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Power Places and the Master Builders of Antiquity
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“For decades, Frank Joseph has unraveled with compelling evidence the vast hidden and complicated history of Earth and the rise and fall of advanced civilizations across every continent. In his latest book, Power Places and the Master Builders of Antiquity, he unwinds the mystery of mysterious ancient sites left here by these advanced cultures whose knowledge of the multidimensional universe empowered them with expanded consciousness and otherworldly science. Break free from the old paradigms that lock you into a fixed illusion of hopeless reality by unleashing the unbridled beliefs, told brilliantly in Frank Joseph’s writings, that shift us into immortal sovereignty. A courageous warrior of truth, Frank leaves you with the deepest yearning for the truth of where we came from and why we are here.”

DEBBIE WEST, PRODUCER AND HOST OF LOST KNOWLEDGE RADIO SHOW

“I have known Frank Joseph as a fellow researcher and author for years, and with his latest book, he has outdone himself. He makes me wish I had his ability to see so deeply into the otherwise unseen. Frank’s writing is a journey of the mind, especially in Power Places and the Master Builders of Antiquity.”

JOHN DESALVO, PH.D., BIOPHYSICIST AND AUTHOR OF POWER CRYSTALS, THE LOST ART OF ENOCHIAN MAGIC, AND DECODING THE ENOCHIAN SECRETS

“I have heard many of Frank Joseph’s well-researched lectures over the past twenty years, and he has put the same attention to facts and detail into his latest book. By collecting over thirty modern and ancient power places from around the world, Frank demonstrates that the power and wisdom of the ancients is still with us today. This work connects many locations across time and space and uncovers some common threads between them. The adventurous soul would do well to use this book as the start of a ‘bucket list’ of sacred sites—both ancient and modern—throughout the world.”

KEVIN REGER, WISCONSIN COORDINATOR OF EDGAR CAYCE’S ASSOCIATION FOR RESEARCH AND ENLIGHTENMENT (A.R.E.)



Foreword

I have known author Frank Joseph for a quarter century, dating back to his first book about sacred sites and power places. What people might not realize at first is how Frank personally explores and studies the places he writes about.

I happened to work at the publishing house that released Frank’s first book and it was a personal joy and privilege for me to promote the book. I remember how Frank and I worked out a slide show for the national bookfair held that year at the Anaheim Convention Center in California. We rented a private room for Frank’s slides of sacred sites and power places and pretty much packed the room. Frank narrated the picture show, something he continues to do today with much relish (although he’s now updated his photo presentation to Power Point pictures from his laptop). Frank always speaks with great enthusiasm and knowledge about the places he has explored and studied as a journalist. He climbs hillsides, jumps into boats, and dons a diving suit to get a first-person perspective wherever possible.

Well, I always wanted Frank to write a big sequel to his first book on power places; somehow I believe Frank always did, too. Nonetheless, he moved along successfully as a writer with something like three dozen other books, all on parallel subjects. He has written about synchronicity, early American civilizations, runes, dolphins, and many other ancient mysteries around the world. All of these other books, of course, are fascinating and eye-opening, as he explores the mysteries of both the modern and ancient world.

Meanwhile, Frank’s pent-up appetite for studies of power places and sacred sites of the Earth led to many magazine articles. Frank worked for a while at FATE magazine in marketing and as a writer and also served as an editor in chief at Ancient American magazine.

I am very familiar with FATE magazine. It was for several years a part of the same publishing house where I once worked on Frank’s first book. To some small degree while there, I helped build the distribution of the magazine and managed the advertising department for FATE. It was at this publishing house where I also met the editor of the magazine, Phyllis Galde. She subsequently purchased the magazine and moved it down the road to her place.

Frank followed Phyllis to serve awhile on staff and also to write for FATE, contributing many articles. Many of his best articles from this long-revered magazine are now collected here in this wonderfully illustrated book.

There is something for everyone in this colorful collection. Are you interested in pyramids, UFOs, the Templars, Atlantis, the Bermuda Triangle, or the Ark of the Covenant? Then read this book. How about communicating with the dead or elemental beings? Read on.

One thing you can always be certain about when you read a Frank Joseph book. He puts his entire heart and soul into exploring and describing the ancient mysteries of our world. And he includes a lot of wonderful illustrations to bring it all home for you. What could be more interesting?

VON BRASCHLER

VON BRASCHLER, a former faculty member at Omega Institute for Holistic Studies, has led workshops through the United States and the United Kingdom in the areas of consciousness development, time, chakra healing, pet healing, and dream work. He is a trained massage therapist, pet therapist, energy healer, and Kirlian photographer. A lifetime member of the Theosophical Society, he is the author of several books, including Seven Secrets of Time Travel and Confessions of a Reluctant Ghost Hunter. Previously, Braschler worked at Llewellyn Publications, an independent publisher of books for body, mind, and spirit. He is a frequent magazine, television, and radio contributor.



INTRODUCTION

Strange, but True

In an earlier century, as a twelve-year-old student, I was sternly warned by Dominican nuns at St. Joseph Catholic Grammar School in Homewood, Illinois, to avoid a neighborhood drugstore, where copies of the demonic monthly FATE magazine lured Christian souls into Satan’s clutches. It would have horrified me at the time to know that someday, in an inconceivably distant future, my words would appear in the Devil’s own journal. True, FATE has played fair with “pagan” and non-Christian concepts. But, because its writers and readers are nondenominationally interested in every manifestation of the otherworldly, extraordinary places like Father Dobberstein’s Grotto of the Redemption and Bosnia’s Virgin Mary apparitions at Medugorje are also favorably reviewed in FATE.

I’ve been working for the magazine since 1989, beginning with the “Visionary of Atlantis,” included in this anthology of my FATE articles. Writing them has been a life-changing experience, because they opened up whole vistas of existence I knew little or nothing about, until forced to investigate. There was the incredible responsiveness of water to human interaction, both ancient and contemporary sacred sites across America and around the world, prehistoric pyramids in China, a lost city in the Pacific Ocean, the Bermuda Triangle, modern-day prophets, nature spirits, snake handlers, reincarnation, communicating with the dead, psychic viewing of the Great Sphinx with our readers—the variety and scope of these alternative realities was not only mind-altering, but also conscience-expanding.

FATE magazine has been in continual publication since 1948. As such, it is America’s longest-running periodical devoted to expert opinions and personal experiences about every conceivable paranormal and metaphysical topic. “No product, especially a magazine, can stay around for so many years unless it meets a need,”1 noted Carl Llewellyn Weschcke, who acquired FATE forty years later from its founders. The magazine’s premier article was by a Minnesota-born aviator and businessman, describing his encounter with flying saucers near Mount Rainier, Washington. Kenneth Arnold’s sighting is generally considered the first observation of its kind, triggering a popular interest in unidentified flying objects that continues to the present day. The report also propelled FATE magazine to national prominence overnight with its first issue, attracting more than 100,000 subscribers over the next seven years, with hundreds of thousands of additional rack sales in book stores, coffee shops, and a variety of public venues across the United States.

While our interest in reading magazines has faded, our curiosity about topics explored in FATE has not. In 2001, the magazine passed to its editor in chief, Phyllis Galde. She steered it through the economic typhoons of 2008 that sank many other and far larger publications. A report from the Brookings Institution five years later revealed that the number of newspapers per million people fell from more than eighteen hundred to less than four hundred. Going on seventy years of smooth sailing and rough waters, FATE is still afloat, thanks as much to tireless Phyllis as to her loyal readers, who continue to renew the lifelong treasures of intellectual and spiritual enrichment and enlightenment through the broad diversity of alternative thought offered for consideration. They have come to appreciate that the world is not entirely what consensus reality insists, as demonstrated by the mostly unconventional, occasionally suppressed or neglected, sometimes heretical information and conclusions presented in the following pages.



SECTION I

Master Builders of Antiquity




1

Old World Connections with New World Sacred Centers

“An author writes about the country he knows,” observed Ernest Hemingway. “And the country he knows is in his heart.”1 Such a country transcends arbitrary map boundaries and political borders by which nations identify themselves. The places in question exist on every continent. They are the chakras of Mother Earth—points of focused, spiritual energies welling up from the bowels of the planet, or instilled in the site by concentrated human will. They are great energy sources from which we can replenish and empower ourselves, if only we knew their secrets.

So much has already been written about sacred sites overseas that Americans are left with the impression that their own country has few if any of its own and, in any case, that its sites are far less significant or impressive than foreign locations. They imagine that only a European countryside featuring a Stone Age megalith, or an antediluvian pyramid standing in the Egyptian desert are mystically endowed. While some prehistoric monuments may qualify as sacred sites, more recent, even modern structures may be no less charged with supernal energies. Their power emanates from placement within a particular Earth field, or derives from some special human impact they received.

Other spiritualized centers owe nothing of their greatness to external influences, because they are the pure outpouring of Nature’s soul. To disabuse readers of the impression that America is devoid of such locations, they are included in our description of European sacred sites—foremost among them, Britain’s Stonehenge. Today, visitors are kept beyond arms’ length by an encircling cordon of staked ropes and an elaborate security system.

These were installed after some of the megaliths were badly damaged in the early 1990s by persons spray-painting the porous stones. Modern vandals were preceded by the Romans nearly two thousand years ago. They partially tore down the original circle of standing megaliths because native Druids were using the location as a base for Keltic resistance. First-century Druids were not the builders, but were merely following a tradition begun long before them in Neolithic times.

The masterminds who designed and set up this sophisticated astronomical computer around 3000 B.C.E. are lost to history. But the resonant power they established continues to attract visitors from around the world. Older than Stonehenge and no less potent is Ireland’s Newgrange, the oldest intact building on Earth, predating the Egyptian pyramids by at least six centuries.

An hour’s drive north of Dublin, Newgrange sits on top of a high hill overlooking the Boyne Valley. Built 5,200 years ago, it is a huge mound of earth covering a large, stone-lined chamber connected to the exterior by a narrow corridor. The entrance to the structure is a face with five hundred tons of white quartz and flanked by imposing monoliths emblazoned with spiral and lozenge designs. Once a year, during sunrise of the winter solstice, a shaft of golden light snakes along the floor of the corridor to illuminate a triple spiral on the far rear wall of the chamber. This annual occurrence exemplifies the Neolithic builders’ belief that the human soul is linked eternally to cycles of birth, death, and rebirth, as paralleled by the yearly highlighted triple spiral. The number three is traditionally associated with eternity, while the spiral is a universal symbol of soul, mimicking its perpetual evolution.

Off the south coast of Scotland, among the Hebrides, is one of the strangest islands on Earth. Resembling some impossibly man-made mausoleum, Staffa is the result of a cataclysmic volcanic outburst that took place millions of years ago. Magma boiled to the surface and was frozen by sub-zero temperatures into great blocks of hardened lava. Its greatest feature is an immense cavern known as Fingal’s Cave, which resembles a cathedral for Titans. Everywhere, huge square columns of basalt arch high overhead toward a monumental dome. When the tide surges into this massive interior space and hurtles itself against a wall at the far end, the resultant crash is deafening. Nothing and no one lives on barren Staffa, although visitors can reach its shores if the seas allow. Far more than a geologic curiosity, the island and its cavern have attracted religious worshippers for fifty centuries, from Stone Age sailors to Viking raiders who gave Staffa its name (literally, “staves,” a reference to the columnar basalt), to modern pilgrims who sense the powerful accumulation of Earth and sea energies here.
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Figure 1.1. Fingal’s Cave on the Hebrides island of Staffa, photographed around 1900

On the European continent, Medugorje is a small town in the Croatian countryside famous for reported apparitions of the Blessed Virgin, beginning in the mid-1980s. These appearances are supposed to take place on a rock-strewn hill, its barren summit scorched black with the ashes of thousands of votive candles and littered with crucifixes. It still drew visitors from around the world, despite a murderous war that raged around the place the divine Queen of Peace chose for her modern manifestation. Catholics and non-Catholics alike tell of the strange appearance of the sun when viewed from atop the Hill of Apparitions. More commonly, pilgrims experience a powerful spiritual presence in its vicinity. In any case, Medugorje is a developing sacred site Christians and followers of the Blessed Virgin find inspiring.

One of the world’s most overlooked centers of its kind lies on the northwest coast of Turkey. Here, more than three thousand years ago, the foremost city of the late Bronze Age encompassed palaces and temples unmatched for their splendor within a concentric series of immense walls. The crown of thirteenth-century B.C.E. civilization, Ilios was the legendary capital of Troy, lost after the fall of classical times, until a self-styled German archaeologist, Heinrich Schliemann, brought it back into the light. While the war that consumed the city around 1240 B.C.E. irrevocably imprinted the very stonework with energies of profound human drama, Ilios was a sacred center long before its fiery destruction. It was the seat of Apollo, the sun god, the patron of creativity and beauty.

Visitors to the archaeological zone are surprised to find the environs little changed from Homer’s description in the Iliad. From the Trojan battlements, one can still see the unobstructed plain where the great conflict was fought, and beyond to the seashore, long ago crowded with a thousand ships of the Greek invasion fleet. Instances of clairaudience are known to occur at Ilios, together with other paranormal phenomena largely associated with past-life experiences. A focal point for these is located at the open-air theater, which is preserved in good condition. Here, the receptive visitor will find an opportunity for meditation.

Across the Aegean Sea on the south coast of Greece, the columns of Delphi still stand high up the slope of Mt. Parnassus, on the Gulf of Corinth. Where today’s tourists gather year-round, in ancient times initiates into the mysteries of Apollo and Poseidon followed threads of destiny to the Pythia, a priestess who spoke of the future while in an altered state of consciousness. Delphi was the leading sacred site of the entire Classical World, and its attraction to people in our time proves it has not lost its deep, spiritual resonance. It was preceded in significance by Delos, a small island in the eastern Mediterranean Sea, birthplace of divine twins associated, respectively, with lunar and solar—feminine and masculine energies: Artemis and Apollo. Most temples on Delos were built in their honor.

The island’s high ground is Mt. Cynthos, with a shrine to sky father Zeus at its summit. Some one hundred feet below, facing west, is the very ancient and megalithic Temple of Apollo, raised on the site of the god’s birth. It was from here that he took the omphalos, the Navel Stone of power and prophecy, to Delphi. Delos shares the Aegean with Crete, where the groves of Knossos still flourish as they did when Minoan kings held sway over this part of the world nearly forty centuries ago. The colorful ruins of sacred architecture, including the bull-leaping arena, are all that stand of that splendid epoch.

Southward across the Mediterranean, Egypt is most famous for her Great Pyramid, but to walk down the monumental Avenue of Sphinxes toward the colossal pylons of Karnak in the Upper Nile Valley is to achieve a personal highlight in one’s life. Here is the best preserved of Pharaonic civilization, a living house of grandeur inscribed with thousands of hieroglyphic texts and occupied by colossal representations of the gods and goddesses. Yet, for all its outsized stonework, visitors often speak of a lightness and buoyancy of spirit at Karnak.

On the other side of the world, Uxmal (pronounced “Ooshmahl”) is an atmospheric ceremonial center set like a crystal in Mexico by its Maya builders more than a thousand years ago. Its Pyramid of the Magician is shaped like a gargantuan egg. A serpent writhes in stone on its walls, disgorging an egg from its jaws. Visitors stroll from the unusual pyramid to the Governor’s Palace, gleaming like bleached bones in the Yucatán sun, its lofty, corbelled arches gracefully pointing toward the cobalt blue heavens. Behind it is the ceremonial ball court, where a ritual game imitated the daily struggle of the sun to cross the sky. A small, elaborately carved stone seat still stands alone before the Governor’s Palace. To sit on that prehistoric throne with the measureless jungle at one’s back is to conjure images of empires and spiritual powers sleeping among the silent ruins.

Far away to the north, in the Ohio Valley, Mound City consists of twenty-three prehistoric but skillfully constructed earthworks on thirteen acres, surrounded by a squarish embankment. This ancient site near the Scioto River is a necropolis, a city of the dead, but not only a cemetery. The departed here are part of a sacred ceremonial center, where this life and the next converge. Mound City’s precisely constructed pyramids contain the cremated remains of several hundred persons from a lost civilization that flourished from the first to fifth centuries C.E. Archaeologists label that period of North American prehistory “Hopewell,” after the farmer on whose adjacent property a turn-of-the-century excavation was made. They do not, however, know how this otherwise nameless, ancient people actually referred to themselves. 

The Hopewell lived in numerous villages along the river valleys and were skilled in working stone, especially into the likenesses of birds, reptiles, and human heads. They operated a vast commercial trading network, importing copper from the Upper Great Lakes region, obsidian from what is today Yellowstone National Park, shark teeth from Chesapeake Bay, mica from the Smoky Mountains, seashells from the Gulf of Mexico, and silver from Ontario. These far-flung imports were not only used as luxury items, but also for ritual purposes. The archaeological zone known as Mound City was the shaman’s special arena, where all the high magic of a spiritualized community was dramatized.

A holy man selected the location for the precinct by a geomancy, or ritual interpretation of the landscape, and directed the creation of the mounds according to the telluric forces in evidence at the site. The structures were methodically created to contain the dead, to memorialize them and, most importantly, to continue serving the descendants for generations thereafter as spiritual powerhouses for the soul’s growth. At the center of a typical mound, the Hopewell raised a circular clay platform, upon which the cremated remains of a socially prominent person were laid, together with pottery shards, stone and copper tools, broken spear points of obsidian, flint, or garnet, and pebbles. Researchers from the Smithsonian Institution in Washington, D.C., scientifically investigated Mound City for the first time in 1848, but the site was requisitioned by the U.S. Army as a training camp during World War One, and many of the ceremonial structures were destroyed.
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Figure  1.2. Mound City

The ancient necropolis was finally rescued from total oblivion when it was declared a national monument in 1923. Since then, restoration has been proceeding under the auspices of the Ohio State Historical Society. The excavators retrieved artifacts from the earthworks as strange as they are beautiful. Some of the structures contained the bones of an extinct mastodon, a creature that vanished from the American plains about ten thousand years ago. The Hopewell may have preserved shamanic paraphernalia of the last ice age. A Mound of pipes enfolded two hundred stone bowls exquisitely carved to represent animals and men.

The most visually attractive of the earthworks has been cut open to reveal the splendid entombment of four men who were laid out on a floor entirely covered with oversized flakes of jewel-like mica. Imported from as far away as Georgia for mortuary reasons, the glittering, pastel wafers were joined by elk and bear teeth, metal ornaments, large obsidian points, a cache of five thousand polished mother-of-pearl beads, and toad and raven effigy pipes. Copper armor was also found, including two helmets or headdresses, one with three pairs of copper antlers, the other in the likeness of a bear with hinged ears and legs attached by tiny rivets. The workmanship was of a high quality. This grave signifies a vast technological difference between the ancient Hopewell and the historic Shawnee who occupied the region at the time of early European settlement.

The Shawnee knew nothing of Mound City, made no claims to it, and did not have the large-scale social organization that went into constructing the earthworks. Some fundamental connections with ancient Egypt appear in the site’s square embankment, which shares precisely the same area—13.6 acres—with the base of the Nile Delta’s Great Pyramid. Moreover, the twenty-three burial earthworks at Ohio’s prehistoric necropolis find their counterparts in the same, original number of tombs at the Giza Plateau. Ephraim George Squier (1821–1888) and Edwin Hamilton Davis (1811–1888), surveyors who first mapped the area in 1845, concluded that the Mound City structures were built by immigrants from Yucatán, perhaps Maya culture bearers interested in Ohio Valley traded goods. Since Squier and Davis arrived at their nineteenth-century supposition, material evidence supporting a Mesoamerican connection has come to light in the form of an excavated Hopewell necklace made of parakeet bills. Also recovered from a Mound City earthwork was a copper ornament fashioned to represent a parrot. Neither bird is native to the Ohio Valley.

Moreover, Hopewell hunters and warriors were armed with the same kind of throwing stick used in the Valley of Mexico. Circumstances surrounding the sudden disappearance of Mound City’s residents also suggests Mesoamerican influence. The Maya regulated their society by a sacred calendar, the largest division of which was the so-called Long Count, a four-hundred-year period opened and closed by massive, fundamental changes, including large-scale migrations. The history of Hopewell occupation at Mound City covered a four-century time span that may have started with Maya immigration to the Ohio Valley, two thousand years ago.

According to the same ceremonial calendar, the site was abandoned after four hundred years, its inhabitants returning to Yucatán. Whatever their origins or fate, they left behind an impressive, magical memorial to their vanished greatness. The number and arrangement of the mounds form a ritual pattern, the meaning of which has been lost. It is therefore impossible to identically reconstruct the Hopewell ceremonies that took place in Mound City. The squarish earthwork perimeter with rounded corners resembles the outline of a house, with gaps where doors should be at the north and south ends. In Native American tradition, north is the Spirit Direction; south, the Direction of Becoming.

Perhaps ritual enactments began when initiates entered through the northern portal of death, participated in shamanic ceremonies among the mortuary mounds, then departed through the southern exit of rebirth. Such an interpretation is suggested by the close proximity of the Scioto to the northern gap. Along the opposite banks, the live-in village of a Hopewell town was located. Crossing a river is a universal human archetype for death. Hence, traveling over the Scioto from their homes to the necropolis might have had the same significance as fording the River Styx did for ancient Greeks. Leaving Mound City through the southern Direction of Becoming implies that the rituals that took place within the sacred precinct dealt with death and transfiguration.

The existence of a reincarnation or rebirth cult at work here has been underscored by some of the physical evidence excavated over the past one hundred years. The Death Mask Mound, largest of the site’s earthworks, contained fragments of a human skull that had been sawed and drilled for use as a mask, probably worn by a master of ceremonies more than sixteen centuries ago. The same mound was also a burial site for thirteen adult males accompanied by effigies shaped to resemble falcons or parrots wrought in copper. The bird is another universal symbol for the human soul, and copper is associated with the sun and immortality.

Of the hundreds of expertly carved stone pipes recovered from Mound City, most depict animals that clearly signify death and rebirth, such as the raven, serpent, and bear. Those carved into human heads may be portraits of the deceased; at least some of them were probably shamans. Tobacco was and is revered as the holiest herb. The mildly altered state of consciousness it produces was considered intimately connected with the spirit world. The pipes were not smoked for pleasure alone, but for purposes of communication with entities on the Other Side. Indeed, Mound City is a simulacrum of that parallel existence. Archaeologists believe it was valued as a visible representation of the Hopewell heaven for leading families of the power elite. While this speculation seems plausible, the overall implication of the site suggests it was far more than a political cemetery for the privileged dead. Rather, they were part of the spiritual empowerment generated within the sacred center by the entire community.

Eight hundred miles west, in the state of Kansas, stories of a splendid, ancient civilization with a mystical center at its heart may seem too farfetched for belief. But the first white men to hear those tales were Spanish conquistadors, who overthrew the Aztec Empire during the early sixteenth century. In the insatiable quest for gold, they were informed by subjected Mexicans about Quivira, the Seven Cities of Cibola, allegedly an old, powerful state of magnificent temples and high magic, where the gold of the sun god was allegedly preserved. Only a few aged advisors of Emperor Moctezuma III supposedly knew of Cibola-Quivira’s whereabouts, and shared their knowledge with some younger followers of the rapidly declining Aztec religion. They acted as guides for the greedy Spaniards, who mounted an expedition in search of the legendary Seven Cities of Gold under the command of Francisco Vazquez de Coronado in 1541.

Along the way, he was encouraged by various tribal and pueblo peoples who had heard at least something of Cibola, and urged the foreigners ever northward. Finally, Coronado and his forty men reached what is now central Kansas. The Aztec guides had followed their instructions faithfully, and the landscape matched descriptions provided by their elders back in Mexico. But not one of the Seven Cities of Gold was to be found. Not even their ruins. All that the Spaniards saw were scattered, underpopulated villages of grass huts inhabited by hunter-gatherers. Coronado’s disappointment was keenly felt.

“I arrived at the province they call Quivira, to which the guides were conducting me, and where they had described to me houses of stone with many stories, and not only are they not of stone, but of straw, but the people in them are as barbarous as all those whom I have ever seen and passed before this.”2

Over the next 430 years, the lost Seven Cities of Gold were consigned to legend. But in the 1960s, Waldo R. Wedel of the Smithsonian Institution excavated the first of five unusual structures in Rice and McPherson Counties, in not only central Kansas, but the precise center of the North American continent. Referred to as “council circles,” the ruins are circular mounds sixty to ninety feet wide, averaging about three feet high.3 They are surrounded by shallow ditches and show evidence of intense burning covered over by numerous sandstone boulders. Pits contained the bones of children and adult skulls. The local Wichita Indians knew nothing of the council circles, but after a more than four-century lapse, stories of Cibola began to circulate again.

Nothing conclusive about the excavations was obtained until 1982, when archaeologist R. Clark Mallam identified a startling feature nearby. It was the image of a gigantic snake cut into the ground like a reverse image, or intaglio. From its gaping jaws emerged a huge, oval shape. Subsequent tests of the 160-foot-long effigy revealed that it was oriented not only to the three Rice County council circles, but more significantly, to the winter and summer solstices. The fires that long ago burned in the pitted mounds were lit when the sun’s position was opposite the tail of the snake. Solar alignments of the serpent intaglio and council circles suggest that the lost Cibola-Quivira does indeed lie below the plains of central Kansas.

The “gold” of which the Aztecs spoke, however, may not have anything to do with the metal sought by Coronado. Rather, the gold of this vanished culture was far more precious: sunlight. Such an interpretation is supported by the Aztec description of the Seven Cities of Gold. Seven separate and distinct “cities” may have never existed in prehistoric Kansas. Instead, “seven” might be understood as a sacred number defining the essential, esoteric principles of Cibola. The number seven signified the completion of cycles for many cultures around the ancient world and was associated with the movement of the sun, together with serpent symbolism, which describes the Rice County effigy and its solar orientation.

The real mystery is: Who were the sophisticated astronomer-engineers that created the serpent intaglio and its council circles in the middle of Kansas, three thousand or more years ago? Why did they choose such a remote site, hundreds of miles from the nearest civilization, to fashion their solar observatory? The mystery is made all the more curious when we learn that there are only two other snake images of this kind anywhere. One is the Great Serpent Mound, a 1,200-foot-long earthworks atop a hill in Adams County, southern Ohio, and a 110-foot-long snake disgorging an egg-shaped cairn from its mouth, likewise on a hilltop, near Loch Nell, in western Scotland.

Both the Ohio and the Scottish effigies share a common construction date, circa 1200 B.C.E. This is the same date archaeo-astronomers assign to the near miss of a comet that bombarded the Earth with a barrage of meteoric material sufficient to cause the collapse of late Bronze Age civilizations across Europe, Asia Minor, and the Near and Middle East, even as far as Shang-dynasty China. Could the American and Scottish snake mounds spitting out an egg shape have been originally designed to represent a sky serpent, or comet, disgorging an asteroid or large meteor? If so, the survivors of some European culture may have sought refuge in both the northern British Isles and North America, where they constructed uniquely identical earth effigies as memorials to the cataclysm.

While these are the only geoglyphs of their kind, the concept they express was familiar to dynastic Egyptians, preclassical and classical Greeks, and the Maya, where the serpent-and-egg theme appears in stone relief on the flanks of Uxmal’s Pyramid of the Magician, itself an egg-shaped structure, in the Yucatán jungle. The snake-egg image was regarded everywhere as the symbol of healing, regeneration, and rebirth, attributes connected with the sun. The Kansas intaglio’s relationship to the council circles may extend to the local environment, comprising an organic whole. As Mallam noticed during a flyover of the site, “the council circles, demarcated by dark-green patches, seemed to be located virtually in the center of this network. It was as if we were seeing an architectural order.”4

The intaglio’s resemblance to Ohio’s Great Serpent Mound is even closer than its common design suggests. The Adams County earthwork, like its Kansas counterpart, is aligned to the solstices. Clearly, these two effigies were created by the same landscape engineers, whoever they may have been. And what does its resemblance to identical European and Mayan egg-disgorging snakes imply? Is the Rice County site the remains of a transatlantic visit during the remote past? Remarkably, its memory lived on in the traditions of the Aztecs long after they ceased to have any physical contact with the place they called Cibola.

Mallam was obviously enthusiastic about the strange site: “I believe that in this cosmological conviction the serpent intaglio functioned as a ‘life metaphor.’ It signified and expressed through its placement and orientation the natural and cyclical processes of death, rebirth, and the regenerative power of life. Inherent in this theme are certain basic Native American concepts. Cross-culturally, the serpent represents primal chaos, disruption, disharmony and dissolution, and continual life renewal through annual shedding of its skin and hibernation. The theme of cyclical order and centrality became visibly evident at least twice each year as hierophanies—physical manifestations of something sacred. During the solstices, the sacredness of the headwaters defined, reaffirmed, and intensified the arrangement of cultural symbols: Cosmos emerges from chaos, summer out of winter, and life from death.”5 Astronomically related to the Rice County serpent, though seven hundred miles away, a lonely boulder stands atop a hill overlooking thousands of commuters daily speeding by on the expressway below, to and from the city of Chicago, about two hours’ drive east. This part of northern Illinois is flat farmland, so the appearance of even the fifty-foot-high hill crowned with its solitary stone seems outstanding. Across from the hill is an adjacent hill, flatter, but of almost equal height, and in fact, both are referred together as “Indian Hills.” The stone in question rests at the highest point, the apex, of the more pyramidal hill to the north. Despite its “Indian” attribution, Sauk tribes that inhabited the area until the mid-nineteenth century did not haul up the two-ton burden to its lofty position. They did, however, venerate it as a Manitou, or holy object, left behind by “shamans of the Moon,” who set up the hilltop altar in thanks for their survival from the Great Flood.6 Before moving on to the north, the shamans suffused the precinct with their potent energies.

The stone is probably a glacial remnant from the last ice age, but investigators believe at least some of it was worked to shape its pointy top. Centuries of continuous weathering have effaced all traces of human modification, however. Getting the massy monolith moved up the hill’s steeply inclined slope self-evidently merited a major collective endeavor. Given the presumed technological limitations of pre-Columbian man, we can only speculate how it was achieved. It is the same dilemma we face when confronted by the creation of the sacred site with which this article began: Britain’s Stonehenge. Nor does our comparison with the more famous site on the Salisbury Plain end there. In the Arthurian tradition of Stonehenge, Merlin the magician supposedly levitated the ponderous monoliths through the air and set them up in perfectly concentric circles.

A surviving legend among the Sauk recounts that the ancient shamans, through the power of their magic, floated the Indian Hills’ Stone from its original location at the bottom of a river, and set it gently down to face and pay homage to the moon goddess at the summit of the hill where today it perches. And as the lunar alignments of Stonehenge are generally recognized today, so the Illinois monolith is oriented to the most northerly rising of the moon. The orientation is still observable from the nearby hill across the expressway. Judging from the precise position and the not insubstantial physical labor that went into erecting it, the Indian Hills’ Stone apparently meant a great deal to whoever set it up.

While any connection between a Midwestern monolith and Britain’s Stonehenge may seem farfetched to conventional archaeologists, Sauk traditions of moon-worshipping shamans and ancient European myths of a prehistoric, worldwide civilization should at least give us pause for reflection. Once each year, the moon still seems to rise from out of the Indian Hills’ Stone itself, then balance for a minute or less at its pointy apex before resuming its journey across the night sky. At such an effective moment the monolith—intensely black because backlit and suffused by a temporary lunar radiance—does indeed resemble an altar to the Moon, as told by the Sauk.

The alignment must have been particularly important to prehistoric Americans, as suggested by the same orientation anciently observed 350 miles away in central Ohio at the sprawling Newark mound group at least two thousand years ago. The reappearance of the moon at its most northerly point undoubtedly heralded an annual, universal beginning of some kind related to the resurgence of feminine power. Lunar energies are especially associated with psychic phenomena—dreams, visions, telepathy, healing, clairvoyance, clairaudience—all elements that belong to the shamanic experience recalled by native Sauk.

When the moon rises to its most northerly point, it exerts its strongest tidal or gravitational pull on our planet and assumes its largest, brightest appearance in the night sky. While the latter visual manifestation generates a dramatic special effect each year at the Indian Hills’ Stone, lunar influence on human behavior at that time reaches its optimum potency. Clearly, all this was understood and applied in forgotten ways by the stone’s astronomer-shamans. They eventually migrated somewhere farther north, the Sauk remembered, perhaps to build Aztalan, a thirteenth-century C.E. celestial observatory on the banks of Wisconsin’s Crawfish River, about one hundred miles to the north. Like the Indian Hills’ Stone, Aztalan features a massive, roughly carved monolith originally aligned with the peak of nearby Christmas Hill in alignment with sunrise of the winter solstice.

These fragments of the deep past are all the pieces left to us from the grand mosaic of American prehistory. But if its builders and worshippers have long since vanished into time, the energies with which they imbued their creations resonate still in sacred sites across our continent and around the globe.
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Ancient American Cities of the Sun

The most spectacular of all the ancient human-engineered sacred centers in North America lies just across the Mississippi River from the modern city of St. Louis. An earthen step pyramid rises in four gigantic terraces above the southern Illinois plain. Comprising 22 million cubic feet of soil, its base in excess of fourteen acres is larger than that of Egypt’s Great Pyramid. Exceeded only by the Mexican pyramids at Teotihuacán and Cholula, it is the largest prehistoric structure north of the Rio Grande. Known as Monks Mound after the French Trappist monks who briefly occupied it in the early nineteenth century, the Illinois pyramid is so huge its flat top easily accommodated over four thousand persons during a Harmonic Convergence meeting in 1987.

During its hey-day nine hundred years earlier, the turf-covered colossus may have been entirely encased in clay decorated with fabulous geometric designs painted blue, red, and yellow. More certainly, a great, steeply gabled wooden temple then occupied the summit. The building was 48 feet wide and 105 feet long, bringing the original height of the pyramid to over 150 feet. From its lofty vantage point, the chief priest or regent would have looked out over a 224-acre ceremonial city completely surrounded by a twelve-foot-high wall more than two miles long. More than eighty thousand logs arranged in a stockade with regularly spaced watchtowers were plastered with a white limestone cement. The entire metropolitan area covered nearly six square miles over a 2,200-acre tract.


[image: image]

Figure 2.1. Artist’s re-creation of Monks Mound near Collinsville, Illinois

Behind the walls south of Monks Mound spread an open-air plaza where sporting events alternated with religious ceremonies and market activities. Beyond the plaza shimmered an artificial lake reflecting a trio of large pyramidal structures, a conical mound, and a platform mound, which contained the body of a forty-five-year-old man laid out on a grave of silver mica flecks imported from the Carolinas. Surrounding him were over twenty thousand polished marine shell disc beads from the Gulf Coast and three hundred sacrificed young girls. More than 120 mounds of various shapes and sizes adorned the area, though only sixty-eight still survive. More than fifty million cubic feet of earth went into their construction.

To the west, the observer atop Monks Mound would have been able to see a twenty-foot-high circle of cedar posts painted bright red and arranged in an astronomical position 410 feet in diameter. Known today as Woodhenge, it was an observatory to chart significant celestial events, such as the winter solstice sunrise aligned with the first platform level of the big pyramid itself. Woodhenge also computed the positions of the Pleiades and other constellations of religious and agricultural importance.

An estimated twenty thousand people resided within and beyond the walls of Cahokia, although no one knows the real name of the great city. Investigators do know, however, that it did not evolve slowly over the years, but was built suddenly, almost as though transported from some previous location, around 2500 B.C.E., just when Egypt’s Great Pyramid was built. After 900 C.E., it was the dominant capital of the Mississippian culture. Then, about 1100 C.E., internal violence of some kind occurred, part of the wall was burned, the leaders fled, and Cahokia society rapidly deteriorated. By the time Monks Mound was seen by the first white explorers in the late seventeenth century, it was overgrown and long abandoned.

Who the great civilizers of southern Illinois may have been, where they came from, and what became of them are questions archaeologists cannot yet answer with material evidence. Links with Mesoamerica, however, seem obvious; connections made all the more suspicious by Cahokia’s own foundation date in the early tenth century, the same period in which the Maya were evacuating their pyramidal cities in Yucatán.

Archaeologists speculatively call ancient Cahokia the City of the Sun, from Woodhenge’s solar orientations. The sun has long been associated with ultimate power, an association implicit in the dominating aspect of Monks Mound itself. To be sure, that power was once commercial and political but it was also spiritual, if only in the sense that the enormous effort exerted by thousands of workers and artisans necessary to create the Cahokia megalopolis needed something transcending material and civic motives. Like the builders of Khufu’s pyramid, they were not slaves. They were more likely inspired laborers and craftsmen motivated by a religious ideal whose priestly spokesmen convinced them they were doing God’s work in building the City of the Sun.
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