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PRAISE FOR OTHER WORKS BY TIMOTHY WYLLIE

“Although Timothy is no longer with us in the conventional sense, he is very much alive in the latest of his Rebel Angels series. As millennium- spanning actors in this ongoing cosmic play, we are amused, stimulated, and entranced.”

GORDON PHINN, AUTHOR OF YOU ARE HISTORY: THE SOUL, THE HIGHER SELF, AND OUR 
SHARE OF DIVINITY

“In a time of unfolding mysteries, Timothy Wyllie has written beautifully [in Dolphins, ETs & Angels] of his own fantastic adventures in a universe larger than our aspirations and richer and more complex than all our dreams.”

JEAN HOUSTON, AUTHOR OF THE HERO AND THE GODDESS

“Timothy Wyllie’s multivolume narrative, of which Rebel Angels in Exile is part, is a masterpiece of writing. It is essential reading for any who would explore the cosmic dimension of mercy suggested in the parable of the prodigal son and the role of those often known as starseeds in its manifestation upon this and many other worlds.”

ROBERT DAVIS, DIRECTOR OF THE DAYNAL INSTITUTE

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

BARBARA HAND CLOW, AUTHOR OF AWAKENING THE PLANETARY 
MIND

“[Dolphins, ETs & Angels] is a great book, a marvelous book, very creative. It’s fun to read. If a bigot reads it, he’ll get more bigoted. If a free man reads it, he’ll get freer. I recommend the book highly.”

JOHN C. LILLY, M.D., AUTHOR OF CENTER OF THE CYCLONE

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

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

“Dolphins, ETs & Angels is one of the most enjoyable and insightful books I have ever read. To say I love it would be an understatement. It is terrific! . . . I could hardly put it down.”

KEN CAREY, AUTHOR OF STARSEED, THE THIRD MILLENNIUM

“Timothy Wyllie was one of our most gifted and grounded explorers of the subjective and subtle realms. Those fortunate enough to travel with him to each of his destinations will receive a balanced education of mind, soul, psyche, and spirit and a gentle initiation into a more expansive and loving cosmos.”

BYRON BELITSOS, COEDITOR OF THE CENTER WITHIN
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At the center of the universe is a loving heart that continues to beat

and that wants the best for every person.

Anything that we can do to help foster the intellect and spirit

and emotional growth of our fellow human beings, that is our job.

Those of us who have this particular vision must continue against all odds.

Life is for service.

FRED ROGERS

When you reach the end of what you should know,

you will be at the beginning of what you should sense.

KAHLIL GIBRAN, SAND AND FOAM

There are hundreds of paths up the mountain,

all leading to the same place,

so it doesn’t matter which path you take.

The only person wasting time is the one who runs around the mountain,

telling everyone that his or her path is wrong.

HINDU PROVERB
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FOREWORD

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

When The Secret History of the Watchers was published, I alerted the readers that Timothy had passed on from this life in October 2017. I shared the “succession plan” that Timothy and I had discussed in regard to carrying on this series and explained his spiritual legacy even further in his previous book, The Rebel Angels among Us.

My name is Daniel, and Timothy and I shared a “surrogate” father and son relationship. As he and I discussed the future of his work, Timothy directed me to “reach as many people as possible” through his writing, art, and music. He simply stated that if folks felt sufficiently moved and/or inspired by his creativity, then he wanted those creations in their homes.

I am still following that directive, and my desire is to let you, dear reader, know that Timothy’s works continue on. Whether it is through his books, his art, or through the multitude of people he has inspired, he lives on—and he will continue to.

As you’ll read in the afterword, Timothy was very excited about getting into the next volumes with Georgia. I honestly have no idea if Georgia will work with someone else to get these out . . . whether it is about bringing conclusion to the last thirty-plus years of Timothy’s life, or starting with someone else.

Timothy penned copious writings. They are not formal books, but they are nevertheless beyond mind-blowing, and there is a good possibility—God willing—that I will organize them into something Timothy would want shared. His forte was not organization, so please be patient!

Timothy’s website is up and running and is being updated as I go through his photos, writings, and other creations. Please feel free to visit it at 
www.timothywyllie.com.

As I mentioned in the previous book, the website now has both the information and the functionality to order an art print directly from the site. Folks can also contact me for additional information on originals (or anything else Timothy). I do not maintain Timothy’s originals, which are in the care of Timothy’s lovely “artner,” June Atkin, but she and I work together closely, and I am glad to serve as an intermediary for her.

I helped Timothy with his books in the past (mostly in a support and editing capacity). Editing these last three books has been a sheer joy. As I read their words, I’ve heard Timothy’s voice—and fondly recall seeing Georgia’s cheeky “face” waking me up in the middle of the night when I lived with Timothy near the turn of the century. There is nothing like being in a deep sleep, sensing something hovering over you, then opening your eyes, and seeing eyes glaring back but six inches from yours . . . followed by a screeching “HELLOOOO!!!” at 3:00 a.m.

That memory will always be emblazoned in my mind when I think of Georgia, and Timothy and I were always in contact after that. So, again, I absolutely loved reading their words. Even if I knew some of the stories, others I didn’t—and all of it has inspired me to “come back to center,” as Timothy often advised me to do.

The Inner Traditions staff—and the remarkable June Atkin—deserve such praise and gratitude for their unfailing patience, love, and support. I am a husband, father, and professional, and I coach ice hockey and lacrosse to youngsters. Time is hard to find! Whereas most authors are always on standby and at the ready, I wasn’t able to be. But Inner Traditions supported me anyhow. I had to again become Timothy while still being Daniel, and they bent over backward to help me bring Timothy’s final books to life. I thank and love them all for it.

And thank you, dear reader, for your inquisitive nature and for supporting someone I love so dearly. I hope my efforts to bring Timothy and Georgia’s wisdom to you has proved meaningful. I wish you nothing but the best in life, and would share one last “Timothy-ism” with you: “Know that you are right where you need to be. Calm yourself and know that everything is as it should be. If you find yourself in a situation you see as ‘negative,’ find the positive lesson in it that you are there to learn.”

All blessings to you. I hope you enjoy this—the last volume of Georgia’s Confessions.

DANIEL MATOR



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

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




[image: image]

INTRODUCTION

The Nature of Nurturing
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Challenging Questions Addressed, Deception and Self-Delusion, Intuition and Certainty, Georgia’s Intentions, and the Variety of Starseeds

As I start this, the eighth volume of Georgia’s Confessions, I’ve now had the opportunity to do a number of radio interviews and answer readers’ letters. I’ve done this ever since the first volume of my collaboration with rebel angel Georgia, Confessions of a Rebel Angel, was published in October 2012. In this, I’ve found that there are several questions that seem to reoccur. While in most cases Georgia has already addressed these questions in her narrative, many people are curious to know what I, Timothy, think and feel about collaborating with a discarnate Watcher.

I have to admit that writing these books with Georgia was a complete surprise. It really was the last thing I expected—even though I’ve been working consciously with the angels for more than thirty years. There was never even a hint that this project awaited us in the future. And yet now it feels absolutely right. It is the intuitive and logical outworking of everything that deeply interests me. I had no idea that all those years of training—a training I didn’t even know I was receiving—was leading me inexorably to this unusual collaboration.

Georgia isn’t one of my two companion angels, both of whom I’ve come to know well over the years. And yet she says she has been with me throughout this current lifetime and, as it’s turning out, a number of other previous incarnations as well. I accept that in many ways she knows me better than I know myself, which she is constantly demonstrating in the anecdotes she uses that are drawn from my life.

Can I be certain of all this? How can I be sure Georgia is a Watcher and not merely a figment of my imagination? How do I know Georgia isn’t fooling me for her own covert purposes? How do I know I’m not fooling myself? These are a few of the questions that need some answering, and from me, not Georgia.

First, I should make it clear that life is never about certainty. If anything, demanding certainty is the delusion—science should have taught us that. When no one can be certain of waking up alive the very next morning, it would be foolish to demand certainty in such a delicate collaboration.

However, there’s another form of knowing—intuition—whether something feels right. This is nothing like George W. Bush’s infamous “gut feeling.” Intuition is a far more subtle affair, and not quite as easily accessed as this so-called gut feeling . . . that simply echoes the state of the person’s third chakra. Is it really surprising that George Bush—a man so evidently at war with himself—would project his self-hatred onto others and use his gut feeling to justify the killing of thousands upon thousands of people? And just to prop up his wilting self-esteem! That is not intuition.

Intuition has taken a lot of knocks recently as science, with its statistical methodology, tries to demonstrate that it knows best. But what isn’t so readily factored in is that intuition is much like a muscle; if it’s not used it will atrophy. And although we all use our intuition without being aware of it during our everyday lives, it’s really only when we call on our intuition consciously that we can learn to trust the inner voice.

Asking our intuition for its counsel and then following through is a great deal more challenging than it sounds—particularly when the rational mind is telling us otherwise. It’s not that intuition will be invariably correct but that in following intuition’s counsel we can make our mistakes—and not the mistakes of those we credit for knowing more than us.

Having come to know Georgia over the course of my life, I’ve no reason to doubt she is a Watcher, as she says she is. Of course, she could be somebody or something else entirely; I’m not naive. Yet with seven books behind us, she has remained consistently who she is. Her narrative is coherent and deeply meaningful, and she is constantly surprising me with insights entirely new to me. If she is indeed setting me up for some hidden reason of her own, then she has shown no sign of it so far. Frankly—with what I know about her—harming me is the last thing she would want to do. It would be entirely out of character for the Georgia I’ve come to love and respect to want to take advantage of me. I feel confident about that.

Am I fooling myself? There’s always a possibility, but if I am, I’m doing a damn fine job of it. I’m learning loads. This goes back to the certainty issue. How certain do I need to be that I’m not fooling myself? One hundred percent? Ninety percent? Seventy-five percent? Thought of in these terms, the question makes little sense. Certain enough, has to be the answer, I guess. What’s the worst that could happen if I am deluding myself, or even if I’m being fooled by Georgia? I guess I’ll have a red face at my afterlife review!

The short answer is that—after knowing Georgia as well as I do after the past four years of working so closely with her—I choose to take her at her word as to her claim of identity. It also serves me to consider her as an autonomous entity who has an existence separate from mine—and yet who can communicate with me through my inner imaginal world. Of course, it has also helped that since my near-death experience (NDE) I’ve been aware that angels are existentially real beings.

The concept of writing so closely with a discarnate entity was never as strange to me as it might be for someone lacking the long training and preparation the angels have been putting me through for these past fifty years. But this is all head stuff. Ultimately, the authenticity of Georgia’s words can only be assessed on their coherence and their relevance. She doesn’t appear to crave the agreement of other people. As far I understand, she’s narrating her half-million-year story to better understand for herself what has occurred on this world to shape it the way it is.

As for my story, she hopes I will gain some wisdom from her insights but—more than that—she believes her words will resonate with other rebel angels who are currently incarnated into mortal bodies and will help wake them up to who they truly are.

A word about starseeds: I’ve noticed Georgia has sometimes used starseed interchangeably with the clumsier rebel angel incarnate. I suspect she’ll have more to say about this alternate name as we go along, for it’s my impression the word starseed also refers to ET Walk-Ins, star people, and others of an extraterrestrial heritage who adopt human incarnation or use human bodies. Whether these starseeds, too, share the lineage of the rebel angels will be for each of them to discover for themselves.

I’d imagine that most of Georgia’s readers are starseeds of one kind or another. Earth is a complicated planet facing a crucial stage in its evolution and—according to Georgia—this is the place to be. I’ll have to wait for what Georgia has to say about the variety of starseeds. However, if her words resonate with you, I trust it will serve you to know something of the spiritual roots of the rebel angels and the history of the planet. It has certainly served me.
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1

Tangled Lies and the Path to Awakening
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A Necessary Deprogramming, the Indwelling Spirit, Animal Fear, Caligastia’s Rage, Starting a Business, Sleeping Around, and Rigveda

The arctic winds that howled down from Canada during the bitter cold spring of 1978—icing the trees in Central Park and whipping down the West Side avenues from Columbus to Riverside Drive—had finally yielded to the warming rays of an April sun.

It had been a wretched few months for the six who had left The Foundation Faith of God and established their own splinter group they had dubbed “The Unit.” Although the split had been difficult—that was clear to me—there were breakthroughs, too. However, they’d been harassed mercilessly by those still in the main First Avenue community who had set the police on them; they’d been called traitors and betrayers; and they’d been taken to court by the Foundation. Mein Host had even suffered a vicious psychic attack. Yet they had all come through, they believed, stronger and wiser for overcoming the obstacles.

I believe the other five would have agreed with my ward, after the long deprogramming sessions they held every free evening, that Mary Ann—their erstwhile Goddess—and the Four, her direct proxies, had overplayed their hand and revealed the worst of themselves. In fact they had behaved shamefully. However, in this way, Mary Ann’s vengeful actions only confirmed for the six of them the rightness of their decision to finally cut their ties with the community.

In both Dominic and my ward’s case, this meant that thirteen years of complete devotion and daily dedication to Mary Ann and the group was now behind them. The other four had lived in the community for less time—ranging between five and nine years—so in some ways it was easier for them to make the break. They weren’t carrying the baggage that Dominic and Mein Host, both longtime Luminaries, needed to come to terms with and release before they could comfortably reenter society. They had long since cut their ties with the outside world—the “World of Men,” as they’d called society in general back in the day—and always with a sardonic twist. Now they needed to entirely reassess their relationship with a world they’d previously disparaged, ridiculed, and on which they’d turned their backs.

I found it interesting to observe the contrast between these two men, Dominic and Jesse (my ward, as he was known at the time in the Process . . . “Father Jesse”), who were both in their thirty-eighth year. I was intrigued to see how they were conducting themselves throughout this intense period of deprogramming they put themselves through. Although both of them were angry and horrified to hear some of what went on in the community, of which they hadn’t been aware at the time, each approached and attempted to resolve the troubling issues, with rather different results.

My ward, for example, knew nothing of Mary Ann’s constant, malicious efforts to separate Dominic and his wife, Victoria. Their marriage was one of the very few Absorptions—the weeklong period allowed to couples in the community to explore their mutual sexuality—to blossom 
into a loving, committed relationship. Yet it sounded like Dominic always had to 
plead with Mary Ann to permit them both to stay in the same Chapter together. He 
told the others that this would invariably subject him to the Oracle’s scathing comments about his neediness and his being “led around by his short and curlies”—a favorite expression of hers.

Dominic and Victoria had a couple of children together, and the kids had been held over in the Children’s Chapter after The Unit had made their exit. There was a jittery sense, whether or not true, that the two young children were being held hostage and were being used as leverage to try to get the couple to go back to the main community.

Dominic and the others, in their turn, knew little—or nothing—about all the sexual shenanigans that had gone on in the early days of the community. And only one of them knew about the sad demise of a baby—apparently from crib death—that had occurred some years earlier in the New Orleans Chapter. The sad event had been covered up for fear people would think the worst of the group.

Rachel, one of those in The Unit who had lived only in the main community for about four years, had a story to tell that revealed yet another duplicitous aspect of Mary Ann’s personality. Here, for example, is how Rachel expressed her break with the community in my ward’s 2009 book (Love, Sex, Fear, Death: The Inside Story of The Process Church of the Final Judgment, page 17). She wrote:

It was actually Mary Ann who made the first large crack in my devotion to The Foundation. As a junior member, and being on the lowest rung of The Foundation hierarchy, I was never permitted to meet Mary Ann. That privilege—to gaze upon the countenance of the Most High—was reserved strictly for the Luminaries.

With time, that started to bother me. Here I was, a total convert. I had handed over my entire life to the group. Not just all my worldly possessions, which included one of the day’s sexiest cars—a Mazda rotary engine sports car—money, art, etc., but most importantly, my free will. I was told when and what to eat, to sleep, was sent into the street to raise money and was completely controlled 24/7.

It seemed wrong to me that I could not even know what “The Matriarch,” as she was called, looked like. So I wrote to her, asking 
in a much more diplomatic and worshipful way than this, why couldn’t I meet my 
leader? I got back a note card on the finest, thickest, embossed paper, in a large, strong and confident hand, saying essentially that I had it wrong. That she was just a “friend” of The Foundation and not its leader.

It was such an obvious lie and it had a profound effect on me. For her to deny she was the leader—while living in luxury on the toils of all the members, sending pronouncements from on high that affected all our lives—struck me as so out of integrity that I had to question The Foundation as a whole. My temerity to write to her must have had some repercussions on those above me, because it elicited anger at me from some of the Luminaries I had close relationships with as well. So, for me, this became the beginning of the end.

Rachel was a worldly and free-spirited New Yorker in her mid-thirties when she joined the community. She’d had to fight her impulses to prove herself worthy—usually a six-month process that she’d failed the first time around and was required to start again. Thus it had taken her almost a year to get in. Joining the community was a very considerable step for a woman who would herself admit that she had been a most unlikely candidate in the first place.

Her “failure” was merely to smoke a little pot one evening just before her six-month probation was up. She had promptly owned up to her transgression and found her honesty rewarded with having to start her probation period all over again.

As the stories and the secrets poured out in The Unit’s evening sessions—far more than need repeating here—the members were constantly being faced with the discomforting duality. Was Mary Ann simply a con woman, always out for herself, who’d fooled them all? Or was she a harsh and demanding incarnate Goddess whom it had been a privilege to serve? Did she herself believe in her “pronouncements,” as Rachel called them, or had she merely been “baffling them with bullshit” all along, without any care or compunction?

And then again, could it ever have been that simple?

No one had any doubt that Mary Ann was truly at the center of the action—although, she might have lied in her reply to Rachel’s letter. However, could their Oracle really be pinned down to a simplistic all good or all bad?

It was this question that lay at the center of the issue dividing the way in which Dominic and my ward dealt with these apparently opposing realities. Dominic—who admitted to having been fooled once by a con man back in Australia when he was in his late teens—became quite convinced he had been deceived once more. I believe, from my ward’s brief and intermittent contact with him, that this is an opinion he holds to this day.

I observed in my ward’s case that over time—when the anger and self-recrimination had been brought out and released—his resolution to this paradox lay in simply making this Manichean duality irrelevant. I could see that he tended naturally to choose to focus primarily on the totality of the experience itself, as well as all the wide variety of experiences he’d garnered in his thirteen years in the community.

He would ask whether it really mattered that much at the end of the day if all those experiences were the result of following a woman who actually was an incarnate goddess, or a woman who was believed by others to be divine, or a woman who merely believed herself to be a goddess—or indeed, just an outright con woman? The experiences were the experiences, whatever the reason given for them.

After all, these were the sort of experiences he would have been unlikely to have had over the normal course of an architect’s life back in London. Although he wouldn’t be able to express it until much later—it takes time to assimilate a cult experience—I’ve heard him express more than once his basic gratitude for his years in the Process.

I was struck by my ward’s choice to follow this path of owning the experiences themselves for what he learned from them. I don’t think this is a resolution that would so easily have occurred to me had I been as betrayed as Mein Host must have felt.

But then again, as I write these lines it came to me how remarkably similar is the situation in which I find myself in my relationship to my Lord Lucifer. It is a tribute to my simplemindedness that I have never really appreciated this obvious parallel until this very moment. I can only wonder if and how this insight might allow me a deeper understanding of the nature of Lucifer—and possibly even yield the yet deeper meaning of the angelic revolution.

What this approach did not appear to mitigate in Mein Host’s life were some of the more practical aftereffects of all those years in a closed community. He found the sudden expanded multiplicity of choices that were now available to him to be quite surprising. For example, in a supermarket even a straightforward matter like choosing a breakfast cereal proved quite impossible to deal with. It was all too much. He hadn’t been in an American supermarket for ten years—it had never been his function to do the community’s shopping—and that was when an explosion of differing brands hit the shelves. And this was just the tip of an iceberg of indecision.

Entering a mystery school, a traditional monastic order, or a religious cult means, in essence, exchanging the hundred and one daily choices faced in everyday life for the one totally life-changing choice of commitment to the community.

It clearly wasn’t an easy matter for my ward to fully reclaim himself.

I have to admit I was amused as I watched him one afternoon on the sidewalk outside his apartment building. He was obviously going out on an assignment, with some purpose. Yet I saw him walking; first one way, then reaching the middle of the block, then suddenly stopping. He paused, turned, and walked back a few paces, only to turn again and set out with more determination. Then he stopped again and walked back, before finally—after this went on half-a-dozen times, back and forth, back and forth—he appeared to make his decision and headed off toward the subway at Central Park West and 85th Street.

Leaving the community after so many years was one matter. Being able to discern what to shrug off and release—and what to keep as having authentic continuing value—was going to be quite another.

* * *

I completed the previous volume with a brief exploration of what I called “Prince Caligastia’s monotheism.”

I hoped to emphasize the contrast between the Prince’s imposition of himself as the single Supreme God and the monotheism that the Multiverse Administration’s first mission brought with them and taught in their city of Dalamatia. (The Multiverse Administration, or MA for short, is the celestial administration.) In this latter case, their teaching was of an Invisible God who was not only the Creator of all life—the universe and everything—but had also idiosyncratically chosen to reside in, and accompany, all mortal beings on their life’s journey.

This is the Atman, the Indwelling Spirit, the Divine Spark, the Thought Adjuster of the Urantia cosmology. This aspect of the Creator has many names in many different cultures, because the presence of this Indwelling Spirit is a palpable spiritual experience available to all human beings if and when they are ready to embrace it. This, the teachers will have said, has held true for all time on all third-density worlds.

They might even have added (but I never heard any of the staff admitting this) that they, too, once possessed an Indwelling Spirit. This was when they were mortals on the worlds of their origination but were required to undertake this mission without the privilege of an Indwelling Atman. These they had left on Jerusem with the promise of being reunited with their Indwelling Spirit when they returned to the capital planet after completing their mission. As I have shown, it was one of the consequences of the planetary isolation that the sixty rebel staff members died prematurely, as the loyalist staff were also prematurely removed from the planet.

The Prince’s staff, prior to the revolution, might even have dared to confide in the more advanced of their students that this indwelling of the Great Spirit in mortal beings is one of the true mysteries of the Multiverse. I’ve heard it reported that even the Melchizedek Brothers have no way of accounting for this most disarming of miracles. I’m aware I must have said this before, for it remains an astonishing fact for a simple Watcher to absorb.

You should understand that celestials—all the great ladder of beings who stand between you and the Most High—do not possess an Atman. It is for this reason that the process of mortal ascension is so central to the purpose of the material Multiverse. To put it in the most direct terms, as a mortal being it is your Indwelling Spirit that the celestials primarily serve in their efforts to engage with your personality and bring purpose to the mastering of your animal nature.

In the early years, the great truth of the Indwelling Spirit should have been known to all who were touched by the teachings of the staff. And by “early years” I mean well before the Lucifer Rebellion broke out some 297,000 years after our mission had arrived on the planet and upturned life as we knew it.

However, a purely expedient decision made by those of the Prince’s staff particularly concerned with extending the MA’s religious teachings had produced a destructive blowback. This has had some disastrous 
consequences over the millennia. When the College of Revealed Religion made the 
decision to couple the natural animal terror of the unknown possessed by most 
early humans with a fear of God, they laid the basis for the lamentable lie that 
continues to be used by ruthless priests to terrify their flocks. And as for the 
staff teaching the fear of God merely to make their own task easier when trying 
to control these unruly humans, you wonder? This, I have come to believe, was at 
the core of the fragmentation of the staff ’s original brief to create a unified 
and unifying world religion. It also fed directly into the rebel midwayers’ assumption of their roles as faux divinities. They’d invariably found it easier to frighten human beings into following them, and they certainly had the capacity to carry out their threats.

Introducing the Creator as a god to be feared also gave Caligastia a convenient whip to use when he illegitimately declared himself God of this World. By that time enough people had been primed to fear God, which allowed him to move in and make his play.

It was as the fifth millennium before Christ was shading into the fourth that Prince Caligastia was starting to renew his efforts for the campaign to declare himself the sole Supreme God.

The Prince’s previous efforts had rung too hollow to his rebel midwayers for his claim to take much hold among them. This time I reckoned the Prince was trying to take another tack by reaching out to various indigenous tribes in the Middle East. I suspected he might have believed this would be a last, desperate attempt to pull off his long dreamed-of coup. Then, through the influence of the converted tribes, he would be able to take effective control of the whole world.

You might think that as a Planetary Prince, Caligastia would already be in control—as the well-being of the world and its expanding population was still his responsibility. By the end of the fifth millennium, however, almost all of his natural authority had slipped through his fingers. If we are to believe Prince Caligastia, this had been through no fault of his own. I’ve frequently heard the Prince ranting on endlessly about how all his plans for helping the planet and its human population had been consistently thwarted by the MA. But he would say that, wouldn’t he?

The Prince had been infuriated, for example, at the terrible ruin visited on his golden island of Atlantis—not once, but twice—and after all his ambitious plans to develop a truly advanced civilization. He’d always complained that the MA had it in for him—that they were singling him out from all the other Planetary Princes for especially harsh treatment. He would have known, I’m sure, that the comet predicted to destroy the people of Mu and their world could have easily been diverted by the MA’s Energy Beings had they deemed it correct to do so.

He was particularly vicious in his lambasting of “the MA’s lazy little drones” back on Jerusem who had done nothing to petition for an intervention by the Energy Beings, and again, not once, but twice. I don’t believe that in his narcissistic fury the Prince ever fully absorbed that the devastation wrought by the comet must have necessarily been sanctioned on levels a great deal higher than that of his “lazy little drones” back on Jerusem.

Caligastia was never particularly close to Lucifer. I think he naturally felt far more affinity for Satan, his immediate superior.

It was Astar, one of my sister Watchers, who passed on that she’d overheard Caligastia cursing out Lucifer—not in his presence, of course—for not lending his weight to the Prince’s demands for the MA to redirect the comet. He blamed Lucifer for his callous indifference to his plight, for being the one who could have persuaded the MA’s senior bureaucrats to change their minds. But, no! Not a word back from him. Lucifer had done “absolutely nothing! Nothing!”

Astar had done a passable job of mimicking the Prince—her beautiful, soft face hardening in fury. “Wasn’t Lucifer the System Sovereign?!” she wailed with just the right mix of the Prince’s self-righteous anger and self-pity. “Lucifer could have pulled it off . . . he had the power. He could have done it if he’d really wanted to . . . but he never liked me. He never liked me! Right from the beginning . . . yes, right from the start. Right back then, Lucifer turned his back on me! He turned his back! Couldn’t have cared less! After all I’d done for him . . .”

And so it went, said Astar, rolling her shining eyes on and on. Then, giggling, she told me that the Prince was so consumed with his rage that he seemed completely oblivious to Lucifer having been replaced by Lanaforge as System Sovereign on Jerusem soon after the revolution. The fact that Lucifer had been rendered essentially powerless in the affairs of the System since the revolution was either irrelevant to the Prince in his fury, or he was sounding to me in a far worse state than I remembered from our recent encounters in Göbekli Tepe.

Astar and I agreed, before we parted, that Caligastia’s evil temper—and his propensity to blame anyone and everyone for his own troubles—did not bode well for this new monotheism he was imposing upon the Semitic tribes in southern Palestine. We knew the Prince had no choice but to work through his midwayers. He was unable to directly affect third-density reality, and the midwayers themselves were far too spoiled by their libertine independence to fall easily under the Prince’s waning control.

Astar reckoned that Caligastia was mighty fortunate—yes, that’s how she expressed it—to have found a midway clan prepared to cooperate with him. I have previously called them the Jehovah, although the clan wouldn’t be known as a singular deity of that name until the mid-second millennium.

This small clan of midwayers had originally settled in the mountainous regions straddling southern Palestine and east across the Dead Sea to present-day Jordan. The clan was known among their own order to be particularly authoritarian in the way they conducted their affairs. Unlike many other clans of midwayers, the Jehovah functioned best under the controlling figure of their patriarch.

Astar had thought it significant that the Jehovah were among the few midwayers who had fallen so completely under Caligastia’s spell as to agree to serve as a front for him in his claim of absolute sovereignty. Apparently it had been their autocratic manner and clan structure—together with the strict laws by which the clan lived—that had made them vulnerable to a yet more powerful master than their own patriarch.

It was never going to be a simple matter to harness a fearful and belligerent people under the banner of a single all-powerful deity when they were surrounded by tribes with very different and mainly pantheist beliefs. This multiplicity of gods and goddesses—and the many beliefs they spawned—were the consequence of many millennia of rebel midwayer godplay. These self-proclaimed divinities weren’t about to willingly relinquish their power—certainly not to serve under the Jehovah—whatever their Prince might have demanded.

You can infer from this how complicated and challenging the obstacles were to Caligastia’s 
work with the Jehovah and, through them, with the tribes. There were short 
periods during which the Jehovah, through their priests (there always seems to 
be priests!), were able to galvanize and unify their people. Yet it was never long before a famine—or perhaps a plague, or a battle with a neighboring tribe, or simply the superior magic of another priest’s god—would quickly disperse the unifying spirit of Caligastia’s monotheism, and they would need to start all over again.

No, it wasn’t going to be a simple matter to spread Caligastia’s monotheism. There would be many lapses over the next millennium before the cult started catching on with the nomadic tribes roaming the lands east of the Mediterranean. By the mid-second millennium, this would become formalized into the religion of the Jewish people.

I report this, knowing full well I might risk offending my Jewish readers by associating the foundation of Judaism with the self- interested machinations of the corrupt Caligastia, but let’s not forget the Nigredo stage of the alchemical process. Although the Prince’s form of monotheism may have been initially founded of his ill-conceived megalomania, by the second millennium the Jewish people would discover themselves to have been chosen as host to one of the MA’s most esteemed celestial teachers. This would be a certain Machiventa Melchizedek, who would be known as the High Priest of Salem during his ninety-four years of active service.

Oddly enough, the Jewish people would not have been chosen for this unique privilege but for Caligastia’s monotheism. Despite its faults, it was thought to have more affinity with the MA’s theocratic mandate than with any of the other belief systems of the time.

It would be an irony not lost on us Watchers to witness the MA outfox Caligastia yet again—when the Prince’s monotheism became the platform upon which Machiventa Melchizedek would build a ministry that would span the world.

* * *

The statement “You can take the man out of the Foundation, but it’s far harder to take the Foundation out of the man!” proved true in Mein Host’s case—yet in a somewhat more positive sense than the clichéd phrase suggests.

He must have become so accustomed to focusing his life on work during his years in the community that when he started his company in New York he continued to think nothing of putting in eighteen- hour days, week after week, to get the company off the ground. He clearly derived a lot of pleasure from building the business. He was fortunate to find himself to be the right man, with the right system, at the right time—and to be surprisingly successful from the very start.

DW Viewpacks Ltd., his mother’s audiovisual company, had been marketing the photographic slide, filmstrip, and transparency storage system he’d thought up for Diana twenty years earlier. The company had been selling throughout Europe—but his system hadn’t yet reached America.

These were the days before computers stored digital images from digital sources. The profusion of 35 mm color slides—and all those 4 × 4-inch, 4 × 5-inch, and 8 × 10-inch transparencies—made it almost impossible to store and conveniently access them. Transparencies are images; they are designed to be seen and not packed away in boxes or stored in carousels.

All major corporations maintained active audiovisual departments. Museums and art galleries needed to keep visual records; advertising and PR agencies collected thousands of images; and professional photographers of all types churned out color slides in massive numbers for even the simplest of projects. To my ward, it must have seemed like picking ripe apples off a tree. On a sales call to some vast—and inhumanly efficient—multinational corporation, he would frequently find every flat surface in their audiovisual department covered with loose slides and color transparencies. Mixed in were their unreadably labeled little boxes—generally upturned and spilling their slides willy-nilly over light table and floor.

My ward’s slide storage system was so absurdly simple and obvious that once a client had seen it for themselves, there was invariably a moment of illumination and a slapping of brows. One day had been a particularly successful one in terms of sales for my ward; he’d scored sales on seven out of the eight sales calls he’d made. That evening I heard him joking with Marion that he was starting to collect the various different eureka moments his clients had when they “saw the light.”

“And d’you know the most common reaction, Marion?”

“Their minds got blown?” she replied.

“Today five of the eight said some version of the same thing after I’d shown them a Viewpack. Know what they said? ‘I could have thought of that!’ That was their reaction . . . they could have thought of it! Yet here we were in their own art department, sitting at this light table literally awash with loose slides . . . and they’re telling me they could have thought of it. Well, yes, of course they could have, but they didn’t, did they?”

“And they had the filing cabinets right there! In front of their very noses!” Marion said, laughing. She knew how simple his system was and how the clients must have felt. After all, a Viewpack 24 was simply a transparent sheath with pockets for twenty-four slides, with the metal bar found in a Pendaflex file slipped into a groove, which allowed the Viewpack to hang in a normal filing cabinet.

“After they had their ‘ah-ha!’ moment, they’d look at me while holding up the Viewpack. Then they’d look at their bank of filing cabinets. When they looked back at me it was almost like they resented me for stealing their idea! Can you believe it?”

“But they didn’t,” Marion said, half listening. She’d heard this before.

“In the twenty years since I invented the thing—and in all the places I’ve been—I have never once seen anyone else come up with the idea . . . if it’s so damn obvious!”

Marion added, “But people are buying it. I bet they love the accent.”

“Oh sure, that’s going fine, Marion, but it’s not the point. The people are nice enough, I guess. A few of them are very interesting, but most of ’em are corporate drones. I feel like a fish out of water standing there in my business suit and going through the same spiel again and again . . . trying to change it slightly each time to keep myself interested. I’m starting to think I’m just not cut out to be a businessman. I can do it, sure, but I really don’t enjoy it much.”

“Haven’t you committed yourself for five years?” Marion asked, surprised. She hadn’t heard him say that before.

“I told Diana I’d aim for five years, but if after three years it’s not working out we’d renegotiate. We agreed on that.”

There was a long pause. Marion would have known of my ward’s reluctance to let his mother down. Indeed, and although that had been a long time ago, he’d found it impossible to tell Diana the truth about life at Charterhouse—the distinctly upper-class school into which she’d so cleverly maneuvered to enter her son. He’d never been able to bring himself to tell her that existence there was brutal, stupid, and hypocritical and that much of his life was a living hell. He was a lot older now, and selling Viewpacks certainly wasn’t a living hell. But I could tell it was starting to bore him, even as the first year of his commitment was drawing to a close.

I believe it was at this point that I knew—even as my ward was still clearly determined to fulfill his obligation—that running a business, however financially rewarding, would never satisfy his artistic soul or his questing nature.

It would take him another two years to arrive at the same conclusion for himself. However, those two years would turn out to be rich in a manner that would shape his future life in ways he would not have been able to recognize at the time.

Although he didn’t know it, his companion angels were already laying the path that has brought him—thirty-two years later—to collaborating with me in writing these words.

Marion had attached herself to Mein Host with the grip and determination of a limpet and appeared as oblivious to the harsh currents of life as our little marine mollusk ignores the wild currents seeking to tear it off its rock. My ward even allowed himself a brief sexual dalliance with Valerie, one of the other members of The Unit, whom he’d always admired from a distance. I knew he’d entered into this relationship not only to satisfy his sexual desire now that he was no longer celibate but also to try to drive a wedge between Marion and himself.

If Marion took any notice of this deliberate ploy, she did not betray it in any way that my ward was able to read. She simply became more clingy and worked that much harder to sexually suck him dry. Mein Host had made it clear from the start that he wasn’t prepared to make love with Marion. If she insisted in expressing her service by blowing him, however, that was a different matter. I’ve heard him say she accomplished this with palpable enthusiasm and no lack of skill—after responding well to my ward’s helpful suggestions. Thus he wouldn’t be true to himself to turn her away. That’s what he said: “I wouldn’t be true to myself,” if he was to refuse her desire to pleasure him.

I recognized in this a desperate need to be true to himself in the face of Marion’s intense and needy desire to throw herself at him. I knew he didn’t want to repeat with Marion what he had done with Mary Ann. I’d heard him describe this as “giving myself away to a woman just because that’s what she wants.”

If this was unfair to Marion, who for reasons of her own had pledged herself to Jehovah to care for Mein Host, then that couldn’t be helped. He’d had no part in her pledge. He didn’t even know about it until she blurted it out one day when they were in The Unit. This was four years after she made the vow to her god. The difficulty lay in the fact that Marion, while not that bright, was particularly devout by nature. She was raised in the Jewish faith, and devotion came naturally to her when she transferred her allegiance to the community’s version of Jehovah. To Marion, Jehovah wasn’t an archetype or a convenient label for a personality type . . . Jehovah was a very real god indeed. And Jehovah was famously not a god to appreciate an empty vow.

There was nothing my ward could say that would deter Marion, and I’ve heard him express how awkward he felt because pushing her out of his life meant she’d have to break her sacred vow. He would have been aware by this time that she’d only left the community because of him—and her need to continue to fulfill her pledge. The sad irony was that of all the people in the community, Marion—for the ten years she was in the group—would have been considered by the others as one of the most committed and the most “gung ho” of all the members. Marion really should have stayed with the community. That’s where she belonged.

I could tell it weighed heavily on my ward to find himself responsible—through no fault of his own (as he saw it)—for this woman whom he didn’t even like and who’d given up her chosen life in the community to be with him.

For a young man who, for the previous thirteen years with few exceptions, had been celibate, it was natural to want to indulge in some of the pleasures he’d missed out on in all that time. I know he also hoped that his various affairs—and he was quite open about them with Marion—would help her make the decision that he wasn’t really worthy of this sacred vow of hers.

More precisely I have heard him say he had slept with seven different women during this period and that nothing seemed to make any difference to Marion’s dedication to her vow. Sure his taking other lovers aggravated her—despite the arguments in which he’d try to get across that she didn’t own him. After all he hadn’t asked for this sort of dedication, and no one had the right to impose themselves on another person. This was true even if they’d promised their god to do so, and especially if that person didn’t really want it. But of course—in Marion’s straightjacketed mind—she made it clear that her vow to Jehovah far outweighed any objections my ward could come up with, however unfair it might seem to him.

If openly sleeping with so many different women had not put her off, then what was Mein Host to do?

* * *

If I’m thought to be focusing more on activities in the Middle East than in the rest of the world—as well as the emphasis I place on life around the Mediterranean basin—then please keep in mind a couple of key factors.

I can only really report on what I’ve observed, what I’ve overheard, and what I speculate, and I tend to be drawn to where the energy is most vital and progressive. I am also addressing my ward in this narrative, and he is someone with a Western educational and cultural background. As well, I imagine that most (but not all, I hope) of my readers will probably share Mein Host’s cultural background.

However, with that said, I will add a few brief notes on observations that either a sister Watcher or I had made in other parts of the world. It was perfectly true, for example, that throughout the fifth and the fourth millennia, the population of the Asian continent—as well as the subcontinent of India—were both expanding far more rapidly than in the West.

There’d been periodic efforts in China to unify the clans and tribes under a single power, but they’d invariably failed. The very act of trying to bring the different tribes together all too often produced the friction that drove them apart.

The great coastal cities of India—first built after the Lemurian diaspora and that had then dominated the subcontinent for thousands of years—had disappeared under the rising sea levels of the tenth millennium. This had left the increasingly densely populated country in social chaos. India would become further fragmented as hostile and conflicting warlords—as well as rampant banditry—challenged any real chance for social advancement on the subcontinent.

The expanding population of southern China was starting to settle into what must have been one of the first of the feudal societies of the modern era. Feudalism simply added, if I’m to be cynical, a slightly more formalized approach to the mutual distrust and belligerence displayed by the feudal lords. Over the centuries, the power would flip like a hot potato between the various feudal lords and their clans as one after another gained its moment in the sun.

In spite of that—if I were to contrast the conduct of those Far Eastern extended family clans and their feudal lords with the tribes in the Western World—the most noticeable difference was the comparative lack of aggression among the clans in the Far East. Mind you, it was only a comparative lack of aggression, because what I have observed of the tribal conflict in the Middle East has been so exceptionally violent.

Granted, the feeling was subtle. Yet it seemed to me that those generations of feudal lords in China were invested in achieving a balance—uneasy though it might have been—among the various, different clans. They were more invested in this than they were in the constant drive for supremacy that Caligastia had been stoking with such determination in the West.

At the time, I attributed this greater desire for a peaceful coexistence that I found in China as most likely due to what may have remained of the teachings of Vanu and Amadon. I believed that the ancient teachings must have still carried a resonance. This, I believe, was demonstrated by the widespread prevalence of ancestor worship throughout the East—a belief that continues to this day.

I say I attributed this at the time to Vanu’s teachings—and I’m sure they must have helped—because I didn’t know then that both China and India were being used by the MA to seed some of those clans with rebel angels at early stages in their reincarnational cycles.

I’ve previously referred to the difficulties and challenges faced by a starseed over the course of their first half dozen mortal lifetimes. It wouldn’t have been altogether surprising, for example, to find rebel angels during their early incarnations in physical vehicles that would currently be labeled as autistic. Other starseeds might choose the briefest, and sometimes the most violent, of lifetimes. Rebel angels at the start of their cycle will frequently decide on short, brutal lives to accelerate their spiritual progress. They will choose this route as a way of burning off karma as rapidly as possible. The more advanced among them may well choose to use their incarnations for acts of self-sacrifice, so that others might learn and grow in spirit from their lives and deaths.

If it is a challenging and painful affair for an angel to assume mortal incarnation, this uncomfortable limitation also holds true for extraterrestrials willing to spend time on a third-density planet. However, as physical beings, it’s a rather less stressful process for those from other material worlds.

There is a race of semiaquatic beings, the Nommo—on a world in the Sirian star system—that requires the members of their race who are willing to incarnate in a human vehicle to first spend a lifetime (or multiple lifetimes) in a cetacean vehicle. And I have previously noted the problems those Walk-Ins from Andromeda had when they were unable to cope with the confusion of energies in Manhattan. And these were material beings!

In truth there is no real preparation for the impact of a third-density world on an angel’s subtle energy system—and her far weaker emotional body.

If I’m belaboring this point—and I am aware I’ve noted this before—it’s to remind myself, as much as the reader, of some of the inherent demands of a human incarnation.

It is all a question of the multiplicity of complex choices.

As a Watcher, for example, I have never needed a particularly resilient emotional body to fulfill my functions as an angel. Before the rebellion I’d never had any reason to spend much time in Earth’s astral regions, let alone get close enough to human beings to become empathically affected by their unpredictable and extreme, emotional mood swings.

This all changed after the angelic revolution.

If I were to stay at my post—and not be relocated with so many others of my kind to the so-called prison planets—I realized I would have to throw myself, as much as any Watcher can, into the emotional bandwidth of human life. I believe the formula is simple: the more challenging the emotional choices available to an individual—and more importantly, how wholeheartedly those choices are exercised—the stronger and more resilient will be that individual’s emotional system.

I feel myself most blessed, for example, to have this working relationship with my ward because it allows me to experience his emotions as mine. Thus it toughens me up by proxy. Although I have to admit, I won’t really know the truth of this until I, too, am privileged to be able to claim a mortal lifetime.

It is only now—when I’ve needed to gather my thoughts for this narrative—that I’ve been shown further details about the return of the rebel angels. I’ve previously confessed to being surprised at observing that cluster of starseeds serving on Atlantis—and in very lowly positions, too, as far as I could make out. Slaves, many of them. Frankly, I think I’d prefer autism to slavery!

I hadn’t spent the time in Asia that I had in the West, so I didn’t take much notice of this impulse I observed toward greater harmony among the Eastern tribes while it was actually going on. Yet in retrospect it seems clear to me that the burgeoning early Chinese cultures—and the advances made in medicine, the arts, and in social engineering—were the product of a combination of Vanu’s teachings and the later influx of starseeds.

I say “Vanu’s teachings,” but, of course, Vanu’s actual teachings had long since become lost to time and to the inevitable erosion of information in an oral culture. Yet such was the coherence of those ancient teachings that I found something of the truth of them had become embedded in the psyche of the people. This allowed a more peaceful location for a normal human lifetime. For this reason, southern China—during the fourth and third millennia (or so I’ve been told)—was being used by the MA for the placement of small groups of rebel angels during their early mortal lifetimes.

The various different tribal cultures that had developed throughout the Indian subcontinent by the fourth millennium, on the other hand, presented a somewhat more complicated scenario than China. There had long been a mixing of a wide variety of beliefs in India, coming from both East and West and spreading along the Silk Road.

I gathered, too, that India during this same era was thought to be a fitting environment for fostering the mortal life of rebel angels—who were at a more advanced stage in their reincarnational cycles. And here was the difference between the two continents.

In India there were far fewer starseeds per generation than in southern China during the same time frame. In India, the rebel angel starseeds were generally further along in their cycles. So as individuals, some of them were able to make a profound impact on the spiritual life of the people on the subcontinent.

This would lead to a gradual accumulation and codifying of their beliefs in the Vedas, primarily as an oral tradition that flowered throughout northern India and becoming—by the mid-third millennium—the basic teachings of the Hindu faith. As any written records of those early times have long ago disintegrated, this has given the impression that the “Vedic Age” blossomed somewhat later than it really did.

Academic religious historians, dependent as they are on existing written texts, believe the Vedic belief system peaked between 1,500 BCE and 1,200 BCE; but the truth is that those who followed the Vedic path in the fourth and third millennia were far stronger and more committed to their faith than those of later eras.

An oral tradition can be an inherently powerful and effective medium for the reliable preservation and transfer of a continuing thread of knowledge. A storyteller would move from village to village weaving his sacred tales to villagers who knew the stories just as well as the teller and would chant and sing the words along with him. The sacred knowledge embedded in the stories would then be distributed broadly throughout a population. Because of the villagers’ active participation there was also a far greater emotional investment in recalling the information accurately.

When an oral tradition starts to be written down and recorded in texts, the knowledge becomes restricted only to those who are able to read. This then becomes a turning point in the early times of any literate society, when the shaman and the storyteller get replaced by priest and priestess—with all that that entails.

Written knowledge can then offer a tempting tool used by the unscrupulous to establish their status. It can also be the dawning of deceit when texts become changed or distorted to serve the demands of the time. As a result, many fragments and written texts from those ancient times will just as easily confuse the modern mind.

For example, one could use the aforementioned example of those academics who have claimed that the Vedic Age flourished in Northern India from 1,500 BCE to about 600 BCE. And yet the Rigveda—one of the very oldest of the existing sacred texts (as a result of etymological analysis)—is believed to have been composed by a number of voices sometime in the mid-second millennia. My collaborator’s research places it sometime between 1,700 BCE and 1,100 BCE. Yet the extant texts were actually written down in the fifth century BCE—as the Vedic Age was winding down. It was also the time that Buddhism was gaining traction, so there would likely be every reason for the Vedic scribes to place more emphasis on the immediate relevance of the Rigveda for those turbulent times.

Admittedly the materials used for writing throughout this period—birch bark and palm leaves—were extremely fragile and liable to disintegrate in tropical climes. Thus it’s hard to say with any certainty exactly when, in fact, the Rigveda was actually composed. Naturally the scribes who wrote it down would have recorded the manuscripts in a manner linguistically familiar to them, so that doesn’t really establish their origination.

Perhaps I can put this confusion to rest for my ward’s clarity of mind, even if it will have little relevance as a citation for the academic.

I observed the original sources that came to be the Rigveda first gathering among the seminomadic tribes of the fourth millennium. Despite the constant movement of the tribes throughout the region—from Persia and the Caspian Sea to the mountains of Kyrgyzstan through Central Asia and south to the Punjab—it was in the Punjab that the teachings composing the Rigveda eventually took hold. These sacred teachings were then augmented by many generations of storytellers. I am told that certain astronomical references to stellar events and planetary alignments in the Rigveda can now be shown, thanks to computers, to have occurred in the fourth and third millennia.

I have indulged in this digression on the origination of the Rigveda to emphasize the significance of the latter part of the fourth millennium as a melting pot of different beliefs and cosmologies. I never witnessed any direct contact among those tribes subject to Caligastia’s strict monotheism and the mountain nomads who were composing the Rigveda at around the same time. However, a few lines from the Rigveda’s “Hymn of Creation” demonstrate how very different were the two conceptual frameworks. On the one hand, there were the absolutist claims of Caligastia’s Jehovah with all his angry threats and claims of jealousy. On the other, as charmingly illustrated in the “Hymn of Creation,” we find a delightfully honest tribute to cosmic ambiguity.

Then even non-existence was not there, nor existence,

There was no air then, nor the space beyond it.

What covered it? Where was it? In whose keeping?

Was there then cosmic fluid, in depths unfathomed?

But after all, who knows? And who can say whence it all came, and how Creation happened?

RIGVEDA 10.129.6

The gods themselves are later than Creation, so who knows truly when it has arisen?

Whence all Creation had its origin, he, whether he fashioned it or whether he did not, he who surveys it all from the highest heaven, he knows, or maybe, even he does not know.

RIGVEDA 9C–129

Whether or not he who surveys Creation from the highest heaven truly knows when it had its origin is an insight no more available to me now than it would have been to the Jehovah of the fourth millennium, for all his grandiose claims. Such knowledge, if it truly exists, is far above the pay grade of a Midwayer, a Watcher, or a Planetary Prince.

I can say with certainty, however, that Creation did not find its origin in a big bang.
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