe we are all equipped spiritually—if we are not too clouded by lies and delusions—with the ability to discern the truth in what we observe and feel. Absorbing a book such as this can also be an opportunity to fine-tune your intuition—that currently somewhat discredited capacity for knowing the truth—if the narrative is taken in with an open heart.

      As Georgia and I collaborate on this, the third volume of her Confessions, it will be of interest to new readers for me to briefly recap how Georgia and I came to take on this project together.

      My own work for the past thirty-five years has been almost entirely focused on nonhuman intelligences: dolphins, angels, nature spirits, and extraterrestrials, and their interest in and involvement with this planet. This interest had been galvanized by a profound near-death experience (NDE) I had in 1973. The unquestionable authenticity of what I experienced during my NDE finally convinced me of the reality of other levels of existence.

      When I started writing my books in the 1980s I became more familiar with the active presence of angels in my life when I made contact with my two companion (guardian) angels. By the time, some fifteen years later, Georgia made her presence known to me, I felt well prepared to relate to a discarnate entity, yet the fact that Georgia claimed to be one of the rebel angels meant we had to tackle the trust issue. Rebel angels are traditionally believed to be malicious and tricky creatures, and I needed to be sure about what I was getting myself into, while Georgia had to be certain I could tolerate her presence without freaking out or giving away my power. It required an extremely delicate balance. It wasn’t surprising that it took another seven years of testing one another before we were able to evolve an effective way of writing together. This turned out to be a true collaboration. It’s not me just taking dictation. We discuss the issues as they rise to consciousness and settle together the best way to express the narrative Georgia is weaving. This process is quite different from the books I’d previously written in which the angels merely gave me a frisson of delight when I got the words correct; and it isn’t the automatic writing with which I received The Helianx Proposition in a single unbroken six-hour stretch of writing.*1 Working with Georgia on these books is far more like collaborating with a deeply knowledgeable colleague whom I experience as autonomous and external to myself and yet who feels as close to me as a heartbeat.

      Just how we managed to accomplish this is a whole story unto itself and will have to wait until Georgia’s narrative reaches the point in my life that I’m ready to receive it. The younger me, the man whom Georgia describes in this volume, has no conscious awareness of angels at all and would have skeptically dismissed any thought of their existence.

      The near-death experience will change all that, but that remains a couple of years in the future.

      Georgia tells me she has accompanied me over the course of this lifetime and a number of other ones also, although I didn’t come to know this until we started working together. What I’m learning over the course of this collaboration is allowing me to see how long and thoroughly I’ve been prepared so as to be able to form an intimate creative relationship with a discarnate entity. I have needed to sacrifice family life: no wife and children to distract the necessary equanimity of my mind and heart. I live alone with my cat, and for the past twenty-one years I’ve been required to make my home in the wilds of the New Mexican high desert. I have no complaints; I’m aware I chose this path prior to incarnation. Its rewards have been more spiritual than material.

      In retrospect, I can see how this period of my life has been about learning how to work with angels. Ask Your Angels, which I wrote with my two coauthors, Alma Daniel and Andrew Ramer, from 1988 to 1992, would never have come together without the guidance and help of Abigrael. She was an angel assigned to us for the work, who skillfully coordinated the material the three of us were developing separately. Over the course of writing my second book, Adventures Among Spiritual Intelligences, I became aware of two other angels, Zophiel and Zadkiel. They were the angels I mentioned earlier who gave me that frisson of delight. They gave me confidence, of course, but it was still wholly my book.

      Yet neither of these books was a true collaboration.

      These books with Georgia are of a different order of magnitude altogether, and the process we have developed of working together is a curious one. After settling down at my keyboard, I clear my mind and invoke Georgia’s presence. I can feel a slight transition of consciousness, but I’m so familiar with it by now that I barely notice it. Then I put on my earphones and listen to the BBC talk radio. This, Georgia informs me, is designed to absorb and distract me from my chattering thoughts. It keeps my monkey-mind occupied so we can get down to business.

      Then I wait and listen to a play or a comedy show until her words drift into my consciousness, perhaps half a dozen at the same time, which I then type out. Mostly I don’t know where the sentence or concept is going, and at other times she’ll give me some leads, which I then follow up on by doing the relevant research.

      At the end of the day I, Timothy, can seldom recall what’s been written during the session. And when I read through the entire book at the end, which I don’t do until it’s complete, it’s as if I am reading a book that, although vaguely familiar, feels as if it’s composed of words I’ve not read before.

    

  
    
      
        INTRODUCTION
      

      My Life as a Watcher

      The life of a Watcher would feel most strange to a human being for many reasons, because we Watchers locate the core of our existence in an essentially timeless domain. Humans find it convenient to believe time moves in an orderly forward direction. But this is only a convenience and one to which the human sensorium is tuned. As Einstein said, “The only reason for time is so that everything doesn’t happen at once.”

      When Einstein coupled time and space into an inseparable space-time continuum—no space without time; no time without space—he was, of necessity, speaking about the space and time to which his sense apparatus, and that of most other humans, is tuned. This serves your purposes insofar as it concerns your normal material existence. Trains arrive on time, the trajectory of spacecraft can be calculated accurately, you are born before you die. Thus time’s arrow appears to move in one direction—from present to future. The space-time continuum works—within the described limits.

      But what if those limits are merely the result of the limitations of the human sensorium? As an ant’s senses are tuned to an environment that can ensure its survival, so will the insect’s experience of time and space be subject to the limitations of its sensorium. In this way it’s possible to visualize how the perception of space and time depends on the sense apparatus of the perceiver.

      As a Watcher, my sense apparatus is different from that of a human. My senses are tuned to the space-time continuum in which I find myself, and that continuum is best described as one in which everything is happening at once. It’s a dimension I believe a Yaqui Indian shaman would call the nagual, and it’s also starting to make its appearance in contemporary physics within the holographic model of the Universe.

      Understand please, that as a Watcher, I am not a causative principle. I cannot make anything happen. Consequently, my sense of continuity only exists inasmuch as I observe your dimension. This is why I need to work through Mein Host’s consciousness—his expanded sensorium—because it allows me a sense of sequence, of causes preceding effects. In a very down-to-earth way, this work would have been impossible without my ward’s neural circuitry, his memory banks, as well as his typing fingers.

      Yet, as I embark on this volume of my Confessions, I find I’m approaching it in rather a different manner. Whereas previously I wanted to narrate primarily what I’ve observed, without drawing conclusions or challenging accepted wisdom, I now feel that my viewpoint is subtly shifting. I assume this is, in part, the result of the progressive trust Mein Host and I have been able to establish with one another over the course of writing these books. Now I want to cut deeper, to be more adventurous in my questioning, and to allow the narrative to reflect the best of what our unusual venture has to offer.

      I feel—as I’m launching off into my story again—that I’m just starting to get a handle on the narratives I’m weaving, or perhaps are being woven through me. (As, perhaps, Mein Host would say that I’m weaving my narratives through him!) It’s as though another intelligence, a meta-process perhaps, is busy deciphering and decoding this work, plucking its words and images from some vast astral library of everything that ever occurred. My own memories aren’t stored sequentially but seem to flow in to one another and, from them, associations over which I have little control are made. Like atomic particles once in contact with one another and now light-years apart, memories separated by millennia seem to resonate in ways that I and Mein Host would never have thought of on our own.

      Being able to relate events in a linear fashion like this, whatever the mechanism, allows me to see patterns of behavior—both in social groups and in individuals on Earth and on Zandana—that were previously invisible to me. Perhaps this is akin to the familiar maxim “not seeing the forest for the trees,” which may be thought of as one of the functional limitations of the angelic intelligence. Under normal circumstances, on a normal world, an angel like me has no need to see the forest; it’s enough to know the forest is there. We generally are not given any more information than we need for our tasks.

      With the advantage of being able to observe progress on the planet Zandana, I’ve been able to draw some comparisons to life on Earth. I’ve had the chance to examine in retrospect something of the early history of these two worlds, and in so doing, I’ve become convinced that Earth has been, for a long time, in the throes of unknowingly preparing for some special destiny. I was aware of nothing of this “special destiny” in the early days of my time here and could only stand back and watch human life on the planet stumbling forward in the dark. Sometimes I would observe groups of people coalescing into a promising civilization, which surged for a moment into the light before collapsing in on itself or was overrun by a more dominant crowd.

      Humans have always been a hardy species; fearful yes, but also feisty and capable of great courage, as well as being ingenuous and wildly creative. Fine cultures have flowered briefly in different parts of the world, but because they tended to build their cities on ocean coastlines, a modest rise in sea level put an end to a number of budding civilizations.

      Let’s not forget that the period I’m covering in this and coming volumes—between eighty thousand and twelve thousand years ago—was marked geologically by the withdrawal of the ice age. Over the millennia, as the glaciers withdrew and melted, enormous amounts of freshwater spilled into the oceans, and the planetary temperatures finally stabilized. This occurred approximately ten thousand years ago. A vast amount of landmass was lost worldwide by the rising oceans, which erased almost all trace of those ancient civilizations.

      Within the past few years and with the fortuitous invention of the Aqua-Lung, divers have discovered that some enigmatic undersea rock formations are, in reality, the ruins of cities that flourished tens of thousands of years before the so-called Bronze Age. This defies the conventional archaeological time line. Largely due to the geophysical activity that occurred throughout that long period, there was nothing of the continuity that a contemporary archaeologist or anthropologist might assume from their studies of the comparatively recent history of the past six or seven thousand years.

      Despite prevailing assumptions, progress was never the steady march from the bronze spearpoint to the Atlas rocket of the modern historical record. Civilizations had risen and fallen all over the world well before some ingenious Chalcolithic smithy was presumed to have alloyed copper and tin approximately five thousand years ago. Some of those civilizations reached high levels of social organization, as I’ve previously described in the case of the exceptionally long-lasting Lemurian culture. Other ones—like those to whom Prince Caligastia and his midway minions had introduced the technological know-how to split the atom—were not so long-lasting, both having destroyed each other after a few hundred years.

      Thus, by the time I’m picking up my narrative some thirty-eight thousand years ago, Earth’s natural disasters had already been taking their toll. However, if there was any truth to the warning that the Lemurians received from the Pleiadean Star People, there would be worse devastation to come.

      As I have no choice but to report the truth of what I’ve observed, I also have to be open and honest about the medium through which I’m expressing my truth. The medium in this case is, of course, Mein Host’s delicate state of consciousness, which allows our collaboration to flourish, or diminish. I say this because I can sense a certain reluctance in my ward to dive in to my examination of the next stage of his spiritual journey. He is aware of the personal value of my observations, yet I’ve noticed he’s previously chosen to brush over what was evidently a dark and challenging period in his life.

      If I’m revealing a certain reticence on the part of my collaborator to continue this narrative, it is only to bring it out into the open, or to “communicate on the block,” as my ward calls it; and it seems to have done the trick. Of course he will have his moments of fear or doubt, it would be too much to expect otherwise. I know how challenging it must be for him to maintain the integrity of our contact. Those readers already familiar with the first two volumes will know that I intersperse my narrative of Earth’s history with my observations of my ward’s life. This can be extremely confronting for him, because I’m able to reveal his many foibles as well as what was happening around him that impacted his life, and of which he was quite unaware.

      Having said that, and I know my ward appreciates my recognition of the difficulties he faces in working so closely with a discarnate entity, we are both ready now to continue my narrative. We’ll start with another look at his progress as he settles into community life in London.
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      The Raison d’Être of the Process Church
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        Malicious Onslaughts, the Nephilim,
and Vanu’s Doubts
      

      The mansion in Balfour Place hummed with activity throughout the middle 1960s as the Process community—not yet a formal church—felt driven to make its way as an uncharacteristic voice in swinging London. As a Watcher, I was fortunate to witness all of this. My ward—whom I also affectionately refer to as Mein Host—spent the years from 1963 until the late winter of 1977 as part of this spiritual community, which also included a number of chapters in different parts of the world.

      In London, the Process community’s highly disciplined spiritual life—free of drugs, sex, and alcohol—and their all-consuming dedication to a higher cause made an unlikely contrast to their increasingly liberated, and licentious, peers in the outside world. The British stoicism that had served so well throughout the turbulent twentieth century and its terrible wars was starting to break down by the 1960s, and Mein Host’s generation was becoming increasingly skeptical of authority. The establishment was starting to realize all this.

      In a way that members of the Process didn’t fully acknowledge—or even notice—they were becoming curiosities: living anachronisms; devotees of the Goddess in a godless city; living like monks in a world they believed had become corrupted beyond redemption.

      The Process was gaining in popularity and, in the process, was becoming a very effective moneymaking machine. This is not an unreasonably cynical way to express the community’s success in a materialist culture. In spite of the challenges inherent in being part of such an organization, young people were now actively engaging with the group. They were joining up after attending a course of classes in telepathic development, for example, or a series of sessions with one of the senior members who had been trained to use the E-meter. (The E-meter is a simple device that detects the electrical conductance of the skin in order to measure the emotional energy vested in the responses to specific questions.)

      These new people were not directly invited to join the community as Internal Processeans (IPs) but were required to “work their way in.” This “working their way in” predominantly entailed selling the community’s highly offbeat publication, the PROCESS magazine, which the group created and over which Mein Host was appointed art director. Those at the top of the organization had recognized his innate artistic and design talents and had, quite rightly, designated him to oversee this important aspect of their media mouthpiece to the world.

      Mary Ann MacLean and Robert Moor, the founders and leaders of the Process community (who were also known as the Omega), were pleased that money was flowing in, and evidently believed it was time to take advantage of it. Bringing a couple of their favorites with them, they had recently set off for a long research trip to the Middle East. They told no one in Balfour Place their exact itinerary except for two of the young women who were closest to Mary Ann, whom they’d left in charge in London, and whose silence they’d ensured with the promise of a trip to visit them.

      It gradually leaked out that the Omega was visiting Turkey, Greece, and Israel. Mary Ann and Robert had been traveling around the Middle East doing their so-called research for three months before it became obvious to those back in England that they weren’t coming back anytime soon.

      The reason given seemed so counterproductive and strange that many Processeans found it hard to believe. They were going to be looking for a new center for the community somewhere in Europe! Just when Balfour Place was thriving and the group was becoming more widely known, they would be packing up and starting all over again somewhere entirely new—in a place no one knew them and where there’d be no shared language.

      That’s how it sounded to Mein Host, anyway, and it made absolutely no logical sense. His friend Peter, recently appointed as editor of the magazine, was just starting to work on the next issue. Mein Host’s art department was gearing up with new equipment for the darkroom. Magazines were selling well, and the organization’s numbers were swelling. The group’s primary hub, the coffee house, previously Satan’s Cavern and now more sensibly renamed the Cavern, was doing excellent business.

      It must have seemed a crazy time to think about uprooting the entire operation just as it was becoming successful.

      But, of course, the Process was never really about business. It was never about worldly success either, although it was certainly about striving for success. In reality, the Process was always about failure—about learning and growing from failure and to be able to then push further and deeper into the unknown aspects of the self. Mein Host has since said that understanding and overcoming the roots of failure was the process. “The Process was the process of awakening from our limitations” is how I’ve heard him express it.

      This has been hard for me, Georgia, his Watcher angel, to understand, because I wanted to see my ward flourish and succeed. It pained me to see him suffer. Because I didn’t have access to his mind at that point in the way I do now, I was unaware of how much emotional baggage he needed to work through from his previous, troubled incarnation before his real work could begin. I hadn’t fully comprehended this until Mary Ann’s instructions came through to start the search for a fine new center in Europe.

      Whatever rationale the other members of the community had for joining the group, it was now becoming clear to me that the Process could very well have been designed specifically to challenge Mein Host to face and release his demons. And to do this quickly and effectively, he’d needed a teacher—a guru to put it in Eastern terms—who was prepared to be utterly merciless with him. Although I was reluctant to admit it, with what I knew about Mary Ann MacLean, I was slowly realizing that his devotion to the Goddess—in the form of Mary Ann—might well be just what he needed at this point in his life.

      Odd though it may sound, because I have been somewhat critical of Mary Ann and her pretensions, this was one of those occasions when I did well to recall how positive my ward’s companion angels had been about his being a part of the Process community. I was starting to appreciate that, despite Mary Ann’s personal agenda and the decisions she made to enforce that agenda, the ramifications of those decisions as they devolved down to her followers often took the form of rigorous tests and challenges, which were naturally part and parcel of any authentic Mystery School.

      If there was a sign, for example, that members were becoming too secure in their positions in the community, or if they were becoming too successful at whatever they were doing (although excelling at bringing in money seemed to be an exception), or later on, when some peoples’ relationships were becoming too close, Mary Ann would be sure to intervene in a way that would reverse, change, or collapse that person’s hopes and dreams. These were stern lessons, often harshly administered, but if I may not have liked them, they certainly proved an effective way of dislodging peoples’ illusions.

      Just as there was nothing timid about the underlying raison d’être of the Process, there was nothing reticent about the confrontational nature of its message—that humanity is bringing about its own destruction. However, this message, coupled with the resounding financial success of PROCESS magazine and the sight of an increasing number of uniformed Processeans cruising the streets with armfuls of these same periodicals, was starting to ruffle some conservative feathers.

      There had already been a couple of critical articles written about the community, which had appeared in the English press when the group had been operating out of Nassau in the summer and early fall of 1966. Mary Ann and Robert were aware of these articles and their negative nature, but they’d told no one about them. It was therefore a complete surprise to Mein Host and the others when one of the less respectable Sunday newspapers appeared on England’s newsstands featuring the caption “The Mindbenders of Mayfair!” along with a story and photos showing the community in the very worst light imaginable. It was a further surprise that the headlines were two inches high, thereby underscoring the hostility that the prickly English establishment apparently felt toward the unconventional organization.

      However, this media salvo made absolutely no difference to the way the Process conducted itself. In fact, it had rather the opposite effect. The malicious headlines became a badge of credibility that made the group far more intriguing and attractive to those who were already aware of the establishment’s intolerance toward it.

      The medium through which the Process responded to this attack was, naturally, PROCESS magazine. Its second issue, dedicated to Freedom of Expression, featured a long list of questions under the provocative banner “Now. The Process Paranoids’ Course,” which set a satirically defiant tone in response to the barbs of the British press. A few questions posed by the Paranoids’ Course will serve to show an editorial policy of refusing to take the malicious rumors and accusations seriously. Mein Host, who designed and laid out the pages, was aligned with Mary Ann in being an enthusiastic supporter of the policy of dismissing the absurd allegations with humor.

      Forty questions contained in the magazine mocked each accusation with a heightened, feigned sense of alarm. The first one, in bold-type asks: “Do you have nightmares about giant bats sitting on top of Process House?” (The spread featured a black-and-white photograph of their Balfour Place mansion, vigorously foreshortened and topped by a photo of Chris—a fellow Processean and my ward’s longtime friend from architecture college—dressed in a black cloak, with arms up in mock emulation of a large black bat.) Other questions inquire immodestly: “Have you decided whether members of the Process are incredibly stupid or diabolically brilliant?” and “Are you convinced that members of the Process get inside your head and control your actions?”

      There were some more pointed questions too: “Have you wasted a lot of money taking legal action against members of the Process?” and “Are you considerably more interested in your own reputation than in your children’s welfare and fulfillment?” There were sardonic questions: “Are you afraid the Process will take over the world?” and “Would you love to be able to accuse the Process of taking drugs and having orgies?” This was a good one: “Do you feel you have had your mind ‘bent’ by the Process?”

      The Process proudly took its stand; it was not about to be bullied. The false accusations (they never “bent” anyone’s mind that I observed) and the ridiculous lies told about them merely bonded its members more closely and simply confirmed their low opinion of the establishment.

      Besides, PROCESS magazine was being sold by the thousands. The Cavern was thriving (Mein Host particularly enjoying working there as a waiter on busy nights); the courses and classes were drawing people in; and money was pouring into its coffers—with, of course, a healthy cut being passed on up to the Omega for Mary Ann and Robert’s personal use.

      * * *

      The angelic revolution was raging, and conditions on Earth had long been deteriorating under Prince Caligastia’s corrupt and self-serving dominion. By this time I, Georgia, had already observed signs that Caligastia had been way out of his depth in his role as Planetary Prince and was now even more at sea with his claims to be “God of this world.” His greed for absolute power was becoming the dominating feature of his life, with those under his command starting to emulate their Prince’s obsession with power and control.

      As you might recall, one of the main impulses behind the angelic revolt was Lucifer’s call for greater autonomy at the local level of Multiverse Administration (MA). You might think of this as a plea for greater decentralization, for more individual freedoms. When Lucifer split from MA, the Planetary Princes of thirty-seven worlds in this System of planets chose to follow him. One of these worlds was Earth, with Prince Caligastia and his deputy, Daligastia, serving as Earth’s two Planetary Princes.

      When the angelic revolution initially broke out on Jerusem, the administrative capital planet of this System, the uprising only spread to these thirty-seven third-density worlds and not to the entire System of between six hundred and seven hundred inhabited worlds, as Lucifer would have hoped, expected even. I believe it was then that he must have realized he was bracing for a fight. After all, Lucifer had been appointed by MA as System Sovereign, and he had served honorably in that capacity long before the revolution started. So I believe he had every right to hope that a far larger number of Planetary Princes would have aligned with him.

      The post of Planetary Prince is a relatively junior position in the celestial administrative hierarchy and Lucifer, as their commander and overseer, had clearly anticipated swaying them with the power of his rhetoric and his personal charisma. It’s my belief that it was this failure to garner more support for his cause that doomed Lucifer’s ambitions before his new policies of “greater freedom for all” could take root. Now, more than two hundred millennia later, the fruits of this demand for independence can be seen most clearly acted out, for better and for worse, on Earth.

      The Prince’s mission—MA’s first official “intervention” on the planet—arrived with the Princes Caligastia and Daligastia and their staff of one hundred about half a million years ago. When the angelic uprising broke out on Jerusem 297,000 years later and then spread to Earth, the staff became bitterly divided. Sixty of them elected to support Caligastia and Lucifer’s rebel faction, while the remaining forty chose to stay loyal to MA. Shortly after the uprising on Earth those of the Prince’s staff remaining loyal to MA were removed back to Jerusem, leaving only Vanu and his assistant Amadon on the planet to “keep the light of truth burning through the terrible times ahead.”

      This put Vanu in direct opposition to everything Caligastia hoped to achieve as the self-styled God of the World. It wasn’t long, therefore, before Vanu and Amadon, and a small group of humans who had kept the faith with Vanu, left Dalamanta, the proud city they had built on the Persian Gulf, and struck out across the eastern desert. Their numbers would grow over the centuries as they created numerous settlements stretching from the Black Sea, across northern India, and all the way to China. They learned from their almost godlike teachers, Vanu and Amadon, and in the main, they stayed free of Caligastia’s baleful dominion. These were the people, more interested in trade than in warfare, who were the first to travel the Silk Road. As they were also the people who followed Vanu and Amadon across the southern Pacific to the Islands of Mu, to found one of the finest and longest-lasting civilizations this world has known.

      Yet deep trouble awaits the Lemurian civilization, and the first rumbles of the impending disasters start casting their shadows as we begin this part of our journey’s tale.

      In the meantime, Prince Caligastia, with the majority of his staff remaining aligned with him, moved north and west to set up two main command centers, one in the hills of Salem, in Palestine, and the other in the area that would later become buried deep beneath the city of Alexandria, in Egypt.

      More significantly for what was to happen on the planet was the decision of more than 41,000 of the total of 50,000 midwayers to join with Prince Caligastia in the revolution. Midwayers, as the name suggests, exist in a dimension slightly higher than the third density you’re familiar with, somewhat less than midway between angels and humans. They were created by the Prince’s staff after the mission arrived on the planet, and because they aren’t discernible to human senses, midwayers form a valuable surveillance asset serving the mission’s purposes. It has been the persistence of these revolutionary midwayers gradually slipping out of Caligastia’s control that has been, and will continue to be, the cause of so much mayhem among the mortals of this world.

      I too came to this world as a member of Prince Caligastia’s support team all those half-a-million years ago. As an observing angel I was responsible to the Prince, although by the time the revolution broke out I was already feeling estranged from him. However, I chose to follow Lucifer and thus found myself, rather to my dismay, still under Caligastia’s authority. That was a nasty realization, I can tell you. I’d lost much of my respect for Caligastia well before the revolution, and I hoped the principles that Lucifer was espousing would redirect the Prince into more thoughtful and caring ways.

      How wrong I was!

      Fortunately, as a Watcher of the Seraphic Order, I was not as closely affiliated with the Prince as those, like the rebel midwayers, who were more directly under his thumb. Perhaps it was this that allowed me to stay here, with a mere handful of Watchers, when all the other angels on the planet who sided with Caligastia were quietly removed to what I hear referred to as “prison planets.” It has been a strange and rather puzzling privilege, I suppose, to be one of the very few of the mission’s original host of angels left to serve on Earth. As it is also an unsettling thought that Earth may be just one of those prison planets, I am still “technically” responsible to Prince Caligastia, but in reality he has very little direct control over me, and I’ve been starting to take pains to avoid being in his presence. When I’ve felt my life here becoming too uncomfortable, I’ve been able to journey to Zandana, a neighboring world that started out at approximately the same stage of development as Earth. On Zandana too, both Planetary Princes aligned themselves and their planet with Lucifer. Their names were Prince Zanda and his deputy Prince Janda-Chi, with whom I have a far warmer relationship than I do with either of the princes on my world.

      Meanwhile, on Earth, matters had been spinning from bad to worse, if that was even possible. Caligastia’s demands, made through his rebel midwayers, to be worshipped as the supreme God, and his obsession with destroying Vanu, were consuming him to the point of madness. The primary purpose of MA’s original intervention was to gently help improve the standard of life and in doing so raise the consciousness of the indigenous natives. In this way the plan was to ready the planetary population for the second mission. This is perfectly normal and occurs on all inhabited third-density worlds when they are deemed ready by MA.

      Yet all those plans had been forgotten in Caligastia’s lust for power.

      So it was that when MA’s second intervention arrived around 40,000 years ago, instead of finding a planet beautifully prepared for them by the Prince and his staff from the previous mission, they arrived to discover a world in chaos and the reality of having to immediately face the Prince’s subtle opposition. They found that their garden paradise on the peninsula, prepared for the mission by Vanu, was now fending off the aggressive interest of the local Nodite tribes on the mainland.

      The intention of MA’s second mission was, in part, to add a specific refinement to the human genome to upgrade the intelligence and make the genome more disease resistant. The two leaders of the mission and the main protagonists were a pair drawn from the celestial Order of Material Sons and Daughters and will become known in biblical history as Adam and Eve. They were accompanied by a small host of angels and were also served by their own cadre of midwayers, a far lesser number than the original group, and known as “Secondary Midwayers.”

      They are a formidable team, and it will be absolutely essential for Caligastia to subvert this mission as it represents the most serious of threats to the Prince’s lawless hegemony.

      Whether Prince Caligastia will be able to corrupt or destroy the second of MA’s interventionary missions, and what the long-lasting consequences are of this epochal confrontation, are where we begin as we join the two magnificent “visitors” as they carry out their formidable plan. . . .

      My story starts here with two mysterious and powerful visitors having arrived to participate in the second of MA’s interventions, this time settling on a verdant peninsula now long sunk under the waters at the eastern end of the Mediterranean. The visitors reported to Lanaforge, the System Sovereign who had succeeded the disgraced Lucifer and was now in administrative control over the approximately 670 inhabited planets in this System. While I’m sure that Lanaforge, as well as those who prepared the visitors, would have briefed the visitors most carefully on the condition they would encounter on Prince Caligastia’s world, I still doubt if any being could have rightfully prepared them for the chaos and opposition they met when they got here.

      I was aware, as I’m sure Caligastia was too, that one of the primary functions of this magnificent couple—and even in my eyes they were magnificent—was generative. They were bringing a genetic boost of what was called “violet blood,” which was designed to contribute an important, added refinement to the human genome. I’ve called this pair magnificent, and that was no understatement. They were humanoids, of course, but both the male and the female stood over nine feet tall. They were beautifully formed, with broad shoulders and strong, muscular, long-legged bodies. Their skin was fairer than any I’d yet seen, almost translucent, and as they moved around I could discern that their auras were tinged with a tone of light violet. Their fine-boned faces were dominated by a pair of the brightest of cornflower-blue eyes—the first such strikingly blue eyes I’d seen on the planet—and their long blond hair blew wildly in the offshore sea breeze.

      The pair was evidently closely bonded, and from what I could observe they appeared to dislike spending time apart. Frankly, they couldn’t keep their hands off one another. They were obviously reveling in the beautiful new bodies the Avalon surgeons had grown for them, which, I remember thinking at the time, was most fortunate for them when I recalled from the tutorials I’d attended on Jerusem that the visitors were here to make children—hundreds of thousands of children. The tutors had explained it would be these children, and their direct progeny, who, once their number reached one million, would then begin to interbreed with the indigenous mortals on Earth. This would deliver violet blood into the genetic stream of all the planetary races. Our tutors had impressed on us that this approach to instilling a genetic uplift, while slow and somewhat tedious, was regarded as the most natural way of accomplishing the uplift. Cloning, we were taught, and a variety of other reproductive techniques had been explored on earlier experimental worlds. However, nothing had been as successful over the long term as what they’d called this “more natural technique,” as it allowed a decent period of time for the human races to become accustomed to the presence of the visitors and their steadily expanding family numbers.

      Vanu, together with his team of loyalists had prepared a beautiful home for the visitors on the peninsula, and I was privileged to observe one of the first interactions between Vanu and the visitors. I was curious to determine whether the couple really knew what they faced here, dropped down as they had been, right in the middle of Caligastia’s domain.

      “We’ve been well taught, Vanu,” reassured the female, and although her voice was soft and consoling, her words didn’t make me feel particularly confident.

      Then it was the male visitor’s turn to speak. His voice was deep and melodic—and yet strong. “We were informed that Prince Caligastia was utterly exhausted. They were certain of that. We’d have no problems from him, they assured us.”

      Vanu and Amadon exchanged a look, which I don’t think the visitors saw. Vanu turned to them directly, and when he spoke there was impatience in his tone. “It’s not Prince Caligastia you need be concerned with right now. It’s the northern tribes: the Nodites. The wall isn’t going to hold them back if they attack. We’d be overwhelmed. You will have to do more to protect yourselves. You’ve no idea what those tribes are capable of . . .”

      The male visitor’s voice cut across Vanu’s. When he spoke, he defended the decision that had been made by Lucifer’s replacement, Lanaforge. “Do you really believe we would be sent here unprepared? That we would be ill-equipped? Do you have so little faith in Lanaforge’s judgment? Have you been so infected by Caligastia’s lies that you’ve lost confidence in your System Sovereign?”

      It was a harsh criticism of Vanu, even if essentially true. I knew Vanu had been forced by circumstances to make some compromises he must have regretted. And I don’t believe that Vanu had ever had the chance to meet with Lanaforge directly, so after his experience with Lucifer, he probably felt he had good reason to be suspicious of Lanaforge, Lucifer’s replacement.

      Being a Watcher, I was never permitted to peer too deeply into Vanu’s character, so I assumed the visitors were telepathically aware of Vanu and Amadon’s true state of mind regarding Caligastia; he had been their cruel and cunning enemy for the past 164,000 years. I had no doubt that Vanu and his followers were bone tired and heartily fed up with carrying MA’s banner for so long without much help from Lanaforge’s administration. But the visitors’ sharp tone really was unfair. I watched Vanu and Amadon shrinking into themselves as they sat on their side of the obsidian table.

      All of us working on Earth knew that the northern Nodite tribes were extremely belligerent and particularly jealous of their land. It would just be a question of time before they descended on the peninsula in force. Admittedly, there were a few Nodites whom Vanu had managed to coopt to help him prepare for the visitors. Originally the Nodite elite had approved of these defections, because these individuals could, in their view, act as spies in Vanu’s camp. However, due to the exceptional intelligence of Nodite stock, the defectors had risen to positions of responsibility in Vanu’s entourage and became loyal to him in the process. Some of them had even relocated their families to the Islands of Mu, thanks to Vanu’s influence.

      This had infuriated the Nodites, as it seemed to threaten their treasured image of themselves. They were the descendants of Nodu and the sixty rebel staff who had left Dalamatia just before the city was inundated by the waters of the Persian Gulf. As such, they were a racially proud and arrogant people convinced of their own superiority. Because all the staff and their companions—their clone-donors—were biologically structured to have almost limitless life spans, their progeny too were singularly long-lived.

      The Nodites were Caligastia’s “special people,” his darling ones. In addition to their long lives, they were endowed with higher intelligence and stronger physical constitutions than any other tribe on the planet. Caligastia’s command that Nodu and all the other staff aligned with the Prince should have as many children as possible before they passed away was predicated on his understanding that something of the staff ’s great longevity would be passed down to their progeny. He evidently believed he could continue to manipulate and influence this select tribe and bend them to his plans.

      The purity of their Nephilitic bloodlines became an obsession for Nodu and the Nodites, resulting in the severest penalties for any member who procreated outside the tribe. Although Nodu and the other rebel staff were long dead by the time the visitors arrived, these honored ancestors lived on as the central iconic figures of the tribes who were the direct descendants of the staff ’s auspicious bloodlines. Down through the ages and long after their demise, those original members of Caligastia’s staff continued to receive a worshipful reverence, as was their capacity to inspire fear and violence. These beings, the Nephilim, are those the Bible maintains were the “Sons of God” who descended to mate with the “daughters of men.” And it was their children, and their children’s children, who became known as the “mighty men of old.”

      It seems appropriate here to clear up what may be a source of confusion to some scholars. The Hebrew word “Nephilim,” the Sumerian “Anunnaki,” and the Enochian concept of the “Grigori” all originally referred to the one hundred of the Prince’s staff and their clone-donors. These were the true supermortals, the biblical “Sons of Heaven,” some of whom had been living continuously for more than 300,000 years before they died in the millennia following the revolution. It was only after Caligastia’s instruction for the sixty members of his staff who sided with the revolution to sire as many children with mortals as possible that their exceptionally long-lived offspring also became known as Nephilim.

      There is a perfectly natural confusion, which has sprung from the Book of Enoch. It is a relatively recent document by my standards, and I don’t expect it to get the events of the distant past completely right.

      Contrary to much contemporary speculation, the Nephilim cannot be considered true extraterrestrials, because they hailed from the Inner Worlds of the celestials. Their physical bodies had to be created specifically for them to indwell. Both the Prince’s staff and the visitors’ genetic structure, while evidently complementary with the human genome, was designed by Avalon surgeons to respond to specific spiritual energies. As I’ve already related, it was the withdrawal of these spiritual energies that led to the ultimate death of the staff.

      In the generations following the death of the staff, the Nodite tribes had swollen in size through carefully arranged interbreeding between the different bloodlines. By the time the visitors’ mission came along, the Nodites had largely settled in the mountains of eastern Lebanon and along the northern coastline of Syria. Their numbers had built up again after the atomic devastation that Caligastia had so directly instigated some thirty millennia earlier, which had devastated the Nodite population at the time when Caligastia’s plans were starting to go terribly awry. Ironically, and sadly too, most of those who had been working on the development of atomic energy, and who were killed in their underground laboratories, had been of Nodite stock.

      Caligastia and Caligastia alone had been responsible for that atomic war, yet he continued to deny it was his fault that matters had slipped so horribly out of his control. The few hundred Nodite survivors of the war had amalgamated with some of the smaller northern Nodite tribes who had escaped the worst of the devastation, and over the subsequent millennia the tribes had grown to become the dominant Mediterranean power. The blood of the Nephilim ran strong in their veins, largely undiluted by interbreeding with native women. Likewise, and in much the same way, Vanu and Amadon had been encouraging the procreation of the best and the brightest on the other side of the world in Lemuria, yet without the harsh strictures forbidding the exogamy imposed by the Nodites. The tribes and the people who sprung from Vanu’s careful ministration would be long known for their creative intelligence and their peaceful ways.

      As I observed that meeting transpiring around the massive table in the visitors’ garden, the sea breezes were picking up with the approach of evening. It hadn’t been an encouraging afternoon, and the faces around the table wore solemn expressions. Both Vanu and Amadon were trying in a number of ways to impress upon the visitors the imminent danger posed by the Nodites, but try as they might, they weren’t able to convince the couple of the severity of the problems facing them.

      “We are scientists,” the male had said insistently. “We are highly trained biologists. We represent no threat to the Nodites whatsoever. We’ve come in peace.”

      Amadon had tried to prevail. “No, you really don’t understand. It is nothing to do with who you are. It’s enough that you aren’t one of them. They’ll see you as intruders.”

      “Ah! But we shall welcome them with open arms, Amadon.”

      This was from the female visitor, her arms stretched wide as if she were about to launch herself into the air. I smiled to myself—then masked off the thought just as quickly. I still wasn’t sure how telepathically sensitive the off-world visitors were. Vanu, I knew had some elementary telepathic ability, but the frequencies at which he was operating made my thoughts opaque to him. If the visitors were capable of tuning in to my mind, I certainly didn’t want them to hear me laughing at their antics. Remember, my presence is quite undetectable to normal mortals, but I wasn’t at all sure whether the visitors were aware of my presence.

      I needn’t have worried. I don’t believe the visitors even realized I was there. Although their psychic ability was more finely tuned than Vanu’s, and they’d appeared to have an almost telepathic rapport with the higher animals, their range of available frequencies was still well below mine. However, I was intrigued to find that both of the visitors’ minds were telepathically impenetrable—more like human minds than I would have expected from off-planet personnel. I didn’t feel they were deliberately trying to mask their thoughts from me. It just seemed to be the way they were constructed.

      While this apparently contradicted the general principle that the lower telepathic frequencies are automatically transparent to the higher, I could only assume this was a special situation; an exception created, I imagined, to render the visitors less vulnerable to Caligastia’s telepathic influence.

      The meeting was evidently drawing to a close.

      Little had been accomplished. Vanu and Amadon still looked frustrated at the visitors’ dismissive attitude to a threat that Vanu knew was very, very real. After all, he’d had to deal with the Nodite tribes for the previous seventy-five years while they were preparing the place for the visitors.

      Apart from the few Nodite defectors Vanu and Amadon had come to know, Vanu was deeply suspicious of Nodite duplicity. Not only did the Nodites possess the very human capacity for cunning and cruelty, but their high intelligence gave them license to apply these capacities in ingeniously appalling ways. The most subtle of the physical tortures generally attributed to the Inquisition’s dungeons had originated in the Nodite imagination and in the pleasure they took in other peoples’ pain.

      I could see from the state of Vanu’s emotional body that he’d given up on trying to persuade the visitors of the danger he was convinced they would have to confront.

      “Let’s both return to the islands, Vanu!” I overheard Amadon whispering as he and Vanu walked through the house and out into the visitors’ garden. “Our job here is finished,” he’d continued. “This is out of our hands now.” Amadon wasn’t sounding particularly enthusiastic, and they both fell silent until they were well clear of the garden.

      “Are you as concerned as I am?” Vanu broke the silence.

      “Surely there’s nothing we can do anymore, Vanu. They’re going to have to learn for themselves, sad to say.”

      Vanu, walking with hands clasped behind his back, was nodding his head, which Amadon took as encouragement to go on; I could see he was bursting to talk freely again. “And to tell the truth, Vanu, by the end of the afternoon I was getting really angry at how blasé they both were . . . they weren’t taking in a word you were saying. I’d have expected they’d be more open to what you had to say.”

      There was still no response from Vanu, and they walked on in silence to the place they’d left their fandors. The large passenger birds had been another constant bone of contention with the Nodites. Although their most ancient legends told of these magical creatures, no fandors had been seen in Caligastia’s world since the birds had made the collective decision to follow Vanu and Amadon to Lemuria so many thousands of years earlier.

      The Nodites were jealous of anything they didn’t possess, and the news of the two fandors on the peninsula sent the tribal Elders into paroxysms of desire. While Vanu and Amadon had been preparing the garden for the visitors’ arrival, the Nodites had made constant attempts to kidnap the birds. Fortunately, the birds’ semi-telepathic sensitivity invariably alerted them to the approaching danger, and they’d flown off well before the kidnappers ever reached them.

      Amadon was still angry. I didn’t want to stop listening—this was starting to get rather intriguing.

      “I wonder what they’re showing them in the simulators these days! Are they ignorant, or are they just arrogant? It’s hard to believe Lanaforge would deliberately hide anything from them, don’t you think, Vanu? Would a System Sovereign really do that? Why would he want to hold back information?

      “And all that stuff about doubting Lanaforge’s good intentions . . . what about that? That was downright insulting, didn’t you think? When they accused us of being infected—that was the word she used, right? When she said that, I could have punched her on her pretty nose . . . if only I could have reached up that high.”

      They were both laughing at this improbable image when Vanu stopped and turned to Amadon.

      “There is something odd going on,” Vanu said quietly, “but I think it goes deeper than those two.”

      Amadon protested angrily, “But they were completely unprepared! And they thought we didn’t know what we were talking about! It was infuriating. And then to accuse us of . . .”

      “Shush, Amadon, there’s no point in getting angry with them. They’ll find out the truth of it soon enough. The question we should be asking ourselves is, Why those two? Why them? Why were they, out of so many others of the same order, the ones selected for this planet? Material Sons and Daughters aren’t novices . . . they’re high beings, exquisitely trained for their functions . . .”

      “Or so they say!”

      “Do you think they were instructed to ignore us and our warnings?” Vanu mulled, ignoring his aide’s jibe. Amadon evidently didn’t feel it was his place to speculate on the motivation for the visitors’ arrogance and thus the duo walked on in silence.

      The fandors must have picked up on their approach, for they were making strange wailing calls of excitement. Vanu and Amadon increased their pace as they threaded their way through the trees.

      Vanu was talking again, but more to himself than to his aide. “It wouldn’t have been as crude as that,” he murmured, answering his own earlier question. “I think it’s simply the way they are. I can’t believe they were following Lanaforge’s orders. I don’t want to believe that. Certainly taking over System Sovereignty from Lucifer after the rebellion was bound to be difficult for Lanaforge, but that shouldn’t make a difference . . .” And with that Vanu lapsed into silence again. It was Amadon who seemed unable to put the issue aside.

      “Perhaps Lanaforge has lost interest in us. That thing about us being infected by Caligastia? You think Lanaforge doesn’t trust us?” Amadon was clearly rattled.

      “Agreed; it was completely uncalled for. Infected by Caligastia, indeed! The damn cheek of it!” Vanu was evidently riled too, underneath his calm demeanor.

      I hadn’t seen Vanu express any real anger before, however, and it didn’t last long. He’d released the emotion before he started speaking again. “You may have something there, Amadon, but I sincerely hope you’re wrong. Yet there is definitely something happening at Lanaforge’s court that doesn’t smell quite right. It’s almost as if they want us to fail . . .”

      Vanu fell silent again as they emerged from the woods for their first glimpse of their fandors. Amadon’s attention was now fixated on his bird, and he started running toward her. As he did so, he was greeted by a wild flapping of massive wings and her sonorous wail of pure friendship.

      Watching Vanu hurrying after his aide to be welcomed with the same enthusiasm by his fandor, I couldn’t help wondering whether fine, loyal Vanu, who’d thrown everything into trusting the legitimacy of the Multiverse Administration’s Local System over Lucifer’s revolution, might be entertaining some doubts about MA’s sincerity.

      Clambering on the two fandors’ backs, Vanu and Amadon threw their arms around their bird’s soft downy necks and bid their good-byes to the beautiful park that had been their home for almost a century as their fandors gathered themselves for flight.

      A brief, and somewhat awkward jilting run, and the fandors were soaring up over the hillside, Vanu and Amadon clinging to their backs and whooping with the pure joy of being aloft and free of gravity.

      I saw them taking one last swing over the peninsula, swooping low over the visitors’ children playing in the orchards, before gaining enough height to catch the wind currents that would carry them on their long journey homeward.

      Home to their beloved Islands of Mu.

      It had been a long absence.

      Far too long.
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