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Preface


This is an unusual story that in all probability breaks new mental ground. It will appeal to some but, almost certainly, not all.


Some readers will already know or have part of the story, albeit seen from varyingly different angles. In that sense it will be like the five blind persons each holding one part of the elephant and each believing that the part they are feeling, be it the tail, the trunk, the leg, the tusk or the ear, is the most accurate if not complete description of the animal.


That argument will inevitably be even more so when we are metaphorically blind people talking about a subject as vast as the history of ourselves, how we arrived here and where we are today. We each have different standpoints and our understandings will inevitably agree in part but doubtless there will come points of disagreement, some of which will be strongly held.


One thing we hopefully can all agree upon is that we are a world in crisis; or, as the bumper sticker says, “If you’re not appalled you haven’t been paying attention.” A lot of us are paying attention and we are becoming increasingly alarmed for all kinds of reasons, most justifiably so; but it can lead to more heat than light being put out. And one of the last things we need is more heat.


The description of our predicament contained within these pages is one more perspective. Naturally, I believe it to be the most complete and compelling understanding of the overall picture and this will, for that reason, raise the dander on others’ equally but differently held opinions. So be it. It is important, if not essential, to have the conversation so long as it is not while Rome endlessly burns. We need a solution and we need it rather fast.


With all that aside, while I presently hold the conch let me remind you all that nobody is forced or even required to read this book, though I hope you will. Nor is anyone asked to believe a word of what I have to say. What is important, and the very reason that I wrote the book, is that the message it contains has been profoundly true for myself. It has carved and shaped not just my adult life but even stems back into my earliest childhood memories. Indeed, I even go further than that in terming Part I, The Things I Knew Before I Was Born. As such, it has been important for me to now let these things out. They have been brewing.


Part I is a description of my own journey through life that brought me to my understanding: this intuitive sense of destiny that we all carry in perhaps the same way as the spermatozoa seek out the egg; or to put it a little less sensitively, how the pigeon finds its way home.


Part II tells what it is that I found. I began by calling this second and main part of the book A Cosmic Vision for the New World but later, while talking to myself out on my bicycle―which I do each morning, always to the sound of my own thoughts―I changed the word Vision for Scripture. I believe it to be so; and when we are talking about anything so holy, and which we consider to be so utterly true, then that is the term we must use. And most especially so when we believe it to be the most complete and concise understanding of something as sacred and profound as our collective, global predicament.


The story goes a long way back as you will read assuming you at least start, for the tale in that regard does commence at the beginning, almost literally. Although, in saying that, this Preface—which I was advised to write—is coming at the very end of all else that I have otherwise written.


Thank you for at least reading this far.









Introduction


We stand at the threshold of the greatest change in the total history of our evolution upon Earth.


It is comparable to the time when we emerged from waterborne creatures crawling through the mud and slime as amphibious beings into the discovery of land and sky, beyond our comprehension to fathom; and yet which has the feeling of coming home.


We are here at the start of something vast, and yet it is not imaginary. It is more our past that has been bound in unreality and fiction. It has been a lost time, precipitated by the fall of Maldek millions of years ago. The deep sleep of our collective inertia which followed is now ending, with a reemergence of our true being into the Garden of Eden before we fell.


It is a long story, and it is necessary for us to know it such that we can understand it, such that we can make it real. It is your story, and it is my story for it is our story—the human story; and in this human story it is necessary for us to look beyond ourselves to the skies and into the heavens such that we can believe the narrative and the wholeness of everything.


It is the timeless story encased in everything, and to be encased in everything is to be encased in Love. For Love is where it all began, and where it all shall be ended; and our time to know of it is now.









Part I:


The Things I Knew Before I Was Born


To tell the story of anything, you have to tell the story of everything.


Thomas Berry, Christian Cosmologist


There’s only God’s Time—which is NOW—and it’s all happened anyway.


George King, Astro-Metaphysician


He who would true valour see, let him come hither.


John Bunyan, author of The Pilgrim’s Progress


Dedicated to my parents,


Nicholas and Anne,


who kindly gave me birth.









Chapter 1


Early Years


It is difficult to know when it all began but a good place to start might be Maldek. It was, by all accounts, a very, very long time ago—over 18 million years—and it marks the point when, if nothing else, we shied away from the evolutionary path and fell into a very deep chasm of cosmic darkness. Time, as we knew it, ended. The consequences were not good. Sleep, to all intents and purposes, was better than being awake, or so it seemed.


Some might dispute this, and well they might. Up to a point the accuracy and details of Maldek are open to scrutiny and up for speculation. I prefer to accept the teaching of my Spiritual Master, George King, about whom and whose teachings this book is primarily about, for he understood these things and knew of them well. One might say, albeit tongue-in-cheek, that of this distant time and the darkness which sprang around it, “In the kingdom of the blind, the man with one eye is King.”


My part in all this is minimal and only slightly less obscure, and brings me to contemplate the things I knew before I was born. It’s an odd thing to consider by and large but I am being reminded of them with persistency; and, as much to the point I sense, as do many others, an Awakening—a stirring: a sense of a sleeping princess who has been found and kissed, and that the days of darkness and forgetting are drawing to a rapid end.


Even more to the point, I am here to argue that I knew the prince and of those who came with him; and if I know not of the princess I know of that which has been kissed and why, and it is perhaps my part to speak of it. Hence the remembrance of those things I knew before I was born. They are relevant and known by us all; to wit, not only is there incredible beauty within and throughout creation, but it is quite literally “That Which Is.”


I regret this cliché, the mother of all clichés, but it is indisputable and unavoidable and I would be remiss not to include and account for it, first and foremost. For it is the backdrop to everything, even before Time and Space.


It is the one great thing we all knew before we were born—this Cosmic Sense of Infinite Being. There is no escaping it, and not only is there no escaping it, there is no accounting for it such that we are capable of, but there are those who are. This is the second thing I, and we all knew before we were born.


“Pay honour first to the Immortal Gods as Order hath established Their Choirs”; thus began The Golden Verses of the Pythagoreans who seemingly understood these things with a certain mathematical precision. Yes indeed, the choirs of Cosmic Hierarchy are ordered, choirs being a choice word of exactness. So these things are unescapable — they are Life and they are Breath, and this is, of course, another great cliché but nonetheless unavoidable. These are just two of the things we knew before we were born. They are not merely a part of the Grand Scheme, they are the Grand Scheme. And so it is. The case was never open nor ever closed. It merely is, and we are a part of it, and this is just the beginning.


The princess has been kissed in the tower and life in the castle—in the Kingdom of Earth—is stirring. I bow before you for, as I say, I knew the prince who entered this castle and of those who came with him, and it was my part, however small, to be there and now speak of it. It is just one more of those things I knew before I was born. And so it is.


Speaking of birth, such as it was, just before dawn on October 3rd, 1958, in the ancient university city of Cambridge, England, during one of the greatest karmic manipulations to take place in modern times, the only other comment I will note aside from the fact that I was pulled out by tongs having been stuck or confused in the womb, or else just reluctant to appear, I entered the hospital inside the womb of my mother on the day she found a four-leaved clover. I take it as a lucky sign for both of us.


Within a few months, six days before my Master climbed Kinder Scout in the Peak District of central England, and being the human instrument through whom this eighth and penultimate mountain in the British Isles became charged with spiritual power in the midst of another essential karmic aspect of this planetary awakening, I was christened, as it turned out, on St. Paul’s day. My parents did not know. The name, not known in over thirty generations of Nugents, apparently seemed appropriate though it has taken me most of my life to become accustomed to it.


There is so much love to speak of, another great thing I knew before I was born, that early life and childhood led me to pleasure and ease, and much laughter. That an early nickname at boarding school—only miles from Holdstone Down, the first mountain to have been charged with spiritual power in July, 1958—was “Grin” summed up my overall nature and disposition. I loved the world and felt loved by it in return. Learning was secondary at best, and in the years which came to follow almost all my schoolboy study fell away as if tired and devoid of purpose, dead to the world.


I ended my school years empty-handed save for a handful of friends I retain to this day and a slight nagging sense, especially now, of opportunities missed. But the excuse I have carried all along is that I was never taught the only thing I wanted to know and more to the point none, save one, seemed capable of teaching it; nor did they even seem to know that it even was: that God Is, and that God Is All.


Such things were not taught in school however good that schooling was, at least for myself, and I left rather a lost and forlorn chap, my parents financially poorer and a world as I saw it less happy than the one I had sensed as a child. I was just seventeen.


My Master for almost all of that time had lived in America. I did not know he was even alive, unless I chose to reflect upon the things I knew from before I was born.


[image: image]


The author at his christening, January 25, 1959









Chapter 2


Finding My Feet


By this point in my life I was adrift in a small and rather unambitious harbor with little direction and no real inclination to head out to sea. As such, I went to the local college to reattempt some of the exams I had failed at private school. One year later, in the summer of 1977, I succeeded in obtaining the lowest passing grade in English literature and cashed it in at one of the few places which would even consider such academic paucity; finding myself studying Hotel Management in the southern coastal town of Bournemouth enticed there by a friend from school who had embarked on the same course the previous year.


Still a fish out of water, I had even less interest in hotels when I left three years later than when I had entered. However, in my final year it did introduce me to the subject of wine and at least I discovered a potential career that I could take sufficiently seriously. Perhaps more to the point, it had indirectly led me to my first unknowing encounter with The Aetherius Society, the organization I was later to join and which has gone on to become the fundamental purpose of my life, and the realization of one of three great incredible things I knew before I was born. Indeed, as a child of no more than ten or eleven, alone one day in the school library I knew my life would be lived as a life apart, within some form of institution and it coupled itself with a second innocent experience from those same childhood years when I felt a strong connection with Christ; an instinct that had come to me as I wandered alone upon a hillside in Yorkshire where my family lived at that time.


In the summer of 1979 as part of my college course, I spent many weeks in a butcher’s shop on the Fulham Road in southwest London trussing poussins, small Cornish game hens, and although I had never come across these birds before felt much satisfaction preparing them, oblivious to the fact that my Master just a mile or two down the road would be ordering them with regularity. Each evening I would drive to the home at which I was staying past the very storefront that had housed the Society’s headquarters in England since 1958. Little did I know it but I was already in the vicinity of the center of my future world.


Leaving hotels behind the following summer without either having entered one or carrying any intention of professionally doing so, I summoned whatever meager ambition I had to pursue a career in the wine trade, traveling to the south of France in October for the grape harvest with a large group of people I did not know. Loving the experience and even falling in love with a student from Oxford University, I went with at least some optimism and a slight skip in my step to the city of Bordeaux in search of further employment. Finding none though somewhat bolstered by the fact that I at least had an interview, I found myself back in England well before Christmas, by no means down and certainly not yet defeated.


Searching for work and a means to be in London, I secured a job without too much trouble working for a small independent chain of supermarkets and delicatessens. It wasn’t exactly what I sought but it was better than any other offer I had or was likely to find; and, having emphasized my primary interest in wine, was informed that one of their two directors was a Master of Wine, that it was an important aspect of their business and that as a member of their management team I would be entered into a formal study of the subject.


Thus, in February, 1981, I was at last, however lowly, nonetheless on the rung of a so-called corporate ladder and, as much to the point, moving to London on a permanent basis sharing a room in southwest London with the very same friend who had enticed me to Bournemouth.


The wheels of my life, like for all of us, were turning by hook or by crook, displaying the wonderful truism from Hamlet that “There’s a Divinity which shapes our ends, rough hew them how we will.” Mine was pretty rough but things were shaping up, disguised though they were.









Chapter 3


A Spiritual Awakening


One indeed might well ask why I am writing all of this for it is, after all, a very ordinary story. Well, the answer to that is really quite simple. What took place, had taken place and indeed was taking place in part in the very local place of southwest London where I have just left off has forever changed our world in the most subtle yet profound way, and is the most fundamental explanation as to why our world is so dramatically changing; and will only continue to change and unfold with the coming years, culminating in a virtual utopian paradise not only that we all seek but, more essentially, we all knew to exist before we were born.


Speaking again of birth, I am reminded of the wonderful Buddhist story regarding the chances of birth being comparable to a one-eyed turtle randomly surfacing on a great ocean through the floating yolk of an ox. Of course the chance of such a thing is beyond calculation save to say the Tibetans consider it the same likelihood as being born.


Believe it or not, I agree with them and not only that, admire them for their veritable insight and imagery. It is a reality we have carelessly let go, and our forsaken world, described so well again in Hamlet as “an unweeded garden that grows to seed,” is the inevitable result.


To be reminded of the supremacy of birth: the touchstone—nay, gemstone—of it; the uniqueness, the purity, the audacity, the essential primordial goodness of such a miraculous thing dispelling virtually all other forms of magic, is the primary purpose of us all. And so it is.


Returning to my tale, and what a tale it is, humanity interacted with the Cosmic Hierarchy from other worlds in the latter half of the twentieth century and, as the flowering of these changes begins to manifest, it is necessary for those few of us, I among them who have been made aware of this cosmic pollination, to now speak of it; and in such a way that, hopefully, may be understood in order to be believed. For despite all of the odds, it is true!


My ordinary story, in part, is as ordinary as most others living on our planet and yet it allows me to introduce, or perhaps reintroduce, a preexisting knowledge that we all have and allow this to air itself more abundantly so that not only can the changes better manifest, but that we can also better understand them: To experience God in a most personal way and again, in that realization, to experience a sense of the Divine Love which exists within and surrounds us all.


I remained with that London firm for the following nine years, progressing to just short of becoming a Master of Wine under the tremendous influence and tutelage of my employer, Nicolas Belfrage, one of the few Masters of Wine at the time and one of the world’s leading authorities in Italian wines. In 1983, I transferred within the company to become his assistant, helping to develop the subsidiary firm he had recently founded, Winecellars, which, four years later and despite its limited resources became, quite remarkably, The Sunday Telegraph “Wine Merchant of the Year” in Britain’s first such challenge of its vintners.


I am essentially unaccustomed to winning awards and prizes, the only previous ones holding little to be proud of. At boarding school where I had failed almost all of my exams, I had become—indeed quite distinguished myself—the president of the illicit house drinking club celebrated with an ancient English pub sign known as the “Boozy Boar’s Head,” a pewter tankard engraved with the names of all previous presidents and the right to confer “colors,” both full and half on all those whom I felt had distinguished themselves in the ancient art of froth blowing during my tenure. This, and the captaincy of water pistol shooting, was the only accolade I earned after ten years of academia at much personal cost to my long-suffering parents.


Aside from these, I had, in 1980, somewhat more to my credit been presented with the Stag Hunters’ cup in the Somerset village of Porlock on the edge of Exmoor after winning a rodeo contest, defeating professional steeplechase jockey and winner of over 400 races, Richard Pitman, into second place. I had not been on a horse or pony since my earliest years of childhood.


However, by the time this latest accolade came around I had already undergone a most significant transition sensing shortly after joining Nick as his assistant, if not even a little before, something profoundly missing in my life. Unsure what it was and finding no such thing within my circle of friends, I became increasingly isolated and began, in my quest, to read the Bible unsure of where else to turn. Whatever was on the surface of my life began to be pushed aside as this deeply planted seed exerted its force and power, no less alarming to myself than those around me.


Both I and my world began to change in an unstoppable way and it was an unleashing of being through a secondary birth that combined awkwardness with innocence. I, like any of us, hadn’t really seen it coming unless, of course, I chose to reflect upon the things I knew to be so from before I was born. My end, if not more precisely my spiritual beginning, was being shaped by Divinity’s hand and there was nothing to do but look on. And so it was.


The Bible reading led, to be more precise, to a thorough and continuous reading of the four Gospels and to this day I retain the copy awarded to myself on July 14th, 1968, for obligatory attendance of “Crusader classes” at my Christian-based prep school, in which I had now begun to underline verses in the columns of its pages. I was not quite a recluse but I was changed, and in my changing began to attend Sunday evensong at Westminster Abbey in central London, not knowing of or being inclined towards any other more local church.


This forceful period in my life coincided with a discovery both of life and of London. I indulged myself in museums, art galleries, the theatre, music, and the stoic beauty of the city, as well as passing time in the public galleries of both the House of Commons and Lords where I learned to understand and applaud the process and ancient principles of democracy; yet I also observed that politics was limited to the perfection of second best, something never ultimately able to provide the solution to society’s woes.


This solution was more spiritual in nature, remarkably summed up I thought at the time by Margaret Thatcher during a Cold War visit to the Soviet Union where she announced in a most visionary fashion, “I have indeed seen for myself that the road does indeed lead to the church.” It epitomized the new direction of my own life, enunciated again to my ears by Alexander Solzhenitsyn in an article for The London Times in May, 1984, in which he wrote that the West “had lost its consciousness of God.”


As such, I began to wax philosophical about almost everything discovering a love of Shakespeare who, I learned, was feasibly an ancestor, William Nugent; an Anglo-Irish nobleman born in 1550 as detailed in the book, The Green Cockatrice by Basil Iske. In the spring of 1984 I visited the author, who turned out to be a woman named Elizabeth Hickey, in her old castle in the village of Skryne in County Meath. As a local historian, she directed me to derelict Norman castles either built or inhabited by my Nugent ancestors together with the less derelict homes of distant cousins still favored to be living in the old country; my own line of forebears having been evicted as Catholics following the Battle of the Boyne in 1690, and resettled in the English colony of Antigua in the West Indies. An account of this blessed visit to Ireland made upon my moped was recorded in a poem I wrote at the time while resting one extremely wet afternoon in Connemara.


Life was, at this time, rich for me and intense. I reveled in it and in all the very healthiest ways of youthfulness, even joining Richmond Football Club where I trained once or twice a week and even managed to be included one Saturday afternoon as a reserve for the lowliest team in the club. The practice kept me reasonably fit and again introduced me to an entirely different arena of friends.


But it was the spiritual journey that both compelled and propelled me, taking its next direction into the study of Eastern philosophy at a school in London attended by Nicolas Belfrage, my spiritually-inclined employer. Here I learned of new remarkable things, at least to myself at the time, of Karma and Reincarnation—stunning concepts ancient beyond Christianity and as mysterious as a journey through the looking glass. Yet what resounded was an overwhelming essence of truth and profundity, both equal to their antiquity of thought. It was rigidly true and I began to wonder, as it grew against my new Christian roots, what the disciples and Apostles of Christ were doing now? Even more to the point what was Christ doing now? Where was Christ? Surely, as surprisingly voiced by Mrs. Thatcher, our most misguided world, lost even then, needed his spirituality, his realization, and his fundamental and absolute voice of truth. The pages of my own life were being turned. Indeed, had life actually come to life, and this was just the beginning.
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