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

GENESIS BREYER P-ORRIDGE, AUTHOR OF
THEE PSYCHICK BIBLE AND 30 YEARS OF BEING CUT-UP

“Timothy Wyllie presents a story as compelling as it is eloquent, while inviting you to travel with him beyond a planet too fragile to survive without divine assistance. The journey, unlike any you can imagine, is often uncomfortable, but companion angels are never far away. The Return of the Rebel Angels is a story you cannot put down once you begin reading.”

JOAN LESLIE WOODRUFF, 
THERAPIST, COUNSELOR, AND AUTHOR OF 
POLAR BEARS IN THE KITCHEN

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

ADAM PARFREY, FERAL HOUSE PUBLISHER 
AND AUTHOR OF APOCALYPSE CULTURE

“It is hard to overestimate the speculative power and fulfilling beauty of these masterful narratives by Timothy Wyllie, one of our most gifted and grounded explorers of the subjective and subtle realms. His is a vast landscape that extends into all dimensions, toward farthest reaches of prehistory and to the deepest mysteries of esoteric revelation and planetary destiny. Those fortunate enough to travel with him to each of his destinations will receive a balanced education of mind, soul, psyche, and spirit and a gentle initiation into a more expansive and loving cosmos.”

BYRON BELITSOS, COAUTHOR OF 
THE CENTER WITHIN AND 
A RETURN TO HEALING

“Virtually unique in tracing the meandering path of the 1960s counterculture as it morphed through many manifestations into the New Age, Timothy Wyllie’s writings on spiritual intelligences will stand among the great spiritual autobiographies of the era. Charming, amusing, mystifying, transcendent, and, thankfully, compulsively readable,  The Return of the Rebel Angels offers that rarest of treats: a multidimensional experience wafting through time and space toward all possible futures.”

GORDON PHINN, AUTHOR OF 
ETERNAL LIFE AND HOW TO ENJOY IT

“Any who would explore the cosmic dimension of the parable of the Prodigal Son should read The Return of the Rebel Angels. This work suggests a beginning in the long-awaited restoration of this beleaguered planet’s lost memory.”

ROBERT DAVIS, DIRECTOR OF 
THE DAYNAL INSTITUTE
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Note to the Reader Regarding a Glossary of Terms

In this work the author has coined or provided specialized definitions of certain words that 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.





 

 

 

All whom Moses called wise are represented as sojourners. Their souls are never colonists leaving heaven for a new home. Their way is to visit earthly nature as men who travel abroad to see and learn. So when they have stayed awhile in their bodies, and beheld through them all that sense and mortality have to show, they make their way back to the place from which they set out at first. To them the heavenly region, where their citizenship lies, is their native land: the earthly region, in which they became sojourners, is a foreign country.

PHILO, ON THE UNCHANGEABLENESS OF GOD



PREFACE

Whispers of the Soul

Coming of age in the 1960s and growing up in London, it was all too conceivable to anyone with any imagination that an atomic holocaust seemed inevitable. By the late seventies, the global situation, if anything, was even more threatening. Yet, contrary to our ’60s doomsday outlook, we hadn’t destroyed ourselves thus far. Perhaps there was some hope after all. Was the planet transforming in front of our noses in ways we didn’t understand? Were our heads so firmly stuck in the sand of our busy lives that we were missing what was really going on? Given the superpowers’ belligerence, the devastating effect of atomic and hydrogen weapons, and Murphy’s Law, our continuing survival seemed so counter-intuitive to me that it led me on a thirty-year exploration of why this might be so.

Thus it was that, in 1978, I started keeping notes for books I intended to write about my quest. I now have over seventy large black books filled with notes, essays, drawings, and photos, charting both significant personal changes and general changes on the planet since that time. This book, The Return of the Rebel Angels, is, like the first two in this series,*1 highly personal. For this reason I have also included a number of my graphics—images that emerged as I sought to assimilate the spiritual impact of some of the adventures related herein.

During the course of my exploration, it was becoming sadly obvious that straight scientists in general had no real solutions for what was happening on the planet, so I felt more encouraged to follow the subtle whispers of my soul. I have become gradually aware over this three-decade journey that the frequency-domain we think of as consensus reality can be more constructively understood as a kindergarten. It’s a domain in which we have the opportunity to explore the extremes of human behavior and belief systems, and to experience their consequences, positive or negative. It’s not a “world that needs to be saved,” it’s a playpen created for individual souls to wake up within. It’s a chance to choose love over fear, truth over lies, courage over timidity, forgiveness over resentment, and mercy over cruelty—individual by individual, moment by moment.

What we are witnessing now are the consequences of many tens of thousands of years of individual human choices, all converging at the same time, in what appears to be an irrevocable descent into a spiral of species extinction. There are so many impending disasters facing the human race at this point—many of them originally caused by the misuse of technology or its unintended consequences—that, in looking at the global situation from a purely human viewpoint, it can only get progressively worse.

However, this would be missing half the story. When our eyes are opened to the reality of a vast and populated Multiverse, inhabited by extraterrestrial entities not so dissimilar to us and organized from the subtle planes by countless celestial beings, the picture becomes very different indeed. We’re no longer a cosmic accident, alone and shivering in the cosmic night and utterly dependent on our own devices to work our way out of a global situation that was rigged from the start. In the course of my travels and encounters I’ve also come to understand there are many of us who have chosen to incarnate at this crucial time in human history and also that we’ve been tirelessly trained for the tasks ahead.

Since I am writing from within a Judeo-Christian culture and using the symbols and cosmology of this tradition, I’m inclined to think of the coming transformation as focusing around the return of Christ Michael.*2 I use The Urantia Book’s name “Christ Michael” in my work since it accords the being we know as Jesus Christ, or Joshua ben Joseph, his formal Multiverse title. So, if I place more emphasis on the return of Christ Michael to the planet of his incarnation, it’s because he’s known to have promised it and because that is the spiritual form in which he’ll most likely be recognized in the West. (See plate 1 of the color insert.)

In another culture the event might be perceived in terms of the return of Quetzalcoatl, the feathered serpent; or the appearance of the thirteenth Imam; or the Zoroastrian Saoshyant; or the final moments of the Kali Yuga. Many ancient indigenous cultures also point to this time as being the end of an era, holding prophecies that their most revered elders will return. Whether Maitreya or Messiah, and whenever this event does occur, of one thing I’m certain: every human being present on the planet—to the extent that they are able to integrate the truly mysterious into their lives—will have the chance to fully know and to fully understand what is happening.

When I was writing the first book in this series, about a quarter of the way through, I was given the choice by an angel who was helping me: either take dictation and channel the material directly from the angels, or work with the angels collaboratively to structure the narrative. Enjoying the challenge, I chose the latter and found I took easily to working cooperatively, allowing angelic wisdom to come through whenever required. With the second book this relationship deepened, and I could feel a palpably warm shiver in my auric field whenever Zophiel—one of the angels assigned to work with me, who was standing and looking over my shoulder while I worked—approved of something I had written.

The Return of the Rebel Angels, the third book in the series, focuses on some of the people I’ve encountered and the events in which I’ve participated over the past thirty years. All of these people, in different ways, have had their dealings with higher intelligence. Some are working with dolphins, others have had profound and complex extraterrestrial encounters, and yet others have pointed to long-term relationships with specific groups of non-human beings.

Among these beings are the midwayers, whom I later came to call the Beings of the Violet Flame (BVFs), to make a clear differentiation between their previous activities and their current manifestation. It’s this group of beings—called midwayers because the spectrum of frequencies within which they exist lies between human and angel—who are closest to humans in vibrational frequency. All of them are working in the background to facilitate their part in the transformation of the planet. Since midwayers are posted to a planet for an extremely long time—some have served on this world continuously for half-a-million years—they could be considered to be the true planetary citizens.

And yet despite my understanding of The Urantia Book and my personal beliefs around it, I’m personally still no wiser as to what to expect on the winter solstice of 2012. At this point I trust my angels enough to understand that if I were supposed to know, I would have been told. What I have been permitted in glimpses over the years, however, has been reassuring and leads me to believe we are all in for the most wonderful surprise, however it manifests.

I don’t believe this event is going to be the end of the world, although it will surely be the end of the world as we’ve known it. There’ll be earthquakes and floods, wildfires and volcanic eruptions, as Earth seeks to balance herself, yet my intuition constantly reassures me the real transition will be “so gentle you’ll barely notice it,” as I’ve been told by an angel. Part of this “knowing” has led me to the intuitive conviction that humanity is not going to be able to survive without a lot of help from our “friends.”

To know that it is love that permeates the Multiverse, to realize how profoundly each of us is cared for, to understand the purpose of life’s adventure, to know the Indwelling God, to be aware of the significance of this seemingly insignificant little world, all this suggests that however and whenever this massive change in consciousness occurs, it is going to be of the most profound nature.

And I believe it will be remembered in the annals of the galactic universities as the time of the great transformation of planet Earth.



INTRODUCTION

The Apocalypse Is Canceled

Recently I read through an essay I wrote back in 1979, somewhat pretentiously titled “Some Speculative Scenarios on the Future of the Human Race.”*3 One of the proposals in it suggested that the planet was facing a sixty-year window through which we have to pass if we are to avoid global self-destruction. I reckoned, fairly arbitrarily, that this window of opportunity started in 1960 and would remain open until 2020. I knew it would be a narrow and hazardous passage through which we’d have to negotiate. From what I’d seen of the human race, the outlook was not encouraging.

If it was a depressing prospect, there were also times when the light broke through.

One of these moments happened to me on a blustery afternoon in the fall of 1963 when the Cold War was heating up. Thousands of ICBMs in the United States and the Soviet Union were on hair-trigger alert, and American bombers circled endlessly, waiting for an order that would end civilized life on this planet. And even if there was no intention of starting a war, it wasn’t a secret that one small error or a technological glitch could create an unstoppable conflagration.

Perhaps being born into a war oversensitized me to the horrifying possibilities, so walking along London’s Wigmore Street in the drizzle on this day in 1963, weighed down with these thoughts and not looking where I was going, I almost bumped into a youngish man striding toward me from the other direction. While we were doing the inevitable sidestepping routine, each gesturing the other through, he fixed me with a gaze from his remarkably blue eyes.

Seeming to pick the thoughts out of my head, he said with great certainty, “Don’t be concerned. We can pick those rockets out of the sky just like that!” And he clicked his fingers loudly in front of my face, before sliding past me and disappearing into the crowd.

Wherever this conviction came from, I knew in my heart I’d just met my first extraterrestrial. It didn’t seem a big deal, for some reason. I just knew it was true.

There was such an absolute confidence in his quiet voice. He picked up, telepathically I supposed, exactly what was concerning me at that very moment, so much so that his announcement seemed a perfectly natural extension of my own thoughts. I was also surprised, as I walked on, at how I knew so intuitively that the young man, who was dressed in a perfectly ordinary fashion, was an extraterrestrial. The encounter felt so easy—like passing on a message between old friends.

All very well, I might have thought at the time, yet there was a great deal more that could go wrong on the planet. At that time in the early 1960s, it was starting to become obvious that industrial materialism was slowly destroying the biosphere. While it was deeply encouraging to know at an early point in my life that the extraterrestrials had our best interests in mind, I also felt their intervention would, of necessity, have to be limited. Otherwise we’d be deprived of the lessons to be learned from our own efforts.

Yet, for me personally, this was the first time the possibility of some future extraterrestrial intervention entered my mind. In retrospect, this event, along with a couple of others, was the key that opened the door to what has become my lifetime interest in nonhuman intelligence.

In 1973 I had a near-death experience (NDE), which I described in some detail in Dolphins, ETs & Angels, the first book in this series. I hadn’t used any entheogens for over eight years so I was fully conscious as the entire NDE unfolded with transcendent beauty and glorious lucidity. I was given the choice whether to return to my life or to continue. In choosing to return, despite the evident wonders of what lay ahead if I decided to continue, I was shown a choir of angels and then encountered (without realizing it at the time) my two companion angels. I was also healed in a technological device, which may have been extraterrestrial, before being returned to my body hail and healthy.

The NDE remains to this day the singularly most profound and spiritually all-encompassing experience of my life. In retrospect I can see how this event convinced me that life was a far deeper and more fascinating affair than I had previously imagined. While my brief encounter with the ET on Wigmore Street had been reassuring, my NDE revealed a profoundly deeper order of beauty and compassion. I also felt it was personally irrefutable evidence that my intuition was correct in positing forces at work behind the scrim of reality.

Once I was able to clear my commitments I settled down seriously to study and write about the transformative events I could feel happening beneath the surface of life.

As I threw myself whole-heartedly into this enterprise a series of synchronicities started appearing. These “meaningful coincidences” guided me to Florida and gave me the opportunity to swim with a pod of wild coastal dolphins and receive some insights into their lives and skills. Over the course of the next year I had two clear extraterrestrial experiences, including one in which I had the opportunity to question a young boy about Multiverse affairs. This occurred after two friends and myself had watched an unidentified saucer-shaped craft fly over Manhattan on Labor Day of 1981. The young boy, who’d also seen the craft passing overhead, must have fallen into a telepathic rapport with the extraterrestrial occupants, since the measured tone, the knowledge, and the certainty with which “he” answered my questions about Multiverse politics went far beyond that of even a mature human statesman.

This initiation into the reality of other intelligent species seemed to lead naturally to a series of long dialogues with a group of angels speaking though a light-trance medium by the name of Edward, in Toronto, Canada, in 1981. Edward was a sensitive who had been trained to induce and maintain a state of consciousness whereby angels could speak through him. Unlike full-trance mediums who need to leave their bodies for an entity to speak through them, Edward (as I do) chose to stay in his body while allowing his vocal chords to be used by the angels.

I describe what I learned both from the angels and from my encounter with the little ET telepathic mouthpiece in far more detail in the first book in this series. However, the nugget of the information, the reason the angels chose to communicate with us in Toronto, led us to understand that the Lucifer Rebellion, which took place 203,000 years ago and which so severely affected life on this and thirty-six other worlds, has finally been reconciled. This revolution among the angels who most directly care for us mortals has been directly responsible for the deplorable state of this world for almost as long as human history. The reconciliation of this rebellion, so the angels told us, would start a process by which the world will be transformed and uplifted over the course of our lifetimes.

Having been introduced to The Urantia Book*4 while all this was happening, and having witnessed for myself that celestials are real creatures during my NDE, speaking with angels wasn’t as startling as it might sound. The Urantia Book is also the best source I’ve come across for a deeper understanding of the dynamics of the Lucifer Rebellion. It should be kept in mind when reading this description that the celestial communicants describing the rebellion are speaking on behalf of the very authorities against whom Lucifer was rebelling and therefore need be forgiven for what are some thoroughly unforgiving attitudes.

One piece of guidance an angel passed along to our little group in Toronto that I took to heart was the assurance that anyone can make close and lasting contact with their companion (guardian) angels. She said we all have angels who attend us, whether we know it or not. With that I set out on a journey to discover if I could enter into a state of communication with my own companion angels. Two years of meditating, journaling, and constant reality-testing later, I found I was able to maintain a balanced state of consciousness in which I could hear my angels’ voices, start to trust them, and then learn from them.

The reality of angels, which I would have scoffed at twenty years earlier, runs counter to so much contemporary thinking that it requires a profound shift in viewpoint. It takes patience and the courage to face aspects of the psyche we might prefer to ignore, but which turn out to be contributing to blocking the contact. That angels are here to help and guide us, without usurping our freedom of choice, no longer surprises me. I’ve been consciously working with angels for over twenty-five years now and have no doubt how helpful they’ve been to me and to those other individuals who are in touch with theirs.

This affinity with the angelic realms prompted me to write Ask Your Angels with Alma Daniel and Andrew Ramer. Published in 1992 as a manual describing what we had learned about angels and how to make contact with them, the book must have touched a nerve since it rapidly became an international bestseller and has gone into nine translations to date.

Writing after the financial meltdown of 2008, any objective assessment of the current state of the world has to admit the problems we saw coming in the ’60s have reached a point at which they can’t be solved in purely human terms. Greed in the marketplace and corruption in high places on the one hand and international terrorism and anarchy on the other increasingly appear as two undeniable faces of consumer capitalism. Environmental pollution and the burgeoning world population are only going to make the situation progressively untenable. It is as though we have simply used up the planet.

While it may be true we have ravaged the natural attributes of the planet, it also must be so that many technological species in a vast and inhabited Multiverse will have faced similar situations. The mess we have got ourselves into should be well understood by those whose function it is to steer primitive planets through their teething period: Earth can’t be all that unique.

I’ve learned that this world, along with the handful of planets whose angelic overseers identified with the Lucifer Rebellion, is better regarded as a cosmic experiment. We have been quarantined and isolated from the rest of Multiverse affairs for more than two hundred thousand years, forced to try and work out planetary life without the benefit of knowing who we really are or our place in the Multiverse. In a Local Universe of ten million inhabited worlds, I believe some extraterrestrials refer to this world as being “the third to worse.” In other words, the third to the most emotionally, psychically, and physically dense of the frequency-domains within our primary dimension. Arcturian ETs refer to this as being currently a third-density world that is moving up to a fourth-density.

Yet, dealing with this level of density allows those of us here to experience duality in its most extreme form. When we die and leave our physical vehicles, it is to move into another body vibrating within a slightly higher density, or frequency-domain. From my NDE I can vouch that this higher-frequency reality is every bit as solid to the senses as our present one, except it seems to have some magical attributes. During my NDE, I could float, for example, and a scene might transform in an eye-blink, reacting, it appeared, to the changing spiritual requirements of the moment.

Having spent time with various indigenous races, I respect their belief that Earth has died and been renewed four times and is about to enter its fifth epoch of death and transformation. Little is said or known about those species who inhabited this planet through these four previous transformations, so it’s hard to predict what is going to happen to the human race in the coming singularity. In the event of widespread disaster, I have heard of a number of extraterrestrial races who are primed for a mass liftoff of human beings. And if there is physical death, there is no reason to fear it. Life continues, whether one believes it or not.

If the reconciliation of the Lucifer Rebellion, which emerged as the main revelation of my first book and which I will discuss again in this one, is indeed true, then we can reasonably speculate that the transformation of this planet will be surprisingly benign. After all, the turmoil created by the rebellion was a conflict between angels. Human beings were never involved. Humans were never to blame. Yet it is generations of humans who have suffered from this tragic isolation, deprived of our spiritual birthright, ignorant of angels and extraterrestrials, and left to find our spiritual purpose in a corrupted world. Earth is now considered by the extraterrestrials to be one of the most difficult of all of the planets to fall under rebel leadership.

So, my thinking goes, in what I’ve observed to be an eminently fair Multiverse, if humans weren’t involved in initiating and participating in Lucifer’s revolution and have had little chance over the centuries to right a situation not of their making, then surely humans can’t be held solely responsible for the state of the planet.

In the light of this, I feel in my heart that the upcoming transformation will be both astonishing and profound, a reward perhaps for those many millennia of suffering. In support of this, and in spite of what appears to be a rapidly deteriorating global situation, whenever I have asked my angels about the forecasted Earth changes, they have assured me that the transformation will be more subtle and fluid than I might imagine. I take great hope from this.

Amid all the chaos and fear of these times, as I travel around I can feel there are two quite different streams of energy present on the planet that paradoxically appear to coexist. The most observable is, as acknowledged previously, the general deterioration of the environment: the irresponsibility, greed, and corruption we see daily on the twenty-four-hour news cycle, and most recently the fragility of the global financial systems.

However, as the planetary conditions get progressively worse, the opportunities for correct action also become more numerous. How we respond to the challenges will be the measure of each one of us. The angels are making themselves more available than ever, as I hope this book will demonstrate to anyone who has enough of an open heart and mind to be able to appreciate their counsel. Authentic crop circles continue to appear yearly, and an intelligent pattern is starting to emerge. Extraterrestrials persist in buzzing the skies and upsetting the status quo. With the Cold War over, it’s been an encouraging affirmation of my chance meeting with the ET back on that rainy London street to hear of the reports now released by the military of UFOs hovering over ICBM silos and deactivating the weapons.

Given this, each of us as individuals faces constant daily choices:

Do we choose to fear or to love?

Do we grab for self-gain or support the greatest good?

Can we respond to unexpected situations with confidence and courage, or do we repeat the same tired old patterns of denial and timidity?

Can we greet the massive shift in consciousness soon upon us with enthusiastic understanding and the self-awareness to know that what might appear terrifying is, in fact, illusory? Or do we give up hope in the face of human incapacity to deal with the overwhelming issues threatening the world?

I don’t buy the concept of the apocalypse. It appears the planet is too significant to our extraterrestrial brothers and sisters for that to be allowed to occur. All of the intuitive information that I’m receiving is pointing to some form of intervention, but until then life will doubtless get increasingly challenging for all of us, rich and poor alike, all over the globe.

Those of us who’ve chosen to incarnate at this time in history know in our hearts that we must welcome the coming events, not with fear, but with courage and the faith to know that ultimately we are in good hands.



PART ONE


Travels with an Angel

A Klee painting named “Angelus Novus” shows an angel looking as though he is about to move away from something he is fixedly contemplating. His eyes are staring, his mouth is open, his wings are spread. This is how one pictures the angel of history. His face is turned toward the past. Where we perceive a chain of events, he sees one single catastrophe which keeps piling wreckage upon wreckage and hurls it in front of his feet. The angel would like to stay, awaken the dead, and make whole what has been smashed. But a storm is blowing from Paradise; it has got caught in his wings with such violence that the angel can no longer close them. This storm irresistibly propels him into the future to which his back is turned, while the pile of debris before him grows skyward. This storm is what we call progress.

WALTER BENJAMIN, 
ON THE CONCEPT OF HISTORY





1

Travels Out of Body

[image: image]

The Conference-in-Spirit, Out-of-Body Travels, the Assassination of Anwar Sadat

There are some advantages to being born in a war that don’t become apparent until later on in life. A question that simplifies this issue is: Given the choice prior to incarnating, and knowing you were going to have to go through hell at some point, would you rather do it early in life or later on?

I’m sure there will be some who would choose to experience hell at the end of their lives, since they might think they will be better prepared for it after a lifetime of toil. But that was clearly not my choice. And a choice it was, although I didn’t discover that either until many years later.

I was born in 1940 on the outskirts of London while the Battle of Britain was being fought in the air overhead. When the blitz heated up, my family moved to the small village of Cranbrook, about fifty miles from London, in the County of Kent. This turned out to be an unfortunate choice, since by my third birthday, the Germans were starting to launch their V-1 flying bombs at London. The village lay on a direct line between London and their launching sites across the English Channel. We called them doodlebugs, or buzz bombs, after the characteristic buzzing noise of their pulse-jet motors.

At first no one had any idea of what they were. I recalled being fascinated by them buzzing along, much lower than the aircraft I was used to seeing. And later, when we became more complacent about the flying bombs, I was able to sneak out and watch the British Spitfires diving down to match the buzz bomb’s speed and trying to tip a doodlebug’s wing so it would circle back from where it came.

Doodlebugs didn’t remain a mystery for long.

Loaded with almost two thousand pounds of explosives and catapulted from sites on the other side of the English Channel, traveling low and fast, doodlebugs were utterly terrifying. They could be heard coming from miles away, and passing overhead at night (if we were lucky that night) they left a beautiful dragon’s tail of fire.

But the worst of it was when their engines stopped. Suddenly there would be a penetrating silence as everyone in the village held their breath, followed by a high-pitched whistling, rapidly growing in volume and intensity, until a massive explosion shook all the houses. V-1s were marvelously ingenious machines, far ahead of anything the Allies possessed. Designed and developed for the German Luftwaffe at the infamous factory complex at Peenemünde, the V-1 can be thought of as the first weapon of a new paradigm of warfare. Although its pulse-jet propulsion meant it wasn’t a true rocket—that’s generally credited to the V-2—the doodlebug has led directly to the modern cruise missile.

Equipped with an early gyroscopic guidance system, the doodlebug’s weakness lay in the difficulty in detecting when it had reached its target. This became particularly pointed for the villagers of Cranbrook. As the German scientists adjusted the V-1’s unreliable odometer, the doodlebugs frequently fell short, landing in and around our village.

I don’t want to belabor the agonies of a four-year-old shoved under the stairs or under a kitchen table, compressing himself into a tight little ball of terror. That is all I could remember up until recently, when one of the angels I work with mentioned in passing that she was the angel who drew me out of my child’s body and held me in her arms, comforting me while the bombs exploded.

This answered a question that had bothered me for as long as I can remember. I’d never been able to understand why I have such a spotty and discontinuous memory of my childhood. I’ve realized since hearing the angel’s statement that those early-childhood, out-of-body ventures in her arms may have allowed me a certain ease and familiarity in handling the subtle realms. I believe it is my hard-won facility with conscious dissociation (and reassociation) that has subsequently been of value to the angels.

Although I wasn’t to know it for many years, those early childhood encounters with an angel shaped the direction of my life.

I had a fairly normal upper-middle-class English education: boarding school when I was seven, a scholarship to a public school (a private school) from twelve to sixteen, architecture studies in London, and my qualifying seven years later. From the little I recall it was an uneventful childhood in a country dulled by war, punctuated by varying lengths of time in the hell of an English public school.

Not only did my angel not make any reappearance of which I was aware, but I probably wouldn’t have recognized her if she’d stood flapping her arms in front of me. By this time I’d become an arrogantly skeptical young man. I was widely read, far too bright for my own good, and had dismissed the whole God business as delusionary. And, as will sometimes happen to arrogant and skeptical young men, my head badly needed breaking open.

I can thank plant entheogens for that; morning glory seeds of two specific varieties were known to have psychoactive properties, and this was some years before they were made illegal. I described the trip that turned my hair white overnight in Dolphins, ETs & Angels, so here I will abbreviate it only to what I learned related to my subsequent interest in non-human intelligences.

The most significant vision was of a large black and gold snake, so utterly real that I could see, as it crawled toward me, the thick pile of the carpet separating under the weight of its body. It was when the snake reared up and thrust its body into my right eye, to coil in my stomach for an eternity before forcing itself out through my wide-open mouth, that I knew this was no mere hallucination. Neither could it have been “real,” since I was lying on the floor in the bedroom of a London apartment—not a known habitat for large black and gold snakes.

Although terrifying in the moment, this incident reached so deep, was so ontologically puzzling, and provoked such a profound shift in my thinking that it set me off in an entirely different line of inquiry. My hardheaded cynicism was brutally demolished, and there was no chance of turning back. I had no way of understanding what had happened to me, only that it was terribly real. Twenty years later I met an advanced Indian yogini who surprised me by saying that what I’d gone through was an esoteric Kundalini Yoga initiation.

This process of shattering my previously held belief system resulted in a series of experiences that opened me up incrementally to a far deeper apprehension of the human potential. Two out-of-body experiences (OOBEs) demonstrated unequivocally that an aspect of me can travel free of my physical vehicle. I was accustomed to sleeping naked, and in one of the OOBEs I was snapped back into my physical body when, moving down a dark deserted street, I looked down in my “out-of-body” state and saw I was also naked. That moment of silly egoic embarrassment was enough to jerk me back into my physical body.

The inference from this is there are emotions appropriate to the physical vehicle, with its ego-driven needs and desires, that are not appropriate to the subtle energy bodies. It also gave me the chance to realize that when we leave our physical bodies, it’s not merely as a point of light or some amorphous ghostly shape, but as a body that appears real and solid to its owner. Yet it is a body capable of transferring itself from place to place instantaneously.

All of this was extremely puzzling to a twenty-three-year-old novice.

In retrospect I’ve appreciated that my lifelong fascination with all things extraterrestrial was actually a thin cloaking for my repressed knowledge of angels. Even as a young man I intuitively knew, under my general skepticism, that some larger game was at play. I wasn’t aware of the inner worlds, so I projected the feeling out onto extraterrestrials. This is not to say there aren’t ETs or that they might not be intimately involved with our lives, merely that being open to the extraterrestrial presence was something I was more easily able to accept. And even that concept was regarded as somewhat bizarre back in England in the 1950s.

Kenneth Arnold’s June 1947 sighting of nine “flying discs” over Mt. Shasta and the Roswell incident a month later might have caused a momentary flap in America before the U.S. military classified the Roswell crash. But the news didn’t reach England for many years.

Yet, without knowing about either event happening in America, as long as I can remember I’ve been convinced there must be other intelligent life in the universe (as I then thought of it). To think otherwise seemed to me the height of human arrogance and shortsightedness. Then, when the air forces of all major nations, led by America, went into a collective program of denial about the existence of UFOs, it seemed to me obvious there must be a massive governmental cover-up going on. Being English and growing up in a country familiar with D-Notices (the press can be gagged at any time by the government on issuance of one of these D-notices), this didn’t altogether surprise me—and certainly didn’t discourage me from my belief. It seemed so obvious that extraterrestrials had to exist, that the official military and scientific denial merely illustrated how important the UFO issue must be to the governments of the world.

As for whether extraterrestrials have done more than flitting enigmatically around the skies of the planet, any open-minded review of human history and prehistory has to conclude other intelligent hands have been at work for a long time.

Of course, holding these views back in the 1960s was still tantamount to having a propeller twirling on my cap.

There were times, of course, when life could get weird without any prompting from me, as the next incident illustrates. I was alone and watching television one night in London. In the early 1960s programming finished at 11:00 P.M. Too lazy to get up and turn the TV off—this was well before the era of remotes—the screen soon became that familiar random blitz of electrons so beloved by stoners.

Gazing idly at the TV, tired but perfectly sober, I was suddenly jerked back into full wakefulness by what appeared to be happening on the screen. Not only was the electronic blitz rapidly resolving into discernible moving images, but the images also were drawn from my own life. This wasn’t my brain trying to make sense of random patterns—I knew what that was like—since what I was looking at had quite as much clarity as a normal transmission.

It was for these reasons that I’ve long believed it was ETs who were responsible for getting to me through the TV. I recall nothing of what happened on the screen except that what was shown was terrifyingly honest and most likely a profound dressing-down for some of the poor choices I’d made up to that point in my life. The next thing I was aware of was running in a panic full-tilt through London’s Hyde Park to the house of a woman I believed was my spiritual teacher. I’d recently become involved with a mystery school and convinced myself she was the only person who could throw some light on what had happened.

Whether or not this woman truly understood what I was going though, she appeared not to be surprised I was having experiences like that, because she said she knew I was part of the Serpent People since she had first met me. I had no clue what she meant, but somehow it felt reassuring and I calmed down at being recognized—although recognized as what, I wasn’t at all sure. Yes, I do have a natural affinity for snakes, and with a name like “Wyllie” perhaps I am somewhat cunning by nature. But—Serpent People? Whatever could that mean?

Some months later, I happened to meet Brinsley Le Poer Trench, the author of The Sky People, one of those books that tries to wrestle with the troubled origins of the human species from an extraterrestrial point of view. The story the author told of the Serpent People was starting to feel oddly familiar.

Although to this day I’m not much wiser about the Serpent People or my own identification with them, at the time the concept gave me a handle on what was happening to me. It also gave me a model to account for why I felt so different from most people. All my life I’ve felt alone, yet I can’t recall ever being lonely. As an only child I’ve always been happy on my own, and my interests have invariably been slightly out of kilter with those of my contemporaries. Being identified with the Serpent People, delusionary or not, allowed me a deeper acceptance of feeling a perpetual outsider and shielded me through some troubled times ahead.

I spent the years between 1963 and 1978 as part of a spiritual community that started in England and then moved to America in the late ’60s. I had the opportunity during that time to become the art director of PROCESS magazine, which has recently been recognized for its advanced graphics and its provocative and controversial choice of contents.

I’ve described my fifteen years living and working with the group in a recent book, LOVE SEX FEAR DEATH: The Inside Story of The Process Church of the Final Judgment. The experiences I had during that period functioned as an unparalleled training for many of the later events and encounters related here.

Having moved from England to live in America I find that one of the gifts of self-imposed exile tends to be a global viewpoint. Feeling neither English nor American, my attention inclines toward the larger perspective. The awareness of how fragile life is on this world was nurtured throughout the Cold War by the imminence of atomic devastation, which was rendered all the more real in my case by having been born in the Second World War. This, of course, was true for all of my generation, so the psychological reaction to the nuclear shadow was more extreme in England than in America. The British stoicism that had served so well in the past wars was starting to break down.

My generation was becoming increasingly skeptical of authority. And those in authority were starting to realize it. As schoolchildren in England, for example, we were never asked to believe that crouching down under our desks would ever save us from an atomic blast. We knew what bombs did! We’d seen the old guard get us into two world wars within thirty years; it was all too likely they’d stumble into a third. This realistic skepticism was the collective impulse behind the mass marches of the CND, the Campaign for Nuclear Disarmament, and much of the social unrest among the young in England in the 1960s.

After being harshly rejected by the public and demonized by the English newspapers for our attempts to tell the truth of what we, as the Process Church, saw happening around us—the hypocrisy, the fear-mongering, and most of all the irresponsibility of those in charge—we’d had enough. They didn’t want us, and we wanted nothing more to do with them. Turning our backs on the world, we sold all our worldly possessions, left England intending never to return, and attempted to create a new Utopian society on a deserted strip of coastline on the Yucatan peninsula.

It was inevitable we would have to return from our self-imposed exile and try to make our peace with the authorities. Utopias have a long history of failures. But we were never welcome back in England, and soon we set up in America, with communities in a half a dozen cities in the United States.

I was made director of the New York headquarters by the mid-1970s and spent three years organizing and mounting a series of public events—conferences and seminars on subjects designed to challenge contemporary beliefs. I gathered a small group of extraterrestrial contactees, people who’d had authentic encounters with ETs, including Betty Hill,*5 one of the earliest contactees to come forward with her husband Barney, so they could speak openly and honestly about their experiences. A conference on alternative medicine brought together the top practitioners of a variety of alternative treatments, as did another conference on alternative approaches to treating cancer.

I believe it was the success of these events that led two ancient Tibetan monks to our doors. The Tibetan diaspora was just kicking in, and they must have been feeling their way into America. Nechung Rinpoche and Draypal Rinpoche were both well over seventy, yet sparkling with life, their nut brown faces creased with smiles. The two conferences we arranged for them at our headquarters were extremely well received and contributed to Tibetan Buddhism taking root in America.

There were many more public events in those three years than I can list here, often three or four a week, month after month. It was exhilarating but also exhausting, for I never managed to lose the horrible sense of dread that no one would show up for them or that something would go terribly wrong. I felt tortured by it for hours and sometimes days before each event, regardless of how successful the previous conference had been.

After I left the group in December 1977 I resolved I would never put myself in that situation again. If I was ever going to mount another conference, I wasn’t going to obsessively concern myself with filling the seats.

Well out of the community by this time, the Conference-in-Spirit on the full moon of October 12, 1981, was a very different affair. The concept came to me in the spring of that year as a result of explorations I’d been doing into out-of-body travel.

I’d had a few spontaneous OOBEs over the course of my life, as I imagine is true of most people. Using entheogens I also had a number of more controllable out-of-body flights, which showed me that with directed intention this was a facility that could be developed. So the concept of holding a conference in which participants could meet in an out-of-body state was appealing on many levels. It would be a noble experiment that pushed the envelope of conventional thinking; it would be fascinating to see the responses of the participants; and, of course, there was always the outside possibility that is just might work. It just might be feasible for a group of advanced souls to gather together to exchange information while out of their bodies. I reasoned that in all likelihood most of us do something very much like this when we’re in certain dream states. Could this be emulated deliberately in full consciousness?

Most of all, however, organizing an out-of-body conference meant I didn’t need to worry myself into a frantic state prior to it happening. The conference was an experiment—maybe it’ll work, maybe not. I had no emotional investment in the result. And no seats to fill.

Working with a small group of friends, we compiled a list of all the most progressive, open-minded, concerned, and adventurous people we could think of, before culling the list down to two hundred invitees, the maximum number we agreed as optimum. A glance at the list shows how broad a spectrum our choices covered, though it shouldn’t in any way be considered complete. Almost all the people chosen were from the Western world, most you will have heard of, a few not, many are dead by now, and the handful of unfamiliar names will likely be our little group, not shy to include our names among the famous, the gifted, and the erudite.

My companion Melinda, with whom I was developing the project, felt it important we should create the conference anonymously. This was not to be an ego trip. Naturally, the half-dozen people we were working with knew who was behind it, but we decided to structure the invitation so that any one of the invitees could have been be the person making this unusual conference happen. This led us to produce it under the banner of the Future Studies Research Group, a somewhat enigmatic think tank with an address in Manhattan.

This was before we had ready access to the Internet, so the job of looking up all those addresses fell to my tireless companion. Melinda patiently combed all available sources for the personal residences of the men and women, many of whom clearly preferred to be hard to find, until we had all two hundred.

It was, perhaps, a little cheeky simply sending the invitation out to the invitees without any preamble. And we did receive one angry letter back from an eminent physicist to that effect when we sent out a follow-up questionnaire. But we reckoned while some of the invitees would get it and be charmed and excited about the concept, there would always be others who thought it absurd or who forgot all about it as soon as they’d seen the invitation.

With this in mind, we needed to make the invitation we’d be sending out to our two hundred invitees as striking as possible. I found a specialized ten-inch-by-ten-inch, good-quality envelope I could get in a small quantity and started designing an oversize invitation that would both grab the attention and get across that it was a serious endeavor. I also wanted the invitation to stand up on its own so it wouldn’t be overlooked, or forgotten, sitting on a counter or a mantelpiece.

It soon became obvious that we would need to specify a location that would act as a “locus focus” for the etheric gathering, and the Queen’s Chamber in the Great Pyramid of Cheops at Giza felt an obvious place to do it. This choice led naturally to the need to provide a visual aid for those who were going to use focused meditation as a means of leaving their bodies.

Melinda dug up an arcane way of dividing human activities and aspirations into twelve broad categories, which I was then able to draw and letter as a twelve-petalled flower, with the image of the pyramid as the central point of focus. The Queen’s Chamber was delineated as a small, white rectangle. The timing of the event was possibly of less importance than it would be with a conventional conference, because time appears to be less relevant in the higher frequency-domains. So, we settled on a midpoint, 2200 GMT on Monday, October 12, 1981, and requested in the invitation that people simply take a few hours, or a day, off, but to center their efforts around the suggested midpoint. Since many of the names and addresses of the invitees were from different places on the planet, Melinda drew an elegant world map with all the time zones indicated.

We decided between us to focus on the theme, “FUTURE ALTERNATIVES: As Exercises in Reality Creation,” since one of my particular interests at the time was how the future might be molded through acts of the creative imagination. As the planning and design process progressed it became obvious we needed to provide some more information on the purposes of the conference. Just because I, and a few friends, were exploring out-of-body travel, that didn’t mean it was familiar to all our invitees.

In a serious Helvetica italic typeface, reversed white out of the overall indigo blue of the invitation, I wrote:

Many issues can be resolved if we know what we want. When we decide what we want, form it and give it substance in our imaginations, our experience suggests that such projections can become reality.

The theme of this Conference-in-Spirit is Future Alternatives, with special reference to the quality of life on this planet. To avoid getting bogged down in short term issues we recommend making two key assumptions, those of space migration and unlimited energy resources.

Given these factors, how would each of us wish to see our race functioning on this planet? What systems of social coordination could be beneficial? How can the distribution of power and resources work to the benefit of the race and our beautiful Earth as a whole? How can belief systems be nurturing in principle and flourish free of bigotry? How might our contentiousness as a race be creatively channeled? And the other pressing questions facing us on this planet. . . .

For those who wish to participate we have provided a visual cypher in the form of a mandala, in which key words suggest the main areas of human affairs. You may find it helpful to take these key words or, of course, key concepts or words of your own and, over the period of the conference, consider or meditate on them.

Allow yourselves to move down the ‘thought lines’ into the future and visualize as fully as possible the reality in which you are participating. . . . 

Needless to say, if you wish others to join us in this experiment, loved ones, colleagues or friends, their presence will be very welcome.

The Future Studies Research Group

[image: image]

In my experience, when a project springs from the heart and the people involved do it without any thought of personal gain, small miracles frequently accompany its development. I’m now aware of the help we receive from our angels when we’re involved in something they support, but when we were planning the conference I didn’t know the part angels play in our lives. I just thought it was synchronicity and took it that we were on the right track.

Danny Faust, the owner of a large New York printing outfit, and the father of Robert Faust, one of the friends who collaborated on the project, volunteered to print the invitation at a fraction of the cost. He was delighted to be involved and did a handsome job, although I suspect he might have had his tongue firmly in his cheek. The invitations went out promptly six weeks before October 12, and a postcard reminder a month later. Now all we had to do was sit and wait for the day. But, of course, we couldn’t do that. The alternative was far too tempting.

I think it was Melinda who first suggested we should actually go to Egypt for the conference. It had never entered my mind; I’d been so focused on the out-of-body side of things I hadn’t considered where I’d want to be during the conference. Anywhere I could close my eyes and relax would have been just fine with me. Melinda’s parents at that time lived in a small coastal town in Israel, so it seemed a good idea to visit them first and then go on to Egypt overland, crossing over the Suez Canal to get to Cairo. I’d never met the parents or been to Israel before and they’d been hoping we’d visit, so it all fell neatly together. (See plate 2.)

We arrived in Israel in early October, me with one of those rotten colds made only more wheezy by the frigid, recycled air of the long plane ride and the light drizzle when we stepped out of Tel Aviv airport.

It took a day to kick my cold, cosseted by my companion’s very Jewish mother, chugging down her homemade chicken soup while tucked in the guest room of their high-rise apartment on the cliffs overlooking the Mediterranean.

Netanya lies about fifty miles north of Tel Aviv and is obviously a new town, built since 1948. It was a bland place, with rows of identical, blisteringly white apartment blocks marching in rows perpendicular to the coast, coming to an abrupt full stop at the edge of town. When we ventured out we found the streets unexpectedly filled with people, mostly young and trailing children, lots and lots of children. Everyone appeared intensely interested in us, stopping their boulevard conversations in midsentence to stare unabashedly at these two creatures from another reality.

Popping into a supermarket we witnessed what we later discovered was a local joke: elderly women, generally well-covered in black shawls, a couple in this case, standing stock-still and staring unblinking at the rows of produce, hypnotized by the multiplicity of choices. Recent immigrants from the U.S.S.R., we were told. I could identify with the poor women. When I left the community, after fifteen years of not having to do any shopping—I had other tasks—I, too, found myself baffled in a modern supermarket, unable to decide which of twenty cereals I wanted.

I’d hoped to catch a glimpse of dolphins as we scrambled down the cliff and walked along the deserted, sandy beach. One look at the water, however, confirmed it was filthy with the accumulated tar and grunge of the entire Mediterranean washing up on these shores. Not something that would attract dolphins.

My health restored, Melinda and I set off early on the morning of October 6, driving north to get the feel of the country. Since it was my first time in Israel Melinda’s parents, intensely proud of their land, insisted I see as much as possible in the short time before we left for Cairo. A clear, cloudless sky arced overhead as we drove north toward Mount Tabor. It was the dry season so the mountain, technically a horst, appeared to rise abruptly out of the patchwork quilt of dusty, arid fields, like a boil on the bum of history. And its history lies thick on the land of this country: the strategic importance of Mount Tabor, with its panoramic view over the surrounding plain, would have been obvious to the earliest tribes.

Reaching the top of Tabor we found it crowned by not one, but two Christian churches: an Eastern Orthodox temple and a horribly fake-looking Roman Catholic church, built in 1924 and designed to look impressive, yet ending up more like a Miami Beach hotel. Taxis buzzed like flies around the gates of the church, disgorging well-dressed worshippers who had modestly left their Audis and Mercs at the base of the mountain.

Yet for all the appearance of religiosity, there was the stench of death about the place, which mixed uneasily with the pall of incense billowing from both churches. It was a windless day, and the heavily scented smoke hung low, swirling like a fog with our movements. Thinking that the two sects were battling for control of our noses we quickly retreated to an isolated ridge, a rocky aerie overlooking the plain almost two thousand feet below us.

Whether it was Mount Hermon or here on Mount Tabor that the transfiguration of Jesus took place, he is said to have climbed to the mountain’s top when he was nine years old, with his father. Both churches continue to flourish from the streams of pilgrims after the somewhat arbitrary decision by a fourth-century priest to claim that Tabor was indeed the true site of Christ’s transfiguration. Yet, it was not a peaceful place.

At Melinda’s suggestion I ran back to the car for the gold-leafed crystal spur that I’ve found in the past so mysteriously useful in balancing energetically turbulent sites. I perched the crystal rod on a flat rock in front of us. It glistened and seemed to shiver in the bright sunlight. We meditated together, perched on a crumbling fourth-century abutment—a relic of the original Byzantine church—with a liturgical choral chant echoing out of the church far behind us. Soon I felt the weight of the past, the cloying incense and somber chanting, dropping away in our cleansing meditation.

Glad to get away, we skittered down the steeply turning mountain road, heading for the Sea of Galilee, some twenty-five miles farther inland. My ears popped as we dropped lower and lower into the earth to reach the slate blue lake, six hundred feet below sea level. The air grew steadily more humid and dense, with a whiff of sulfur from the spas once frequented by arthritic Roman limbs. The lake itself looked healthy enough, although evidently somewhat low since it was the dry season. Both Israel and Jordan draw water off it, and with increasing population demands I feared for its future.

It was around 4:00 P.M., after we’d spent some time in Capharneum, a small ruined village at the northern tip of the lake, that I started feeling unaccountably emotional. It couldn’t have been the village. It was an archaeological travesty: carved stonework, broken Corinthian capitals, splinters of plinths, fractions of fluted columns, and assorted archaic bric-a-brac from countless eras, all piled up behind signs that could be read in six languages. One such slaphappy sign informed us that a particular jumble of rubble was “Saint Peter’s House.”

My feeling of profound sadness continued as we climbed out of the compressive atmosphere of a two-hundred-meter dive, into the soft beauty of the golden hour. And indeed it was true. This time each day brings the purest and sweetest light of a declining October sun, flooding across the arid landscape to irradiate the world, for a few fleeting moments, with the hues of the finest amber.

During the long climb we’d overtaken three army flatbed trucks laden with tarp-covered tanks being moved to some new crisis. I surprised myself by leaning out the window and shouting encouragement at the smiling soldiers. As we struggled past I noticed ten feet of fabric trailing behind one of the trucks and signaled at the driver that his load was becoming untied. Moments later, looking back down the hairpin bends, I saw he’d stopped and was tucking the fabric back under the tank.

Possibly because I was so emotionally tender, I was oddly moved by the driver’s taking seriously what must have been a challenging gesture to interpret correctly. And the smiles of the young soldiers were spontaneous and warm. As someone who has always sympathized with the cause of the Palestinian Arabs—after all, my German shepherd was called Ishmael—it did me good to see the warmth and decency of these Israeli soldiers.

We stopped the car sometime later when I became overwhelmed with tears. Admittedly I do weep easily, but invariably from joy, not sadness. These were heaving sobs of misery and despair. I cried freely as images from the centuries of tragic conflict between these two great races, karmically shackled to one another as surely as fractious conjoined twins, flickered across my eidetic screen.

Yet, as I wept, I simultaneously knew the emotions weren’t mine; something deeper was going on—perhaps the wave of feeling that had originally triggered my perplexing emotional outburst.

It was only when we got back to Netanya that we heard that Anwar Sadat, the president of Egypt and an invitee to the Conference-in-Spirit, had been assassinated earlier that afternoon.

The next evening Yom Kippur slid over the land in a sweeping swathe of silence. Everything stopped. No traffic. No TV or radio. No industry. No noise whatsoever. In a few minutes we magically switched from living in the latter part of the industrialized twentieth century to hundreds of years in the future, when all manufacture takes place silently, when travel is simple teleportation, when all is heard are the sounds of the birds and the happy squeals of children.

The assassination delayed our departure for Cairo since the borders were closed. With a couple of days to spare it would have been foolish to not have gone to Jerusalem. We arrived midmorning in the city, traveling on the small-gauge railway that rises up out of the well-irrigated orange groves and cotton fields of central Israel into the Judaean mountains, finally winding into the white-on-white city of the ages. Catching a cab into the old town we fell to discussing what we understood about Jerusalem. We knew from The Urantia Book that it had originally been called Salem in the time of Melchizedek, circa 2000 BCE.

Received mediumistically in a variety of ways in Chicago during the early part of the twentieth century, The Urantia Book is a collection of 196 closely reasoned papers written by a variety of celestials, angels, and midwayers (more about them later) and transmitted directly through the agency of an anonymous sleeping man, who apparently was quite indifferent when awake to what he was receiving while asleep. Over the three decades it took for the book to be compiled, from the little that is known, a number of different modes of transmission were used. The papers, once they were transmitted, were then subjected to a thorough examination by a group of seventy solid Chicago citizens. Once they’d made their notes, their modifications would then appear when the paper was next transmitted from the celestial author.

Much of what I have learned of the doings of the Multiverse has been derived from this book. For all intents and purposes, it appears to be the administration document of a governing body of celestial beings discussing the nature of the Multiverse that (according to the book) comprises seven vast Superuniverses, each of which contains one hundred thousand Local Universes. Every Local Universe has its own Creator Son (ours is Christ Michael or Jesus Christ) and Divine Mother, who are the creator beings of their domain. Each Local Universe contains ten million inhabited planets.*6

Thirty years after first reading The Urantia Book, I still regard it as the most reliable source of information about both extraterrestrial and celestial activities. It is broken down into four parts devoted to the following subjects: the Central and Superuniverses, the Local Universe, the history of Urantia (their name for this planet), and the life and teachings of Jesus Christ. (For a definition of terms common to both The Urantia Book and this book, please refer to the glossary on page 433.)

The Urantia Book takes a little getting into since its language is dense and somewhat archaic, but if you stay with it you may find, as I did, that the papers resonate with the authentic voices of an altogether different intelligence. Those who may be cautious of embarking on its over two thousand weighty pages, but whose intuition leads them to explore the deeper currents of life, are recommended to make up their own minds as to the authenticity of the narrative. Until that time I can only assure the reader that in the many years I’ve been exploring the book and applying its revealed wisdom to my life, I have not yet found it anything but what it claims to be.

After discussing what we knew about Jerusalem, our conversation turned to Melchizedek. Although he only makes a brief appearance in the Bible—as an ally of Abraham—The Urantia Book is far more forthcoming about this enigmatic priest. The communicants (of The Urantia Book) called him Machiventa Melchizedek, and according to them, he was in fact a high angel, one of the Melchizedek Brotherhood, who are the great teaching angels of the Multiverse. He appeared outside the tent of a group of nomads around nineteen hundred years before Christ, announcing that he was a “servant of the Most High.” Over the ninety-four years he spent in this incarnation, “long before his material body had begun to disintegrate,” the book coyly tells us, his impact spread over the face of the globe. He created the most important teaching center of his era at Salem and sent missionaries and envoys all over the world.

His specific mission, so we’re told, was essentially to bring the experiential reality of One God to the planet as a preparation for the coming of the Christ some two thousand years later. There is a reference to Machiventa Melchizedek in the Dead Sea Scrolls, one that talks of him as a Divine Being. Hebrews titled him El Elyon, and certain Gnostic scripts even place Melchizedek on a par with Jesus Christ.

Central to Machiventa Melchizedek’s teachings was the concept of the Covenant. We know of this Covenant and its suggested relationship with the rainbow mainly through a reference in the Bible, but The Urantia Book lays it out with a much starker reality.

At a time when thoughts of divinity were invariably accompanied by fear, retribution, and animal or human sacrifice, the concept that an individual could be saved through faith alone was revolutionary. Agree to believe in God’s promises and follow His instructions, so Machiventa Melchizedek told a startled Abraham, and God agrees to do everything else! The offer was apparently good for all time. This promise would be depicted in art and iconography down through the ages by the symbol of the rainbow, which represented God’s Covenant to humanity.

Nobody had ever conceived of this idea of the Covenant of Faith before, and we are told that Abraham, when he was presented with it, found it as radical as anybody would—until he tested it out for himself. The antinomian idea of salvation through faith alone was almost too advanced for the times. However, the impact of its truth and simplicity, together with its implicit monotheism, was carried across the face of the civilized world by Machiventa Melchizedek’s missionaries—thus paving the way for Christ Michael some two millennia later.

Melinda, knowledgeable in the ways of Jewish learning, told me how scholars have struggled over the generations to fit Machiventa Melchizedek into some ancient bloodline, identifying him, as do the Mormons, with Shem, son of Noah. When I suggested that he might have been some sort of an angel, Melinda responded by laughing and saying that if he had been an angel, he would have come and gone and wouldn’t have left much of a trail. Yet, this Melchizedek was present in his ageless physical body on the planet for over ninety years before he left as mysteriously as he has appeared. An unarguable presence and a profound and lasting influence, Machiventa Melchizedek has given scholars through the centuries a perennial puzzle about which to endlessly argue.

The cab dropped us off in the Old Town, the “place of spiritual polarity,” The Urantia Book calls it, explaining that Jerusalem is the location out of which most of the planetary etheric comings and goings are sourced. All very well, but the narrow streets themselves were inundated with hordes of tourists, as well as the multitudes celebrating both Muslim and Jewish Holy weeks.

This wasn’t the Jerusalem I’d hoped to see. Trying to get out of the crowd we wended our way higher up through progressively narrower cobbled lanes. We were joined for a few minutes by a Christian fellow who couldn’t stop talking about the fourteen stations of the cross: what a death-orientated religion Christianity has become! We both shuddered with relief when he went on his way.

Further into the warren of tiny lanes the sound of Arabic music beguiled us into a little adobe storefront, no bigger than twelve feet square, in which a commanding middle-aged Arab was playing exquisitely on a Bedu rabaka. Invited to sit and eat with him, a plate of salad and hummus seemingly magically appearing from the dark depths, we were treated to a speech in halting English and many suggestive gestures, promoting his secret formula for sexual potency: a glass of olive oil every day, especially while making love, he added with a roguish grin. He claimed to be “the best fuck in the Middle East” and pulled out a sheath of dog-eared letters to prove it.

Uncle Kamel was an irresistible salesman. Fortunately his taste in knickknacks was as funky as his conversation, so we were able to find an appropriately idiosyncratic gift for the parents.

I had a dream that night in which there was a message not to tell the Arabs or the Egyptian authorities about our Conference-in-Spirit. There was an implication they might see it as working with the devil, or the CIA.

The radio announced the borders to Egypt were still closed, so Saturday left us with another day in Israel. The country is so small that a trip to the Dead Sea, on the eastern border of the country, takes only a couple of hours. Soon, we were dropping into the depths of the earth, as we had with the Sea of Galilee, this time down over twelve hundred feet—and we could feel it! The hills lining the sea were arid, leached of color and moisture, and yet as we followed the road alongside the shore, the trapped heat, exaggerated by the slight change in pressure, made us both sweat profusely.

Jordanian tanks lay burned out by the roadside, toasted sculptures of war, rusting against the sandstone ramparts, while the mountains of Jordan on the opposite shore floated ominously on top of a misty blue cloud of evaporation that hung like a shroud in the intense heat. Passing deserted mud villages, some huts occupied, most not, the dense heat overwhelmed us, and we turned into a “Bathing Center.” It was crowded with Arabs, many still tentative at the dubious habit of bathing, picking their way tentatively around the garbage and rocks on the sandy beach, one hand hoisting up the robe, the other dripping with melting ice cream.

We undressed in natty little geodesic domes made of wattle and split reeds, which, of course, were gender segregated, before making our way through a teeming, noisy mob to the gently lapping waves.

The salinity of the water is every bit as curious as people make out. It’s a unique experience, not exactly comfortable and certainly idiotic to look at. Feet stick up at one end, the head bobs unnaturally high in the water at the other. Looking across the sea, the unrippled surface is broken only by these oddly paired lumps. In the shallows fully dressed Arab women paddle, giggling and squealing, flicking water at one another and trying to control their little boys’ joyful rampages. The little girls, like their mothers, are all fully dressed. Their robes float in the water around their waists, so they appear, in an irony likely missed on them, as the stamen, the male organ, of large water lilies.

Afterward, as we sat watching the Arab families returning from the sea, it was impossible not to notice that in family after family it was the mature women who controlled their families, including their men, by taking the roles of victim/manipulator. They complained and whined, some of them blaming their kids, some their men, as they limped their lumpy overweight bodies, still wrapped in black robes, now damp and sparkling with salt crystals, back up to the bathing huts. The men ignored them, talking only among themselves.

Small sample though it was, I wondered whether it was a valid insight into the emotional machinations of the average Arab household and whether or not, as my companion suggested, this emotionally immature behavior was one of the unrecognized products of centuries of suppressed female power.

It was later that afternoon when we heard over the car radio the Israeli/ Egyptian border would be open any day now, perhaps even the very next day. It was already the weekend, and the conference was in another country on Monday. Time was getting tight, and this unexpected delay was grinding on our nerves. We hurried back to Netanya, arguing with each other over the slightest matter, to spend a last evening with the parents before setting off early next morning for the Egyptian border.

When we stepped off the bus at the Suez Canal crossing and joined the mob milling around, it was to find the border had only been opened a few hours ago. A container ship towered over us, seeming to glide over the desert itself. As we shuffled forward I could see the soldiers and border guards were jumpy, moving a little too abruptly, eyes darting like lizards under their caps. The Israeli guides, shepherding their flocks of tourists through immigration, picked up the tension immediately and, adequately trained in paranoia, barked orders at their charges, herding them all the more like sheep.

The tellers in the border Change Bureau were all soldiers, suave with neat, rich mustaches and paradoxically friendly eyes. We wondered if they were relieved at Sadat’s passing, since Hosni Mubarak’s name was on everyone’s lips. Perhaps the dead president wasn’t as popular in Egypt as he was respected by the international community. A person of Sadat’s intellectual sweep and personal courage makes life a little scary for the average citizen. Here was a man, after all, who had pledged to do at least one truly extraordinary act each year. Not just govern well, not necessarily balance the budget, but to do something that would change the world for the better.

Sadat had apparently become a changed person in the years since he and Hafez al-Assad of Syria launched their ill-considered surprise attack on Israel that led to the 1973 Yom Kippur war. After being heralded as a hero by his countrymen and the Arab community for the military successes of the first few days, he went on four years later, in November 1977, to evoke their fury when he became the first Arab leader to officially visit Israel and meet with Prime Minister Begin. Two years later there was the Egyptian-Israeli Peace Treaty, which must have galvanized Sadat’s radical opposition, the core of it in his own military intelligence agency.

Having been informed of the assassination plot earlier in 1981, Sadat arrested and jailed over fifteen hundred people, intellectuals, high-ranking clergy, and many Jihad members. Yet they missed one cell, the one that assassinated him months later. Surely, that he was killed on October 6, the very same day of the year that he initiated his attack on Israel in 1973, had to be more than a coincidence, but I’ve found no expressed explanation for the timing.

On the way to our hotel our taxi driver was chortling at Sadat’s boldness when we asked him about the Soviets having been thrown out. It was one of Sadat’s acts that pleased almost everyone in Egypt. “Because the Russians had no style,” our driver shouted back over his shoulder amid a cacophony of car horns, “They were rotten tourists!”

Threading our way through dusty, crowded streets our taxi reached the Mena House Hotel, a few miles outside Cairo and very close to the pyramids. Although evidently a luxury hotel, we’d chosen it for its proximity to the pyramids. Since the assassination had frightened away the tourists, we were given a generous deal and had the hotel pretty much to ourselves.

After our taxi driver’s enthusiastic support of Sadat and his sadness at the president’s death, as if to illustrate the complexity of the country, the plump and jovial owner of the small restaurant we visited our first evening in Cairo referred to Sadat as “the devil himself.” And he claimed to have been a Sadat supporter for years! In the recent purge of Islamists a number of senior Copts had been swept up, and this had both disgusted our host and opened his eyes.

Back at Mena House Hotel, eating alone under high-ceilinged relics of British colonialism, we encountered another aspect of the Egyptian personality; the perfect waiter. He glides silently among polished brass tables, long dangling chains of carved olive wood and glass cabochon sway as he passes, his reflection flickering from mirror to mirror, his eyes search for a tourist who is self-confident enough to appreciate his considerable aplomb. Our waiter served us with such a dignified deference, every gesture practiced and passed down over the generations, treating us as if we were Osiris and Isis returned for a night of revelry.

This is not a militaristic nation. In over seven thousand years they’ve never seriously invaded anyone, and their defeats in the wars against Israel since 1948 merely go toward confirming this. They are traders, artisans, and dreamers, and most of all they are the keepers of one of most ancient and enigmatic of the world’s civilizations.

It was on the bus in Cairo that we fell to talking with an Arab professor at the American University in the city. He had a sweet face, which was unexpectedly familiar to me. I’ve come to accept this odd sense of familiarity and rapport with certain strangers met by chance as being a reincarnational affair, and I fold easily into the deeper connection. I never knew the professor’s name, but he turned out to have an articulate view of the Arab side of the Israeli conflict.

Sitting next to the cracked window of the crowded bus, Melinda on the seat next to him and me leaning over from the bench in front, the professor kept his voice low as he said, “The Arabs have no picture of the cohesive historicity of the Jewish people. They see them as a band of adventurers who occupied Jerusalem in ancient times for a mere one hundred and fifty years.”

I couldn’t help noticing that as a passionate Arab, he’d put himself outside the statement by the use of that “they.”

Interrupting him, I asked him how he accounted for the presence of Machiventa Melchizedek a couple of thousand years earlier, who had set up his headquarters in Salem, (later, Jerusalem, as we know). Being a contemporary and mentor of Abraham, Machiventa Melchizedek is regarded as a seminal Jewish prophet; didn’t that give the Jewish people a fair claim on Palestine?

The professor pointed out that in Machiventa Melchizedek’s time the Middle East had many tribes, some nomadic, almost all warlike, worshipping a multitude of gods and practicing blood sacrifice; it wouldn’t be accurate to say that Machiventa Melchizedek taught only to the tribe that became the Hebrews. Abraham, the professor reminded me, is regarded as a forefather of both Arabs and Jews.

He wasn’t to be diverted and went on dismissing the Jewish claims. “They were just derelicts, rebels, and assorted riffraff who tried to throw the indigenous Canaanites out of Palestine, build their temple, and claim Palestine as their Holy Land.” His cultured voice rose a little in repressed anger when he continued. I had no desire to break his flow.

“And then it happened all over again after the Second World War, by another bunch of outcasts, this time northern European Jews. This made it even worse for the Palestinians: the Jews had a natural hatred of them because the Arabs had aligned with Hitler’s Germany.”

I hadn’t realized this particular dynamic before, but of course it would account for some of the horrors reported to have been committed by the Jewish settlers as they poured into the country. “It’s for all these reasons,” he said, leaning toward us, his voice more emphatic, “that the Arabs totally reject the Zionist claim of Palestine being the Jewish Holy Land.”

The bus clattered on, black smoke streaming from its exhaust as we sat in thoughtful silence. Knowing it was a difficult subject I chose my words carefully.

“I have read, and been told by Jewish people,” I glanced at my girlfriend, whose parents had been firm on this subject, “that when the Jewish settlers arrived after the war, the Palestinian Arabs were told to leave by their religious leaders. . . .”

This time the professor interrupted me, his elegant face flushed with anger. “That’s complete nonsense! It’s Israeli propaganda, pure and straight. Of course it might have happened a few times when the Palestinian villagers were utterly desperate. But in far more cases they had their villages destroyed. Their lands and houses were razed to the ground; olive trees were destroyed, their women and children were terrorized, all by roving gangs of Zionist extremists. Having destroyed their villages, the Zionists’ then told the villagers they could stay on if they wanted. Great choices!”

I appreciated how intractable the situation has become. If it was true, and the Arabs were savagely forced out of their homes and land, was the Israeli government ever going to admit it? If false, and they really were deceived by their leaders, were the Palestinian Arabs ever going to let go of the prime justification for their claim of return?

The professor seemed to be quietly stewing in his seat against the window. A scatter of pebbles suddenly hit the bus. A window somewhere behind us was hit, causing the professor’s head to duck down. The bright sunlight, muted by the filth on the window, sparkled in the starburst crazing of previous stones hurled. Before he sat up straight again I could see the kids, pointing and shouting with pleasure, refracted in the cracked glass. In the bus there was some nervous laughter and a few claps. Then, belching black smoke, we accelerated out of range.

I wanted to bring his attention back to what we were talking about and for him to bring his analysis more up-to-date.

“And now?” I asked. “Is the situation for Arabs in Israel any better?”

He flinched when I said “Israel” and quickly corrected me.

“Israel!” he said contemptuously. “Palestine! It’s called Palestine!” He was working up a head of anger, and I hoped he wasn’t going to direct it at us. But he quickly got control of himself and prepared to get off at the next stop. A traffic jam jerked the bus to a sudden halt, and the professor collapsed back into his seat with a grunt of frustration. We smiled at him in sympathy, and he leaned over again, speaking quietly and clearly trying to suppress his anger.

“Did you realize when you were in Palestine that the Arabs are not allowed to vote? They have no land or water rights! They’re treated worse than second-class citizens!”

The bus lurched forward again, and the professor hauled himself to his feet before turning to us and delivering his final statement.

“The Arabs have been in Palestine for a thousand years. Now they’re living in occupied territory! How would you like that?”

With that he shuffled his way up the gangway and disappeared into the dusty streets.

Melinda, who was quiet for most of this exchange, reminded me that Arafat and the PLO were currently calling for a secular state, neither Islamic nor Zionist, with full separation of church and state. It sounded good in theory, but we wondered whether the extremists on both sides of the fence would ever go along with it.

The bus jolted to a halt outside the Mena House Hotel. It was early evening, and as we gazed back at Cairo, the broad brown smudge of pollution swathing the city was now turning blood red in the setting sun. Cairo looked like hell, painted by Turner. I wondered what it boded for the conference the next day.

On Monday, October 12, the day of the conference, I sat down with my journal to take stock of the situation.

We were both exhausted after the intensity of the last week, our shock at Sadat’s killing having to be set aside as we needed to stay as upbeat as possible, constantly bolstering our hopes we’d be let in the country in time for the event into which we’d put so much time and energy. My cold made a comeback, and Melinda soon caught a mild version. For all the positive synchronicities that accompanied the conference’s planning stages, this last week had been a trial.

As I wrote that morning, the pyramids visible through the windows of our magnificent suite, I recalled a mantra that popped into my mind in Peru, a few years earlier, and under not dissimilar circumstances; “the more the magic, the more the stuff ” is how the insight came to me. I take it to mean the more magical an event or project is, the greater are the challenges in realizing it. Here were both of us, after months of work culminating in this one special day, wheezing and coughing and erupting in one fight after another. This is not how we thought it was going to be.

We had already decided not to try to get into the Queen’s Chamber. It felt unnecessarily intrusive, and we didn’t want any of the focus to be on us. I made no note of whether we fasted that day, but I expect we did. We wanted to approach the occasion with a clear head. We drew long baths and relaxed, trying to ignore our sneezing and spluttering. Then, dragging an elegant table over to the window, I set up my crystal spur so there was a direct alignment with the rising moon, the apex of the Great Pyramid, and the invitation, propped up with all the invitees names facing me. Thus the pyramid on the invitation faced the Great Pyramid of Cheops in an unintentional symmetry that pleased me.

At 6:00 P.M. we settled down to meditate and start the conference. We had no particular plan or ritual, feeling we’d know spontaneously what to do in the moment. The only premeditated decision we’d made was to throw ourselves wholeheartedly into the conference, as we had with the preparation. If we had any doubts we would simply put them aside for the duration. There would always be time for that later.

A small gust of wind through the open window blew the invitation gently onto my lap. I felt the natural world was with us. I knew what I needed to do. I quietly called in each of the two hundred invitees (and their friends) by name, taking a few minutes to tune in and get the feel of each of them before we both thanked them all for attending. We introduced people where appropriate and suggested favorable seating arrangements. The list was so broad and eclectic that many people there were anxious to meet others for the first time.

I made a note at the time that almost all the invitees were present. The few that weren’t there said they would be by later. Jerry Brown, I recall because of his courtesy, had some emergency business at the state capitol. For some we sang their songs, such as “Georgia” for Ms. O’Keefe; others we thanked for their contributions to humanity, and yet others we greeted as friends or companions.

This introductory period lasted for several hours, and as darkness fell with tropical suddenness we lit two candles, placing one between where we sat and the invitation. The other candle I carefully lined up with my crystal rod so that the flame, gathered and focused by the crystal, projected a throbbing circle of light on the image of the pyramid on a second carefully placed invitation. We agreed previously it would be unlikely we’d be able to record the Conference-in-Spirit with conventional technology. My gold-leafed crystal spur came to me under such propitious circumstances, I felt confident on some level it was recording what was occurring on the subtle energy levels.

This silent little magical alignment burned its way through the next few hours as we meditated together. I recalled nothing of this period after emerging from the meditation, which I took as a good sign. I must have been in a deeply altered state of consciousness, because I certainly wasn’t asleep. At 11:00 P.M., the moon, coming into its fullness, moved into the precise alignment we’d set up, hovering at the very peak of the Great Pyramid, to complete our magical conjunction.

I read aloud through all the words on the twelve segments of the mandala on the back of the invitation. As I completed this I found myself almost overwhelmed with a sense of gratitude and blessings, and I shifted into an even deeper state of cosmic consciousness. I saw for a moment what we had accomplished and that it was good. We had done our bit, and the consequences were now in other hands. It had been an act of faith. Ridiculous to some, a noble experiment to others. And great fun for us.

After midnight we considered our work around the conference complete. We dressed and made our way through marble corridors into the glittering opulence of the hotel’s Colonial British dining room and broke our fast with a simple and delicious vegetarian meal. The waiters, as reverential as ever, glided and sidled around us, polishing glasses, pouring wine, flicking imaginary bread crumbs off the fine white tablecloth and shyly smiling at us whenever we caught their eyes.

Perhaps it was something in the way the waiters were treating us, as if we were royalty, that suddenly brought forth a memory from my earlier meditation. The memory stream started when I was shown a culture in which the rulers were believed to be gods, and they considered and felt themselves to be gods. The manner in which the waiters were treating us reminded me of what I’d experienced in the meditation.

After opening my heart chakra, I’d found myself overlit by what I can only call a “god-king reality.” I experienced myself as a god-king, with profound and complex responsibilities to my people. I felt myself permeated and surrounded by all the organic life on the planet. I was It, and It was Me. I knew in those moments, seeming to last forever, that the pharaohs—the god-kings of antiquity—were wholly responsible for their peoples’ well-being. I knew the meaning of the stars and the rising and falling of the Nile. I felt the adoration of my people and knew their concerns in my own body.

In my contemplation of the Egyptian god-kings, I didn’t experience that they actually were gods, although they might well have thought of themselves as such. So, if they weren’t gods and unless they were merely mythic figures, who or what could they have been?

Contemporary rationalistic thinking finds it convenient to dismiss the gods and goddesses as superstitious delusions or as psychological archetypes. Others believe that these god-kings were extraterrestrials; there was talk of the Russians finding the mummified body of a small extraterrestrial in a secret tomb close to the pyramids. While ETs may well have had some localized presence on the planet in ancient times—Atlantis and Lemuria were both reputed to be in part extraterrestrial colonies—I doubt whether they would have wanted to mix with human beings, let alone rule over them.

My attention was then drawn to the midwayers, the small group of beings that The Urantia Book tells us have a primary concern with material life on this planet. They are invisible to the human eye, yet can manifest in this physical reality when a situation is significant enough to require their help. Indeed, midwayers feel very responsible for all of life on the planet.

The midwayers came into being over five hundred thousand years ago, when our Planetary Prince Caligastia and his Deputy Prince Daligastia, together with a staff of one hundred “off-planet” supermortal volunteers, came to Earth on a specific mission to uplift humanity and start the civilizing process. The supermortal volunteers, who were effectively immortal at that stage, began mating with each other to produce, over time, the fifty thousand of these angels we call midwayers, who then became invaluable assistants to Prince Caligastia. It is due to their off-planet genetics that midwayers possess their rather unusual attributes. They are immortal and are normally imperceptible to human senses and yet can manifest and affect physical reality. They say their interventions are relatively infrequent and demand considerable energy from a number of them remaining in their dimension to facilitate the appearance of one of them in this dimension.

Eons of time passed. Then, roughly a quarter of a million years ago, the high angel Lucifer was appointed System Sovereign (of our System), and in this new capacity, he was responsible for overseeing the welfare of the evolution of the mortals in our System of one thousand planets. More time passed, but all was not well. Lucifer, apparently, was not happy with how he was being permitted to rule, with the result being that roughly 203,000 years ago, Lucifer and his assistant Satan fomented a revolution, with Lucifer leading the charge.

According to The Urantia Book, Lucifer and Satan (Lucifer’s main assistant) came to believe that an elaborate conspiracy had been concocted by the Creator Sons of the Local Universes to promote the existence of a fictitious unseen divinity, which the Creator Sons then used as a control device to manipulate the orders of celestials and angels within their creations. Having announced the existence of this conspiracy, Lucifer demanded more autonomy for all beings and for System Sovereigns and Planetary Princes to follow their own approaches for accelerating the spiritual development of their mortal charges.

The revolutionaries quickly gained followers, and the rebellion spread rapidly to affect thirty-seven planets in this System, with Urantia, our planet Earth, being one of them. Choice was given to the many angels involved with supervising System activities as to whether to join the rebel faction. (I will be discussing the curious destiny of those angels who aligned themselves with Lucifer in the afterword.)

Lucifer’s charge—that too much attention was being given to ascending mortals—appeared to ring true to a large number of angels, as well as the thirty-seven pairs of administrative angels, the Planetary Princes and their assistants who were responsible for the orderly progression of mortal (human) beings on their worlds.

The revolution was effectively suppressed by the administration authorities and recast as a heinous rebellion, its immediate consequence being the removal of Lucifer and Satan from their posts in the System. Yet paradoxically, the thirty-seven planetary administrations who had aligned with the rebel faction were turned over to the Planetary Princes of those worlds to apply the Lucifer doctrine. So, in a way, Lucifer got what he wanted—with one disastrous and possibly unanticipated exception. Presumably to prevent the rebellion from spreading, our entire System of planets, including the thirty-seven worlds falling to Lucifer, was isolated and quarantined, essentially cutting us off from the rest of the Multiverse affairs.*7

At the time of the Lucifer Rebellion, the vast majority of the fifty thousand midway angels on Earth—over forty thousand of them—aligned themselves with Lucifer and Satan. They were destined to remain on our planet until the time of Christ, when, according to The Urantia Book, it was one of Christ’s occulted functions to remove them. It is a brief reference, and no further details are given in the book as to where the rebel midwayers were taken. However, with the removal of these 40,119 rebel midwayers, a mere 9,881 loyalist midwayers remained here to fulfill the tasks of five times their number.

As a result of all of this, in contrast to a normal planet (one not quarantined), on which angelic companions and the presence of helpful midwayers and extraterrestrials must be commonplace knowledge, we Earthlings have slumbered in our corner of a populated Multiverse, unaware of who we are and how we got this way. Having been quarantined and isolated from normal extraterrestrial activity for the long 203,000 years since the rebellion, we first lost touch with, and then forgot entirely, our rightful place in the populated Multiverse. Given this, we were bound to evolve as a troubled species. Our world is one of the few planets that, due to the Lucifer Rebellion, have been thrown off their normal patterns of development.

This disquieting situation, this planetary quarantine, has persisted for a little over the last two hundred thousand years, only to have finally been adjudicated, in my understanding, in the early 1980s. As a result, the planetary quarantine has been lifted, enabling the rest of the Multiverse to make more legitimate contact with us. More recently what we are witnessing is the return of the rebel midway angels, who are now coming back to assist us in the coming transformation of our world.

As angels, midwayers are undying, which is why I think of them as true planetary citizens. Existing in a frequency-domain just the other side of the veil, they are, as implied earlier, invisible to the human eye and yet, under certain conditions, are able to interact with our material reality. When they are created on a world, they remain on it as aides, guides, and emergency workers until the planet is settled in light and life. This is their genesis and their true nature, but by the time that recorded history rolled around the rebel midwayers were becoming self-serving and cynical, caring for humans merely as playthings in their power games. (I will be discussing some of these delinquencies in ensuing chapters of this book.)

It should also be noted that it was as a response to a petition from the loyalist midwayers on this planet that The Urantia Book was assembled. By the end of the nineteenth century, although there was upsurge of interest in psychism and spirituality all over the Western world, the midwayers realized that there was a desperate need for authentic and accurate cosmological, historical, and spiritual information. In fact, this massive infusion of spiritual knowledge is rightfully our heritage, which would have become embedded in the religious and social mores of the global population had it not been for the interruption created by the Lucifer Rebellion.

When we examine the Bible, in Genesis 6:1–4 and Numbers 13:32–33, we find a mention of the Nephilim. They appear again in more detail in the Book of Enoch, in which they are named as the fallen angels who mated with human females. Biblical scholars in general are undecided as to exactly who the Nephilim were. Were they a race of giants, as some suggest? Others believe they were the progeny of the descendants of Seth, mixing with those of Cain. One aspect appears to be fairly definitive: unlike midwayers, the Nephilim were physical material beings.

One reference to the Nephilim that might point to a more extraterrestrial origin: the word Nephila in the Aramaic culture referred specifically to the constellation of Orion. Having spent time with a Walk-In*8 from Orion I’ve come to understand that Orion is one of the seven star systems with more advanced cultures than ours that maintain vested interests in this planet. As can be easily verified, there are many features of the Great Pyramid at Giza and its alignment with the other two pyramids that directly reflect the Orion constellation.

There is an intriguing clue in The Ra Material, the extensive channeled transcripts from an extraterrestrial source named Ra, received and collated by Don Elkins, James Allen McCarty, and Carla Rueckert. In it Orion and its very mortal inhabitants are talked of as one of the races flying UFOs in Earth’s atmosphere. Ra paints an Orion/human close encounter as an unpleasant experience, since in the case of the Orion ETs, they appear more interested in bending more “negativelyoriented” humans to their will. Here we see how, in this arena, like tends to attract like: “The most typical approach of Orion entities (Walk-ins) is to choose what might called a weaker-minded (human) entity (so) that it might suggest a greater amount of Orion philosophy to be disseminated.”1

In Ra’s cosmology he contrasts the fundamental motives of what he calls the “Confederation” with those of Orion. The Confederation are clearly the good guys here, and fortunately for this planet they appear to be in the vast majority. The basic contrast Ra outlines is that of service to others as opposed to serving the self.

Since the first approach is serving the Creator in others and the Orion way is serving the Creator in the self, both obviously end up by serving the Creator. What this fundamental disparity in philosophy produces is the necessary creative tension between different planetary cultures, which in turn furnishes the challenges and choices all beings need to grow in wisdom and spirit.

Turning back to our broader discussion, whomever the Biblical Nephilim might have been, and supported by Enoch’s reference to their size, their brutality, and their sexual hunger, we can conclude they were evidently material enough to have children with humans. This suggests that the Nephilim were most likely a trace record of the prince’s staff and their exceptionally long-lived progeny. While the Nephilim may have been the forebears of the god-kings, the characteristics described in the Egyptian texts gives no prominence to those features of the ancient divinities, their immortality and invisibility, you’d expect to be featured had they been midwayers.

Although The Urantia Book doesn’t explicitly state it, given the lack of other candidates, I propose that the gods and goddesses of the ancient pantheons were almost certainly midwayers.

As for the god-kings, possibly in the early days of prehistory they may have been drawn from the progeny of the prince’s staff who, the book tells us, did indeed procreate with humans after the planetary quarantine sealed their fate. While the Egyptian gods and goddesses were most likely midwayers in the lack of other contenders, the Egyptian god-kings, despite their superior genetic heritage, were all too mortal.

Yet, since this pharaonic line of ancestry descending from the prince’s staff would have possessed a far wider field of knowledge than humans, those early god-kings would have appeared very much like gods to primitive mortals. If the pharaohs of recorded history were of this heritage, they would have been so depleted by that time, all they could do was to try to emulate their remarkable ancestors. This would certainly go toward explaining their obsession with immortality and the after-death realms, as well as their custom of procreating within the royal bloodline.

It was with these speculations that we finished our dinner. Moonlight was streaming in through the high windows, and we could see the Great Pyramid glowing in the silver light.

The walk from the Mena House Hotel to the base of the Great Pyramid was farther than it appears, the vast size of the pyramid deceiving the eye. It was also a long hill, this evening lined by heavily armed troops. The moon was so large every detail of the landscape stood out, and we could see the soldiers’ eyes following us as we plodded up the deserted road.

Around a bend we came to a barrier across the road and a gaggle of soldiers with machine guns, smoking and talking between themselves. As we came to the barrier an officer detached himself from the group, walked toward us gesturing, and said in cultured English, “Reasonable people would not walk near the Great Pyramid at this time of night!”

I replied that we were not reasonable people. There was a surprised pause before he roared with laughter, and ordering his troops to lift the barrier he ushered us through, saying, “In that case it is fine for you to proceed.”

We heard the laughter of his troops while he told them what I’d said echoing behind us as we got closer to the pyramid. Since we had arrived in Cairo so close to the conference, we hadn’t yet visited the massive structures, even in daylight.

As we drew nearer I realized I was quite unprepared for the pure size and bulk of the Great Pyramid. I was used to seeing modern skyscrapers that architects strive to make light and airy, barely floating on the ground, yet here was a structure as high as any skyscraper and so unashamedly planted on the Earth as to appear in the moonlight to grow out of the desert sands.

Some wild dogs must have picked up our scent, and they started baying. A light wind, warm and sweet smelling, ruffled our hair. The massive size of the pyramid, bathed in a steely light, loomed over us as we got closer. Although the broad platform on which the structure sat seemed deserted, shadows that might have been people, or might have been tricks of the moonlight, flickered in the darkness around the base.

Energized by all the excitement of the conference my first thought was to climb to the top. My companion was somewhat less enthusiastic, but gamely climbed with me up to the sixth horizontal line of the colossal slabs of stone. It was not an easy climb, each individual limestone block as tall as Melinda, both of us scrabbling for purchase on the smooth surface of the blocks and dragging ourselves up to the next layer.

When we reached the sixth level she quite reasonably refused to go any farther. At the time, however, I didn’t think it was at all reasonable. I had quite a head of steam going by now, and I was obsessed with getting 
to the top. And if I was going, she was going too. She declined again. I began to get angry and shouted at her that we weren’t reasonable people, remember?!

Now, Melinda is a feisty woman, known as a girl to have wielded a large knife while chasing a hated stepfather around a kitchen table, and she wasn’t about to take any nonsense from me. The nervous tension and the mutual bickering of the last week we’d been able to push aside for the duration of the conference now erupted into a dreadful row.

Ah! The male ego! Consumed by my anger I accused her of ruining the most important moment of my life, of always ruining my peak moments . . . and so it went; my companion was every bit as furious with me by this time, both of us throwing insults, dragging up old scores, shouting at one another . . . until finally, when I saw her pick up a stone to throw at me I grabbed her firmly by the waist, bent her over my knee, and gave her an angry spanking.

This was not in character for me. I’ve never done it before, or since. I would never even have thought about it unless Melinda’s mother hadn’t taken me aside one afternoon in Netanya and told me if I ever needed to spank her daughter I had her permission. I don’t recall the context of this surprising remark, but she clearly didn’t have any illusions about her daughter’s refractory nature.

Yet, in a sense, it did work.

As the first light of dawn crept over us, the full absurdity of the situation struck us both simultaneously, and we started laughing uproariously. How could we be so stupid? Here we were, at this wonderful moment in our lives, and we were behaving like angry and foolish children. On this night of nights! What on earth was going on?

It was after we clambered down to the base and were quietly watching the dawn light redden the sky that Melinda reminded me of what we were talking about as we’d walked up the road toward the pyramid. Still riding the energy of the conference we decided as we set off for our walk that we wanted to understand the basis of conflict on our contentious little planet. What is it that perpetuates the belligerence? Is there something so fundamental, so deeply embedded in the human experience, so commonplace and readily experienced, that we have collectively overlooked it as the basic source of conflict?

The face of the Great Pyramid was turning from pink to a deep red, and the distant sounds of Cairo waking up floated in the clear morning air.

Although it was Melinda who said it first, we both must have thought it at the same time, because we starting roaring with laughter again.

“Of course! Of course!” She squeezed out tears of laughter that ran down her cheeks, “We’ve just acted it out. It has to be the conflict between men and women, doesn’t it?”

It seemed too simplistic at first, yet as we came to talk about it we started realizing how basic is the antagonism between the sexes. Loving relationships, it seemed to us, are the arenas in which individuals can work out their own troublesome issues. We’re all bent out of shape to one extent or another by our childhoods, and these influences, often traumatic, will surface as we mature. The emotional security provided by a loving relationship will often be exactly the situation that permits these repressed personal demons to appear.

The most obvious manifestation of emotional or psychological damage in childhood, if it isn’t dealt with and the trauma released, will be the compulsion to project the issue out onto the other. This dynamic is well understood by psychologists, but doesn’t seem to have filtered down to the general public yet.

If there is authentic love and trust in the relationship, then the projection can be recognized as such and withdrawn. By owning the projection, it can be examined and the repressed thoughtform (the demon) can be released.

The smell of baking bread drifted up from the desert below us, and we could see people starting to move around, lighting small fires and shouting at their children.

“What about cultures like this one in which women are suppressed and have no rights?” I wondered, as a bullying male voice echoed up from one of the Beduin tents.

“Until they accept their women as equals they won’t be peaceful cultures,” my companion stated flatly.

“But cultures like ours, we believe in the equality of women, and we’re just as aggressive and belligerent, aren’t we?”

“Just because we’ve legislated equal rights doesn’t mean men suddenly treat women that much better. Perhaps it’s a little fairer in offices, but that doesn’t mean it’s really seeped into the average relationship.”

A camel belched and gurgled somewhere behind us.

“Happy men and women who love and trust one another don’t make wars,” Melinda announced with some finality, and we set off back to the hotel for some sleep.

Returning to New York and settling back into the rhythm of our lives, input on the conference started coming in from our friends who’d been involved. This raised an issue we’d put aside until after the conference was over. Should we ask for feedback from the invitees, and if so, how can we go about it while remaining anonymous?

I wasn’t enthusiastic about the idea of revealing who we were. We’d conceived the project as an art piece and a spiritual experiment. We both felt the Conference-in-Spirit ought to stand on its own, a Zen gesture with its own touch of mystery. What the other attendees had experienced was, for Melinda and me anyway, of less importance than carrying the initial concept to its fulfillment. It was enough that we’d laid the groundwork.

However, since we created the conference in the name of the Future Studies Research Group, the majority of our little group prevailed and out went cards asking if invitees wished to receive a questionnaire. A satisfying number answered in detail the questions we posed, and while we never collated the results, I’m including a few of the reactions and comments here. In some cases they mentioned their names and wanted to know who was behind the conference, but most people appeared to appreciate the anonymity of it. Respecting this, I’m not including names with the comments.

From Michigan: “Around 3:00 P.M. I experienced that my vegetable/flower garden transformed into the Holy Grail and that all of us at the conference (were) in the Grail Cup simultaneously. I experienced a spiritually nourishing sense of community and sharing.”

From San Francisco, California: “The idea of ‘inner’ conferences, located in specific external time/space location, is a good one. How about tying it in to specific traditional celebrations, Christmas, Wesak, Solstice, Equinoxes, etc.”

From Richmond, Virginia: “I feel that the conference was an opportunity to join with others in the search for new directions in human evolution and motivation. During the conference I saw more clearly the conditions that brought us here and the directions ahead. . . .

“Technology can provide us with the means to satisfy our need for food, water and protection from the elements. Although we haven’t achieved this for all people, it is possible. Beyond these mortal motives we have a need to discover our individual creative selves and to communicate that discovery to others.

“Technology is an amplifier of human motives. Our instincts have directed intelligence toward physical survival and now our consciousness must turn the power of technology toward liberating individuals from institutions of control-for-profit. Such institutions are obsolete in the world of spiritual motives. The institutions of the future will encourage, develop, reward, and support individual creativity and communication with emphasis on self-knowledge. Participation in the creative process is the one thing that we have in common with the Almighty.”

From San Francisco, California: “Image of a gold scepter of light rising upward, then radiating Maypole style to all parts of Earth. Experience of awakening; Strong sense of healing; scepter changed to winged caduceus.”

From Oxford, England: “I realized that the core of the sun is spinning faster than its surface layers (figures being something like three and twenty-five days), and that this ratio applies also to Saturn. This was previously unknown.

“Any opportunity to bring nearer to consciousness the forces of Kundalini, the collective unconscious, and the collective super-conscious (which I believe still to be in the process of formation) is greatly to be welcomed.

“Choosing a subterranean rendezvous has its dangers for weaker psyches. I would suggest in future Macchu Picchu, or maybe the Great Lamasery in Lhasa, Tibet; height is always to be preferred to depth, since this is where the psyche must go in both personal and evolutionary significances.

“I propose that the conference was a success in terms of psychic power-building and in greater awareness that temporality is a staircase which we can—however fumblingly—learn to ascend and descend. I am disconcerted to find that as one approaches in fear and trembling the shadowy world of the Spirit, one is aware that one of the laws there prevailing is a law of godlike laughter—a laughter to which mankind cannot yet aspire.”

From Denver, Colorado: “Whether or not there was an actual spiritual focalization at Egypt, or anywhere else, there seemed to be a spiritual unification in the sense that through the conference there was knowledge of participation of the other conferees. This served to give a feeling of group effort, and therefore more value to the experience.

“The conference acted as a catalyst for personal action. These significant conceptions and resolutions emerged: 1) The sense of world unity and progress being a task undertaken by a team scattered hither and yon, nevertheless, working together. 2) This team’s work is unified by a superteam—those spirit intelligences and agencies assisting us. 3) That I have something personal to contribute to this endeavor. 4) That there is nothing better on Earth I would rather do. 5) That I resolve to try to do it.”

From San Francisco, California: “I had a transcendental experience in my understanding of the computer as it relates to education/ communication. It is a realm I have avoided—and now I know what I will be able to contribute to the field. The insights I experienced that day are directing me into a new dimension.”

From Hove, England: “The blue space-like surface of the conference invitation functioned as a perfect field for the harmonious geometry of the ‘flower.’ I realized that the radiating patterns on ancient artifacts do not express radiation, but are radiation itself.

“At the center point of the conference there was a huge build-up of the attentiveness—I could feel more and more participants tuning in their energies. The general level seemed to move through several barriers previously considered the limit.

“The strange circumstances of Sadat’s death seems to have occurred specifically to bring our attention directly from any idea of abstracting the life/death dynamic, to a direct contact with the basics of (the) Earth. The arbitrary manifests in a specific surreal moment.”

From London: “After 9:30 P.M. a certain calmness and peace prevailed; approaching 10:00 P.M. all external visuals were dropped, the atmosphere became at once completely still and totally vibrant. Over the midpoint, there was an overwhelming vibration of peace (the word in mind was PEACE) seemed to well through me and out of the top of my head. I was extremely high in a state unique in my experience, but resembling a totally controllable acid trip. The power of the moment was total and lasted until well after midnight. It was wonderful.”

From Berkeley, California: “I perceived the potential of an education in group decision-making as a means of education for democracy, and for exploration and research institutes interested in therapeutically-assisted decision-making groups. I understood better the role of education, as an alternative to power, in bringing about a desirable future.”

From San Francisco, California: “I felt an upsurge of optimism, not quite an out-of-body experience, but an out-of-ego experience; a sense of unity with people on all continents; a visualization of different racial types, all striving for peace.

“I think we are about to jump to a new level of coherence; not just cooperation, but an increased awareness of previously unconscious species-goals—what we are here to do.”

We were encouraged by a number of the respondents to make our Conference-in-Spirit the first in a series, yet it never felt quite right. We’d always conceived of the event as a single magical act. If other people took it up and ran with it, so much the better. Besides, organizing and funding the conference consumed many months of our lives. We could get away with being anonymous once, but if we were to develop Conferences-in-Spirit, we would have to come out from behind the curtain.

The conference was never really meant to be about finding solutions to the world’s problems; it was created simply to provide an arena in which people could think about and visualize a positive future. To my knowledge such an event hasn’t been repeated, yet the past three decades have seen the growing popularity of large group meditations with specific intentions.

We knew it was a fairly advanced concept, pushing the boundary of accepted belief, and it would be dismissed by some as absurd or impossible. It’s likely a person needs to have some experience in conscious out-of-body travel to understand the potential of spiritual reality creation.

We’d thought merely to pop the idea of out-of-body collaborative work into the world mind. On a personal level, we wanted to show we were willing to collaborate with higher intelligences, with angels or any interested extraterrestrials who might have tuned in.

It soon appeared both species had plans for us. With no idea of what awaited us I traveled to London a few weeks later to visit my mother, Melinda having arranged to join me a few days later.
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