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      “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

      “Timothy Wyllie’s books have come to be recognized as the foremost spiritual autobiographies of the age. In this latest installment Timothy steps aside to allow a companion angel to rejig the narrative from her point of view. Fulfilling Geoffrey Hodson’s century-old prediction of The Brotherhood of Angels and Men, this book unveils the portal through which that brotherhood can emerge, and does so with style, humor, and grace.”

      GORDON PHINN, AUTHOR OF AN AMERICAN IN HEAVEN
AND ETERNAL LIFE 
AND HOW TO ENJOY IT
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        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

      Getting to Know Georgia
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      A Near-Death Experience, the Intuition Muscle, the Lucifer Rebellion, and Writing Collaboratively with Angels

      Over the many years of following an elusive trail of nonhuman intelligences, I’ve come to think of myself as an explorer of consciousness; I use my own mind as an experiential workbench. I have found that the extent to which I can feel and perceive, and sometimes understand, other intelligent life-forms in the universe almost entirely depends on my own state of consciousness.

      Following an eye-opening, near-death experience (NDE) in 1973, I finally became fully aware that other levels of reality interpenetrate ours. The power of the NDE left me reeling and yet ultimately convinced me that my life’s path involves exploring these other regions and domains of beingness, some of which can be classified as “angels.”

      I first encountered angels in the course of my NDE. Seven years later, after they appeared speaking through a light-trance medium in Toronto, I decided to take them seriously enough to spend the next two years learning how to make a reliable connection with my own companion (guardian) angels. This then led to fulfilling their wishes to help more people become aware of their presence by holding workshops with my partner, Alma Daniel, and teaching the participants how to make contact with the higher realms. In 1992, Alma and I, together with Andrew Ramer, wrote Ask Your Angels. Having been translated into eight languages, it has become a very successful manual for contacting one’s companion angels.

      After I had learned to work with angels, I wrote my next two books—Adventures Among Spiritual Intelligences and the more recent Return of the Rebel Angels—in conscious collaboration with two of them, Zophiel and Zadkiel, who were assigned to work with me.

      Yet, throughout this gradual process of opening to subtle inner voices, of learning to test and discern one from another, I became aware of another presence, one that, although more reticent at first than the others, has, over the years, continued to make herself felt. Georgia is an angel, certainly, or a Watcher, as she prefers to be called; however, she is quite unlike any angel I’ve ever encountered.

      I now believe that her initial, apparent shyness was more a question of timing as well as my need for more confirmation and confidence, because it later became evident that she wanted to write a book with me. This was to be different from my previous books in that Georgia hoped to tell her own story through me, while at the same time weave into it what she had observed of my life, but from her own, often idiosyncratic, point of view.

      Although I had first encountered Georgia in the late 1980s, apparently she had tried to make contact with me far earlier in my life. When she first appeared, I was scared stiff; my old wartime fear circuits started erupting all over again, and I had a real problem figuring out what was happening to me. I thought I might have been going a little crazy back there for a year or two. Yet I was happy and well adjusted: I was paying my bills, writing my books, drawing my graphics, and generally taking care of business.

      I was initially cautious about allowing Georgia into my consciousness and into my life, thinking she might merely be some projection of my own desires and wishes. Later I came to believe that she might be my anima—my female aspect—because there were times that she would test my commitment to her by requiring me to wear women’s clothes. As you might imagine, I was hardly enthusiastic about doing this. I’m not gay, or particularly effeminate by nature, and had no desire to appear any more foolish than I normally do, until Georgia explained that cross-dressing served our mutual purposes. She intended to create a kinetic feedback system whereby the sensation of women’s clothes on the surface of my skin would remind both of us that she was “overlighting” me. And, because following my inner promptings is what allowed me to communicate with angels in the first place, I faced my fears and plunged in—even if I did make a pretty terrifying-looking creature in five-inch heels!

      I emphasize this, because part of the bargain I worked out with Georgia was that she could occupy my body and write her book using my brain and hands, with the proviso that I was to remain present as an observer throughout. Unlike a full-trance medium—who leaves her body while another entity possesses it and speaks through it—I chose the more challenging option of sharing my body for the purposes of this work and what Georgia feels is necessary to express.

      Over the years of writing this book, our arrangement has gone through a number of changes. While the first part of the book was written longhand entirely by Georgia, with me merely doing a light edit when typing it up, we later managed to work in such a way that both of us could actually write it simultaneously. It’s a curious process to describe, and I’m not even sure myself how it works. While I received Georgia’s earlier material as a fluid flow of automatic writing, she now requires me to sit at the keyboard and listen to the BBC radio over earphones (to distract my monkey mind, she tells me) and wait for her words to filter up into my conscious attention. At that point it becomes more of a conscious collaboration as we work together to frame whatever it is we have to say in the most lucid way possible.

      Gradually, over time, she has shown herself to be an independent being, with her kindness and ever-present consideration for just how much weirdness I can handle. Because this is a collaboration, and not simply a case of her taking over my body, Georgia never pressures me in any way. You can tell from her voice that she is strong and remarkably savvy in many areas of human endeavor, but she has always been most solicitous in her approaches to me. I work on the assumption that our contact is genuine and real and that it is sanctioned by the God I hold true in my heart and whom both Georgia and I revere and continue to serve.

      I agree with Dr. John C. Lilly’s insight in his seminal book, Simulations of God, that belief systems are rungs on the ladder of self-knowledge. With that observation firmly in mind, I have chosen to adopt the belief that Georgia is who she says she is—an angel who has become a Watcher by falling into the denser frequencies of life in this world and who has chosen to work with me and others for her own redemption and for the transformation of our planet.

      I found it personally interesting to see how Georgia’s attitudes and opinions have gradually changed over the course of this work. There were times when I disagreed with her or felt she was being overly conspiratorial, but I’ve chosen to give her free rein to tell her story as she wishes—blemishes and all. Some of her more acerbic observations about Multiverse personnel she has encountered fall under this category and are hers alone.

      She clearly feels justified in speaking so plainly. Since aligning herself with Lucifer’s rebellion almost a quarter of a million years ago, she has been watching all her dreams and aspirations turn to dust as this planet has fallen further and further into chaos and ruin. Her story is one of gradually coming to terms with the consequences of her decision to follow Lucifer, her loss of faith, and then her equally gradual realization that all things in the Multiverse ultimately work out for the best.

      For myself, having another voice narrating my story from a more knowing point of view has been nothing short of revelatory. Although I didn’t become fully aware of Georgia’s presence until I was in my forties, she tells me that she’s been observing me for a number of lifetimes. This, in itself, was an eye-opener. Then I discovered that deeper threads run through life and are unrealized at the time, yet, when they’re understood in retrospect, they take on a renewed level of importance. This has reassured me that we are all citizens of the Multiverse, whether or not we know it, and that each one of us is loved and cared for on our spiritual journey in ways we can scarcely imagine.

      In starting to work with Georgia, I soon realized—as have most of us who’ve chosen to venture behind the scrim of everyday reality—that the Multiverse is complex and populated by a wide variety of life-forms, some of whom have a great interest in life in this world. I use the word Multiverse on Georgia’s recommendation, specifically to include the many layers—both inner and outer—of what is conventionally referred to as the universe. She assures me that life exists as abundantly on all the many levels of the Multiverse, every bit as copiously as life shows up in all available niches in our biosphere.

      One great group of these entities hails from the inner worlds of the hierarchies of angels and archangels, and others share the same broad range of vibrational frequencies that we humans do. This latter group, these “others,” manifest to us—when we can perceive them—as extraterrestrials in what Georgia calls the “outer worlds.”

      This cleared up a problem for me that has so confused those interested in extraterrestrial phenomena. It is not a question of whether visitors to our planet Earth are ETs or angels. Both of these great lines of sentience are reaching through to us—from the outer, material worlds of the extraterrestrials and from the inner worlds of the celestials—at this key point in human evolution.

      Thanks to The Urantia Book, the most reliable compendium of celestial information I have yet come across, we now know that the Multiverse is a vast and well-organized business. Those of us who are prepared to extend our fields of consciousness sufficiently are able to participate in its affairs. We can each do this to the extent that we are able to open our hearts and minds to the unseen depths of life, and, most of all, by learning to trust our intuitions. With the contemporary emphasis on evidentiary thinking, that for which no repeatable evidence exists is either pushed to the sidelines of science and academia, or it’s dismissed out of hand as irrational or impossible. While objective, fact-based, scientific belief systems have shrugged off many of the inherited burdens of superstition, an overemphasis on rationality has also led to a dangerous atrophying of our inner knowing.

      In my experience, intuition can best be thought of as a muscle: if it is not used, it grows weak and becomes unreliable. Most of us educated in the Western world are taught from an early age to place our trust in external sources of knowledge. We are led to believe that following our intuition and doing what we deeply want to do will result in total self-indulgence and, ultimately, anarchy and social chaos.

      We are not generally encouraged to understand that there are issues to which it is correct to apply intuition and others to which rational, logical thought is better suited. Thus, we have respected scientists rejecting, for example, the existence of angels or God or extraterrestrials because there is no rational evidence for them. Yet this is simply applying an incorrect system of analysis to matters that surrender their truths in a far more subtle way.

      Developing an effective intuition, an inner voice that can be trusted, is not an overnight affair. It can take us into unknown territory and will often have its own reasons for doing so. Having said this, it is well worth noting that there have been a few times over the years when my intuition has proved inaccurate, or even downright wrong, but the mistakes I made as a consequence were mine to learn from and not the errors of others in whom I might have mistakenly placed my trust. I have also gone counter to my intuition from time to time and had to learn the unfortunate consequences of doing that.

      Yet the greatest danger of a dormant intuition may be in missing what is truly happening on this planet at this very special point in the evolution of intelligent life. Listening with the wisdom of the heart will reveal a different picture from what we are likely to get on the nightly news. This is not to say that terrible crimes and injustice don’t continue but that there are deeper meanings and patterns in the ways of humanity, ones that become discernible through intuitive means. While rational belief might hold that the pending global situation is unavoidably disastrous, a trusted intuition will reveal a world that is in the process of massive spiritual transformation.

      Georgia has taught me all this—and more—although, in the long run, she may turn out to be someone or something else entirely. One psychologist might consider Georgia a repressed aspect of myself; another might view her as a subpersonality of mine and diagnose me as suffering from multiple personality disorder. A Buddhist might wonder if Georgia is a tulpa, an entity I created by my focused intention; while a skeptic is guaranteed to dismiss her as a delusion and me as crazy. That’s just fine with me. For now I am accepting Georgia at face value, as I know the true worth of her story lies in the integrity and coherence of the knowledge and information she passes on to us.

      She hasn’t yet told me why she insists on calling me Mein Host, and I wonder if she ever will. Whenever I’ve asked her I get the sense of a sly grin and a feeling that I’ll know in good time. It seems she thinks of it as a private running joke that she includes to keep me curious. I have gone along with this, because it serves my purpose in maintaining some objectivity when she writes about me. However, it is the content of her work, and not what she chooses to call me, that is important. If, by allowing her to tell her story through me, she is able to activate others of her kind, then this work, so many years (and incarnations) in the making, will have been most worthwhile.

      I would like to believe that Georgia’s tale will be among the first of a new literary genre in which our celestial friends will feel free to share their adventures through the almost infinite corridors of time and space. As Georgia says: “I will always tell you the truth as I understand it. It’s not perhaps the Truth, but at least it is a truth, and one that might help in filling in the great patchwork quilt of Divinity that is the Supreme Being, the Holographic Matrix, the Rainbow Serpent of the Australian Aboriginals, or the Great Goddess of Western Mysticism.”

      Whatever name you choose to use, She is the One in whom we all find our ground of being—angels, extraterrestrials, humans, and cetaceans alike.

      TIMOTHY WYLLIE

       

      And when Thomas came back to his companions,

      they asked him: “What did Jesus say to you?”

      Thomas said to them:

      “If I tell you one of the sayings He said to me

      you will pick up stones and throw them at me,

      and fire will come out of the stones and burn you up.”

      JAMES M. ROBINSON,
SECRETS OF JESUS

      I can only hope that by twenty-five

      you will be old enough to understand the care

      you must take, the responsibility of knowing

      the truth of your heritage and destiny,

      which, in our family,

      are two branches of a single tree.

      DANIELLE TRUSSONI,
ANGELOLOGY
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      Reverberations of Violence
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      Georgia on War, Angelic Arrivals, Early Out-of-Body Travels, and Violent Imprints and Survivor Guilt

      Don’t expect me to put this narrative in any sort of chronological order, because angels don’t think like that. Well, we try to! We have to make a real effort to have any idea of what human beings are themselves thinking. You see that we can’t actually get into their minds; that is, unless they request it.

      I guess I should at least try to start at the beginning—of Mein Host’s life anyway—which is all part of our bargain. My life we’ll come to as we are going along. Mein Host, the amiable consciousness who is allowing me to write these words through his body, is an old friend by now, although I have only really come to know him well through the course of this one incarnation.

      He breaks in again to ask me why I choose to address him as Mein Host, with its Germanic overtones. It’s my humor, I tell him, and it is more at my expense than his. If he is patient with me and continues this narrative, in time he will discover why he is Mein Host to me. To continue my story: Mein Host was born just outside London in the midsummer of 1940, on a small island at the height of its lonely battle against the Nazi hordes. The Nazis attacking the island of his birth were co-opted by methamphetamine, cocaine, and heroin, and a dictator sufficiently demonized by both a traumatized consciousness and ancient occult forces to attempt to dominate the world.

      Why Mein Host chose—for he did choose that, I can tell you—to be born into such a war six weeks premature is curious to me—almost as if he were anxious to get here. The ways of mortals continue to puzzle me. Yet, given his prior incarnation, I suppose it was scarcely surprising, but my ward wasn’t to find that out until much later in his life.

      His parents were already starting to have their difficulties. George, his father, was a bright and ambitious young architect in 1930s England before the war. He and his architectural partner, another George, were already showing their promise by coming second only to Erich Mendelsohn and Serge Chermayeff—both world-class architects and refugees from the Bauhaus—in a prominent prewar English architectural competition.

      However, the war was to change all that. George, ever the dreamer, volunteered for the Royal Air Force early in the war, only to be told that his eyesight was inadequate for the fighter-pilot fantasy he’d always harbored. Besides, he was much more essential as an architect for all the war-related factories that had to be hurriedly built. George’s frustration at seeing his mates lofted into the air—even though they were soon to return to Earth in a rather less graceful way—wore down his spirit. The long hours of graphic drudgery, drawing interminable blueprints for arms factories, quickly destroyed his architectural ambitions as the years passed and the war continued unabated.

      George always possessed a materialistic, show-off side to his personality—he kept two Rolls-Bentley saloon cars at his prime—and that aspect soon started running rampant. Although George was as kind as he was able to be to his squalling little brat, Mein Host was cramping his style. One of the few remaining photographs of George shows him tipping his glass of beer so the infant can take a drink. Yet there is kindness, and love of a sort, in this gesture, of which my ward has to remind himself lest he becomes too hard on the father he really never knew.

      During a war the men who are left behind have a far wider selection of women available to them. One thing led to another, as these matters will, and soon George was having a variety of affairs, evidence of which Diana, his wife, eventually discovered. Showing a remarkable strength of purpose she took the child, now age two, and left London to join her sister Joyce, Joyce’s husband Norman, and her small family in the village of Cranbrook, in Kent, and filed for divorce

      George went downhill from then on, ultimately joining the army as a private—a humbling prospect for a proud man—then going AWOL and ending up in an army prison. Having a sensitive nature—his pub friends before the war gave him the effeminate nickname “Curly”—prison life was a singularly rude awakening for poor George in more ways than the obvious. Although I never checked him out until years after his death, when I was required to coordinate a spiritual meeting between him and Mein Host, by then a man in his late thirties, George clearly left the brig a changed man.

      Nevertheless, one of his affairs stuck, and he ended up marrying the bartending wife of a publican in the north of England, where he’d originally grown up. After the war George and his new wife emigrated to Australia to start another life and a family. From here on, George moves to the sidelines of the family history, never again to meet my ward in the flesh.

      If you wonder why, in a volume of confessions purporting to be that of an angel, I would choose to focus also on the life of a mortal, then be aware of just how fascinated we angels are with the lives of human beings. It has always been so. There are numerous angels assigned to this planet, most of whom are not those who chose to follow Lucifer. In order to clarify this point over the course of this narrative, I refer to the rebel angels specifically as Watchers, because our destiny is proving to be different from that of the angels who remained loyal to the Multiverse Administration (MA). And to further clarify, I use the term Watcher to describe discarnate rebel angels, who are of a quite different order from those described in The Book of Enoch, which are embodied.

      Allow me to digress for a moment to fill you in on the basic facts of this pivotal angelic rebellion that occurred about 203,000 years ago among the angelic administration of our Local System of 1,000 inhabitable planets. Lucifer was known at that time as System Sovereign and held administrative control over the approximately 620 planets that were then supporting intelligent mortal life in this Local System.

      Every System of planets has a System Sovereign, and each planet is overseen by a Planetary Prince. Thirty-seven of these Planetary Princes, including our own Caligastia, chose to align themselves with Lucifer in his call for rebellion against the Multiverse Administration’s established ways of supervising the evolution of intelligent life. (Lucifer’s reasons for doing this are examined in greater detail later in this narrative.) Because Earth was one of these thirty-seven planets, the impact of this rebellion and its many repercussions have been profound and can be held responsible for much of the fear, inequity, and belligerence encountered here today.

      I, Georgia, am one of the many angels who chose to follow the rebels. My primary motive for taking on this work is to understand for myself the consequences of the decision I made so long ago. I believe I can do this by tracing back over what I have observed since I’ve been here—a little over half a million years—to try to identify key points in human prehistory when planetary affairs took a turn for the worse, as well as reviewing the part played by angels and other off-world personnel. To do this I will need to explain how we angels differ from our human wards. Our angelic nature may well be very different from human nature, and yet there is a marvelous compatibility, and a fascinating challenge, too, that frankly isn’t quite to the taste of many of my kind.

      Keep in mind that not having the same degree of individuation as mortals, we are creatures of far greater choicelessness and largely lack the ability all humans have to make those surprising leaps of intuition and acts of will. But, more than anything, we Watchers enjoy observing individual human beings in their struggle to elevate themselves above their animal natures, to gain a keener grasp of higher spiritual realities. This is the mortal journey. And we, who are created to oversee and administer this process over the endless eons, form a curiously complex relationship with our charges, made only more so for a Watcher by the possibility of a mortal incarnation to come. There! That is the first time I’ve been able to articulate that thought. I am amazed. I trust I will continue to surprise myself.

      Having said that, I will return to my story.

      You’ll recall my mention of Diana, Mein Host’s mother. She was made of somewhat sterner stuff than her husband, George. She worked in MI6 for British Intelligence before the war, moving down to Bletchley with the deciphering of the Enigma machine and only leaving to give birth to her son. Although always modest about her accomplishments, she confided to her son—after the Official Secrets Act expired in the 1970s—about her trips into Germany counting troop buildups and tank movements, and having once to eat her written notes aboard a train on the way home.

      I can see her as she was then, a shy but dark-haired beauty—half-hearing, half-imagining the heavy boots of the German railway police as they march closer to her compartment; watching her stuff the torn-up pieces of paper into her mouth, feeling vulnerable and absurd, her face red with embarrassment, mouth dry, eyes wide with fear, chomping wildly to destroy her indigestible transgression of the rules of the Great Game.

      Later in her life and in her cups, she was inclined to blame herself for not more fully understanding the stresses that poor George was under: his drinking and his infidelities. But she acknowledged that she’d made a bold and, for those times, a daring choice to divorce her husband before the situation got any worse.

      Which, of course, it did.

      Diana was not to see or hear from George again until he turned up on her doorstep in London some nine years later, wanting to see his son. She made the soul-searchingly difficult decision not to let him do this, justifying it later by saying—often just holding back tears—that she didn’t want to upend her son’s life by bringing an absent father into the picture.

      By now an eleven-year-old boy, Mein Host had been showing a complete lack of curiosity in his father, a mental block that persisted well into his late thirties. I could see that Diana was holding him in one of those maternal hypnotic holds; she just shut down all paternal references. He simply never thought about his father and, a little later, during his adolescence, when most fatherless children start getting interested in who begat them, it was as if his father never existed.

      How could she have done this? You might well ponder this question, but you’d need to know a little bit about Diana’s family history to understand the English aptitude for emotional repression.

      Diana was born the eldest of three sisters to parents equally devastated by the First World War as the little family would become by World War II. Diana’s father had been severely shell-shocked and gassed in the trenches of France and returned from the war a nervous wreck of a man. Rare cheerful moods were almost immediately followed by long periods of the blackest of depressions. Diana’s mother, hopelessly ill-equipped to deal with her husband’s mental instability, used to send her eldest daughter—no doubt her husband’s favorite—up to the darkness of his bedroom to somehow cajole her father into a better mood. You can only imagine what a fruitless task this was and what desperate scars of failure it would have left on a twelve-year-old girl.

      When she was a mere thirteen and a half, with her two younger sisters spaced out at two-year intervals and considered too young to understand, Diana was told that her father had ended his life with a pistol. She was away at a convent—a boarding school in the English tradition—when she was called into the Mother Superior’s office and curtly informed that her father had shot himself. He was dead. Told to be brave when she cried, Diana, as the oldest of the three children, pushed down her grief and anger to support her emotionally distraught mother.

      And here is the clue to the English personality of that era: Diana’s father’s suicide, or indeed his death at all, was never once mentioned as the remaining family gathered for their meals and went about their daily tasks. The place in the children’s lives so recently filled by a father, albeit a hopelessly dejected and forlorn one, was simply never mentioned.

      So, given that example of stiff-upper-lip stoicism, it isn’t surprising that Diana was later able to successfully hide any reference to her erstwhile husband from her largely indifferent son. As to why the boy fell so willingly into this blindness, I can only say that there were a lot of other things on his young mind.

      I attended Mein Host’s birth early that warm June morning in 1940, albeit it in a quiet and nonparticipatory role. Other angels were more actively involved with the process, as they always are, soothing and running a gentle and supportive resonance through the hospital ward.

      This process of human birth is especially intriguing to us angels, because we are not created in this way. I frankly can’t recall when I was born. I seem to have lived forever. What I do know is that we are created by our Mother Spirit in great clans, often many tens of thousands of us are manifested simultaneously. And that is what it feels like: one moment we are not, and the next moment we are. Perhaps for you, it is akin to those first few seconds after you awaken from a deep sleep and you aren’t quite sure where you are, or indeed, what you are.
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      Angels don’t have a childhood in any human sense of the word. Certainly we gain degrees of understanding from experience, but, unlike mortals, we are created for our specific tasks and positions in the administration of the Multiverse. It is those roles that we are intended to fulfill faithfully until the end of time. And that can be a very long time indeed! Many passages of our constellation around the galactic center and here we still are, stationary in time, stuck like ants in amber, while we watch these odd mortal creatures, so strangely similar to us and yet rising from the evolution of material beings on all the inhabited planets of the vast Multiverse. From monkeys, no less!

      The higher celestials—the archangels responsible for the smooth running of the Multiverse—do not experience the tensions we angels of humbler stock encounter while we observe, often silently, as generations of mortal beings live and die. Humans generally awaken to their eternal life after the death of their bodies and to the exhilaration of their long climb up the ladder of progressive spiritual awakenings, until they become aware of who they truly are and what their real purpose is.

      In the unlikely event that you, dear reader, are so profoundly disillusioned with the prospect of eternal life, I would like to reassure you that a choice is freely given when you are awakened from the dream of death as to whether or not you wish to proceed. Although it is sometimes hard to believe from within the mortal coil, the Multiverse is, in the end, exquisitely fair: choice is always fairly given.

      There are those among us who teach that you mortal creatures, so recently arisen from the higher primates, are, unlike us, indwelt by the Divine Father of All, or at least by a fragment of Him. This might well seem strange, especially when you take a long, hard look at the state of the world and what terrible things human beings can do to one another.

      Yet when I talk to Joy, one of the two companion (guardian) angels who accompany Mein Host, she assures me that she can sense this so-called Divine Spark, this Atman, burning inside the heart of her charge, even if I cannot. I can only take it on faith. Indeed, I have often wondered (and frankly, wondering is not my strong suit) whether it is just as likely that any sense of godhood my charge might feel from time to time—especially in those moments when he reaches the pinnacle of human consciousness—may equally well come from the Divinity inherent in the heart of matter, mater, or, literally, the body of the Holy Mother Spirit, the Matrix, the beloved Mother of all the angels in this Local Universe.

      Over the course of this narrative I will try to convey an idea of the structure and workings of the Multiverse as I understand it, and I’ll be using some of what Mein Host has learned from his reading and experiences. I do this unapologetically, because I share the vocabulary and the conceptual understandings of my ward to frame my story.

      So, for now, let me simply focus on what I referred to previously as a Local Universe, to give you a sense of scale. Local Universes—and there are 100,000 of them in each of the seven Superuniverses—are relatively autonomous social and political units of 10 million inhabited planets. It’s the sum of these seven Superuniverses that I refer to as the Multiverse. The Multiverse itself is a finite structure, shaped, I’m told, like a multilayered torus that derives its fundamental energies from an even deeper Source, which I’ve learned is the Central Universe, although I have never been there. It’s far too elevated for my kind. The Melchizedek teach that the great Multiverse Creators reside within the Central Universe. At each level of the Multiverse there are celestial beings who guide and minister to the material beings within their domains.

      At the level of the Local Universe are two primary creator beings—a Creator Son and a Holy Mother Spirit (of whom more later), who, between them, organize and shape the energies pouring through from the Central Universe. These energies create all the life-forms inhabiting their Local Universe.

      Each Local Universe is divided into a nested hierarchy of levels, the smallest of which is a local System of one thousand inhabited, or to be inhabited, worlds. Your System, for example, has about 620 planets that are currently populated with mortals very much like yourselves. As holds true for the Local Universe, there is a pair of beings who oversee all the angels and mortals within their local domain. The names given this pair in your System—Lucifer and Satan—will have a familiar and likely unfavorable resonance, but I would suggest forbearance because there is far more to their story than is generally known. Much of this I’ll be addressing in the pages of this book.

      In understanding more of the nature of these two beings, Descending Sons in general parlance (as opposed to Ascending Sons, which includes all mortals), their hold over this world and the thirty-six other worlds in this Local System can start to be released. Some of the most negative aspects of Lucifer and Satan’s energies are deeply embedded in this planet’s mental and psychic circuitry, and these will need to be untangled.

      One of the reasons I took on this writing project with Mein Host’s kind indulgence was to work out for myself what went wrong in the overall plan. I was also driven by wanting to find out how the principal protagonists precipitated the situation so long ago that has resulted, if indirectly, in the chaos and fear you see in your world today.

      I admit now (let’s get it over with right off the bat) that we were all mistaken, although it has taken me some time to arrive at that conclusion. Not being able to perceive the Indwelling Spirit in our mortal charges, having to accept it on faith from superiors we were growing to distrust—all this and more rendered us insensitive to the true nature of our functions.

      Perhaps it was this very blindness to the true nature of his mortal charges that led Lucifer, our System Sovereign, to revolt against the Multiverse Administration 203,000 years ago. I know this will sound improbably long ago—the most ancient of ancient history to many of you reading this—but, as I said, angels have a more fluid sense of the passage of time. For us the revolution often seems like yesterday.

      Let me add here that I use “revolution” and “rebellion” interchangeably, as both words tell of the same event, and yet there is a subtle but important semantic difference for the protagonists. An administration will call an uprising a rebellion and claim their opposition are rebelling against their authority, whereas those inciting an uprising will call themselves revolutionaries and their uprising a revolution. If I do favor one term over the other it’s generally pertinent to the point of view from which I’m describing the event.

      Thus, here I choose to use the term rebellion, because it was one of the most devastating events to have occurred within the angelic realm in recent times, and it will turn up again and again as this story proceeds. The rebellion profoundly unhinged life on this planet and the other thirty-six worlds that fell under its influence. Not only did humans, on the whole, become progressively more estranged from their angelic counselors and guides, but a deep suspicion of all matters celestial was created in the world mind of each of the dissenting planets.

      Although these thirty-seven worlds were scarcely a handful of the more than six hundred inhabited planets within the System Sovereign’s influence at that time, that was no mitigation of the increasingly chaotic quality of life in these dissenting worlds. To make the situation even more difficult, as a consequence of the rebellion those planets (Earth obviously included) were cut off and isolated from the general Multiverse reality and the local star routes.

      On the positive side of this conflict, it is striking to see how millennia of planetary isolation have bred an extraordinarily hardy bunch of human beings capable at best of “believing without seeing” and of being able to develop the sufficient inner strength to receive revelations from higher orders of universal intelligence.

      On the other side of the issue, as if to defy all need for Divinity in life, humans have also found it possible to deny the obvious and ever-present evidence of a high intelligence inherent in Creation. Angels find it a source of endless amazement that some humans can dismiss this marvelous act of creation as a chance concatenation of random molecules without ever grappling with how this whole elaborate dance of life came to be in the first place. If you were to give the matter any thought, it would quickly become obvious that there simply hasn’t been enough time since the Local Universe was created for all these random events to have been worked through—certainly not enough to have produced such an astonishingly orderly distribution of galaxies, constellations, and ultimately the planets themselves, with all their myriad differing life-forms. Even logic requires some form of intelligent hand behind it all. Your Charles Darwin’s theory of evolution through natural selection tells only a small part of the story but doesn’t begin to address the true origins of life in this world.

      However, this is no time for me to be rattling on about the Multiverse and all its teeming inhabitants, which will all become clearer to you when you die and awaken to your own new life. You see, there is a tradition, now lost in your world—along with the great store of wisdom that would have been your birthright on a more normal planet—that would have informed you of the wealth of intelligent life that surrounds you. You would be aware of the angelic realms, of the ever-present nature spirits, and of the enormous, populated Multiverse.

      But this world of yours could never be called normal. For reasons beyond my current understanding (I always wish to be completely honest about my limitations with you, dear reader), this is soon to become the most significant planet—politically, that is—on your level of density in this whole Local Universe of ten million inhabited planets. This planetary elevation remains a mystery, and it’s my great hope that it will occur while I am writing this narrative.

      Now if it comes as a surprise that we have politics in the celestial realms, merely consider that when bureaucrats of any stripe attempt to organize a large territory—be they angels or mortals—sooner or later a bureaucracy takes over. At that point the organization is run more for the benefit of the governing bodies and their interests. It had taken Lucifer and his revolutionary ideas to bring matters to a head in his Local System by calling into question the whole operation being designed to serve the spiritual growth and ascension of mortal beings. There was far more to Lucifer’s dissenting views than that, but it was this cavalier attitude to the mortals in his charge, cloaked by his demand for greater freedom for all beings, that most disturbed MA.

      If there is truth to the notion that an aspect of the Creator God abides in the hearts of these strange, squiggly, alarmingly aggressive beings who call themselves human, then this would suggest a certain equilibrium in the balance of intelligent life in the Multiverse. That the Creator would place a fragment of Himself into these creatures who are so low in the great chain of intelligent life in the Multiverse, and yet appear to have the choice to be raised to the very pinnacle of divine consciousness, remains one of those imponderable mysteries to all angels.

      Yet there must be good reason for it. There are some who even say that ascendant mortals are to become the creator beings of new worlds, out beyond the limits of the seven vast Superuniverses. Yet none of us know this for certain.

      Let me say at this point that I have been present in this world for almost as long as humans have been regarded as sentient. I have also been fortunate to make a few infrequent transports to Zandana, a nearby planet also aligned with the Lucifer Rebellion, but one that escaped the worst ravages of planetary chaos.

      I was present, although I was seldom permitted to play an active role, in the great civilizations of Lemuria and Atlantis and their Egyptian and South American outposts. However, those of our kind progressively lost any influence over both cultures when each, for different reasons, collapsed and their surviving populations dispersed around the world to form the unacknowledged antecedents of all subsequent civilizations.

      I was originally awarded a post in this world, then thought to be undistinguished, in the time before the revolution brought the first light of the Supreme to those of us capable of recognizing our System Sovereign’s guidance. I was among those able to listen deeply within ourselves to new levels of understanding.

      We’d heard talk of the conflict that was raging among the highest sons of our Local System. Some were even saying that secession was being considered; others were asserting that Lucifer, his colleague Satan, and their cohorts were defectors and were succumbing to resentment and vainglory. The trouble is that we angels aren’t really equipped emotionally to deal with the defection of our superiors. Impossible doubts filled our minds as we struggled to make peace with all the new choices we were facing.

      Multiverse history was little help to us, because the couple of earlier rebellions that had occurred in this Local Universe were barely talked about, let alone widely taught in the Melchizedek universities. The ruling bureaucracy had every reason to move on from all that trouble in such a distant past.

      What the Multiverse Administration didn’t realize at the time, although it’s so much clearer now, is that there had to be some sort of complicity on the highest levels, far above Lucifer and Satan’s heads, for a revolution to have occurred at all.

      The subsequent explanations by agents of MA concerning the eventual defection of so many Planetary Princes and System Sovereigns generally speak of their pride and envy and reject their calls for greater freedoms as irresponsible hedonism. MA also teaches about the risks involved at this late stage of Multiverse density, when the high beings who get posted to these far-flung star systems have to be created in such a way that they have a deep level of empathy and understanding for their mortal wards. The density of matter is mirrored by the density of the emotional bodies needed to cope with the often extremely polarized levels of emotion on these planets. This can be a dangerous level of empathy, which can easily slip into sympathy, or so MA will tell you, but deemed necessary if the angels are to have any real feeling for how life is lived in the third-density planets they administer.

      This isn’t the moment to go into a detailed deconstruction of the event that was to so thoroughly influence mortal life on the thirty-seven planets affected by Lucifer’s revolution, but you’ll probably be able to detect where my feelings reside. Mind you, this is no apologia for Lucifer or Satan or any of us dissenters. We made our choices, and we’ve had to live with them. Besides, we haven’t yet seen the full flowering of the revolution. Of course the initial phases might have been handled in a less troublesome way. But, then again, could they have?

      There is a strange inevitability to major Multiverse upheavals. They have their own rhythms and reasons that are beyond the understanding of many of even the highest angels. I’ve come to my own opinion, which I shall examine over the course of this narrative. It’s a radical concept, and I want to see if it is borne out over the course of my exploration. Could it really have been that the revolution was allowed to occur, or was even sanctioned, by levels far beyond the reach of lowly Watchers like myself? Whether or not this turns out to be more substantial than one Watcher’s opinion, the thought itself has brought me a modicum of comfort.

      There are other compensations, too, which will become more obvious as my story unfolds.
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      Back now to my ward and the young family. Diana and her by-now two-year-old son, Mein Host, had rented a house near her younger sister Joyce, her husband Norman, and her soon-to-be brood of four children, Mein Host’s cousins. Uncle Norman, a civil engineer, was in charge of maintaining the English South Coast’s seawall. He came and went with the varying conditions of the wall and the accuracy of German bombers. The two houses were in Cranbrook, a small village in Kent, in the southeast corner of England, and must have seemed to promise safe refuge from the bombs raining down on London during the Blitz and later throughout the war.

      This was not quite what happened, though. It started with the German bombers who had to turn back before reaching London and dropped their bombs on Kentish villages before limping back across the English Channel. The stresses the villagers experienced rapidly intensified as the war progressed and the ever-inventive Nazi engineers developed the V1 ramjet flying bomb. The village of Cranbrook, as the families were soon to discover, lay precisely under the route these doodlebugs took on the way from their launchpads in Nazi Europe to hit London. And, unfortunately for the residents of the village, one way the ramjets’ trajectories could be controlled was through the amount of fuel they burned. This was a matter of trial and error that led to predictable results as the German engineers fiddled with the calibrations to get the range correct.

      So my young ward’s earliest memories are of being bundled beneath the stairs, or under a special table surrounded by a wire cage to keep out the shrapnel, in what was thought to be the safest place in the house. This shelter was not much good, though, if the building were to collapse, but the very least a loving parent could hope to do for the children.

      And it was meant to be all about the children, the future of the country, wasn’t it? Yet, on the other side of the channel lay the Third Reich, whose leaders, with their sadistic racial doctrines, were trying to ensure their own future with their plans for a super-race of children. England, in its modest and traditionally intransigent style, wasn’t going to tolerate that!

      Diana would later talk of times when she took her infant son outside with her to watch fighter planes trying to tip the short, stubby wings of the doodlebugs, hopefully to send them puttering back to their makers and, incidentally, most often depositing them on the villages and fields of Kent. Yet this was not what was to have such a deep and lasting imprint on Mein Host’s developing consciousness. Fueled by fear and by events seemingly beyond his control, his spirit entered his body far earlier than what is normally considered timely. As I now understand it, this generally happens under less stressful conditions for a mortal sometime in the fourth or fifth year of planetside life.

      I can only imagine that his spirit must have taken pity on the helpless child as he was crammed hurriedly under the table, waiting beside the infant for the dreadful put-put-puttering sound of the ramjet’s engine to stop. Then came the worst part: a few moments of silence followed by the whining rush of wind as the missile plunged down toward the village, ending in the awful explosion on impact.

      Yet for all the terror, perhaps there was something of the Divine hand in that, too, because it was during one of those raids that my ward’s young consciousness, frightened into a silent scream at the center of his being, momentarily expanded, and the child would find himself up in the top corner of the room, separated from his body and oddly serene.

      Although he was certainly too young to have given it any thought at the time, his lifelong interest in transcendent levels of consciousness stems directly from those few brief moments of disembodied clarity and peace.

      These constant threats also produced more unfortunate, but predictable, effects on his young mind. His undeveloped child ego wrestled with whatever it was that he might have done wrong to cause people to try to kill him. It was enough to give anyone paranoid circuits!

      Then he experienced what would later be called survivor guilt. When a bomb fell on someone else’s house and not on his, he wondered what he might have done that merited his being saved. Thus he became stretched on this cross of polarity, his subconscious mind filling in the gaps with a sense of specialness, a feeling that later blossomed into a conviction that he was being preserved for something important, some future destiny.

      The war, like all wars, made it almost impossible for companion angels to minister responsibly to their charges. When human beings are filled with bloodlust and revenge, it makes it very difficult for angels—with our more fragile emotional bodies—to interact with, or to guide, our wards. And I’m not even a companion angel! Joy tells me that those of seraphic origin are somewhat savvier in dealing with the brutality of human emotions in this third level of density. But that is soon to change.

      Without wanting to bore my reader, I would like to explain a technicality here. In the span of the seven levels of density, or dimensions, within which intelligent life resides, humans specifically occupy the first three levels with their conscious minds. Most of you will know that these seven levels coincide with the seven chakras of the human subtle energy system. Far less well understood, however, is that the chakras can also be thought of as portals to the seven primary dimensions.

      The first level, aligned with the base chakra, is that of rocklike security and groundedness; the second, governed by the second chakra, is that of procreation, of sexuality and creativity; and the third level, encompassing and modulating the first two levels, is that of power—power over self and power over others. One of the purposes of a mortal lifetime is to gain progressive mastery over all the feelings and emotions generated by anomalies in the first three chakras.

      Just as it is for individuals, so it is for planets. Earth, for example, is a third-density planet as the focus has been concentrating on evolving the first three dimensions. However, as a global culture, you are now seeking collectively to move from this third level of density into the fourth—that of humanity’s true natural heritage, the link between what is above and what below. It is a kingdom that is accessed through the heart chakra.

      We angels locate our beingness within the fifth of these dimensions, accessible by human beings through the portal of their throat chakra. And, because the finer vibrations of the higher dimensions literally interpenetrate the denser frequencies, we are able to observe humans of our choosing, although they remain unable to perceive us with their senses. This holds true for the ajna chakra in the forehead, which allows you access to the archangels, as well as the crown chakra, which can be thought of as the inner focus of the transcendent Divine Spirit.

      Human beings shouldn’t expect to perceive celestials with their five senses, but they can experience us with their emotional bodies. You can feel us, even if you can’t see us. And you can hear our words if you listen with an open heart and mind.
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      Raised in the harsh school of repression, my young Host managed to force all his terrifying memories aside and managed to live a relatively normal early childhood. Diana, now long out of British Intelligence, moved to London after the war ended in 1945 and started working in the newly created audiovisual department of Encyclopedia Britannica before realizing that she could do just as well, or better as it turned out, by going it alone.

      Diana was fortunate to have inherited a series of beautifully illuminated manuscripts, the chronicle of the life of a fourteenth-century nobleman in France. These were contemporary with the weaving of the Bayeux Tapestry, and the manuscripts showed the exquisite weaving being created in one of the illuminated panels, along with the first recorded appearance of Halley’s Comet. She had the pages professionally photographed, wrote a brief description of the period, packaged them elegantly as educational filmstrips, and set about marketing them to the schools of England. The timing was perfect. She found that most teachers, weary and shell-shocked from the recent war, were only too pleased to flip on a filmstrip projector and read aloud from Diana’s notes to the captivated children.

      For Diana it was the start of a career that would ultimately lead her company, eventually called DW Viewpacks, to become known as the Rolls-Royce of educational filmstrips and slides. She was able to say in her old age that she was one of the few people she knew who was better off now than then and who had made her money honorably.

      Mein Host, eight or nine years old by the end of the 1940s, had meanwhile embarked on the educational course of his background and generation: small and resolutely upper-class kindergartens in London followed by a boarding school at the age of seven. In the long vacation periods he was generally sent off to stay with Joyce and Norman’s family, who by this time had moved from Cranbrook to Folkestone, a small coastal town on the English Channel. Due to the amount of time the boy spent in Folkestone, Norman became by default the only father my ward ever had, although neither would have looked at it in that way. In truth, they appeared to dislike each other intensely.

      Norman, like almost everybody else, was thoroughly traumatized by the war. Although his family lived in Cranbrook, Norman spent most of the war in Folkestone, away from his family, because his oversight of the seawall was so vital to the defense of the South Coast. This was a daunting task, even in peacetime, with the storms and extremes of tide that rip through the narrow channel constantly undermining the concrete foundations of the harbors and seawalls. His task was made all the more demanding during the war by the hastily jettisoned bombs of retreating German bombers trying to score one last hit on England before heading back to their bases in France or Germany. One curious result of the constant danger and pressure under which Norman worked was that he became obsessed with his walls, pouring far more love and attention into them than he ever devoted to his family. The son of a harsh man—his father was a police officer—Norman became even harsher, more authoritarian, and rigid as he fought to contain his anger and frustration. This was an anger he would frequently take out on the children with his belt or his hands. Mein Host, being the oldest and not Norman’s child in the first place, bore most of the brunt of the physical abuse. They would clash frequently over that most childish of issues, vegetables—beans and peas grown by Norman on one of the tiny allotments given to townsfolk to allow them to cultivate their own foodstuffs during the war.

      Being a natural rebel and, for more obscure reasons perhaps, also a picky eater, my ward found himself constantly locked in a battle of wills with his authoritarian uncle. This would frequently result in a whipping even after he openly retched at every bite. What a sad commentary on how little empathy existed in those difficult times within the confines of his cousins’ family—a family from which he by now considered himself an outcast.

      It was from this turmoil that I saw him turning to Susan, the eldest of his four cousins and born only months after him. Cuddles and comfort turned in time into a full-blown childhood affair of both heart and body, at least as much as nine- and ten-year-old bodies can enjoy. While his cousin to this day, perhaps not surprisingly, denies that any such thing happened between them, I can observe him sometimes remembering that early closeness with great fondness and pondering, too, the miracle of never once being caught during the two or three years it was going on.

      So, yes, this helped shape his young character, especially because they got away with it. There, like little animals lying together, they kissed and stroked each other, alive with all the unexpected pleasures they both managed to find in each other. They were also satisfying a deep urge for intimacy at a time of great tension, when England was struggling to get back on its feet again after the devastation of the war.
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      Angels are not educated in the same way as mortal beings. Because we are created for our functions, we are also created with the instinctive knowledge of how to accomplish those functions. Although it may seem odd to you reading this, we angels have not traditionally sought to increase our knowledge.

      Certainly we attend the great academies in the Multiverse, but these are more for training than education. We are expected to know our jobs. What the academies give us is the chance to practice these functions in all manner of situations that are likely to occur in the course of our duties in far-flung worlds. You could think of it as simulations and games theory.

      Thus, when we do eventually take up the positions for which we have been created, we are regarded as being exquisitely trained. Never has this proved to be more important than on this unfortunate planet, as I will try to demonstrate in the telling of this story.

      Not having access to the mind of Mein Host—did I forget to mention that we can only look into a normal mortal’s mind when requested, and my ward had no idea of my existence, or my interest in him, until far later in his life?—I was only able to imagine what he was thinking by observing his actions and his emotional state at that point. I could see that by the time he was sent off to boarding school at around seven years old he was developing some powerful inner tensions in his psyche, generated by the combination of the early trauma inflicted when the doodlebugs were falling and when his uncle’s fury was directed his way. Around the time he was packed off to Southey Hall Preparatory School, a boarding school for boys in Surrey, about fifty miles outside of London, he was cultivating a cunning streak that was to serve him well later on in life. Yet for all this, on the surface he appeared to be quite a normal, though rather shy, young English boy.

      He seemed to get along well with the other boys, as he was sociable enough, and he enjoyed sports without excelling at them. The profound dislike and disrespect for authority figures, which had mainly been directed at his uncle Norman, had not yet surfaced in his character. However, I could see that being wrenched away from his mother at such an early age was toughening him up and started a process of closing his heart.

      Nevertheless, they were relatively easygoing years at Southey Hall, even if the demise of the place was being surreptitiously hastened by the headmaster’s long-lasting sexual molestation of a small boy in the same class as Mein Host. Not having any idea about what was going on, the other boys mercilessly teased the headmaster’s favorite, as young boys will. A tragic child, his constant tears were only made more laughable by his sadly appropriate and eponymous name, Rainey. My ward has had cause several times, when the subject of pedophilia has come up in conversation, to wonder out loud about what that poor child must have been going through and the awful cruelty of the other boys, including himself. I might add that it is the early closing down of natural kindness and compassion that becomes part of the training for the leaders of men of a so recently lost empire.

      This ongoing molestation, which was to finish off Southey Hall School for good in the mid-1950s didn’t come to light until a few months after Mein Host had moved on to Charterhouse, the upper-crust boarding school chosen for him by his mother in her desire to give him the best education possible. Charterhouse is one of those ancient educational institutions—up there with Eton, Harrow, Winchester, and Marlborough—that have been educating the British ruling classes for hundreds of years and are talked about as the Big Five of the English boarding schools.

      Diana, you will remember, was a very determined woman, and since coming to London and starting her own business she was by now developing a wide range of friends and business contacts. Through one such friend she heard that this friend’s son was accepted into Eton, and because the boy’s name was also down for Charterhouse from the day of his birth, this left an opening in his class there. In this way Diana set her sights on finagling her son into this ridiculously snooty school. Her charm and spunky independence must have won the day, because within a few months, at the tender age of twelve and a half, Mein Host found himself locked into another nightmare.
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      Angelic Inspiration
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      The Astral Realms, Institutionalized Brutality, Sexual Repression, a Shooting, and the Spirit of Art

      Angels have a natural revulsion to wanton cruelty. Granted, sometimes the truth can be cruel, but even then it is always liberating. Wanton cruelty is the product of darker, denser emotions than our delicate natures can handle. And it is never liberating. We try to look at it with compassion, but the observation of it sullies us and we find our own hearts hardening against those perpetrating it and against an authority that would allow such things to happen.

      And yet we are fascinated. It is the attraction of opposites. Cruelty for its own sake is so completely foreign to us who don’t seek to dominate others that we are drawn to observe it like winged insects to a flame. This is also what we fear most—being pulled down into the roiling, dank mist, churning with the thoughtforms that populate the lower astral regions of the world mind.

      We are, in part, prepared for the taxing experience of coming close to mortal beings in the simulators of our training academies. I say in part because nothing quite prepared me for the first few times I was pulled into the lower astral realms. It was unlike anything in my angelic experience, a vibration so painful to my being that it took all my strength and focus to pass through it.

      In this region lurk the particularly loathsome quasi-living thought-forms like hatred, revenge, and cruelty, which are fueled constantly by the emotionally powered thoughts of human beings in a feedback loop that is sadly self-perpetuating. This, of course, is also true for positive thoughtforms, such as love, truth, and kindness, which inhabit the higher regions of the astral planes.

      This is the region referred to by different belief systems as the collective unconscious, Dreamtime, the Bardos, the astral realms, hell and heaven, or the realm of demons and angels about which Emanuel Swedenborg wrote so copiously. Within these realms a human consciousness will be drawn to those thoughtforms most relevant to her or his emotional state and spiritual progress. It is also a psychic space that acts as a buffer between the world of mortals and the less dense frequencies of the higher worlds. The reason I write mortals here, rather than humans, is that this applies in principle to the other inhabited planets, whether or not isolated. Mortals have little conscious choice but to enter the astral plane when they are asleep and dreaming; angels, in turn, are a lot more cautious about putting our toes in the water—it’s not really our realm.

      As I’ve said, only those angels who were created for such a venture and who’ve been highly trained would ever dream of taking on a world like this. It hadn’t started that way for me. Life for all of us on Earth was continuing much as normal until Lucifer’s revolution broke out on Jerusem, the capital planet of this System. I can say I find myself here as a result of the choices I made at that point. Since then I’ve had to learn how to manage for myself—not the easiest matter for an angel.
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      You’ll recall that, by dint of his mother’s apparent good fortune, Mein Host found himself at Charterhouse, the youngest child in a school of some 650 boys spanning ages of up to eighteen and, for some of the more obtuse lads, even older. Diana’s clever accomplishment, however, soon turned ugly for my ward when, after a few months, he became caught up in a nasty case of fraternal resentment, although he didn’t realize at the time what was going on. The boy who had gone on to Eton and thus had opened up a space at Charterhouse, one Bruce Barking, had an older brother named Jeremy in the same house as Mein Host—English boarding schools divide the overall student body into smaller units and are boarded together in “houses” of between fifty and eighty-five boys each.

      The older Barking, now a boy of about sixteen, took what seemed to be an unhealthy interest in the young new boy. While I could see that this Barking resented that his kid brother had been sent to the even more snobby Eton and was taking out his anger and resentment on my ward, his intentions toward Mein Host seemed friendly at first. But in the intense atmosphere of suppressed (and frequently not-so-suppressed) sexuality peculiar to boys’ boarding schools, Barking’s interest in my ward soon turned more prurient. Mein Host, having no idea about homosexuality and barely awakened to his own sexuality, had little clue as to what was happening—only that it annoyed and embarrassed him. In the hierarchical structure of a boarding school, the last thing my ward would have needed was to have this much more senior boy mooning around after him.

      This awkward situation came to a head one day when Mein Host had gone out cycling with a couple of friends with his prize possession, a Webley air pistol, firmly stowed away in a bag on the rear rack of his beaten-up old bicycle. The three young friends had the misfortune to come across a gaggle of older boys, also on bicycles and whose number included the lovelorn Barking. The senior boy was soon trying to separate my ward from his friends and to force him off alone into the fields. Circling each other on their bicycles in the narrow country lane, the banter quickly turned unpleasant. When the hated Barking, wobbling to stay upright on his bicycle, turned away from him, Mein Host reached into the bag on the rack, pulled out his air pistol, and, from the distance of about fifteen feet, promptly shot his persecutor in the left buttock.

      Now, air pistols of that type and generation are not particularly dangerous and on the whole won’t break the skin, but they do have a nasty little sting. From what I observe, it is similar to a beesting without, of course, the often unpleasant aftermath.

      Barking gave a sharp yelp of pain and surprise, quickly followed by roars of laughter from everyone else, including, of course, all the older boys who’d also seen what had occurred. Barking could do nothing but glare red-faced as the three younger friends rode off, cackling with laughter. The Shooting, as it came to been known throughout the house, was not an action, as my ward was to find out, destined to make him many friends in high places. For the younger boys, among whom Barking was also known as a bully and a lecher, Mein Host’s unprecedented action was much more appreciated.

      In the rigid hierarchy of a boarding school, junior boys in those days were completely at the mercy of senior ones. This had become institutionalized over the generations into the “fagging” system in which the younger boys are allocated to the seniors, known in this school as monitors, to act essentially as their servants. This included such things as making tea for the monitors and keeping their studies—their small private rooms—clean, as well as being constantly at their beck and call. The younger boys also had to be available whenever a monitor yelled for a “fag” (with none of the gay connotations that word has in the United States) and would have to drop everything they were doing and run to the monitor to do his bidding without question. While this system may have instilled some humility and a sense of service in the younger boys, it also reinforced the rigidity of the gap that separated the ages and encouraged the kind of savagery and disdain with which the junior boys were regarded.

      Mein Host was fortunate in one respect: the older boy, the monitor to whom he had been assigned, turned out to be a thoroughly decent human being, although not without his quirks. One of these turned out to be a German Luger 9-mm pistol that he had lifted from his father, who had in turn lifted it from a dead German soldier during the Second World War—although Mein Host was never told where it came from. After the Shooting incident, which the monitor let my ward know he thought was thoroughly justified, agreeing that Barking was a pompous idiot, he let his fag clean his precious gun.

      Barking, incensed by the humiliation and smarting from the rejection of his advances, became a mortal enemy of Mein Host. While waiting until he, too, became a monitor and could use that position to really hurt my ward (and others by this time—he was not a popular person), Barking appeared to back down and leave the younger boy alone. Or, so it appeared. However, I observed that many of the small, unpleasant incidents that occurred in Mein Host’s life were emanating directly from the poison spread about him by his nemesis.

      On one occasion, Mein Host and his two closest friends (the very two with whom he was out bicycling on the afternoon of the Shooting) were called into their housemaster’s study and accused—wholly without justification, I might add—of engaging in homosexual relations. Their claims of innocence were ignored and they were promptly beaten, one by one, harshly and painfully, with a cane. Although my ward hasn’t known this until now—indeed, he didn’t even suspect it—I saw at the time that Barking’s malicious tongue had led to convincing the house-master of the boys’ alleged offense.

      At this point Mein Host, now in his fourteenth year, finally lost all respect for his so-called elders and betters. He suffered from the absence of a father in his life and a mother too busy and focused on building up a company to share much of her time with men. His only real male role models were a sadly damaged uncle and a stream of largely authoritarian teachers. He must have realized that anything he was going to accomplish in life would be no thanks to them. He clearly knew he had to develop a sense of self-reliance to a point where he simply didn’t need the support and encouragement of anyone in the older generation, that he couldn’t look to anyone outside himself for help of any sort, and from here on he would have to rely solely on his own intelligence and cunning.

      Before I go on to outline the events that so profoundly shaped my ward’s early life, I should say that I hadn’t really joined with him yet. Joined him, yes, but not with the level of intimacy that we have achieved later in his life. I am not a companion angel, you see. I don’t inhabit his inner space, as do his two companion angels, but I can observe and sometimes offer comfort.

      We first drew near to each other as I tried to comfort him in his pain and loneliness, when as a small child he would find himself out of his body and up in the corner of the room, while the flying bombs came crashing down. I tried hard to comfort him, but I feared that my presence would upset him, so I never ventured too close. Those were also the last times we were together in spirit for a long time, although, as he was my chosen mortal, I continued to observe him.

      Our instructions are very clear: we are not to interfere in any way with a mortal’s chosen life unless very unusual circumstances arise or we are consciously invited in for help or support. This latter is more complicated than it sounds, because the request has to be aligned with higher spiritual purposes for us to be able help in any way. Frivolous demands or, as is mostly the case, prayers for miraculous healings will almost always go ignored, because the disease itself is frequently the lesson needed. Where we have proved most useful to our mortal friends and allies is in helping in the release of the fear-impacted thoughtforms that humans carry around with them like emotional parasites in their auric fields. But even that requires the human to be spiritually developed and open-minded enough to entertain the reality of an angel, while at the same time focusing enough energy and conscious intention to allow the angel to do the necessary healing work. This is a rare combination. Indeed, there are some human religious traditions—Jewish Kabbalah, for one—that insist a person be a mature male, over fifty years old, and a serious student of life before even considering communing with an angel.

      Charterhouse did not exactly house such people, and, in those increasingly irreligious times, talking with angels would have been considered in very poor taste, if it would have been considered at all. No, Charterhouse in the 1950s was known for something different, as Mein Host had already discovered to his misfortune. The school was quietly infamous for being a hotbed of adolescent sex, pubescent longings either channeled into sports or expressed in childlike crushes that, as often as not, turned into full-blown sexual activity. But, as it is with sex in prison, most of the encounters had less to do with affection than with dominance.

      This sexual bullying—exemplified and fueled by the constant pressure of the frustrated malice, the covert remarks, and the behind-the-scenes machinations of his nemesis—horrified my ward.

      After two years of this, and by now in his fourteenth year, Mein Host had the first of what were later to become a series of awakenings. It is hard to say what precipitated them, because the injustices to which he fell prey were so plentiful, but from my vantage point I could see the psychic tension building in him.

      What I believe pushed him over the edge was an afternoon he spent with his mother, who had set aside time in her busy schedule for a day and had traveled down to the nearby village of Godalming by train. He cycled down the hill from the school to the village to meet her, and together they went to a local tearoom. There he had tried to tell her how truly dreadful life was at school, but after all she had gone through to get him there—all the hard work and the connections and the plain good luck—she wasn’t able to take it in. Too embarrassed to talk freely about the sexual brutality to his mother, he backed down as gracefully as he could.

      Growing up without a father, Mein Host had developed a particular closeness to his mother, which was encouraged by her tendency to treat him like an adult. She included him in all the family decisions, and from the time he was eleven she liked to tell him what was happening in the business. He understood, more than anyone, what she had put herself through to get him into the wretched school, and he knew at this point that he could scarcely turn his back on all her efforts. His natural kindness, and his willingness to endure pain if it protected other people, kept him from hurting his mother.

      When he returned to the school and was lying awake later that night in his cubicle—the dormitories were divided into small private cubicles just large enough for a bed and a dresser, each with a small window—the realization came to him. With a horrible, deadening feeling, he knew was trapped in the worst sort of prison camp—one in which the inmates were so deadened, so bewildered, that they had no idea they were actually in a prison. He could see the schoolboys in his mind’s eye, moving like zombies through their days, controlled by their fears and their greeds, and when those manipulations didn’t work, then through casual brutality and institutionalized violence.

      Much has been written about the appalling abuses practiced at most English boarding schools since the taboo of not talking about it was broken during the past thirty years. Now the spirit of fairness has largely been reinstated, significantly enough, by the presence of girls. Charterhouse, along with some of the other boarding schools, went coed in the 1970s, and although there may well be other dynamics brought to bear by mixing the sexes, there can never again be that painful, pressure-cooker atmosphere of raw adolescent male sexuality. When this was mixed together with the ever-present threat of corporal punishment and the constant bullying demands of most of the senior boys, themselves brutalized while coming up through the ranks, life for most boys was a living hell.

      Now fourteen and a half years old, Mein Host woke up from his trance of childhood to find himself trapped in this hell. What made it worse was that there was no one to talk to about it. Naturally, there was the normal amount of moaning from the junior boys, but no one seemed to grasp the full enormity of the injustice that surrounded them on a daily basis. There was also the macho factor—young boys not wanting to betray their true feelings lest they be labeled sissies, or worse. My ward soon realized that, once again, he was not going to get any support or encouragement from anyone outside himself. If he was going to survive these next few years, he was going to have to keep his wits about him. Not surprisingly, he also found himself wanting to spend a lot more time on his own.

      Humans often wonder where certain ideas come from—I hear them saying that such and such seemed to come “out of the blue” or “totally from left field” or “the last thing I would have thought.” Of course, the human mind does have a fertile imagination and many unconscious levels of creativity. But certain ideas, if they are aligned with the higher purpose of the individual concerned, may be implanted by angels. In this case, the urge to draw that Mein Host began to feel so strongly was placed in his mind by the secondary (and more silent) of his two companion angels, whom he calls Beauty.

      For those who are concerned that a human being’s mental territory has in some way been violated—“If angels can do that, then what else can they drop into our minds?”—I must note once more that this is only permitted when the idea or concept is in accordance with the life path mapped out for that particular soul before incarnation. My ward had chosen the path of the artist, although he didn’t know it until much later in his life.

      So seemingly out of thin air for Mein Host came this deep desire to draw, and not only to draw, but very specifically to draw the small Norman churches that dot the Surrey countryside. He finally found his solace and inspiration in the quiet churchyards, his back set against a gravestone warmed by the sun, drawing the twelfth- and thirteenth-century stone towers and buttressed walls. At these times his mind would open up and become free of all the frenzied activity of life at school. He was able to ponder those deeper issues that so preoccupy thoughtful adolescents. Who am I? Where do I come from? Is there life after death? Have I lived before? Is there a God? These questions are vitally important to the young, developing mind, and yet ones so easily forgotten later in the tumult of everyday adult life.

      By contrast, murder and killing, as you might imagine, have been all but completely forgotten on planets more advanced than this one. Murder doesn’t even appear in the laws of some worlds, because the planetary citizens have themselves brought their emotional bodies under their full control.

      Such violence is also unknown in the angelic realms. This goes for the tools of violence as well, and although I have been observing humans for a long time, I find that I’m still fascinated by the extremes of emotion—or the total lack of it (which I find less interesting)—that produce such violence. I suspect this intense interest I have in human violence is part of the training protocol we Watchers have to undergo in preparation for incarnation—a gradual toughening of our rather feeble emotional bodies.

      For Mein Host, his particular fascination with guns started with an ack-ack, anti-aircraft artillery battery at the end of the garden of his mother’s house in Cranbrook. He would run down the lawn, his eyes glazed with excitement, as the long-barrel guns pumped explosive shells up at the German bombers, his head back watching the pretty little puffs of smoke way up there in the heavens bracketing the planes as the gunners fixed their range and speed. He felt, as did the gunners, a superhuman power at being able to reach into the sky and magically create devastation at such a distance.

      At night searchlights groped beneath the clouds to finally lock on to, for example, a damaged German Junker, sputtering back from a raid on London. The ack-ack would start up, seemingly just outside his bedroom, and he would run to the window and open it wide to smell the cordite that came in waves of fine smoke when the wind was just right. He’d hang out of the window to catch a glimpse of the sweaty, grimacing faces of the gunners, frozen for brief moments in the muzzle flashes of the guns. All too rarely were the guns effective, but when they were, and if the bomber was unfortunate enough not yet to have delivered its load, then the sky would light up in a magnificent explosion. At other times, black smoke would pour from the back of a plane, and the crew lucky enough to have got out would drift down slowly on their silk canopies to be welcomed by farmers with pitchforks, while their forsaken bomber plowed into a field miles away.

      So, with this in his background, it came as no surprise that Mein Host acquired a simple air pistol that he kept hidden in Folkestone at his cousins’ house. It didn’t have the power, or the accuracy, of the Webley pistol he bought a few years later, because it fired small round projectiles about the size and shape of lead shot. But it worked well enough close at hand in the fights he would provoke with the other local kids. It was also powerful enough to kill small birds if he was able to creep close enough.

      Mercifully, he never took great pleasure in killing on those infrequent occasions when he was able to hit a bird, but he felt again the power in his hands and prided himself on his growing accuracy.

      His cousin Christopher reminded him many years later of an occasion in which they’d been out together in the country as children and had spotted a bird at the very top of a tall tree a couple of hundred feet away—an improbably long distance. In one of those Zen moments, Mein Host’s hand came up with the gun and fired almost without taking aim. The bird fell out of the tree dead, to the frank amazement of the boys.

      This was not a happy memory for my ward, as his killing came to an abrupt halt one day a few years after the Zen incident with the bird. This sad event occurred in a still-unreconstructed London when he was on his own, whiling away the time in the large residential gardens opposite the apartment block in which his mother lived and worked.

      Although the apartment was large and elegant, at the corner of London’s Sloane and Pont Streets, it was in fact a council flat that Diana had obtained in the general chaos after the war. Mein Host lived there throughout his adolescence when he wasn’t at boarding school or staying with his cousins in Folkestone or his other cousins in Ireland.

      Traveling down Sloane Street now, you’ll see the gardens on the left-hand side, with their lawns, their cultivated flowerbeds, a couple of tennis courts, and the few old-growth trees that survived the German bombs. In the late 1940s and early 1950s, however, the gardens were a war-destroyed mess, a tangle of bomb craters, concrete pillboxes, and decaying gun emplacements. Stinging nettles and brambles overran the ground, because tending to the gardens was the last thing on people’s minds as they struggled to get back on their feet after the war.

      As a young child, it was a terrifying spot for Mein Host, full of dank, dark places and broken things, the gleam of shell casings and the occasional unexploded piece of ordnance. My ward would dare himself to go farther and farther, to penetrate into the very heart of each secret place until he had faced every demon lurking there. That seemed to be the plan, anyway.

      On one such exploration he shot the pigeon. But it just wouldn’t die. It was a shamefully close shot to begin with, so the poor bird fell at his feet, flapping in the brambles while he struggled to reload his gun—a tiresomely long operation in a single-shot air pistol of that vintage—and fired and fired and fired. Nothing seemed to put the little creature out of its misery until nature itself took over and it died with its bright eye fixed on its fevered assassin.

      I am relieved to report that Mein Host was appropriately horrified with himself and has never wantonly killed animals ever again.

      However, his interest in guns also took him in more legitimate directions.

      Over at the edge of the Charterhouse playing fields and at the bottom of the steep hill on which the old school stood, but still within the school grounds, was the .22-caliber rifle range. It was a long, dark building, as might be expected, with a line of sandbags at the shooters’ end and a dirt floor separating a row of targets that were brightly lit at the other end of the range. He didn’t discover the rifle range until a year and a half after he arrived at the school, because shooting wasn’t yet a popular activity in his house. The swimming pool, however, with its unheated water and dank changing rooms, lay on the other side of the road that coiled down the hill, so the boys could see the rifle range to their right as they jogged down the hill to attend the compulsory swimming periods. Mein Host was taught to swim back at Southey Hall in the time-honored fashion of being thrown into the deep end of a very cold and ill-kept outdoor pool, awash with dead leaves.

      He hadn’t taken happily to the aquatic life.

      At Charterhouse the boys were naked during the swimming periods. My ward, at thirteen and a half, was a skinny little creature who, like many adolescents, was acutely self-conscious about his thin and vulnerable body. Consequently, when he heard that he could substitute shooting for swimming in the curriculum, it didn’t take him long to make his way down to the range and start learning how to shoot a rifle.

      As any who have tried this will know, rifle shooting on a range is a matter of cool precision, focus, and, above all, self-reliance. There is no one else but you, the shooter, responsible for the shot. This factor, as much as anything else, dovetailed with what he was emotionally going through in his life at school, so he threw himself into the sport with sufficient energy to quickly become a champion marksman. His rapid success encouraged a couple of his contemporaries to take it up, too, and they also became superb marksmen. So much so that the three boys started winning all sorts of unexpected honors, putting their house back in the lead among the other houses after a long period when competitive shooting held little interest.

      I bring this up not simply because I am proud of my young charge for the focused concentration he was able to bring to rifle shooting, but because his very success at this somewhat obscure school activity exacerbated the amount of undesirable attention he was receiving from those who already resented him. Mein Host wasn’t aware of the resentment his success stirred up in the vengeful Barking, who by this time had risen in the school hierarchy to become a junior monitor. He was now in an even better position to persecute the younger boy.

      I mentioned with some pride how we angels were able to stimulate Mein Host’s interest in drawing the churches. Let’s be fair, the deeper intention was to encourage him to spend more time alone, in peaceful and sacred places. While this worked wonders for his peace of mind, it also created an unfortunate downside, which was to further shape my young ward’s character.

      I’ll ask you to be patient for a moment while I try to explain the odd system of physical containment at Charterhouse. The boys were permitted to walk or bicycle anywhere in the immediate environment of the school, within boundaries delineated by railroad tracks. Crossing these tracks caused the offending boy to be “out of bounds,” and he was severely punished if caught. Although inherently confusing by dint of the tracks that ran through long tunnel systems, so that a boy could say in all innocence he had no idea he was out of bounds, the rules were still rigidly enforced. Ignorance of the law was no excuse, and school monitors made it their business to patrol the tracks in a cat-and-mouse game with the more adventurous of the younger boys.

      Given the tale I’m telling, it shouldn’t be surprising to you to learn that all but one or two of the medieval churches stood well outside the rather limited boundary set by the railroad tracks. Mein Host, with the rebellious determination of adolescence, decided to ignore what he clearly felt were absurd rules—rules that certainly didn’t apply to him anyway—and spend as many long summer afternoons as possible in churchyards, wherever he could find them. The railroad tracks and the arbitrary law made no difference to him.

      Of course, this resulted in the predictable occurring. He was caught—over and over again—and beaten—over and over again. Yet even as he was beaten, his young will was clearly hardening, and he determined once again, in his pain, never to surrender. Then he would go out and do it all over again. I even caught the drift of some talk of expelling the boy. But by that time he was such an asset to the school’s shooting team that, in the way of all corrupt and self-interested regimes, that idea was quietly shelved. The response to his recalcitrance was to simply go on beating him. Scarcely surprisingly, his schoolwork also suffered badly—he was one of those youngsters who is good at only what he’s interested in and rebellious enough to see nothing wrong with that.

      Mein Host was starting to develop what can only be called a criminal mentality. He had become so profoundly disillusioned with the barbaric and authoritarian ways of the school, while simultaneously feeling trapped there by his mother’s best intentions, that he decided his only resort was cunning. His only way to emerge from this hell intact was to make sure to outwit them all.

      He soon found that he had a natural talent for forgery, which required much the same capacity for focus and precision as target shooting. Report cards needed to be written and signed by the teacher of a class on the conduct of the offending boy during that class. Boys would have up to eight classes a day. The most common punishment for misbehavior or inattention was one or sometimes two weeks of having to sidle up to the teacher at the end of the class and have him write and sign a brief conduct report. If it was negative when the report cards were turned in to the housemaster, it would mean a beating at the end of the day, and the assignment of yet a further couple of weeks’ humiliation.

      Because Mein Host was so often on this punishing regimen, his teachers easily lost track of whether they’d written and signed the forms at the end of the classes. He soon found that with a little practice he was able to forge a brief comment and a signature from any one of the five or six teachers who were liable to castigate him. Sometimes four or five out of the eight separate teachers’ comments were carefully crafted by the young forger and shown to the unsuspecting housemaster at the end of the day.

      He was never once caught in the two years of regularly forging teachers’ statements and signatures. This was as much a criticism of most teachers’ indifference as it was a sign of Mein Host’s growing cynicism and capacity for mischief. There were some ridiculously close calls, as you might imagine, in the closely knit interactions of school life, but the possibility that a boy would ever try to pull off anything so outrageous, time and time again, appeared never to have occurred to those in power.

      Mein Host’s opinion of authority figures was already low—not without reason—but now came the dawning of a realization that if he applied himself he could achieve at least some measure of satisfaction by tricking them, and proving, at least to himself, they were the sadistic fools he believed them to be.

      
        [image: image]
      

      One of the saddest aspects of our life as angels is how very little is known on this planet about what we might call the transcendent reality. Most of the great religious books contain elements of the truth without any one of them portraying the transcendent reality as it really is. While I can appreciate that this fragmentation is the inevitable result of an isolated world, starved of a larger Multiverse vision, it has also promoted generations of priesthoods, all with the dogmatic conviction that they alone have the “truth.”

      Mein Host, who by the age of fifteen had been reading some psychology and philosophy for his own pleasure, was to have his next encounter with authority in the house of the priest who was training the students of that particular year for their confirmation. This is considered a rite of passage in the Church of England that most highborn schoolboys are expected to go through a couple of years after puberty.

      In a class of about twenty-five largely passive young males, mostly uninterested in the dogma and anxious to get out onto the playing fields to join their friends, it fell to Mein Host to ask the pointed questions. After half a term of this, the priest officiating became so incensed by the questions, and so embarrassed by his inability to give satisfactory answers, that he angrily accused Mein Host of disrupting the class. The priest then threw the boy out and refused to confirm him. Contrary to the disgrace this move was designed to engender, the young rebel was happily relieved and resolved that, after all, he must be an atheist.

      This view started appearing, without ever coming to a full flower, during his prep school years, prompted by the awful, soul-deadening services the boys were forced to attend every Sunday of the school year. His turn toward atheism became even more pronounced in the face of sermons rambling endlessly on in the bitter cold of an unheated fourteenth-century church in the local village; the turgid rituals with their emphasis on guilt, sin, and self-denial; the halfhearted singing of hymns seeming to encourage militarism (“Onward Christian soldiers . . .”) in a religion purportedly of peace and love; and the many contradictions that were to prompt Mein Host into asking all those unanswerable questions of the priest at his confirmation class some years later.

      The same dreary routine was repeated when he arrived at Charterhouse. There, in the large and rather finely designed but equally chilly chapel, the entire school would gather twice a day for morning and evening prayers, with the main service being on Sunday.

      Into this unfortunate mix of boredom and repugnance came a boy a few months younger than Mein Host whom I’ll call Elliott and who appeared to make it his personal quest to convert Mein Host to Christianity. Elliott was exceptionally brilliant at schoolwork and was generally disliked because the other boys viewed him as a swot and a sissy. To compound Elliott’s social disadvantages, he was also very small, barely five feet tall, and delicately built. Given Mein Host’s already well-entrenched repugnance toward the practice of Christianity, it was all he needed to have some little boy chasing after him trying to argue the finer points of the Christian faith. The pressure he felt from the diminutive Elliott only served to harden his heart even further to the idea of God and religion in general. Yet he continued to avidly read philosophy and psychology, as well as working his way through the great Russian and French novels by the time he was sixteen.

      The repressed passion experienced by young male adolescents without recourse to female company prompts odd consequences—among them cruelty and injustice. But in Mein Host this repressed passion was having some unusual effects. The obvious contradiction between his antipathy for organized religion and his delight at spending long, hot afternoons in churchyards seemed to stimulate his youthful curiosity. His creative drive was not yet articulated—he had no interest, for instance, in attending art classes at the well-equipped school studio—and mainly involved building the balsa-wood model aircraft that almost all schoolboys of that era made before the age of prefabrication, television, and the consumerist culture. Apart from learning precision and patience, he found early on that the glue used to stick the contraptions together produced an intriguing effect on him if he either ate or sniffed it. Nothing really spectacular, of course, but a definite precursor of what he was going to encounter some years later when he came to explore entheogens like peyote, LSD-25, and DMT.

      Mein Host’s sexual energy, after its brief expression in those early years with his cousin Susan, now lay largely hidden within and was closed off to the attentions of other boys. His encounters with the predatory Barking and others of his ilk taught him to keep to himself when he didn’t have to fight them off. He wasn’t to know until much later in his life that one of the most traumatic situations he’d faced in his most recent past life was rape at the hands of a sadistic Turkish prison governor. It’s little wonder he was defending his honor so forcefully.

      This fighting spirit came to a head one night sometime in his fifteenth year. By this time his nemesis had become head monitor, finally giving him the authority to formally thrash the younger boys when required to do so by the arcane rules of the school.

      A brief word about the hierarchy of violence that ruled at Charterhouse in the 1950s. Starting with the most dire of offenses, just short of those considered worthy of expulsion (admittedly a rather rare event, because it was thought to reflect poorly on the school and it was simpler to brutalize the boy), the school’s headmaster would administer the beating. For a serious crime that involved activity within the house, the housemaster could be heard to mutter that jewel of hypocrisy, “This’ll hurt me more than it’ll hurt you!” before he laid into the thrashing. And for relatively minor offenses, whippings were administered by the head monitor of that particular house.

      It isn’t hard to figure out that a beating by a powerfully built, fit, and aggressive eighteen-year-old with a chip on his shoulder is going to be a great deal more painful than one from a middle-aged, overweight schoolmaster who’d beaten many too many boys over his long teaching career. And so it was. A head monitor could become known for his particularly cruel ways, one of which was to lay the blows of the cane in exactly the same place at each stroke. This not only maximized the pain but would frequently draw blood. Although this deliberate cruelty was not strictly permitted, the macho spirit and the potential for teasing the weak ensured that no one revealed the secret.

      I can illustrate this best by describing the incident that finally brought the confrontation between Mein Host and his nemesis to a ghastly head on a cold winter’s night in 1955. Whatever the infraction was Mein Host has long forgotten, but I observed that it was his defiant determination to go beyond the railroad tracks yet again to draw his beloved churches. He was spotted by one of the monitors and reported.

      When, many years later, he told the details of the story of his final beating to an American friend, Robert Faust, he was met with such a level of disbelief that it was immediately obvious that an American education was somewhat less rigorous. The institutionalized brutality was both shocking and utterly foreign to Bobby, safely raised in middle-class American schools.

      As was the custom, the offending boy—in this case Mein Host—would be told he would be punished three days hence. This was judged to be the appropriate time for a boy to reflect on his crime, but, in reality, it was calibrated to create the maximum amount of fear and tension in the buildup to the evening in question. The practice of repression came in handy here, because to betray any nervousness was to invite the scorn of the other boys.

      As the evening drew closer it became almost impossible for a boy to concentrate on any of the school’s activities, as his thoughts quite naturally drifted to the torture ahead. It would take someone with nerves of steel not to be affected. Boys would often become so distracted by the anticipation that they’d do something foolish during this waiting period, which, in turn, would cause them to be punished for that additional offense.

      It was a harsh way of raising children, designed more to break their spirits than to educate, and justified by the so-called dog-eat-dog world the lads would be entering when they left the school. But to follow Mein Host, a shy fifteen-year-old, on this one night is to understand the immensity of the lie beneath this rationalization.

      The time is about 11:20 p.m., soon after the house closes down activity for the day. The place is Gownboys House, one of the four “old houses” occupying the massive, faux-gothic structure built in the late 1870s on sixty-eight acres on top of a hill outside the small town of Godalming.

      The lights go out as the boys settle into their cubicles. After about half an hour, the steps of one of the junior monitors is heard scraping and rasping along the long corridor separating the lines of cubicles in this one of the three dormitories in the house. The monitor doesn’t try to be silent. His harsh knock and peremptory command for the boy to come with him is followed by a nervous fumbling with the dressing-gown cord as Mein Host hastily tries to knot it around his waist. He can hear the stifled breathing of the other thirty boys wide awake in their cubicles, listening for the slightest whimper, and relishing the fact that it isn’t them shuffling unhappily down the hallway behind the junior monitor.

      The stone steps of the ancient turret staircase—each step worn into a smooth convex curve by scores of years of boys’ feet—seep cold up through the soles of his thin slippers. He needs to control the shaking of his legs as they descend to the ground floor. Then he trudges along the flagstones of the wide corridor with its stone arches.

      He knows the encounter is going to occur in the house dining room from his many previous beatings, the long tables and benches moved back against the wall. The junior monitor opens the door and ushers Mein Host into the large bare space, its walls covered with the names of generations of boys who’d won prestige for Gownboys.

      There is a single wooden chair set on its own in the middle of the room. To his left, as Mein Host enters the room, stands a line of monitors, all eight of them—the senior boys in the house who are required to attend the beatings, no doubt to toughen them up for when their turn may come to be the head monitor.

      His nemsis stands in the middle and a little in front of them, as befits his position. He is smacking his hand with a long willow cane in anticipation of his coming pleasure. There is something in the air, even Mein Host can feel it through his dread. The other monitors are shuffling their feet nervously. Have they been discussing the boy and his impossibly rebellious nature just before he entered?

      He is told to take off his dressing gown and to drop his pajama trousers. He knows he’s required to lean over the back of the chair and grip the wooden rails supporting the legs. He can hear the head monitor behind him, making his move, taking his time, then the quick, indrawn breath and the hissing of the cane cutting through the air, before a searing pain explodes through his thin body.

      He forces himself not to make a sound, knowing that screams could be heard echoing throughout the old building. His nemesis draws back for another blow, and there it is, in exactly the same spot, even more painful than the first one. Again and again, the monitor strikes, four, five, six; Mein Host is holding his breath by this time, his fingernails gouging into his hands and desperately biting his tongue as he tries to grip the rails to keep from screaming.

      He knows a head monitor is only permitted to hit him six times, eight at the very most, for the most heinous of crimes. Yet the beating continues—eight, nine, ten, eleven strokes. He can hear his tormentor panting and grunting as he though he can’t strike fast enough. At twelve, or thirteen—Mein Host has lost count by now in the red haze of pain—he hears the scuffle of feet and an angry muttering coming from behind him. As he agonizingly straightens himself up, he turns and can see the other monitors physically pulling a struggling head monitor away from him.

      Mein Host remembers to this day the spasmodic jerking of the man’s arm, the cane now whipping through empty air, his voice a strangled gibberish, as the other monitors grapple with his limbs.

      Pulling his pajamas back over his bleeding bottom, Mein Host slowly puts his dressing gown back on before taking his time knotting the cord and limping out of the room, still without making a sound.

      He was never beaten again after that evening. This time he knew too much.

      He also decided after that evening that he would never allow himself to be put in the position of those sad-eyed monitors, let alone be the one to administer the whipping. He determined to leave Charterhouse before that awful possibility would ever present itself.
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