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The 

Rebel Angels 

among Us
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“On a visit to Timothy’s home in a remote part of New Mexico, I had occasion to witness him in the deep communion with Georgia that was required to generate this series of unforgettable volumes. There he sat in the utterly unique home he himself had designed. Around him was perhaps the most impressive private library I have ever seen, and his own visionary art lined the walls. I knew then what I know now: Timothy Wyllie stands in a class all by himself as a contributor to the emerging literature influenced by the Urantia Revelation. His literary and artistic legacy will remain invaluable for decades to come.”

BYRON BELITSOS, 
AUTHOR 
OF YOUR EVOLVING SOUL: 
THE COSMIC SPIRITUALITY 
OF THE URANTIA REVELATION


PRAISE FOR OTHER WORKS IN THIS SERIES BY TIMOTHY WYLLIE

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

BARBARA HAND CLOW, 
AUTHOR OF AWAKENING THE PLANETARY 
MIND: BEYOND THE TRAUMA 
OF THE PAST TO A NEW ERA 
OF CREATIVITY

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

PAUL SAMUEL DOLMAN, 
AUTHOR OF HITCHHIKING WITH LARRY 
DAVID: AN ACCIDENTAL 
TOURIST’S SUMMER OF SELF-DISCOVERY 
IN MARTHA’S VINEYARD

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

NEW DAWN 
MAGAZINE

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

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

“Timothy Wyllie’s Wisdom of the Watchers is an enthralling read. Wyllie is an eloquent author with a discerning wisdom of the world. This book has the benefit of being practical and enlightening like a wonderful intertwined subjective journey. Truly awe-inspiring.”

E. A. JAMES SWAGGER, AUTHOR 
OF THE NEWGRANGE SIRIUS 
MYSTERY: LINKING PASSAGE 
GRAVE COSMOLOGY WITH DOGON 
SYMBOLOGY

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

RANDY MAUGANS, OFFPLANET 
RADIO HOST





Some books are crooks 

they steal your time 

but worse than that 

some melt your mind 

of all the books I’ve ever read 

I prefer the ones that raise the dead.

JASON BARENHOLTZ, INSPIRED 
BY THE WRITING AND FRIENDSHIP OF TIMOTHY WYLLIE



 Timothy’s Spiritual Legacy, Continued
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An Update for the Reader

In Timothy’s last book, The Secret History of the Watchers, I alerted the readers that Timothy had passed on from this life in October of 2017. I also shared the “succession plan” that Timothy and I had discussed in regard to carrying on his legacy—though Timothy and I always cringed when that word was mentioned, as there is both a finality and an arrogance that is often perceived by readers when using it. I would therefore like to take this opportunity to reintroduce myself and update you, the reader, on the status of Timothy’s “outreach.” I would also like to touch briefly on the meaning of Timothy’s works.

Again, my name is Daniel, and Timothy and I shared a “surrogate” father and 
son relationship. As I mentioned in the previous book, Timothy directed me to 
“reach as many people as possible. If my writing, my art, and my music inspires them, I want to be in their homes.”

Timothy and Georgia had completed three more books in the Confessions series by the time Timothy passed. The first—the aforementioned Secret History of the Watchers—was already in the editing phase when he passed and was published in 2018. I personally owe a great deal of gratitude to the whole Inner Traditions team, who demonstrated nothing but the highest levels of professionalism, caring, and patience 
when working with me—a novice—in getting the book to the readers. They helped 
picked up the baton with such a fervor—and in such a loving way—that I felt I 
was working more with a supportive family than a publisher interested only in putting a book out for a few shekels.

The final two books—both untitled—were complete and on Timothy’s computer, right where he left them. Both manuscripts were submitted to Inner Traditions and were—not unexpectedly—picked up for publication. The book you are holding is the first, and the last book—Volume 8—is due out in 2021.

Timothy’s new website, timothywyllie.com, is finally up and running. Please 
feel free to visit it. Though it is not yet 100 percent complete at the time of this writing, I will continue to flesh it out until it is. Timothy had more than four hundred drawings alone, and each of his pieces—books, artwork, interviews, articles, and so on—will have its own page. So please enjoy what is on there throughout the process!

Over the past couple of years, I have been inundated with emails asking for information on ordering prints, original artwork, and so forth. I am happy to announce that you can now order a print directly from the site, or contact me for additional information on originals (or anything else). I do not maintain Timothy’s originals, which are in the care of Timothy’s lovely “artner,” June Atkin, but she and I work together closely, and I am glad to serve as an intermediary for her.

Taking on the management of Timothy’s body of work has been interesting (to say the least). I knew many of his friends and family members already, but I have met so many more folks throughout this process. I see the impact Timothy’s books and artwork have on some individuals, and it reminds me of how Timothy and I came to meet—and of the impact he has had on my life.

It puts a smile on my face when someone sends Timothy an email with the same questions, confusion, desperation, and awakening that I experienced, and it feels good to share what I have learned with them—which brings me to a very important point that Timothy always conveyed: we are all on our own path, and there is no “right” or “wrong” on our personal journey.

There are some people who, in a haughty fashion, criticize Timothy and what lies within the pages of his books. To their surprise, I am sure, Timothy respected their differences of opinion and actually loved good, intellectual discourse—as well as respectful arguments. He lived life like a child in a candy store, and all of us were the magnificently interesting pieces of candy within that store to be explored.

Dear reader, you would be tickled to learn that Timothy kept notes on each and every person who contacted him. He cared. Back before the days of computers, smartphones, 
and contact lists, Timothy would keep a Rolodex of names, contact information, 
and tidbits of interest regarding each individual.

I keep the notecard he created when I first contacted him nearly thirty years ago. It simply reads, “Daniel Mator . . . impatient young man.” Thus, the adventure began!

I share this with you because all Timothy cared about was sharing with you what he and Georgia experienced. What you do with that information is totally up to you; Timothy had no expectations of his readers. As he would say to me, “Daniel, all I can do is point in a direction . . . you have to do the walking.” It would—because of his accurate assessment of my impatience (I’m getting better!)—drive me nuts sometimes, but it is in that walk where we learn the most about ourselves. And that walk is a personal, unique one that only you can experience.

So I speak on behalf of both Timothy and myself when I say that I sincerely hope this book contains something 
that assists you in finding answers about yourself and the world in which we live. Though I already knew Timothy and many of the personal exploits contained within these pages, it has still done that for me.


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

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





INTRODUCTION

An Emergent Understanding
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The Twin Threads, Collaborating with a Watcher, a Ventriloquist’s Dummy, Writing for an Audience

Those readers familiar with Georgia—the watcher with whom I collaborate—and her Confessions series will know that the two basic threads weaving through her narrative sometimes veer away in different directions, but they also sometimes synchronistically comment upon one another. As I don’t plan out these volumes in advance, it’s as much a surprise for me—as I would hope it is for the attentive reader—to see how these threads entwine and inform one another.

This volume perhaps more than any other brings the threads together so that each reveals aspects of the other that—up to that point—had remained hidden from me. Of the many factors that keep me interested in this long project, these synchronicities are the ones that fascinate me the most, as they are both unexpected and always deeply meaningful.

I admit to sometimes feeling a little too revealingly exposed by Georgia, but I have had to recognize in a very real sense—something I’ve long considered in the abstract—that it’s best to consider my life as an experiment. But I suppose I have always thought of it as my experiment.

When I explored the potential for cetacean telepathy I was mostly in the ocean swimming with dolphins. I felt that I was actively using my body and my neural networks in an experiment from which I would be the beneficiary. I was the one with the record of my interactions with both wild and captive dolphins, while the dolphins may or may not have noted those occasions for themselves.

Writing with Georgia appears to be an extension of that. After all, she is participating in using my body and my neural networks. Yet at the same time, this is also a completely different experience for me. Here, unlike those ephemeral telepathic moments with dolphins, Georgia and I are leaving a snail’s trace of printer’s ink (or binary digits) that—word by word, sentence by sentence, paragraph by paragraph—exposes the precise state of our relationship, moment by moment.

In retrospect I can now understand that the two books (Adventures Among Spiritual Intelligences and The Return of the Rebel Angels) I wrote previously in conjunction with angels were a preparation for this collaboration with Georgia. In the previous books I would simply be aware of Zophiel or Zadkiel’s presence and would get a pleasant frisson of affirmation whenever I got the words right.

Writing with Georgia is very different. After invoking her, the words always seem to be there. Even if they ooze out more slowly on some days than on others, she has never failed me. My job is simply to be patient and open. Yet it isn’t anything like taking dictation, nor is it similar to automatic writing. Georgia insists that we are more fully collaborative than that.

So, what am I in this collaboration? I have the fingers, obviously, but I also act as a grounding for Georgia. I’m part research assistant, part source of anecdotes and examples, part butt of Georgia’s dry humor, and part subject of her experiment. In fact, I now feel that I’m as much Georgia’s experiment as I am my own. I believe I have been able to come to terms with this—as much due to Georgia’s infinite consideration for my defects and limitations as anything I’ve done consciously to deserve this privilege. One of our running jokes is that Georgia is the ventriloquist and I, naturally, am the dummy.

As I’ve previously stated, neither Georgia nor I initially had any intention of publishing her “confessions.” We were both writing them entirely for our own understanding. It was only when others read the first volume and believed it would have some general value for a wider readership that we both agreed to publish.

I was curious, to begin with, to find out whether writing with an audience in mind would impede the delicate process of working with a discarnate entity. Writing for an audience is quite a different experience. It can be as if I have a noisy crowd looking over my shoulder, each one demanding that a different word be used or another direction be taken. So I’ve been overjoyed to discover that Georgia’s presence has remained consistent, and her voice has proved mercifully stronger than my own self-consciousness and timidity.

Let a divine being approach you! It may be nothing or everything. Nothing, if you meet it in the frame of mind in which you confront everyday things. Everything, if you are prepared and attuned to it. What it is in itself is a matter which does not concern you; the point is whether it leaves you as you were or makes a different person of you.

RUDOLF STEINER, CHRISTIANITY 
AS MYSTICAL FACT

 

Abandon the search for God, and creation, and similar things of that kind. Instead, take yourself as the starting place. Ask who is it within you who makes everything his own saying, “My God, my mind, my thought, my soul, my body.” Learn the sources of love, joy, hate, and desire . . . . If you carefully examine all these things, you will find God in yourself.

HIPPOLYTUS, THE REFUTATION 
OF ALL HERESIES

The essence of the meaning of human existence is to be found not in a system of supposedly supernatural laws presided over by institutionalized authority, but instead in the experience of the individual heart and soul.

STEPHEN E. FLOWERS,

LORDS OF THE LEFT-HAND 
PATH



1

The Path to Breaking Free
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Returning from Death, the Dalai Lama’s State Oracle, Life on Atlantis, Rebirth of the Copper Trade, Twin Souls, Childhood Trauma

Mein Host Timothy’s second life began when he returned from the dead that rainy November afternoon in 1973—although he wouldn’t really understand this until he was more fully disentangled from the imbroglio that he had created for himself.

His disappointment at hearing nothing back from Mary Ann—the apex leader of the Process Church—about his near-death experience (NDE) had created the first tiny crack in his conviction that she was the incarnate Goddess. But he quickly repressed the thought. He clearly didn’t want to believe that she might have been playing him for a fool all along. I could see it in his emotional body how firmly he pushed down his moments of doubt. Besides, he had his work to distract him.

The New York Chapter of the Process Church on Manhattan’s First Avenue—now 
the Foundation Faith of the Millennium—was becoming progressively busier as 
public interest in the New Consciousness movement brought in a wider set of people. It had been under my ward’s leadership that the Chapter had moved toward solvency, and I could see that my ward thought he needed to play the game out. I don’t believe it ever came to him to leave the community at that point. Whenever I have heard him subsequently speak about it, he has always said that life in the Chapter was “terrifically stimulating and challenging,” and he was “enjoying it far too much to leave.” As a side note, I have also heard him claim that he was getting a certain vengeful pleasure from showing up the Four, each of whom, in turn, had run the New York Chapter into the ground before my ward had taken over.

I’ve come to think in retrospect that Mein Host was in a position of leadership in which he simply couldn’t live with himself were he to let everyone down. If he gave any thought to the idea of leaving the community—and escaping the clutches of his dark Goddess—he must have known that such a situation would have to be very carefully crafted. Yet I saw no sign that this thought had ever crossed his mind as he settled back into his regular everyday life. Besides, his mind was filled with other matters—Tibetan Buddhism being only one of them.

Mein Host was no expert on Tibetan Buddhism, but—unlike many Westerners—he had at least read the Tibetan Book of the Dead as a result of his entheogenic 
explorations in the early 1960s. Having joined the community in 1965 and choosing to set aside entheogens, I doubt if he’d given any further thought to Buddhism until the afternoon two small, elderly Tibetan monks and their translator sat in front of him in his office.

What occurred then has continued to puzzle him, so I hope my view of that encounter will illuminate what has long concerned him.

There had been no warning, no phone call, no appointment; just Sister Marion—Timothy’s assistant—knocking at his office door and asking him if he had the time to meet with “a couple of very odd-looking little brown men in skirts.” Marion was an instinctive xenophobe.

After being introduced by the translator as monks Nechung Rinpoche and the slightly older Drepung Rinpoche, the pair in their saffron and brown robes sat down, both on the edge of their chairs with their backs rigidly straight and their nut-brown, oval faces sweetly impassive.

It was Nechung Rinpoche who did the talking. He spoke through their translator, who was standing slightly behind and between them. The Rinpoche explained that he was the senior monk of the Nechung monastery, and among his responsibilities was the care of the Dalai Lama’s State Oracle.

My ward leaned forward with interest when he heard about the State Oracle. I 
don’t believe he knew about this mediumistic practice descending from the pre-Buddhist Bön shamanism. And he certainly wouldn’t have known—if indeed the monks even knew—that Bön shamanism itself was descended from a tradition brought to Tibet in one of the Lemurian diasporas between forty thousand and fifty thousand years ago.

Nechung Rinpoche went on to explain that the State Oracle was always consulted by the Dalai Lama before any important decisions were made, and it was the result of one of these psychic consultations that had brought them to his office. I saw a mixture of interest and confusion on my ward’s face, and I could feel that he liked these men. He was at ease with them, and when I looked at his emotional body I could see how it was harmonizing with those of the two monks.

The Rinpoche went on to explain that the oracular consultation in question had concerned ways of introducing Tibetan Buddhism to the West. I noticed Drepung Rinpoche tilt forward slightly at this point, his left hand gripping the edge of the desk, his skin like tanned leather stretched thin over skeletal knuckles. Nechung Rinpoche had paused, and I could feel something unspoken pass between the two monks before he continued.

Here it comes, I thought.

It was in the course of this consultation with the State Oracle, the Rinpoche continued, that Mein Host’s name had been pronounced by the Oracle as a person who would be helpful to their cause. Would he therefore help them?

This wasn’t the kind of request that came in every day, and my ward has since said that he would have probably helped them without any prompting from the State Oracle. Of course, he was flattered! Who wouldn’t be? The Dalai Lama’s State Oracle, no less.

And, as we know, my ward has shown a weakness for being flattered. Yet, being half aware of this vulnerability in himself also must have brought up some reasonable doubts. His name! His name? It was such an improbable claim, as he said to Juliette (Mein Host’s Process confidante) afterward—and whatever did they mean by his name, anyway? What name? Father Micah? Father Jesse (as he was now called)?

The name Micah had been originally given to him by Mary Ann, and now he’d used the opportunity of the community’s renaming to rename himself. Jesse was the name he had chosen, although I don’t believe he ever knew why he picked that particular name. He would always say that he “just liked the sound of it—all that snaky hissing.”

“But you didn’t ask, did you?” Juliette was smiling.

“Ask what?”

“I bet you didn’t ask them whose name the Oracle used,” she was laughing now, already aware of his answer.

So the situation stood. The name really didn’t matter; he was going to do what he could for the monks because he liked them and respected them as fellow exiles. Although they didn’t share a common language, they seemed to have a natural and unspoken resonance with my ward. More than once I caught the three of them giggling away at some shared unspoken joke. He said afterward that one of the characteristics he loved was the old monks’ humor.

It was a perfect match. The Foundation Faith had the facilities, the Tibetan Buddhists had the message and the intention, and New York was ready for what they had to say. This combination led to two extremely successful conferences—as well as a series of seminars—delivered by these two eminent Buddhist monks. My ward wasn’t to discover just how eminent they both were until many years later.

The Nechung monastery was indeed the seat of the State Oracle and a monastery devoted to a tradition so ancient that the place was still known as the Demon Fortress of the Oracle King. The Drepung monastery was close by in Tibet. These were two of the most senior Rinpoches who’d managed to get out of Tibet. They really were 
following the direction of their Dalai Lama, as demonstrated by the gift of a white, raw-silk, mantilla-like scarf, delivered with the Dalai Lama’s gratitude by Nechung Rinpoche to Mein Host after the last of the seminars.

So I can now put my ward’s mind to rest. The State Oracle had indeed spoken of a person who would be of help and who could be found in Manhattan. The State Oracle also described the neighborhood and even the building—or so I heard—in which this person could be located. But there was never any name. No Father Micah, no Father Jesse. Sorry about that, old friend!

This distortion had arisen by way of the translator who’d known previously of Father Jesse and the Foundation Faith and who took advantage of his position as a go-between to pump up what was already a remarkable synchronicity into an offer impossible to turn down. If the Dalai Lama’s State Oracle had spoken of him by name—by name!—how could he possibly refuse? How could anyone refuse?

However, from what I observed at the time, the two elderly monks knew nothing of their translator’s manipulative ploy. I chose not to look any deeper into this, charmed as I was by the monks’ quiet nobility and their resolute sense of purpose.

Yet, I’m bound to observe that both monks were highly intelligent and sensitive men and well trained in the subtle arts. In retrospect, since they are now long dead—and probably reincarnated somewhere in the West—I suspect they knew perfectly well what was going on. And they would have justified their small deception, no doubt, in much the same way as those in the community had rationalized so many of their own self-serving deceptions—as the end justifying the means.

I was aware that it never felt right to my ward that the State Oracle might have actually spoken his name, but he liked the monks and didn’t want to believe they would lie to him so baldly. As the subject never came up again, it slipped into irrelevance until he had to revisit the interaction with the Tibetan monks for the book he wrote in 2009 about his time with the Process. It was then, so many years later, that the unlikelihood of his name being issued from the mouth of a trance medium on the other side of the world was undeniable.

Yet, there were still those two beautiful, pure, ancient beings, sitting in his office in front of him, their placid faces unreadable by a Western eye. Surely they couldn’t have been lying straight to his face.

Still, in all that time, I don’t believe it ever occurred to my ward that it was the translator’s lie, distortion, or the man’s embroidery—however he thought of it—that was responsible. As for the monks, yes, they knew about it, but they considered the deception irrelevant, assuming that it was simply how business was conducted in the West.

Please forgive my digression. Or, make of it what you will if you find value in it as metaphor. I wished merely to relieve my ward’s mind on the matter that had continued to puzzle him.

The Foundation Faith of the Millennium was always purely a creation of Mary Ann. Now, with Robert (one of the founders of the Process and former husband of Mary Ann) and Verona (a Processean with whom Robert was romantically involved) well out of the picture, never to return—and their having given up on the idea of re-creating the Process in their image—Mary Ann was able to exploit the schism, as it came to be called, very much to her advantage. Although numerically it could barely be called a schism.

Life for most in the community—and for many of the junior members who knew nothing of its inner workings apart from the existence of an abstract Omega—remained much the same. This was despite the rewritten rituals, different colored uniforms, renamed magazines and newsletters, and the abrupt refocusing solely on Jehovah. A few people who would have left anyway at some point dropped away from the periphery; a few others joined up as there was no longer mention of Lucifer or Satan.

All of which suggested to me that it was never really the belief system that attracted people to the community; it was the personalities of those already involved. The belief system was the reason they would have given themselves to engage their rational (or irrational) minds, yet it would be in their emotional bodies that decisions such as whether to join the community would be made—and most would be unaware of this. Most wouldn’t consciously know they were taking challenging aspects of themselves and seeing those qualities in others who appeared to have resolved them. In light of this, there should be no surprise that there was a lot of psychological projection involved.

As Mein Host was projecting his Goddess onto Mary Ann—who had willingly accepted the projection because, no doubt, she agreed with him—others, in turn, would project their dreams and desires onto my ward, as they would fixate on other of the senior Processeans who were more visible to the public. Most of this projection—because it was occurring on an emotional level and was largely unconscious or otherwise repressed—seemed to hang in the air like a steamy fog.

I observed that my ward chose to remain detached from much of these emotional shenanigans, which only succeeded in making him appear even more of a tempting morsel to women of a certain nature (because of his unavailability). However, he was far too busy to take much note of any of this. He had now accumulated a small battery of secretaries and assistants, all anxious to keep any outsiders from penetrating the shell within which he was able to keep working, to keep creating and coming up with moneymaking ideas. Of course, other senior Processeans were doing much the same in their own domains, but my narrative concerns my ward and only speaks of other people when they cross his path or affect him in some significant way.

I have no doubt that Mein Host appreciated this partial isolation, even if it meant overlooking or tolerating Sister Marion’s bullying, officious ways. There were a few occasions when—through some skillful angelic coordination—certain people were able to make it through the shell surrounding him. In this way—although neither person knew it at the time—he would come to meet other rebel angel incarnates such as himself, and have a chance to work closely with some of them.

One of these was a remarkable woman who appeared in the New York Chapter one afternoon early in the spring of 1974. Her name was Hilda, and their recognition of one another was as immediate as it was unexplainable. It would emerge that Hilda’s organizational efficiency, her wide network of contacts, and her well-established and much tested (as it turned out) psychic abilities, would position her ideally to collaborate with Mein Host for the next phase of his journey.
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I have to be careful that I don’t overstate my reactions to what I observed as I moved around Atlantis. I’ve always found it hard not to compare the quality of mortal life on Earth to what I found on my journeys to Zandana. And I had just returned from one of those visits.

The two planets were at roughly the same level of advancement at the time of Lucifer’s revolution, but, based on my recent time there, it was quite obvious that Zandana had now drawn far ahead. Of course Zandana 
was not entirely without its problems, but they faded into relative 
insignificance when held up against what had been happening on Earth since the revolution—and under Prince Caligastia’s stewardship.

Yet of all those many millennia of turbulence, it was what I was observing on 
the island of Atlantis that I found the most disturbing. The sight of all those 
incarnated rebel angels really shook me up, I can tell you. It was the last 
thing I expected to find. No one had ever warned us that this might occur, and I 
confess I was shocked. I hadn’t yet known the possibility of a mortal 
incarnation was going to be open to rebel angels. This was still about 
seventy-five years before the second of the three disastrous natural catastrophes that befell Atlantis, the third of which entirely destroyed the island four millennia later.

At first appearances, admittedly, life on Atlantis seemed to be working like a well-oiled machine. It was evident that Prince Caligastia’s midwayers had taken over and must have been in control for at least five hundred or six hundred years. Moving around the narrow streets, it looked to me as though the midwayers 
were consolidating their power on the island. A sure sign of this was the 
psychological condition of so many of the normal human beings—the 
“first-timers”—who were walking around in seemingly fugue states of consciousness.

I recognized the hand of Caligastia in this. I had seen it before, long ago, when the Prince was pushing his midwayers to develop those tragically—and criminally—premature, technological societies that ended in rendering much of North Africa and the Middle East uninhabitable for tens of thousands of years.

Men and women were moving around and fulfilling their everyday tasks as though hypnotized. No, they weren’t quite automatons. They had feelings. They loved their children. They submitted to their superiors. They suffered with little complaint; as they also betrayed little of their joy. If anything, the various slaves I observed were actually more relaxed and expressive than their masters—or any of the free men I watched working at their stalls in the open marketplaces.

After seeing the quality of the goods for sale or for show, it didn’t take me long to realize how wealthy the Atlantean society had become. The people must have built themselves up again on what had remained after the catastrophes of the thirteenth and twelfth millennia.

Impressive, I thought. But then I saw the copper. It seemed to be everywhere. It was shaped into pots and pans and every manner of cooking utensil, as well as gongs and finger pipes and an assortment of other small instruments. There were copper ornaments and intricate copper jewelry studded with precious stones, but most obviously, copper had been beaten into large, thin sheets and used as an external covering on the facades of the largest and most important buildings.

Evidently the copper mining in North America had started up again after a long hiatus. I knew most of the miners had been recalled after the disasters to help with the rebuilding work on the island, so here was another sign that the economy was prospering. The harbors were busy with boats. The larger, oceangoing vessels—some of which were unloading at the docks—were laden with copper ingots. Other, smaller vessels were making for the mainland and the various trading ports around the Mediterranean.

Moving closer to one of the harbors I could see boats bringing in tin from deposits in northern Spain, Portugal, and Cornwall, in south-west England. I have written previously at greater length about some of the discoveries made in metallurgy during the earlier eras of planetary life. The search for a stronger metal has always been another sure indicator that a particular species is showing signs of entering a technological period, and thus a time when genuine progress can occur. We were told in the lectures on Jerusem that this would have been prompted by a nexus of a number of different threads—from opposable thumbs to innate mortal curiosity, a familiarity with fire, and the demand for better weapons. There is a small minority of advanced aquatic cultures that places little or no reliance on an externalized technology born of their planets’ metals but who need to use other methods to develop their cultures.

Different metals tend to be widely distributed over the continental landmasses on a planet such as Earth. Most of it is far underground with only a rare seam of gold, silver, copper, or tin reaching the surface, sometimes to be weathered away and washed down in streambeds as tiny pieces.

Until temperatures of the various metals—all with different melting points—are raised to precipitate liquidity, nothing of particular substance can emerge. Iron, in its turn, was generally found only in meteorites, and that was rare enough. However, copper and tin both have lower melting points than iron and are far more common.

Thus, in each of these technological surges—and I’m not including Lemurian 
technology here—bronze most often became the first combination of two metals to 
produce a serviceably hardened metal for the blades and points in the drive for 
evermore effective weapons. But finding the appropriate metals in quite different locations in the world—and then combining them in correct proportions to create the alloy known as bronze—required a sophisticated and wide-ranging organization.

As with the later development of the temperatures necessary to smelt iron ore and the techniques to anneal it into an even tougher metal, the technique of alloying copper and tin to produce bronze was one of the most closely held secrets of the age. During the eighth and seventh millennia it was the Atlanteans who held those secrets, and it was only they who possessed the oceangoing boats to transport the raw materials. To be able to move tin in bulk from the mines in Cornwall and Devon, and to ship the copper from the Great Lakes region of North America, required a large and efficient fleet, bold sailors, and excellent logistics.

No other culture on the face of the planet during the seventh millennium possessed the wealth or the skills to have accomplished these feats of invention and transport on such a massive scale. This had long made the Atlanteans the dominant power in Western Europe, the Middle East, and the Mediterranean region, as well as most of North and West Africa.

Yet, as wealthy and well organized as Atlantis had clearly become, there was always the issue of all those incarnate rebel angels and what they were planning. It wasn’t until I penetrated the labyrinth of caves and lava tubes—some natural and some hollowed out in the foothills to form an interconnected series of laboratories—that I realized what those plans might entail.
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The arrival of Hilda into my ward’s life produced a remarkable increase in efficiency and doubled the amount of work coming out of his office. It also created the kind of waves expected when an interloper appears to be favored above those who feel they have served long and loyally.

It was inevitable in the hothouse atmosphere of a (largely) celibate 
community that the emotional bandwidth would be a fog of conflicting desires. 
Sister Marion had been doing a savagely effective job of keeping people away from my ward—members of the general public as well as the various assistants and secretaries then working for him. But how Hilda came to be working alongside Father Jesse in his office (in his office, no less!) requires a little explanation, as Hilda, unknown to my ward, was part of a small team of incarnate angels commissioned to rescue him from Mary Ann’s web of control.

Hilda, like the others in the rescue team, was only marginally aware of this 
motive and had other reasons for wanting to involve herself with the community. 
What I found amusing as I watched this parade of half a dozen young women—in all 
cases they were young women—who presented themselves over the next few years was that each one differed from the others in very specific ways. It was as if a benign Goddess was showing my ward a number of distinct aspects of herself. Some of these women may have believed this involved seducing him away from the community, while others tried to dazzle him with their psychism or the depth of their occult knowledge.

Among these women Hilda was exceptional; not only, as my ward put it, “for what she brought to the party, but for how she brought it.”

It had started for Mein Host one afternoon while sitting alone in his office, gobbling down the lunch brought from the Cavern (now known as “J’s Place”) by Sister Marion. He was feeling somewhat overwhelmed by the pressure of work and wondering, so he tells me, what he could do about it. He’d recently had the chance to examine a form of systems analysis found to be helpful for complex engineering projects—in this case he says it was for a British submarine—in which significant events were plotted along a series of parallel timelines indicating what needed to be done and when.

Spending the afternoon creating a similar systems analysis of the many various projects now falling under his aegis, it became “startlingly obvious” (his words) that he was lacking one key individual who would enable the flowchart to work. He was very clear about the qualities this person needed to possess. He smiled when he wrote down that he hoped it would be a woman. She would need to be mature and intelligent, and it would be good if she was widely read and familiar with psychology, parapsychology, and spiritual and magnetic healing. It would be helpful if she had an artistic temperament and yet was personally well organized. And, of course, she would need to be available to work with him without expecting a salary.

My ward must have known it was a tall order to find all these qualities in one person, so he did what he intuitively felt was the correct action: he “asked the Universe”—as he so often did throughout his life—for the right person to appear to fill the post.

I take notice, although in retrospect, that this was the first time he’d actually consciously created (or rather co-created, as he would later come to understand) a future reality that would be fulfilled with a remarkable fidelity. He would use this approach at a number of key watershed moments in his future life when he would have no personal preference as to which course of action to take. By then, however, he would have a better idea with whom he would be co-creating his future realities.

In this case, the result manifested within twenty-four hours when Hilda stood 
at the bottom of the long staircase up to J’s Place, a slightly puzzled 
expression on her freckled face and asking for a Father Micah. Completing the 
symmetry to this elegant synchronicity, it just happened to be Father Micah (now Jesse)—rarely out his office—who was standing at the top of the staircase to answer Hilda’s question. He had no idea of what was going on behind the scenes. He also did not yet know that he was a rather different person after returning from his NDE only a few weeks earlier.
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Hilda fulfilled the qualities Mein Host hoped for in a working colleague to a truly remarkable degree. She was slightly older than him—in her late thirties—which at his age of thirty-three my ward would have thought of as a grand amount of additional life experience.

Hilda naturally had her own reason for turning up at the New York Chapter and asking for a certain Father Micah, though my ward didn’t learn what it was for some weeks. After climbing the stairs to where my ward stood waiting, and then meeting each other for the first time, the energy flowing between them was so pronounced that the reason she’d given herself for being there must have seemed irrelevant.

I must confess that observing this encounter made me somewhat nervous, too. It was clear to me that the meeting had been “arranged” by their companion angels, although at that time I didn’t know the true purpose of Hilda’s function in my ward’s life.

Strange though it may sound, companion angels can never be absolutely certain as to how their arrangements are going to turn out, and this holds particularly true when incarnate angels are being guided to meet one another. There is good reason for this, although it may seem surprising. Of the 7 billion souls currently living out their mortal lives on the face of this planet in the early part of the twenty-first century, a mere 120 million of them—but more coming in every day—are incarnate angels. Though this may seem like a large number of incarnate angels, in reality it is still a very small percentage of the overall population.

Under normal circumstances incarnate angels are generally unaware of their angelic heritage, but they tend to be all too aware that there is something very different about them from most of the people in their lives. If they can negotiate their childhood relatively intact—which can frequently be extremely challenging—they tend to emerge with strong and charismatic personalities. Many normal mortals can be readily affected by such personalities. They often want to emulate or follow the incarnate or their words. Sadly, they can also slip into idolizing them.

Incarnate angels also possess what might be thought of as metafunctions. Depending on which stage an individual rebel angel is experiencing in their own arc of development—which may have involved multiple previous incarnations—a metafunction uses an individual’s particular talents to reach a wider field of influence. In some cases this is made very obvious. Take Keith Richards of the Rolling Stones or the late John Lennon, both being rebel angel incarnates at different stages of their own development, and both having a profound and lasting influence on the world around them.

However, most angelic incarnates live less visible lives, and much of the effect they have on others occurs on a more modest—or even on a subconscious—level. And here’s the most important point: because of their spiritual natures, incarnate angels are uniquely open to angelic guidance in a way normal mortals are not. Angelic incarnates, therefore, can become invaluable assets to the planetary Overgovernment should serious catastrophes need higher levels of angelic management.

It’s for all these reasons that incarnate angels are generally not encouraged to become involved—unless there are specific reasons for doing so. And this is where the risks lie and when the sparks can fly.

This was not the case when my ward was greeting Hilda. There was quite 
evidently a deep level of mutual rapport, but neither of them would have been 
able to say what it was. Here is Hilda, describing those first moments in her 
own words: “We knew we were connected that first, fateful day when we laid eyes 
on each other. It wasn’t exactly ‘love at first sight’ but rather a recognition 
that embraces a consciousness beyond human love. Stratospheric one might 
say—certainly not common and at times bizarre.”

This might be rather overstating the immediacy of the connection from my ward’s point of view. Remember, he had already accumulated a crew of young women who felt similarly about him, thus the experience wasn’t quite so exceptional for him. As time passed, however—and as they came to know each other better—it became quickly obvious to him that Hilda was made of different stuff than the others; although, once again, he could never have articulated what that difference was.

Hilda, with her greater sensitivity, appears to have had a clearer view of what was happening between them. Once again, here she is describing her feelings when she looked back on those times: “In human lineage, Micah and I couldn’t be more different. During World War II, I was brought up on Central Park West in New York City, while Micah was being reared in London. We didn’t meet, in this world, until both of us were in our thirties. Micah and I never fell in love. We fell into each other’s lives without expectation, without any future promise, without anything but the rather uncommon knowledge that we were somehow the same, perhaps even twin souls—Micah occupying a male body and I, in female form. But energetically we were each male/female, complete unto ourselves.”

I believe from what I have observed of human love that the sensation of being twin souls is not an unusual one. True or not, many quite normal human beings can feel this about one another, and the concept of twin souls, or a single soul that has split into two, has always been the stuff of romantic dreams. Had Hilda left her thoughts at that they could be dismissed as mere romantic idealization, but to do so would thoroughly underestimate Hilda’s prescience.

Here is how she continues in her brief summary of her feelings about Mein Host: “Since gender wasn’t a factor in our coming together, we surmised that we were both androgynous—which in all probability makes us angels. Angels wouldn’t need each other though they may want to be together from time to time to compare perspectives.

“Micah and I share the knowledge that we have been created from the same seed, perhaps not terrestrial, but certainly originating from the same Source. Stepping outside of the human context, which we often do, we both recognize our celestial origins.”

These observations were made by Hilda many years after the events she describes. She and Mein 
Host have known each other for more than thirty years, intermittently being 
drawn together, as Hilda addresses: “Ours is certainly not your typical ‘boy 
meets girl’ story. In all our threescore years of encountering each other, there 
has never been a moment when we actually considered dating, courtship, marriage, or children. We often discussed the unusualness of our attraction. I still find Micah’s very tall (well over six feet), very slender, well-delineated, very well-endowed body very enticing. But most of all I am drawn in by his icy blue eyes, long snow white hair (white from the day I met him), and extraordinarily handsome face. His startling appearance, British by birth, has always felt familiar perhaps because he reminds me of an almost-transparent Nordic extraterrestrial being I recall encountering before meeting Micah. Many close encounters later, Micah’s resemblance to my alien acquaintance triggered immediate recognition. Regarding Micah as not of this world has made it easy for me to view him as a metaphysical rather than a physical partner.”

My collaborator is going to have to deal with any temporary embarrassment at my inclusion of Hilda’s admiring comments. Sorry, my friend, but I insist. I want to use Hilda’s actual words to suggest the complex intertwining of feelings of one incarnate angel as she tries to come to terms emotionally and spiritually with another incarnate angel, when neither of them are consciously aware of being angels.

Here she opens up on a more delicate subject and yet, once again, it illustrates something of these angel-to-angel relationships when they are lived in truth: “For thirty years, in this lifetime, Micah and I have circled around each other, often in different time zones and different geographical spaces, but always in touch, though rarely touching. Over our many years of interacting, we enjoyed only one brief sexual adventure that never repeated itself. Even in our one-time tantric twining, our bodies never consummated our relationship. But when you are racing at psychedelic cyclone speeds along the edge of the world, the last thing you can imagine is stopping to spread your legs. However, you can suck in the tail of the snake in your mouth as it winds its way round. This breathtaking trip opened many inner doorways as we ripped through the veils of our lives.

“Observing and interacting with Micah has always and still assists me to move beyond earthly inhibitions and boundaries, holdovers from an abusive childhood.”

That should serve to draw a brief psychological sketch of Hilda and suggest something of the relationship she has with Mein Host. Physically, she was an attractive slim woman of medium height, well formed, and with an electric vitality. She had her auburn hair shortish, just curling over her collar, and wore minimal makeup on her lively, expressive face. There was something slightly masculine about her ways, which gave her the androgynous quality she herself pointed out earlier.

It emerged at some point that Hilda’s father was known to most Americans who listened to the radio in the 1950s and ’60s. Her father turned out to be a subject about which Hilda wasn’t prepared to discuss. She clearly had an extremely complex and ambivalent relationship with her father, and I thought my ward was wise to avoid trying to probe. As it turned out, the sexual and physical abuse she underwent was so serious that it would take many more years of inner work before she would fully come to terms with what occurred at the hands of her parents. Besides, it really is Hilda’s story.

She writes well, and my ward considers her a fine poet, so hopefully one day she’ll publish the truth of what she endured as a child and how she managed to survive. It’s an appalling story that needs to be told in full and be made more publicly available than anything I will include here. It will be far better written by her in her own words, and it should be told in her own time.

There are some important insights to be derived from my brief portrait of Hilda Brown, and I include them because her chosen lifetime will be somewhat similar to many other incarnate angels, in both male and female bodies.

While not every abused child is an incarnate angel, almost all incarnate 
rebel angels undergo some form of abuse, deprivation, or abandonment in 
childhood. I believe this is the consequence of a choice made prior to 
incarnation and is regarded as a bold and effective way of burning off karma. The nature of the abuse will relate to what an individual angel needs to learn or accomplish in their lifetime, and it will depend on what stage they’ve reached in their own Multiverse career. While choosing to experience a traumatic childhood doesn’t hold true in every incarnate angel’s case, there will inevitably be times in the life of certain ones when they’ll likely wish they’d gotten the unpleasantness over with when they were young.

It is a common psychological observation that serious childhood trauma can produce states of dissociation, which can then later lead to a particular psychic sensitivity. I suggest there is a deeper truth: the psychic sensitivity is the angelic sensibility; the childhood trauma is the method chosen to activate that sensitivity, and dissociation is the means by which this is achieved.
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The Rise of Discourse
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Generating Resonance, Atlantean Slaves, the Collapse of the A-Team, the Virgin Messiah, the Schism, Sirian Overlords, the Countess

There was a shiver in the aether, and there was Astar—one of my sister watchers—phasing into the astral domain beside me, from where I was observing life on Atlantis.

Astar had made a particularly detailed study of the Lemurian civilization, and when the islands of Mu had finally disappeared under the waves of the Pacific, she had followed one of the smaller groups of Lemurian survivors to Atlantis. As far as I knew, she’d been on the island ever since.

Whereas I am more of a wanderer, Astar seems to prefer to stay in a specific location for as long as that one civilization endures. Only then will she move on to the next up-and-coming civilization, and she’ll remain there studying that until it, too, collapses or disappears.

“I am of the opinion,” I heard her voice in my mind—there was always that slightly haughty edge to her tone when I hadn’t seen her for a while—“that in observing the rise and fall of a single civilization I will better be able to determine the dynamics and flaws of mortal cultures that can develop under such isolated conditions.”

“And you plan to submit your report to Prince Caligastia—or perhaps to Jerusem?” I queried. It was a provocative question, and I thought it only half-jokingly. I didn’t expect her to flip it back at me.

“What do you think, Georgia? What would you do?”

Truth is, I really didn’t know what to think, let alone what to do—but then I’m not expected to submit a report.

It was obvious that Prince Caligastia had a tighter hold on Atlantis than ever, and—through his midwayers—he loosely controlled most of the other developing cultures in India, throughout the Middle East, and in parts of Europe.

Vanu and Amadon, now long gone—and their grand Lemurian experiment, which had once spread around the world, becoming the root culture from which so many others have descended—now only remained an influence in small settlements in South America and Tibet, in some regions of Eastern China, and on some of the Pacific islands.

I relaxed when I saw that Astar was now smiling.

She asked, “You didn’t truly believe I would hedge my bets, did you?” But it wasn’t a question, or at least not a question I was prepared to answer. As would frequently happen when I was with Astar, I learned more about myself and my own ambivalence from what would pop into my mind. It used to irritate me. I’d perceive it as Astar’s pulling rank on me. But then I had to admit that she was actually doing me a favor by reflecting back to me my deeper state of mind.

And it was true. I had arrived back from Zandana with unusually mixed feelings. After hearing what Prince Janda-chi had to say about Prince Caligastia dragging all the other revolutionary worlds down with him—and then finding the Prince had put his ascension gridlock in place—had been a nasty shock. It seemed only to confirm Prince Jandachi’s worst predictions.

Astar and I were in one of the larger subterranean chambers the Atlanteans had enlarged from the maze of lava tubes and converted into a laboratory. A quick look around established that among the mortals working in the 
chamber there were a few incarnate angels. They appeared to be working alongside the normals. Mind you, neither the incarnate angels nor their regular mortal colleagues would have been able to readily discern any noticeable difference between them, apart from what I could see was a certain social awkwardness on the part of the incarnate angels. Had I known the diagnostic term at the time, I might have considered the latter as having some form of Asperger syndrome.

Astar was pointing out the various devices being developed as we moved between the long bench tables. As you’ll be aware, I don’t have much of a head for science, so I couldn’t make any sense of what I was seeing.

“Resonance,” Astar broke into my thoughts again. “They’re working on ways of generating resonance—high-frequency vibrations—in matter.”

“Like Lemuria? Like what they used to do?” I knew that Vanu had passed along some of the secrets of manipulating matter using sound.

Astar’s tone had grown wistful. “That’s what’s so sad. They know the legends of the ancients. They know it’s possible to levitate massive blocks of stone, but they don’t know how the ancients did it. They think it must be something to do with sound, but—as you can see—they’re trying to make it happen using those mechanical devices.”

Looking closer, I could see inside some of the devices a huddle of interlocking gears—cogwheels of varying sizes—that seemed to terminate in a large quartz crystal.

Astar said, “They are attempting to excite the crystal. Do you see? But they’ll never do it mechanically. They’ve lost the secrets of sound. Other people might have retained more of the ancient knowledge, but you can see here they haven’t . . . not for all their advancement.”

I couldn’t tell from Astar’s tone if she was disappointed or relieved at what 
she’d called a scientific dead-end. What surprised me was that she had made no 
reference to the incarnate angels I was watching working here in the laboratory—or those I’d seen in the marketplace earlier.

“They’re not helping . . . not at all, the arrogant fools!” I don’t think Astar knew I could hear her thinking—she’d not closed down the channel. She was as angry as I’d ever heard her, maybe angrier. “They think they know best—but they know nothing! Absolutely nothing!”

I was taken aback at Astar’s sudden vehemence, and my startled reaction must have reminded her of my listening presence. Her tone was more measured when she reached out to me again. “Like my Prince Caligastia, I had great hopes for the successful reimprinting of the grid. I thought we could make up for all the setbacks if humans could be recycled back onto this planet for their next life. It would be good for us, good for them, good for everyone. That’s what I thought but look at what we got!”

She paused, and I wondered whether she was going to get angry again. She was clearly far more emotionally invested in the fate of the Atlantean civilization than I was, which was one of the hazards of specializing in a single culture. It was also evident that, like Caligastia, Astar had underestimated the ingenious response of the Multiverse Administration (MA). By reincarnating rebel angels in place of the normal mortal ascension program, MA had outwitted the Prince’s plans, while at the same time giving the rebel angels an opportunity to experience a third-density life.

Astar broke into my thoughts, angry again. “And look what happens when they take a mortal lifetime! They forget everything they ever knew. They become dulled. Fools. And we had such high hopes.”

I wondered if this wasn’t Prince Caligastia’s line of thought that Astar was parroting. But as I watched the so-called scientists in the laboratory more carefully, I couldn’t help noticing a certain hesitancy in their movements that was then covered up by a bullying, know-it-all attitude. More than once I saw them shouting angrily at the incarnate angels and, in one case, one of them received some very harsh blows. It looked like they were getting blamed for all the scientists’ failures and their ugly moods.

I was starting to see what Astar meant.

I think, in retrospect, that most of us underestimated the effect of a third-density reality on the more sensitive angelic system. Of course none of us knew such a risky hybridization experiment hadn’t been tried before. What was it that the angel Joy once told my ward? “Placing an angel into a human vehicle is like squeezing a rainbow into a Coca-Cola bottle.”

A glamorous enough comparison, I’m sure, but it didn’t start to describe the actual difficulties an angel faced in one of their early mortal incarnations. Astar had gone on to explain that when the rebel angels first started appearing some four centuries earlier, they really had been imbeciles. “Like silly children,” she’d said, “who had never grown up.”

According to Astar, it had become slightly better over the years, but it was when she told me to observe more closely that I got my next shock. All four angel incarnates in the lab were actually working at the most mundane of tasks: clearing the debris off the benches, sweeping the floor, and serving the needs of the scientists! They were the slaves!

I’d managed to get the whole incarnated angel business upside down. I thought the angels would bring their genius with them into their mortal incarnation, but it was quite the opposite. The density, especially in the emotional bandwidth, was too much for them.

This business of “density” is difficult to explain to those who live their everyday existence within it. Perhaps an example from my ward’s experience will make the concept of density more tangible.

In the late 1980s, Mein Host was living in New York City and was contacted by a group from Sedona, Arizona, calling themselves the “A-Team” and requesting contacts for a proposed tour they planned for Manhattan in a few months. The A-Team claimed to be extraterrestrial walk-ins and that much of their teaching involved the subtle manipulation of sound. They came with impressive credentials for what they were able to accomplish with their precisely modulated vocalizations.

My ward, who’d already come to know several walk-ins—one with whom he had traveled extensively and knew as a brother—was open to helping out the A-Team. He took them at their word and put them in touch with the appropriate people. Hotels and venues were fixed up for them, and the city’s alien cognoscenti waited with some interest to hear what these folk from Andromeda had to show them.

A couple of days before the first seminar, the A-Team flew in from Sedona. My ward, his function fulfilled, had heard nothing more from them until he received a phone call on the day of the seminar to tell him that the A-Team had all returned to Sedona the previous night. They had spent barely twenty-four hours in Manhattan before their crippling headaches and state of mental confusion had driven them back to Arizona.
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