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To David “Papa” Bray, son of the great kahuna, Daddy Bray. Daddy knew what he was doing when you received his dying breath in the amulet, David. You have shown and lived the real power beyond the tricks of the trade. Anyone who has ever witnessed the sweetness of your blessings knows your spirit. The tradition of those who would carry the banner and the crest is shifting from the eldest and the macho to the one who has the real courage beyond the armor. The one who dares to be vulnerable enough to show heart.


Power trips are no longer allowed on our planet at this critical time in her evolution. From here on there shall be swift and severe consequences. This is what has caused the karmic genocide of all peoples throughout time. As we reach critical mass at this defining moment in all history, we as a race are beginning to sense that the future is not totally new. Here, in the islands that our world knows as Paradise, the indigenous tribes of the world are finding that their roots are the same. Legend tells of a time before history when these islands were the tips of a continent called Mu. With a dimension beyond the written word, ancient chants speak of a star from whence we came. This legend is now coming full circle. As blood denounces blood and tribe fights tribe in power struggles that only put more nails into their coffins, the true mana still returns, the mana loa.


In the twilight of your passing, know that you were the chosen one, David. In my healings with you I had intuited the past. The misspent youth, the abuse, all the while trying to live up to your father’s concept of Man. Still, despite it all, your sweetness has shown through. May this be what you are remembered for by all your family, students and friends. Your spirit, like the spirit of the ancestors, lives forever in the hearts that you have touched who will reach the hearts of others. Beyond the bloodline called Ali i (royal) this is the higher meaning of passing on the lineage. It was from this place of love that I made my commitment to you and the Hawaiian People. For here is the only power that can heal an entire planet in her time of most desperate need. The full meaning and understanding of that power has been captured in one word only once. In all the languages of the Earth, that word is aloha. Aloha nui loa, David. Meke mahalo.


To Those of Hawaiian Ancestry:


This is my mana’o. I have no kumu. About the controversy over “the old ways” I must clarify this. A Hawaiian recently told me, “I wish I knew about the wisdom of the kahunas. My grandfather refused to tell me anything because of the “curse.” Now there is a generation of children not speaking Hawaiian who are, for all practical purposes, disconnected from their heritage. This must change. Na’ope and a few other “special ones” with a great deal of courage and diplomacy, have brought back the dance. With few exceptions the rest of the old ways remain kapu. kahunas of the dark claiming power do not have it. They play the games of fear and pain that cost you everything. Others of you, the true kahunas, who still hold the thread of knowing, wait quietly.


This work is dedicated to the Ancient Tradition as a tribute to the self-worth of the Hawaiian people. From my humble viewpoint yours is the most important teaching and way of life that can be shared with a planet in her time of crisis.


I do not claim to know it all and I am not a learned man. Quite the opposite. Until a few years ago I was dyslexic and could not read without great difficulty. Instead of continuing college I ended up in a rice paddy, which led to a straight jacket. Since my near-death experiences in the combat of Vietnam I have “seen” certain things about the future and the past. Things about the Big Island and her sisters. Things about the Hawaiian culture, particularly about the time before kapu, which I refer to as “the Ancient Way”. Others have also begun to refer to the original teaching in this manner. Legend speaks of its return.


I am not another self-proclaimed kahuna and do not call myself one. I am not a haoli either and less than a half-breed, but I believe it is my Cherokee blood that has called me home. The home I have been looking for and have never known on Earth. Kahuna is a title I believe should be reserved for the Hawaiian people to declare, as the pride and dignity of the old ways returns. By the turn of the century this title will mean more than Ph.D. To me it will always mean more than any of the titles that men bestow upon men. All I want to be called is your friend. To someday be called brother would be the highest honor I could know and the real welcome home.


At the threshold of any time of change, it is necessary to survival to clarify the sociological belief systems. This determines the health and very sanity of a culture. No matter what the individual beliefs are, we are all influenced in this manner. Since this is the time of greatest change in all history and survival of the planet is in the balance, all her citizens must take a cold hard look at this belief system, which forms our foundation for living. We must glean what is true before going on, leaving behind what is no longer valid. A time of change doesn’t invalidate everything. Indeed, the so-called “new age” may not be new at all. There is something strangely familiar coming out of all the strange and radical trends upon us. For those seekers looking for answers I offer that “A Key to the Future lies in the Past.” For you, the Hawaiians, I offer that the answers lie in the blood. Ali’i is not what you think it is; take it from a half-breed who has lived the betrayal of the only war in history where there were no heroes. The royalty you seek is not in the lineage passed down by man. It is within you and your acceptance of your own self-worth. It maybe is easier to remember if you have a drop of Hawaiian blood, for the spiral of the memory is more complete within you.


The time has come to bring your true story to light, for it is shared with “Tribal Peoples” the world over. Their roots are the wisdom you know as huna. Since the mid eighties a sojourn has taken place on the Big Island of Hawaii. Shamen returning here from all over the world are finding that the teaching is the same. From the American and Canadian Indian to the Maori and the Aboriginal, their kahunas/shamans know and together hold a key, for all Humankind. One that can unlock our future and see through the clouds. A key that can only be turned by the child. One who has put aside childishness. One who has had the courage to embrace innocence again and regain the power, the childlike wonderment.


Come, take another look . . . at a small piece of the most wonderful and powerful teaching in the world. The teaching that was once a way of life for you, the original “stewards of the garden.” The garden that the world calls Paradise and the stewards that legend knows as . . . “the Children of the Rainbow.”
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En Memorium


Uncle George Lanakilakekiahiali’l Na’ope, “Hawaii’s Living Golden Treasure” Your legacy lives, and in a time of anger and chaos, may you shine even brighter.


Sweet Prince, Aloooha,


—Pila
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There is a place in the heart beyond time that legend calls Paradise.


Cloaked in a mystery that was unattainable, it remained locked away in the fairy realm, like the mythical Brigadoon.


Until her discovery by Western man, Hawaii lay shrouded in the secrecy that comes with being the most remote destination on Earth, unknown to all save her stewards, whom legend has named the “Children of the Rainbow.”


Today she still holds the secret, a Crown Mystery, veiled to the physical senses of ordinary man. After all these centuries it lies buried, like a pirate’s treasure, waiting to be unearthed.


The Crown Mystery eludes the uninitiated, those minds preoccupied with the trite details of clocks and schedules, just as the billowy clouds of Hawaii were its camouflage for all those centuries; as though an artist’s brush had carefully blended the islands of Paradise into the blue that escaped the eyes of man, engulfed in the deeper blue void that is the greatest of oceans.


In a modern world half gone mad, a clue surfaces to unlock the mystery yet for most it remains hidden, not afar in some obscure horizon, but within. It is a piece of a puzzle within a broken spiral of a memory of who we really are and where we came from.


Hidden and yet in plain sight, now sensed, the location near, somewhere between a confusion in the head and a yearning in the heart.


For those who drink of the words, the spiral rebraids, a thought once familiar of a memory that fades. Pieces of puzzles makeup a key, unlocking a clue to set yourself free.


Come pierce the veil, rediscover the key, turn away from the war, the adventure to see.


Remember your friends from a long time ago, around an old campfire, a song for the soul.


The stewards of Paradise beckon you home, to solve the mystery that first caused us to roam.


No path is straight for they all take a bend, to spiral around starting over again.


All things above are like that below, the greater it is the smaller you go.


So quiet your head and follow your heart. The spiral a circle comes back to the start.


A doorway opens that’s always been sealed, secrets and mysteries finally revealed.





PART I



Lifting the Veil
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“In the hemisphere where East meets West, there exists the place known to all the world as Paradise. It is the most remote of all destinations on our planet Earth. 
Legend proclaims Hawaii as The Crossroads Between Worlds. Today, as all humanity stands at the crossroads, modern science is finally beginning to fathom this ancient connection.”


—Pila of Hawaii, 
Opening Address 
The New York Theosophical Society, 
January, 1995
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Vacation: The New Dimension


A Sojourn of Rejuvenation and Discovery


Va.ca’tion: n. 1. A period of release from work; holiday. 2. Act of vacating.


Va’cate”: v.t. 1. to make vacant, quit, empty. 2. make void, annul.


So.journ: Adventure of discovery. A quest for knowledge.




“In this tidal wave of change upon us, the vacation ‘want to get away from’ has turned into the ‘need to get in touch with.’ What sufficed to relax and rejuvenate the body must now encompass the increasingly confused and troubled mind. Until now considered a frivolity, the new definition for vacation encompasses a need that is vital to the balance of our mental well being. Our world is in a core level identity crisis which extends all the way into biblical prophecy. In the turmoil of reidentifying our very foundation stones of belief, finding a temporary sanctuary for the mind may become a matter of survival.”


—from The Tidal Wave of Change: 
Lesson #1, How to Surf 
by Pila





As civilization escalates to a turning point and the turn of a millennium, we find ourselves overworked, overfed, over-stimulated and overwhelmed. We have entered a new dimension that we have yet to fathom. Our physical world of laboring over crops has become a mental world of computerized automation. The time we take to refresh, renew and relax becomes more and more important. In a world redefining itself we seem to have lost something. Outdated concepts of the 1950s vacation no longer satiates the growing hunger of an increasingly unsettled mind. Those who have the finances to address the need are finding that time spent dreaming about the vacation is more fulfilling than actually being there. Something is missing.


Let us look back and see if we can begin to find an answer or two. Who knows? Perhaps the answer to deeper questions that plague us as a society may await us also, if we know where to look.


Let us start with the modern vacation to the most desirous of all locations on Earth. Recent Gallup polls indicate that three-quarters of the world, if given a blank check, would choose Hawaii as their vacation destination, including former communist countries.



The Old Approach



The average vacationer has saved for more than a year. For many it has been a lifetime. If you are a hardworking aspiring executive, business owner or self-made person, see if this sounds familiar:


You have wrenched yourself out of the rat race for a week of solitude in Paradise. You have trucked halfway across the world, schlepping your baggage through three airports, at least two buses and a half-dozen cabs. At your destination you reach a hotel room just like the one you left, except for strange music and hot, thick air. Exhausted and worn out, you turn in the first night, feeling somehow cheated.


This first day is glorious, however, indeed Paradise. You stand on the lanai and take a deeper breath than you have in years. The early morning air is warm, its breeze steady and consistent, reassuring and somehow nurturing. How could you have labeled it as just hot and thick? Azure waves cleanse a perfect beach, gracing a calm bay of clear turquoise and blue, riddled with coral reefs. Palms sway gently in the balmy trade winds, against a backdrop of deep green, crushed velvet, tropical splendor. The surreal colors with their exotic fragrances and air that you can now taste quickly drown into memory your thoughts of an old sterile working world.


Breakfast is served with an orchid on your plate in the perfect outdoor weather. Plain eggs will never be the same again. A bird seemingly dressed for the occasion in a black tuxedo and bright red cap begs for crumbs at your table. Later, after breakfast, you walk barefoot on the beach, rolling up your pant legs to wade. You eyes cannot drink enough. The ink-painted, fluorescent fish of the coral reef bay demand further exploration.


You settle for the affluence of cocktail service and sun-bathing poolside. The first day is labeled “jet lag” to quell the ruckus within. The vacation of a lifetime has been salvaged and, to this point everything is perfect.


The second day goes by as equally relaxing. A leisurely stroll in the village is sprinkled with a bit of shopping, reserving the big buys for the wisdom that comes from checking out the territory. In a moment of wild abandon you purchase a ridiculous Hawaiian shirt. With a bravery you didn’t know you possessed, you actually wear it out of the store. For a while you glance around in defense of any laughter. No one notices. Others are wearing wild shirts too, in couple look alikes. People pass by in the same one you are wearing, with some wearing outlandish flowers in their hair. You note how absurd it is for men to behave that way.


You have a delightful fresh catch lunch in an open air cafe, seaside. Common food—now has dormant tastebuds exploding in orgasm.


Back at the hotel the sunset is a technicolor celebration, serenaded by native music you have never given a moments notice to before, now exquisite to your ears. Another mai-tai is ordered and paid for by flashing your room key. After all, it is your vacation. You forget that the ingredients are 140 proof. It slams you in the face with a goofy smile. Everything is wonderful to the point of wanting to kiss strangers.


The third day begins early with surprisingly little hangover. This calls for sport and adventure. You decide between snorkeling, a four-wheel drive tour and a half-day cruise. Parasailing, the submarine and the more exotic sports are tabled with insincere thoughts of tomorrow.


There is still good sun when you return. After all that work, its poolside again. Now to work once more on that tan. The thought brings a smile as you beckon the waiter. The office crew back home warned you of how lethal the sun could be at the equator. You have been wise from day one by using a number eight screen. After all, a tan is the only proof of where you have been. It must be captured and worn as a symbol, even though the evidence can only be flaunted in front of co-workers for a week or so.


Then, it begins to creep in. Something causes you to refuse the second drink. The vacation inspired by the opulence of the 1940s and 1950s now has something missing. You don’t quite understand. Like planting the first flag on Everest your new territory has been claimed and its sanctuary declared. Here is the quiet you have waited for with no demands and the nothing to do you have looked forward to for ages.


Then, because nature abhors a vacuum, it begins. Two days of the frivolous dreams of owning an island decay, and then they are compromised. Another vacation in six months instead of a year you think, or perhaps next time two weeks instead of just one. Suddenly all thoughts turn to reflection. Like a dam bursting, the whole book of your life’s memories flops open and dumps itself into your lap. You feel regrets for time lost and a sense of not getting all you can here and now. The remaining thread of a dream of early retirement is flash-flooded by job insecurity. Things that never concerned you that you can do nothing about now, threaten your peace of mind. The world situation, politics, Social Security and the questionable solvency of your company. The extra mai-tai is reordered. Unknown to you, an invisible clock has begun to tick on an unpronounced sentence. The long-awaited moment in Paradise is now running out. With effort and the fruit-filled glass and its umbrella, the invasion of your mind is all pushed aside. You eat the fruit from two more umbrellas forgetting to add the total number. Everything is copacetic.


The rest of your coveted vacation days become blurred. hours become seconds that run into “Where did the week go?” The final judgment comes down to “Wait another year,” as your bags are pushed onto the street by the jailor that used to be your doorman. The executioner awaits you with the enormous front desk bill. You grant yourself a final meal.


It was semi-wonderful. It was Paradise, certainly, with a beauty that just couldn’t be captured. In the middle it somehow started to slip through your fingers. What was missing? Somewhere along the line something went wrong. You suspect it happened long ago, before the trip. You just weren’t able to connect. Too many worries. Too many other things going on, inside.


The ride to the airport brings in the clouds. Your heart is heavy and you are supposed to be feeling fulfilled. On the plane as the islands drift away into the horizon you think, “A year is a lifetime away.”


What Was Missing?


Why doesn’t the old getaway work anymore?


How did it come to this? When did it begin and where was the dividing line so that we can get the train back on the track?


And back in the work-a-day world there is a larger question still. When did the fun of competition, which built our incredible world of conveniences, lose itself in the madness of the game and become a separation from spirit? And, more importantly, how do we heal the severed connection? Why is Hawaii, the most remote, get-away-from-it-all destination, so important to reestablishing that connection? Why do you now think only of giving it all up and moving there? And the worst thing is that you know it is only an unrealistic fantasy.


People who have experienced the above scenario recently seem to be reacting in two different ways. Some have tried to drop their entire lives and move to Hawaii to try to connect with what touched their souls when visiting there. Others, out of frustration, look for that connection elsewhere next vacation time. Some cover the feeling up with chemicals or the diversion that is the competitive rat race game. The rest of us work our butts into an early grave dreaming about someday retiring in Paradise. A few are actually happy where they are and that means that, either they have found the keys to happiness or have the I.Q. of a kumquat and will always be satisfied with Budweiser and Monday night football. For those of you still dreaming about retirement, forget about it. The belief of retiring from life is now obsolete and under the full cardiac arrest called our Social Security system. There is no retirement from life. Once we accept that, then we can begin to loosen the death grip we have on other obsolete beliefs, such as old age equals bad health—a conviction which may be the culprit for growing old and dying. Perhaps I can shed some more light on these concepts later on with the wonderful secrets from Paradise that I have to share with you.


Let us start with how it really began for us all, for the human race. Perhaps then, in this most defining moment in all history, we can begin to address something that we may all be looking for deep down. Making sense of it all cannot happen with the masses, but with thinking individuals like you who intuitively pick up little books like this perhaps it can. For you there is a deeper understanding that can be regained in the connection we reach for called Paradise. A connection that can rejuvenate the body, mind and spirit and begin to make sense of a larger picture that is unfolding on our planet at this critical juncture in our time.


The Hawaiian tradition of sharing wisdom comes from storytelling. The old ones, the ancestors, considered all life a symbolic metaphor and contended that the truth may be closer to legend, myth and fairytale than we realize. Because of the creativity inherent in our myths and the heart-felt joy with which we share them with our precious children, it is said that ano, ano i’o, (the real seedling of truth) can be found in our legends and fairytales. Truth is the source behind the inspiration of creativity. Whenever you experience joy, in the Hawaiian interpretation, a part of you knows that you are hearing the true voice of God.


There are places in the beautiful islands of Hawaii where one can go to get in touch with things at a deeper level. Hawaii is the perfect stage setting for such connections, if you know what to look for and how to look. That is the purpose of this book. The great thinkers who mold our way of life as well as concerned everyday individuals must now have places to go where they can stand outside of their situations and process. In the time of greatest change I believe this to be Hawaii’s destiny. These places within the islands have special energy and are incredibly healing and inspirational. From such a place on the Big Island that I call the “Edge of Eternity,” this is the legend of how it all began as it came to me intuitively . . .
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How We Lost the Way: A Hawaiian Legend


Paradise Lost—the Fall from Grace


Long, long ago, after the density and the separation but before time was given its meaning, there existed the Kingdom of LeMuria, held in legend and folklore the world over as Mu. Hawaiian legend says that their islands of Paradise are the tips of that continent. If the history called Mankind were an inch on a yardstick, the time legend knows as Atlantis would show up as six inches before that, somewhat overlapping the rest of the measurement, framing LeMuria. Before that was a land called Pan. Remnants of its legend exist through Greek Mythology, the legends of King Arthur and Merlin and the great myth bringer, Walt Disney’s, Peter, the Pan. Although the creature spirits of Pan prevailed and intermingled with the culture of LeMuria, it is the latter that is the interest of this work. People then had the constant spirit connection with the God force of the Universe, a “God-Link”™ that has eluded Humankind since. They described this relationship accurately by naming themselves, the Children of God’s promise, the Rainbow. The God-force that permeated all life was called huna, the invisible life essence. Stewards of this force were called kahunas, ambassadors of the essence.


This time before time was a Heaven on Earth. The children of the most high God lived as though immortal without concern or disease.


Once upon that time . . . in fact when time was given its meaning, the Children of the Rainbow began to lose their connection. It happened one day around sunset while they were playing one of the games of life.


No one really knows how it happened, only that it had to do with taking the game too seriously. For a while the Children had used a silly concept called darkness in an effort to contrast the boundaries of their joy, which was limitless before that time.


This came after the notion of an angry storm but far before the sillier notion of “good guys and bad guys.” The only actual offense committed by the Children was in forgetting that it was a game to begin with and therein began the serious and far-reaching consequences.


Still being Children playing games, they were unaware of the disastrous effects that could result in crossing a small thin line. A line that separated innocence from ignorance.


Several other things happened during this time of game playing. Certain of these Children, because of their aptitudes, were made stewards of pieces of their wisdom.


In a forgetful mood—no one quite remembered why—one such kahuna child one day withheld his wisdom when it was needed. Others emulated this silly game as Children are known to do, like little monkeys. Finding the game distasteful the rest of the Children ignored them, unaware that this ignorance was still a form of playing the game.


No one realized that the brilliant Rainbow above their heads had begun to fade.


Proportionately a strange and eerie feeling began to seed itself in their little tummies, just below the navel.


No one noticed the passion dwindling in their game-playing.


The Rainbow was the most beautiful phenomenon in their garden playground. Bridging the two basic play worlds, its brilliance was more real than anything in their denser reality.


The Rainbow was also dependable and normally followed the Children through each twilight and into the night. They were curious, as all children are, and always exploring the endless variety of life. They very much enjoyed the game called learning, from the great library they knew as their Earth Mother. Perhaps this is why the Rainbow was taken for granted, even though it was the most vivid of their realities.


The Rainbow was at the center of all their earlier games. Its substance could be physically traveled upon to other worlds and dimensions. The Rainbow inverted itself at night into a mirror, which was the source of wonderment and magic and the time the Children looked forward to most of all. In its mirror the children were able to dance and play with all their ancestors, feeling the reassurance of departed loved ones and hearing their wonderful stories and legends. Here, in the wonder of magical nightfall, the games of the day were cleansed away so that fresh ones could be started anew on the morrow.


The night was created for this “mirroring,” for strengthening their connection and for remembering. It also served to contrast and complement the sometimes blinding daylight. Through the night they would feel the deeper love of their ancestors and their Maker and rest in the comfort of immortality. The night always brought trust.


Then one night something was different. The Children knew it. It had started earlier that day during one of their games. It was the first time they paid any attention to that funny, uncomfortable feeling inside. They still eagerly awaited the god/goddess Laka Hina to usher in the Night Rainbow, but something wasn’t right.


In the eleventh hour a murmur rippled through the crowd of little upturned faces. Deep swallows produced a moment of silence and the funny feeling flooded their being, defining itself as something that they had never felt before: fear.


It was almost unbearable. Desperately they cuddled together, searching the skies. Laka Hina, the Moon Goddess, made her sojourn across the sky in silence. But this time there was no rainbow. The connection had been severed. The unbearable fear engulfed them, plagued by their moans of sadness. The sounds of their own moans rippled throughout the desperate gathering. They survived the night until morning, realizing somehow they had caused what had happened.


For the first time they felt bad.


The crisp morning air was permeated with an icy silence. It echoed as shudders throughout their being and almost to the bottom of their souls as something that had never haunted them before. From then on, this feeling was known as abandonment.


That day a new game began in Paradise based upon the fear of the coming nightfall. For the first time many Children were out sick. The rumor was stomach problems. The rest of the Children, except for a few, showed up with their tummy aches and played at the game anyway, but this time with a new role—victim.


Some kahunas, the ones who had created the problem by becoming too full of self, pretended something else and played a different game this time. Feeling bad about what they had done, they pretended to hide their fear and acted as though they still had the connection that had been lost.


Maybe it was a noble gesture and maybe not. They had met before the games and whispered at the far edge of the garden. They surmised that their playmates were hurting and it had always been their responsibility to help. Besides, what they had done didn’t warrant all the ruckus and concern. After all, they were only innocent children, or so they told each other. This would have been all right except for one thing—they had lied.


Legend speaks of this gathering at the edge of the garden as the moment that the severing was irreconcilable and set in stone. It is said that the first club was formed at this meeting. They named the club “Better Than the Others” and the word “secret” took on a permanent new meaning. Before this time of separation, the game word “secret” was used to surprise and delight. It is here where it became the tool of destruction used for manipulation and control that would erode all attempts to heal the severed connection. The meeting at the edge of the garden was marked by a little black cloud which continued to hover over every such meeting thereafter—a black cloud that could be felt but seldom seen.


Games continued to grow in lies and distortion as fear and separation snowballed and grew larger each night.


As they played the eerie new game based on withholding information, the kahunas began to notice within themselves a strange remnant of the ecstasy which was once their connection. It wasn’t the same, they agreed in whispers at the edge of the garden, but it was something, and it was all that was left.


The cloud above their meetings grew darker and more sinister each morning as they met to control the games of the day.


This ghost of ecstasy within the kahunas would increase every time one of their playmates, thinking that the kahuna still had the connection, would ask for help. The feeling increased further when they discovered that they could force their playmates to do things. They called that feeling power . . . but it wasn’t. It was the opposite.


Because of the severed connection, the feeling of power became like a drug exciting the dark kahunas in sexual lust instead of love. The addiction grew. The helpless became enslaved. Then the power-hungry began to fight among themselves. An old game-word that used to be harmless became infected with new meaning. That word was “competition.”


One night, while most of the children were waiting in agony for the dawn to drown themselves once more in the game, a new word was formed out of the desperation and fear of separation. Fostered by the drug power in the fighting and misery of the night this most dreaded of all words came into being.


That word was “murder.”


In the morning the rest of the children banded together and rioted, casting the power-hungry children and most of the kahunas out of the Garden. Other words were formed amid the turmoil and based upon the obscene. The greatest of these went unnoticed at first. It would become known throughout time as the perpetrator of wars and misery and the falsehoods of God. Contracted from fear and layered in denial, the word became known later as “self-righteousness.”


And so, with deep sadness, the offenders and suspects were all cast upon the water in small boats that had been made in their earlier game-playing. Some of the big black children and the red-haired, green- and blue-eyed ones willingly left with great courage on a quest to find the lost connection. The red-haired, green- and blue-eyes looked to the seven sister stars for guidance. The blacks looked to the Earth and horizon.


All were cast in several directions to Tahiti, which then meant “alone or away from.” They left in a flood of tears, as gut wrenching as their first night of knowing abandonment, taking with them pieces of the wisdom. Although the key remained with those who stayed, the original teaching split into three factions. Around the world they would later be known as three orders of wisdom. They were later called the Essenes or the sensitives, the Maggi who were the magicians, and the Therapeuti, who were the thinkers, intellectuals and problem solvers.


A time of numbness and complacency followed in Paradise, which then became the new definition for peace and quiet. Then a huge storm hit, followed by great earthquakes. The entire continent of their garden home began to sink into the ocean. The remaining children washed up on the shores of now separate islands, the mountain tops that were once their beloved continent of Mu.


Storms had happened whenever the bad new words were used, but nothing had ever happened to this magnitude. They survived, thinking that it was the act of an angry God for what their brothers and sisters had done.


The children, too wrapped up in the fear of surviving these storms, had never connected them with the power of the words that were the denial of their own life-force. They didn’t realize their connection in helping to cause the storms, let alone the great earthquakes. They forgot that when they had peace of mind it was connected to peace in the garden. That knowledge had been severed also. When they realized they had been spared, they found they were able to travel back and forth between the tops of the mountains that remained of their beautiful Garden. Faith became the memory of the connection to God, who became more and more unknowable. A question formed in the place where the connection once stood within them. Was the loving God they once knew now a God of anger?


Since the time when the connection had been severed there were only pale rainbows in what remained of Paradise. They existed almost like memories and could no longer be touched. In fact they ran away every time the children tried to ride them.


Before the separation there was only one rule to live by in Paradise. That rule was to treat others as you would like to have yourself be treated.


Because of the despicable new word, murder, a different set of rules was instilled, all of them based upon denial.


From that day, the Children began to describe their entire world in untruths. They began to base their guidelines for living and playing on what they no longer wanted. Typhoons, hurricanes and earthquakes became commonplace. The legend says that then grew the roots of the kapu system, which means “the rules of the forbidden.” They thought they were correcting what had happened so it wouldn’t happen again. In reality they had begun playing the same game of separation that they had blamed on the other outcast children.
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