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Foreword

The twenty-two books which constitute the four volumes of Atlantean Secrets
follow a carefully arranged sequence, designed to take you through a succession
of spaces of consciousness and realisations. To enjoy the effects woven behind
the lines, it is therefore essential to start from the beginning of Volume 1,
Seeper Awaken!

At the end of Volume 2, you will find a large map of the temple of Eisraim.
For a map of the counties surrounding Eisraim, see p. 4. For a diagrammatic
representation of the different worlds where this story will take you, see the
cosmological ladder p. 374.

A glossary of the main names and terms used in Atlantean Secrets can be
found at the end of Seeper Awaken! For a more comprehensive study, see the
saga’ s concordance, From Eisraim to Philadel phia, which can be obtained from
the Clairvision School’ s Internet site.

Like Flying Dragons, the Atlantean Secrets epic is musical in essence. Char-
acters, gods, angels and worlds each have their themes, and a number of scenes
are accompanied by musical scores. This music, which forms an important part
of the epic, can be heard at the Clairvision site:

www.clairvision.org

A note on the use of italics

Italics have been used to indicate the following:
1) Quotes from the Law of Melchisedek, for example:

One of the most misunderstood of all verses of the Law was “One Law, one
way. Praise the Lord Melchisedek!”
2) Discourses of gods, angels, and Flying Dragons:

The White Eagle responded,

“Soul of Highness,

Child of eternity,

Angel of the human hierarchy,

| have waited for you since earlier than time.

And here you come, shining,

Punctual for the cosmic appointment,

Making the Mother of the Light proud of her seed.”




3) Discourses engaged in by human beings while raised to the level of con-
sciousness of gods, angels, and Flying Dragons (therefore including communi-
cations through the power of the Point). For example,

“Gervin!” | Point-called. “Please do something! Quick!”
4) At times, italics have been used to emphasize a particular word in a sentence,
for example:

“Gervin,” Teyani said, “if it wasn't coming from you, | would never believe
this story!”

From Volume 3 onwards, however, due to the marked increase in conversations
with angels, gods and Flying Dragons (categories 2 and 3), common expression
from the Law of Melchisedek have been left unitalicised.
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1.1 The Forever Love Legend

Blue.

Gigantic.

Totally ancient. Totally unknown.

An awesome cloud, coming from remoteness.

Born to travel, it moved fast and with great ease.

It illuminated the spheres with a majestic dark-blue glow as no one had ever
seen. Not even the gods. Not even the Nagas who know all the secrets of the
Underworlds.

The gods of Amaravati were standing in one long row on the shore of the
Molten Sea, watching the cloud drawing near.

Among them, Kartendranath. Fingering his triaxe, the god shivered, “If this
thing attacks us, then the Lord Melchisedek have mercy on us!”

The cloud’'s hugeness was what confounded him. He had seen Flying Drag-
ons before, but never so close. Finding himself face to face with one, he was
shocked by the sheer magnitude of the being. And the music...

The music was beyond anything his Point could comprehend.

As the Flying Dragon was approaching, inexplicable harmonies filled the
spheres. Music multidimensional. Enigmatic vastness.

The Song of Creation.

Trillions of Voices answering each other’'s calls.

Aeons of strangeness. Dreaming from before the Cosmic Night. Long, long
before the gods were born.

When it reached the edge of the spheres of Melchisedek, the cloud stopped.

The music went on. Unfathomabl e weirdness made sound.

It reflected in the Molten waters — fire at the bottom of the sea, mirroring the
flames of astonishing blueness in the heavens.

No one moved.

Silent, the gods contemplated the festival of light.

The language of the gods has a thousand names for blue. Not one of them
fitted the aurorathat illuminated their sky.

“It wants something!” Kartendranath intuited. “It is waiting for us to do
something.” He turned to the god on his left, “Gana?”’

Eyes fixed on the horizon, the god of the golden helmet responded, “The
Web of Loveiswhat has brought it here. Asit wants, so it will receive.”

The Web of Love, which shines the Light of the Lord Melchisedek.

All of asudden, the White Eagle of the gods took its flight. From the edge of
the Molten Seait darted skywards.
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There was a pause in the music.

The gods held their breath.

The silence after the sound of the Flying Dragons is packed with mysteries.
Endlessly profound like a Cosmic Night.

Shaped as a White beam, the Eagle travelled towards the foreign cloud.

A frail beam of light, compared to the cloud’ s immensity.

In the silence, infinity was held.

Asit reached the blue blaze, the beam faded.

The White Eagle of the gods vanished.

Evaporated into nothingness? Engulfed by the cloud?

It was hard to tell, even for the gods.

Until the music was heard again.

A different music. Extraordinarily melodious. It was still multifarious and
untraceable like the Dawn of Creation, but its strangeness had softened. Its
mathematical fire was enthused with solar fortitude. It carried the White Eagle's
unbounded heartness.

The Flying Dragon had comprehended the secrets of the Web of Love.

A legend was born.

On the shore of the Molten Sea, Lord Gana began to dance.

And for an entire night, the gods celebrated the mysteries of remoteness.
Through the eye of the White Eagle, they beheld the cloud’s glory. The Flying
Dragon had come from beyond the Abyss of the Deep and the Fault of Eternity.
It had lived through many a cosmic cycle, travelled through many a thousand
spheres from the Blue Lagoon to the Great Ant, and from the bottom of the
Fault of Eternity where the Mother of the Light can be seen smiling to the Black
Night of Remoteness where all secrets of the creation are concealed. Beyond
time, space and infinity, beyond pralayas and cosmic births, there are mysteries
that elude the gods themsel ves.

The White Eagle invited the Flying Dragon to stay.

Thiswas not part of the order of the universe. A traveller through eternity, the
Flying Dragon had to resume its course.

At dawn the White Eagle reappeared, emerging from the blue fire in the
heavens. The spheres were vibrant with music, the gods intoxicated with elixir
of infinity. The blazing cloud started moving — slowly, at first, so the White Ea-
glecould fly initstrail.

The Eagle followed it to the edge of the spheres of Melchisedek, where the
Web of Love ends and the spheres of remoteness begin. This was where the
legendary farewell was exchanged,

“Forever love, Flying Dragon!”

“Forever love, White Eagle of the gods!”

The Flying Dragon disappeared in the immensity of remoteness. Echoes of its
music kept resonating through the spheres for athousand years.

Ever since, whoever cognises the Eagle can contemplate not only its infinite
Spirit of Whiteness, but also atinge of this multidimensional blueness from be-
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yond the Abyss of the Deep and the Fault of Eternity. And whoever crosses the
Great Abyss can hear the song of the Flying Dragon —

With all my mind, with all my heart,

| am with you, even when | am far away.

1.2 Seventy-five thousand years later,
Atlantis, the temple of Eisraim

When Gervint first came back to his senses, Marka was standing by his side.
“Praise the Great Apollo, Gervin of Thunder, ambassador of our Lord Mel-
chisedek,” she whispered into his ear.

A thunderous presence filled the room. Loud, hissing sounds, like furious
snakes, shook the serenity of the night. They shattered the soft cocoon of shim-
mering starlight which patient Marka had woven around the sleeping body.
From far away, a mysterious, foreign voice whispered, “ Space Matrix time re-
connection completed.” It was but an elusive breath, an improbable thread of
meaning in a cosmos riddled with nebulous enigmas, but pregnant with ancient
forces of incomprehensible magnitude. When she heard it, Marka shivered. And
in anearby chapel, the principal space controller of Eisraim also heard the won-
drous murmur. He was amazed, and he knew — led by Space Matrix, Gervin of
the Brown Robe had returned from the remote spheres of the Flying Dragons.
He was now re-entering his body, which had been hibernating for thirty-two
weeks under the expert supervision and tender care of Marka, the young priest-
ess of Malchasek.

Completely disregarding the lawful necessity for slow transitions, cautious
reconnections, and gradua reawakenings, Gervin smiled.

Marka was not in the least surprised. She had learnt the art of travelling from
Gervin, she knew what the man was capable of. Despite being less than thirty
years of age, Gervin, disciple of Orest, had conquered all the powers of the
Masters of Thunder. Softly she chanted an ancient ritual lullaby which invoked
her angel of Highness, “O great Malchasek, wings of infinity, silent fullness
which moves the world, protect this newborn child.”

Using her voice as a thread, Gervin pulled himself back into his body all at
once, and opened his eyes.

Marka was a short, dark-haired woman from the counties of the south. She
was not beautiful, but what made her special among all the priestesses of Eis-
raim were her eyes. Looking into Marka s eyes was like catching a glimpse of a
primordial glory that had long disappeared from the kingdom — an enchanting,
irrational feast of light to celebrate the extravaganza that ran through the world
shortly after it had been delivered.

Y oung Gervin, who wore the long brown gown of the Masters of Thunder,
looked into the eyes of the priestess clad in the orange dress of the order of
Malchasek. Light met light, and there was fullness.

1 Pronounced Djervin.
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“Welcome, friend! You are shining with the wonders of remoteness,”
Marka's smile was glowing. “What extraordinary things you must have seen!”

Gervin kept smiling, silently rediscovering the magic of her eyes after his
lengthy odyssey. To him, the journey had lasted not seven months but seven ae-
ons. For in the spheres of remoteness, time can be stretched, curved back, then
concentrated all in one point, made to explode in lines that run in every direc-
tion and again can be stretched, and curved into an infinity of temporal para-
doxes.

Gervin did not use his physical voice. After hibernating for so long, the rule
was that no body part be moved for at least three and, preferably, seven days.
He spoke to Marka' s consciousness through a voice channel of space. “Marka,
wise woman in the Law, what a joy to see you again!”

“1 have waited for this moment with such impatience, my friend in the Law!”
Marka used her normal voice.

“My body is teeming with wonderful energies. Much clearer than when | |€ft.
What a feat you have accomplished, Markal | have none of the dull inertia that
usually afflicts travellers when they re-enter their body. How can | thank you for
your tender care?’

“Do not thank me, Gervin, thank Malchasek the great angel. It is hislight that
| have projected into your body. Tell me, friend, how doesit feel to be in a hu-
man body after having been spread in the infinity of space for so long?”’

“Like being squeezed into atiny dot. The consciousness of the Flying Drag-
ons is incommensurable, Marka. Far beyond anything the human mind can con-
ceive.”

“The visions you sent me were staggering.”

“S0 you received them!” the voyager rejoiced.

“Every day, every night — every hour! The images were so beautiful they of-
ten made me cry with joy. | was especially moved by those you sent on your
way back.”

“The Fault of Eternity?” Gervin asked, wondering how Marka's eyes were
when she cried.

“And the Abyss of the Deep, where the Mother of the Light can be seen
smiling. This was the most beautiful of all.”

“Mm...” Agreeing, Gervin brought the subject around, “Marka, the Flying
Dragons made me promise that the first thing | would do upon returning to the
kingdom would be to inquire about the order of the White Eagle. Unfortunately
| had never heard of this order. Can you tell me anything about it?”

“It' safemale order. Extremely ancient.”

“Do we have any of them in our temple?”’

“1 know there used to be a chapel of the White Eagle in the female wing of
the temple. But it would have been at least hundreds of lawful years ago. | be-
lieve the order of the White Eagle has more or less disappeared from the king-
dom.”

10
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“Well, Marka, thisis going to change. | have engaged the Word of Thunder —
I will find the White Eagles and make a nest for them in Eisraim.”

“Engaged the Word of Thunder?” Marka laughed with wonder. “But this is
extreme, Gervin!”

“The Flying Dragons have declared themselves the allies of the Masters of
Thunder.”

“You negotiated an aliance between the Brown Robe and the Flying Drag-
ons?’ Marka marvelled.

“The Flying Dragons have bestowed a shower of gifts on my order, Marka.
They have given us full access to their Universal Knowledge Banks. And they
have given the Masters of Thunder permission to use Space Matrix, the phe-
nomenal guidance system which they use when travelling through the spheres.
But on one condition: that the Brown Robe will give its total and unconditional
support to the White Eagles, and even share with them some of its most pre-
cious secrets. Had | not accepted immediately, the Flying Dragons would have
thrown me out of their spheres.”

Marka was in awe, the glory of ancient worlds ablaze in her eyes, “This is
quite a story!”

“Poetry in remoteness. It started aeons ago. And the Flying Dragons believe
that one day the children of the White Eagle will fly to their spheres, and that an
illumination of Love will follow. They call it the Flight of the Eagles.”

“And how are you going to find these White Eagles?”’

“The Flying Dragons told me that Barkhan Seer, the mighty Master of Thun-
der, knows one of the White Eagles and will direct her to me.”

“Barkhan Seer! But doesn’t the legend say it has been more than six hundred
years since he last incarnated in the kingdom?”

“He now livesin Highness, but thisis not an obstacle for the Flying Dragons.
They have aready contacted him and arranged everything.”

“Gervin, you know what the wise people of Eisraim say about your teacher
Orest? That he is not always easy to follow, but one never gets bored in his
company. Well, this has become so true of you, my friend. Life with you is al-
ways eventful!”

Gervin's eyes flared. Was this the right moment? Crossing the Fault of Eter-
nity on his way back to the spheres of Melchisedek, he had promised himself
that the first movement of his physical body would be to take Marka's hand —
an Atlantean way of asking her to marry him.

Gervin decided it was too early. He cared about Marka, the delicate soul, and
did not want to be abrupt with her in any way, not even with the sweet abrupt-
ness of an untimely declaration of hislove for her.

“Tell me, Marka, what has been happening in the kingdom since | left?”’

“Not only good news, Gervin.”

Still smiling, Gervin replied with one of the sayings of Thunder, “Let us start
with the worst!”

11
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“Bobros, the giant who livesin the Valley of the Necromancer, has been ter-
rorising the people who live in the forests of Nadavan. And he has destroyed all
the crops and the cattle in the north of the county, killing many peasants.”

“Bobros, son of Bobros... The Nephilim giant has caused all this havoc?’

“But there is much worse. He has used the magic of the Valley of the Necro-
mancer to manifest ancient dark forces and spread them like a plague in the for-
ests of Nadavan. Thousands of trees have died, Gervin. The elves and the fairies
who escaped Bobros' black clouds have all fled from the county. If it continues
like this, there will be nothing left of Nadavan. The entire area is becoming a
desolate wasteland of dead wood and barren rocky ground. And two months
ago, a plague broke out in Eisraim city, killing hundreds of people. It has cre-
ated panic in al the cities of the neighbouring counties. It strikes people sud-
denly and causes violent fits of convulsions. And it kills them after a few hours
of shivering in terror.”

“Has there been any outbreak of this pestilence in our temple?”’

“No, not yet. But in the northern part of the county, around Eisraim city, it is
spreading very fast.”

“What does Orest of the Brown Robe say?”

“Three weeks ago, the prince of Eisraim came to the temple in person for a
meeting with Orest. The day after, Orest left for the forest of Nadavan, taking
Ran Gereset, Esrevin and Melchard with him.”

“This sounds very serious! Have you heard from Orest since then?’

“Five days ago, he sent me a message saying he wanted you to join him as
soon as possible. He iswaiting for you with Esrevin and Ran Gereset at the ford
of Erriba, in the northern part of Nadavan.”

“As soon as possible?” Gervin paused.

“Within reasonable limits, Gervin!” Marka quickly added. She knew what ir-
resistible fire drove Gervin when it came to serving his master.

Reasonable limits and Thunder had never gone together well.

Gervin now knew for sure this was not the right moment to take Marka's
hand. “And what about you, my good Marka?’ he inquired. “What has been
happening to you in the last months?’

Marka's eyes shone with the inspired Light of her angel. “Gervin, Gervin...
something wonderful has happened. | have applied for the high priesthood of
my order and received a favourable response from the
oracle!”

“Are you going to become a high priestess of Malchasek?’ Gervin's eyes
opened wider.

“Yes, Gervin!” she answered joyfully. “The first of the three vows has al-
ready been spoken.”

This meant she would never be married.

Gervin turned his head and bit hislip, thus breaking the promise he had made
to himself with the Fault of Eternity as his witness.

12
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Sensing his immense disappointment, Marka exclaimed, “Gervin, but... Do
you mean...” In a second she understood. She was shattered.

Marka was a person of great humility. She looked up to Gervin as a shining
warrior of the Spirit, destined for the highest functions in Eisraim. Despite his
young age, he was aready a famous healer, doctor of the Law, and a teacher of
several occult arts. Three times, the prince of Eisraim had asked him to become
one of his ministers. Each time Gervin had declined, preferring to serve his
teacher Orest, the kingdom-famous Grand Master of Thunder whose rare public
appearances attracted crowds of pilgrims. Never had Marka suspected that a
man like Gervin, Orest’s heart disciple and close friend, could have wanted her.
He was the most beautiful man she had ever met.

She looked at the fine, curly blond hair that had grown down to his shoulders
while he was asleep, the noble beard she had trimmed a few days earlier, the
high forehead of a man of the north, and the shining grey-green eyes which she
had remembered every day of the last thirty-two weeks. Suddenly, his body was
no longer that of achild under her care.

The beautiful light in her eyes dimmed, and she cried.

Devastated, Gervin didn't know what to say. Marka had been his friend and
confidant for more than four years. She had not only been a constant support but
also a source of inspiration for him, and he had come to admire her so much
that he had elected to give up his passion for celibacy, judging that her company
would make him a better man. One hundred times in the last year he had nearly
taken her hand. But he had wanted to be wise, and avoid rushing like a young
fool in the Law, and choose the best possible moment. Now that he had lost her,
he found it difficult to believe he could have been so stupid.

Marka was shocked by the cruel redlity. “Would you have wanted me, Ger-
vin?’ she asked in an uncertain voice.

Gervin shrugged his shoulders. Her first vow had been spoken. It could not be
withdrawn.

But certain thingsin life are too important to remain unspoken. Marka needed
to hear it from him. “Gervin, please, answer me. Would you have wanted me?’

Drawing from the high fountain of Thunder, Gervin brought down an infinite
softness into the room. “Marka, wise woman, let me tell you something that
Orest taught me a few years ago, when he announced that he would initiate me
as aMaster of Thunder. He warned that during the nine months which separated
me from the initiation, many alluring offers would be made to me, and a num-
ber of circumstances would concur to try and pull me away from my destiny in
the Brown Robe. ‘Make no mistake,” Orest said, ‘these are temptations coming
from the Prince of Darkness.” One week later | was approached by a represen-
tative of His Supreme Majesty the King of Atlantis, offering me a high office at
the royal palace. This was only the beginning. At one stage the Prince of Dark-
ness even sent one of his emissaries, Aphelion, to put a mind-boggling proposi-
tion to me,” Gervin paused, remembering the dreadful episode that had nearly
cost him his life. “Marka, perhaps this is happening to you at the moment. |

13
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would hate to be the one sent to you by the Prince of Darkness to take you away
from Mal chasek.”

“Gervin, | promise | will never mention this again if you do not want me to.
But, please! | need to hear this from you. Would you...” Marka hesitated.

“Of course | want you. | love you, Marka. | can’t imagine a better husband for
you than Malchasek. But if it hadn’t been him, | would have been proud to take
your hand.”

1.3 The man who granted a personal favour to Barkhan Seer

“Nadavan, what has happened to you?’ Gervin cried.

Erriba, like the rest of the forest, had been ravaged. Gervin could hardly be-
lieve his eyes. The friendly woods where he had often come to seek inspiration,
to listen to spirits of wise trees and chat with the frivolous pixies, had turned
into a landscape of death. Every single stream had dried up. The lakes had van-
ished, as if sucked from below by some insatiable creature of hell. The leafless
trees stood in shock, erect and with al their branches, not having yet realised
they were dead. Gnomes, undines, elves, faries, pixies, spirits of precious
herbs, all had taken off, leaving behind them a parched ground devoid of any
grasses. New crevasses were appearing by the hour, releasing noxious fumes
that smelled like the filth of the Underworld and thickened the mists with dark,
ominous hues.

When Gervin arrived at the ford of Erriba, he saw from a distance a silhouette
clad in the hooded, dark-brown gown of the Masters of Thunder.

He hurried, wondering which of his companions was waiting for him. But as
he came closer, he realised that the man was too tall to be either Ran Gereset or
Esrevin, or even Orest.

Gervin was surprised. There were less than ten Masters of Thunder in the en-
tire kingdom, whom he all knew well, and none as tall as this stranger. Y et the
man wore the characteristic brown gown, and his energy was sealed with the
unmistakable symbols of Thunder. His light was shining bright — a warm aura
of pure, liquid gold that contrasted with the black desolation of the forest.

As Gervin approached, the broad-shouldered man pushed his hood back re-
vealing a square face, short black hair and a short curly beard. “Praise the Great
Apollo, Gervin, Master of Thunder!” his greeting was delivered in a deep, me-
lodious voice.

“Who are you, man of the Law?”

“My name is Barkhan Seer, young man. Y our master, Orest, sent me to meet
you and take you where he is waiting for you in the company of Esrevin, Ran
Gereset, and several of our brothers.”

“Barkhan Seer!” Gervin laughed with amazement, for his teacher had taught
him the superior value of laughing when one is surprised, or happy, or disap-
pointed, or appointed by destiny. “But | thought you lived in the spheres of
Highness!”

“1 do. But today | reveal myself to you.”

14
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Twinging his beard — thank God, Marka hadn’t cut it too short! — Gervin took
acloser ook at the apparition from Highness. Barkhan Seer looked like a man,
but his features were incredibly finely wrought, and he shone with a light that
felt strangely familiar.

“This light which is with you...” Gervin exclaimed thoughtfully, “it has come
to visit me many times before, hasn't it?”’

“Many times, yes.”

“All glory to the teacher!” Gervin joined his hands in front of his heart, re-
membering in a flash some of the difficult situations when the light had sup-
ported him. One of the most spectacular had taken place six years earlier, in the
mountains of the county of Perentie, when Gervin had been caught in an ava
lanche. Barkhan Seer’s light had pushed him violently into a small crevasse,
saving him from being crushed by a huge boulder that was rolling down the hill.
But Barkhan Seer’s interventions had not all been so dramatic. In many simple
situations of daily life, his beautiful light had inspired Gervin and warmed his
Spirit.

“What gives me the immense privilege of your presence today, Master Bark-
han Seer?’” Gervin asked with sincere reverence.

“1 have come to take part in an important ceremony which is to take place in
the coming hours. And | need to speak to you, Gervin.”

“An important ceremony?’ From his knowingness of Thunder, Gervin imme-
diately hated the sound of this announcement. “What ceremony?”’

“We are going to put an end to the obscene black magic of Bobros, son of
Bobros. Let us go.” Barkhan Seer took Gervin's arm, and he started walking on
what used to be a lovely path in the wood, now a track of jagged pebbles sur-
rounded by terrorised rocks and skeletons of trees. Gervin walked by his side,
remembering the splendour that was Nadavan, and sending loving, pacifying
thoughts to the rocks.

“l1 believe the Flying Dragons have spoken to you about the White
Eagle, Gervin.”

“1 hope | didn’t make a blunder by engaging the Word of Thunder and prom-
ising to protect this order without knowing athing about it.”

“Not at all!” Barkhan Seer replied with the unique sweetness of those who
are mighty among the mighty. “Had you said no, | would have had to material-
ise myself in the spheres of remoteness instantly and explain to our Flying
Dragon friends that their nebulas of supermental light had stupefied your
judgement, and that what you meant to say was yes. Plain yes, and yes, thank
you.”

“So is this what it takes to obtain the privilege of your divine intervention,
Barkhan Seer: a cosmic blunder?’” Gervin smiled. “No wonder | have felt your
presence around me so many times in the past!”

“Not a good direction to pursue!” Barkhan Seer laughed, gently slapping
Gervin's shoulder.
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“Will you tell me about the White Eagle you will direct to me?’ Gervin
asked.

“A great saint, she is. And a knower of the powerful magic of the Ancient
Days of the Earth. You will learn alot from her, but first you will have to train
her.”

“What is her name?”’

“Teyani.” Barkhan Seer pronounced the name affectionately, and with a
touch of deference.

“Lady Teyani of the White Eagle. In which temple does she live?”’

“Well, thisis part of our problem, son. Little Teyani, who lives far away in
the western shores of the kingdom, is only nine years old. She is not yet part of
a temple, and she has never heard of the White Eagle — apart from dreams, of
course, for the Eagle visits her every night.”

“Would you like me to go and find the child, Barkhan Seer? Shall | bring her
to Eisraim?’

“No, thisis not what the gods have decided. She will have to find the order of
the White Eagle first, and join a temple where she will receive her preliminary
initiations. This will probably take some years. Then she will have to find you
by herself. Of course, | will help her a lawful little bit. But the gods have in-
sisted that she should first undergo certain trials that will fortify her soul and
help recover the unique strength of character that was hersin former lives.”

“So what am | to do?’

“Let her come to you. As | have said, | will help, as much as the gods permit.
Then you must teach her. Give her as much knowledge and power as you possi-
bly can. And let her create a beautiful nest for herself and her Eagles in the tem-
ple of Eisraim.”

Barkhan Seer stopped walking. Pointing to Gervin's heart with the index fin-
ger of hislarge hand, he plunged his fiery black eyesinto him and added, “And
more than anything else, Gervin, be her friend!” The tall man paused, then gen-
tly hammered, “Her teacher, her father, and her friend! Gervin, | am asking this
from you as a personal favour: not just because of the Flying Dragons, but for
me, will you please take care of Teyani?’

Surprised by the solemn tone of the request, Gervin closed his eyes for a sec-
ond. Then his thunderous gaze met Barkhan Seer’s, “My Word of Thunder. |
will take care of Teyani.”

“Thank you, friend,” Barkhan Seer answered softly, as if from high in the
spheres.

The two men started walking again. For a long time they remained silent,
enjoying the deep space of compassion which Barkhan Seer had created by not
speaking an order but by humbly requesting a favour, and the friendship that
Gervin had started by giving his word with total sincerity.

As they were passing a small pond which the beast of the Underworld had
forgotten to suck dry, Barkhan Seer declared in a joyful voice, “By the way,
Gervin, | will send you a present with Teyani!”
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“A present?’ Gervin smiled with curiosity. No doubt a present from Barkhan
Seer would be special.

“A little boy.”

Gervin frowned, sightly worried at the idea of all these children who were on
their way to him.

Reading his thoughts, Barkhan Seer burst out laughing. “And the Flying
Dragons will send you another one, but later.”

“Another present, or another little boy?’ Gervin asked with a touch of con-
cern, as he suddenly saw his family swelling out of all proportion.

“Both!” Barkhan Seer teased him, laughing.

“What a beautiful mother Marka would have been for these children,” Gervin
thought to himself as they passed the remnants of a huge fig tree. Breaking un-
der their own weight, all the main branches had collapsed, leaving a shaven to-
tem pointing to heaven like a finger in reproach.

Barkhan Seer felt Gervin’s grief. “ Are you drinking bitter herbs, friend?”’

“1 guess | am.” Gervin did not try to hide the wave of sorrow that was welling
in his chest.

“Will you tell me more?”’

Gervin shrugged his shoulders. “For years, | have heard Orest repeat this
principle of Thunder, ‘Truth can’t wait!” and | thought | did my best to live up
to it. But in one set of circumstances, | forgot to apply the holy principle.” He
sighed deeply, “And now that | have lost a treasure, | can’'t blame anyone but
myself, can 1?7’

“There is not much that can be done about this, friend. The past cannot be
changed. Better think about building the future.”

Gervin thought of asking Barkhan Seer a question, but decided it was futile
and kept silent, contemplating the carcass of a deer rotting by the side of the
path. Bobros' black art had done so well that no birds of prey were left to clean
up the dead meat. Directing his gaze to the other side of the path, Gervin saw
more carcasses. One of them still stood on its four legs, so sudden had been the
pounding of death. Looking up, Gervin smelled the stench that hung in the
mists. As he realised the question would not let go of him, he turned to his
friend, “Barkhan Seer, knower of past, present and future events, would you do
me a great favour?”’

“What?’

“Answer a question for me. Was it bound to be, and planned by the Lords of
Destiny, and wanted by the gods, that Marka should become a high priestess of
Malchasek rather than Gervin's wife?’

“No, it was not,” the omniscient sage replied, matter-of-fact. “Had you asked
her in time, Marka would have become your wife.”

Gervin pushed his lips forward and nodded. What Barkhan Seer had said, he
already knew very well. But for some strange reason he felt better after hearing
it. “How could | be such a deeper?’ he blamed himself. But in the desperate
dryness of the forest, he found it impossible to cry.
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Barkhan Seer’ s presence of liquid gold came towards him. It did not erase the
sorrow, but it added a depth of Spirit toit.

“Will you tell me what bitter herbs are waiting for me at this ceremony you
are taking meto?’

“No bitter herbs, Gervin. Only the unavoidable changes that accompany the
passing of time.”

Barkhan Seer had spoken with so much softness that Gervin immediately
guessed. He stopped, closed his eyes and took his head in his hands, “Oh, no!
Y ou are not going to tell me that Orest is about to leave his body?”’

Barkhan Seer put his hand on Gervin’s shoulder, shining the infinite compas-
sion of the Mother of the Light into him. He waited a few seconds and said,
“Only a Great Sacrifice will stop the tidal wave of dark forces that Bobros the
giant has unleashed from the Valley of the Necromancer. Orest must now give
his life, that a massive clearing be performed and the evil magic sent back into
the abyss.”

In the fields of stars, on his way back from the Flying Dragons, Gervin had
sung a hymn to the Great Mother for having given him a teacher like Orest and
afriend like Marka. As he sang, the Great Mother had smiled, for she could feel
how strong his love for them was.

Having lost one, Gervin was now about to lose the other. For one second, his
consciousness was back in the infinity of space, and he looked down to the
kingdom, wondering if he wanted to be part of a world where Orest would be
no longer, and Markawould be locked in a cell of the tower of Malchasek.

“Gervin,” Barkhan Seer called him back, “this is not all. As Orest, Grand
Master of Thunder, departs for the Fields of Peace, he must be replaced by a
new Thunderbolt Bearer. Y ou are the one, Gervin.”

Heard from the fields of stars, where gigantic clouds of light and colourful
nebulae drifted mindlessly under the watchful eye of Space Matrix, the news
sounded innocuous enough. But when he found himself back in his body and
heard it a second time, Gervin was appalled. Until then, he had often thought
that the high office of Grand Master of Thunder was wondrous, like a vast sa-
cred crypt with doors open to all the mysteries of the creation. But now he real-
ised the solitude that awaited him in the crypt.

The mists had thickened around the two men. Because of Nature's grief, twi-
light brought no reddish hues, only darkness.

“Is there no chance | could depart with Master Orest, and follow him into the
Fields of Peace?” Gervin asked tentatively.

“We need you here, Gervin. A monumental task awaits you, a work with far-
reaching consequences. Dramatic changes are about to take place in the king-
dom, so much so that our lineage will have to withdraw into the Fields of Peace.
You will be the last of the Thunderbolt Bearers in the kingdom for a long, long
time. You are the one we have chosen to secure the transition, and the transfer
to the Fields of Peace of an immense archive where the Atlantean lore will be

kept.”
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Gervin nodded, contemplating the still, thickening mists.

1.4 The Great Sacrifice of the Thunderbolt Bearer

Barkhan Seer and Gervin arrived at the plain of Erriba with the first light of
dawn. There, an extraordinary vision was waiting for them.

A great fire had been lit. Behind it, Orest was sitting in meditation, his eyes
closed, his head covered with the hood of his brown gown. Gervin immediately
recognised him by his long, curly, silvery-grey beard and the specia light in his
aura. Ran Gereset, his son, was meditating on his right, Esrevin and young Mel-
chard, two other brother-disciples of Gervin, were on hisleft.

Orest, Grand Master of Thunder, had engaged all his power. Chanting ancient
hymns of the Law, he had awakened a huge column of light which started in the
pyre and ascended high in the sky, where it disappeared into the grey mists. The
majestic obelisk of light stood erect like a gigantic lightning rod, ready to con-
vey Orest’s offering to the sky of the gods.

But the most incredible part of the scene was the assembly of one hundred
Masters of Thunder who had descended from the spheres to take part in the sac-
rifice and the installation ceremony of the new Thunderbolt Bearer. Never in the
kingdom had Gervin contemplated so much power. Dressed in their long brown
robes, they stood still, and silent, forming two rows which delineated a broad
aley starting from the pyre. They faced each other. The space between them
turned into a corridor of mind-boggling shimmers and fast-moving lights of all
colours.

“Oh, my God!” Gervin shed tears of awe.

“These are some of the Thunderbolt Bearers who preceded you, Gervin. Each
of them was a Grand Master of Thunder.” Barkhan Seer dowly led Gervin to
the entrance of the illuminated aley. “They have come to communicate their
powers to you.”

The plain of Erriba was a large, flat empty space with no trees. Where it had
been green and lush, now it was grey and barren. In this unreal landscape ren-
dered even more eerie by the complete silence and the uncertain glimmers of
dawn, Gervin found himself at the entrance of a temple of light. At the other
end of the alley stood the shining obelisk rooted in the fire, with Orest behind it.

Now that he had taken his position for the ritual, Gervin could no longer see
Orest. But Orest enveloped him with his presence and his love, and he spoke to
him through the space, “ Gervin, my child in Thunder and dear friend, the great
day has arrived.”

“All glory to the teacher!” Gervin gave his thanks as he always did when he
met his master. But this time he did not say the words joyfully. Not yet adjusted
to the unexpected turn of destiny, his heart was heavy. “I wish | could be
stronger, Orest. There is not one thing in the world | could want more than to be
capable of conducting this sacrifice instead of you, that my life might be given
to negate the magic of Bobros, and your precious life not wasted. This kingdom
is going to be so sad and empty without you. And so dull.”
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“Gervin, shining soul, you could very well have performed this sacrifice in-
stead of me, and reduced Bobros to ashes of oblivion by your own Great Sacri-
fice. But by leaving my body today, | will take advantage of these unfortunate
circumstances to achieve a massive transfer of forces into you. The evil ele-
mental slime that Bobros has spread across our county will be my offering to
the sky of the gods, feeding the greatest fire ritual | have ever conducted. Aided
by these one hundred Thunderbolt Bearers, | am going to shake the sky of the
gods, Gervin. Let me tell you, the gods will remember thisl And by tonight, so
much power will have been concentrated into your thunderwand that nothing in
the kingdom will be able to stand in your way. And you will need this power,
Gervin! At the end of the great task which the Masters of Thunder have pre-
pared for you, you will have to perform aritual of even greater significance and
magnitude than this one: the Archive transfer.”

“Who better than you could perform aritual asimportant as this, Orest?”

“Gervin, your time has come. Now it is up to you, Ran Gereset, Esrevin and
the others to carry out the task. And that task will be enormous. Preparing the
fields for the Archive transfer will take you at least twenty years. | am not leav-
ing you an easy legacy, my friend. But | trust you will succeed. You have what
it takes. And from the Fields of Peace, | will be with you all the way through.
Besides this, you will be the most invested Thunderbolt Bearer ever.

Look in front of you, Gervin! At sunset, when you walk the corridor of light,
all these great sages will ignite your thunderwand with their powers, and by the
time you reach the pyre, | will be lucky if there is still one thing | can give you
that you will not have already received.”

The light in the corridor had become brighter. Against a background of
moonlight-silver, pink-quartz and dark-sapphire hues, white-blue lightning-like
shafts zapped wildly from one Master of Thunder to the other. The glow
seemed so solid, and the shimmering waves so tempestuous that Gervin won-
dered if he would have to fight his way through the light.

“Gervin, there are many things | would have liked to tell you, but the timeis
coming. After the ritual, Barkhan Seer will give you all the instructions you
need. Farewell, my friend in the Law, and thank you for being who you are.
Y ou have given me great joy.”

“All glory to the teacher!”

“Glory to the God who was in the beginning, who is, and who shall be! We
shall meet again in the Fields of Peace.”

“You stay still and do nothing,” Barkhan Seer whispered into Gervin's ear.
“Your role begins at sunset.”

Orest was the first one to chant. He intoned a slow, low-pitched recitation of
one of the most ancient hymns of the Law, which praised the Mother of the
Light for having initiated the creation. Concurrently, he threw ashes into the
fire, and drew with his consciousness a whisk of the dark energies that Bobros
had spread through Nadavan and beyond. The little black cloud moved up into
the obelisk of light and vanished.
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One of the greatest clearing rituals of al times had begun.

Two days wak from there, in the gloomy heart of the Valley of the Necro-
mancer, Bobros the giant, whose vision was great, sensed that a fire ritual was
under way. He shrugged one huge shoulder in contempt. Considering the tidal
wave of black sludge that he had made the valley vomit onto the county, this
clearing was no great threat to his evil plans. At their present pace, the brown
piglets — as he called the Masters of Thunder whose gathering he was observing
in histhird eye —would need more than a year to clear just the plain of Erriba.

At the second hymn, Ran Gereset, Esrevin and Melchard joined voices with
Orest. The four men pulled small clouds of Bobros' dark influence into the col-
umn of light.

But at the third hymn, everything changed. Following Barkhan Seer, the one
hundred Thunderbolt Bearers started projecting the Voice. An awesome sound
was released as expansive waves of incandescent energies poured from their
mouths.

The glow in the corridor went from bright to blinding. The obelisk of light
tripled in width, and ugly clouds of black smoke were drawn into it by the
power of the hymns.

Down in the Valley of the Necromancer, Bobros frowned. He dropped the
piece of raw meat he was eating for breakfast and watched with curiosity to see
what would happen to the strange column of light, once attacked by his black
smoke. To Bobros' dismay, it soon appeared that instead of being dimmed, the
obelisk was becoming brighter by the minute.

On the plain of Erriba, the deluge of Voice resounded unabated. The chanted
hymns, rendered aive by the power of the Voice, seemed insatiable. They
swallowed larger and larger clouds of black energy and consumed them in the
fire of the obelisk, sending them up as an offering to the sky of the gods. Soon
the column of light became so wide that Orest and his disciples were engulfed
by it, and it kept growing until it encompassed the entire alley and the one hun-
dred Thunderbolt Bearers, Barkhan Seer and Gervin with them.

United in the light, they projected the VVoice relentlesdly.

It was not yet eight in the morning.

Bobros, worried, withdrew into his cave and started preparing his defence.

In the temple of Eisraim, Marka had been the first to sense the seismic waves
of light coming from the clearing in Erriba. In her small cell in the tower of
Malchasek, the air was thick with sorrow, for she had been crying all night, and
the day before, and the night before that. But as soon as the Thunderbolt Bearers
started projecting the Voice, the room shone with white light, and she felt Ger-
vin's presence with her. Through the space, she tried to call him. In response,
the light became brighter, and Gervin's presence became stronger. No words
were exchanged. But the force was so intense, and the imprint in the space so
clear, that not once in the coming thirty-four years that Marka spent meditating
and praying in that room, did Gervin’'s presence disappear. It remained with her
and constantly supported her, not just in the first years, when she fought against
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herself not to run away and throw herself in the arms of the man she could not
forget, but also in the last years, when the deterioration of the energy fields in
Atlantis became such that Malchasek’ s light could hardly be felt any longer, and
his high priestesses started dying one after the other from despair and from
boredom.

That morning, afew chapels away from the tower of Malchasek, Mouridji the
prophetess caught the vision of the obelisk of light, and she heard the Voice of
the Thunderbolt Bearers. “Oh my Lord Melchisedek! Lucianal” she called her
young friend, “Luciana! Go and tell them, quick!”

“Hey?’ Luciana of the Green Robe had fallen asleep in her meditation. She
rubbed her eyes. “ Tell who, Mouridji?’

“Everyone, Luciana, tell everyone! And tell them to send a message to the
temple of Lasseeraimmediately. But tell them to keep it very quiet. It’s proba-
bly a secret ceremony.”

“But tell them what?’

“Orest of the Brown Robe is transmitting his power to Gervin! All his power!
Everything! It might even end up in a Great Sacrifice.” And from her prophetic
vision the little priestess added, “ And then Gervin will have to go and challenge
Bobros the giant, and one of them will die!”

Mouridji of the Purple Robe, whose gossip was a central part of the commu-
nication system in Eisraim, sent messages through the space to all her friends,
who in turn warned their friends, and in a matter of minutes all the priests and
priestesses of Eisraim knew. The cooks dropped their saucepans, the gardeners
their bags of seeds, and the masons left their construction sites. All converged
to the chapels and sat still and silent. And those priests whose normal function
was to sit still in their chapel sat stiller and more silently. The cows, who were
always extremely sensitive to the spiritual vibrations of the temple, refrained
from mooing. In the small lake outside the first hall of Melchisedek, the swans
became still too, and the fishes swam cautiously. In this cosmic hush they all
tuned into the gigantic clearing from a distance, and they received the light.

By the end of the morning, so much of Bobros' evil slime had been offered to
the sky of the gods that in Eisraim city, the heavy atmosphere of fear and de-
gpair which the pestilence had created began to clear. Some of those who had
fallen ill the night before stopped convulsing and they woke up, stunned at till
being alive. Many of them even wondered if perhaps they were dead, after all,
and when they returned to their normal activities they looked at each other sus-
piciously, unsure whether they were surrounded by ghosts, but not daring to ask,
in case they themselves were the ghosts among the living.

When noon came, the forests of Nadavan had been entirely cleared. The first
birds had returned. In some areas it had even started to rain again.

Bobros, furious to see the clearing ritual so successful, launched a massive
counteroffensive. He did not waste any time with lower forms of magic. He
went straight to the Abysmal Crevasse, which lay close to the marshes outside
his cave. There, long ago, when the kingdom was still young, Harmag the Nec-
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romancer, a son of Azazel the Watcher, had caled on the ominous powers
which had made the valley turn dark, and the nature spirits evil, and the mists
thick and menacing, and the landscape atrociously gloomy and full of shadows
and visions of hell — after which the valley had been known as the Valley of the
Necromancer.

Bobros, who believed he was the descendant of Harmag the Necromancer
through along line of Nephilim giants, raised defiant hands towards heaven and
turned his head down to the abyss. Using the Voice, he mumbled a mysterious
invocation which he had not learnt from Bobros his father but from Bobros his
great-grandfather, and which former giants of the Bobros lineage had passed on
from generation to generation, perhaps ever since the time of Harmag himself.
The dark vibrations of death began pouring out of his mouth, evoking an instant
response. The crevasse vomited a flood of slime, and the valley instantly turned
darker. Furious winds swept the marshes, to the jubilant delight of the evil na
ture spirits who, ever since the time of Harmag, had been completely out of
their minds and rejoiced only when they smelled a disaster on its way. Soon an
ominous umbra overtook the entire area of Nadavan, frightening away the birds
that had ventured back, and drying out the first rains.

High above, the denizens of the worlds of the gods looked down to the king-
dom and watched with interest, but also with some degree of alarm. The forces
that Bobros the giant was releasing were so powerful that they could easily get
out of control, flooding the entire kingdom with pitch-black sludge and upset-
ting the balance of the spheres.

Down in the kingdom, in the citadel which the Nephilim giants had built for
themselves on top of steep cliffs at the extreme end of the Eastern Peninsula, so
as to proudly receive the first sunrays that swept the kingdom every day, the
word soon spread that Bobros the Necromancer was enraged, and about to en-
gage in a duel of magic. The giants, tuning into the powerful fields of energy
which allowed them to spy on just about anything in the kingdom, held their
breath and watched, wondering who would emerge victorious out of this titanic
confrontation.

Neither above nor below, but from the nowhereness where he forever dwells,
Ahriman, the Prince of Darkness, also watched with interest, ready to strike like
a beast of prey hidden in the night. Like the gods, he knew well that Bobros
could lose control over the forces he had unleashed. Were this to happen, he
would be washed away, and the aphotic tidal-wave of black slime would present
a perfect opportunity for Ahriman to launch a devastating attack on the king-
dom, spreading plagues, wars and chaos.

In the plain of Erriba, the column of light had become so wide that it not only
comprehended the alley and the one hundred Masters of Thunder, but the entire
plain itself, and some of the surrounding forests. When they heard the abyss re-
sounding with the evil clamour and when they saw the horrendous filth erupting
out of the depths, the Thunderbolt Bearers raised their Voices. Together, they
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projected the Word of Thunder, which is the Voice of the Earth and the highest
power of the sky of the gods.

It was awesome, unthinkable. Trembling from her own Will, the Earth shook,
again and again. And from higher up than the gods, lightning struck the obelisk
which by now had become a gigantic flame of light, visible from all the spheres.
And the hymns of the Law, rendered ever more hungry by so much fire, started
swallowing the darkness that was covering Nadavan.

Bobros too raised his Voice, and from the abyss he called on the dregs at the
end of time, and on the endless darkness that is to engulf all things at the end,
when everything is accomplished, or much earlier, if the dark side can win.

Above the clouds, the gods frowned, wondering if they had been careless in
letting things go so far.

Far in the east of the kingdom, the Nephilim giants shouted cheers of encour-
agement which Bobros never heard, so loud was his own shouting while he
drew sludge from the abyss.

Ahriman, cold, impassive, precise, kept observing.

The Abysmal Crevasse which Bobros had invoked was turning into a volcano
of doom, spilling darkness instead of lava. Proud of his works, Bobros laughed,
convinced not one power in the creation could resist him.

But the insatiable hymns of the Law swallowed the darkness as soon as it
came out of the volcano, converting it into an offering of light which ascended
through the obelisk.

Bobros, pulling with all the strength of his kidney and calling on all the nec-
romancers of his lineage for help, drew yet more darkness from the abyss. But
the more soot he manifested, the hungrier the hymns of the Thunderbolt Bearers
became, and the more darkness was converted into light.

Bobros saw that the light was gaining the edge, slowly but surely, and in ter-
ror he realised that Orest’s clearing could result not only in stopping the plague
he had caused, but also in cleaning up the entire Valley of the Necromancer. In
a glimpse, he saw himself becoming the shame of his lineage, the destroyer of
the beauty of black arts that Harmag had created, and which had lasted ever
since then.

Seeing that time was working against him, and knowing from his prophetic
sight that Orest had vowed to leave his body at sunset, Bobros sought recourse
to an ancient device of magic. It was atrick that his ancestors had used in the
distant past, when many more things used to be possible on Earth, and time was
nowhere near as rigid as it had become with time. Bobros, son of Bobros, tried
to speed up the course of the Sun, to make twilight arrive early.

Thiswas hisfatal mistake.

The magic charms which, long ago, could control time, had long ceased to
have the predictable effects they had had in the time of Harmag. The truth was,
time, the destroyer of all things, had long since destroyed its own magic. Bobros
had hardly spoken his dangerous formula when a tremulousness of all things
made itself felt in the Valley of the Necromancer.
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The gods held their breath.

The Nephilim giants of the Eastern Peninsula became pale.

Ahriman smiled.

The Abysmal Crevasse became hesitant, as if taken by self-doubts. The soot
it vomited not only dropped in volume, but it too seemed to be unsure as to
whether it really existed. The evil enthusiasm of the valley and the orgasmic
frenzy that animated the perverted nature spirits looked at each other in disbe-
lief. The ghastly winds wavered, uncertain in which direction to blow. Bobros,
rendered incredulous by his own spell, wondered whether all this was really
happening.

But in a flash he realised that a complete disaster was imminent. He caught
sight of awave of destruction that respected nothing, not even itself, and there-
fore threatened everything with extinction, including himself.

Drawing on al his power and might, he howled with the Voice to sea the
crevasse and to stop everything before the unstoppable was unleashed.

For a minute or two, the entire Valley of the Necromancer wobbled, while
groaning bubbles plopped from the marshes.

Then the spell vanished, and an uncannily peaceful silence followed. For one
second the valley recovered its former self, when it was lush and joyful, and
when happy cattle used to graze on itsrolling slopes.

“Oh, shit!” Bobros exclaimed.

In a desperate attempt to restore darkness, he turned towards the Abysmal
Crevasse, “Harmag! Harmag! | call onto your venom!” and he held the spirits of
hisvalley, repelling the light with every fibre of his being.

“Harmag! Harmag!”

He plunged his consciousness into the chasm, resolute to reach the bottom of
the pit — that mysterious domain where darkness and light are one, all powers
are comprehended, and all things are possible.

Tightening every muscle of his huge body and squeezing his kidneys for
strength, he furiously invoked, “Harmag! Harmag!”

From the depths of the abyss, a hungry hissing breath of infinite darkness re-
sponded, enveloping him, inviting him into the pit.

So great was the pull, so irresistible the charm, that Bobros threw himself into
the arms of his beloved evil night.

He jumped into the Abysmal Crevasse.

He sacrificed himself, releasing into the valley the fruits of his life-long ne-
cromantic passion for the dark side. The mists were thickened with his venom,
the spirits of nature were fed with his wrath.

The furtive glimpse of light vanished. Doom and gloom were back.

The Valley of the Necromancer lived.

Meanwhile, the formidable power of the Thunderbolt Bearers went on con-
suming the evil sludge, the tension rising so high that in less than three minutes,
all the darkness that Bobros had spread was neutralised. Nadavan was com-
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pletely cleared, the plague of Eisraim destroyed, and all traces of Bobros' evil
influence had disappeared from the county.

When Orest saw that the power of the hymns was about to attack the darkness
of the Valley of the Necromancer, he raised his hand and stopped the ritual, for
he was wise and knew that all things have their place in the world. The valley
was the keeper of ancient forces, and deserved respect for the uniqueness of its
energy. Victory was total, in any case. There was nothing left of the foul vibra-
tions with which Bobros had thought he could poison Eisraim and its neigh-
bouring counties.

The Thunderbolt Bearers became silent.

In the heavens the celestial beings applauded and sung astonishing hymns,
ready to receive Orest like a hero among gods and men.

In the Eastern Peninsula, the giants, enraged at seeing one of their champions
defeated, roared their fury and swore revenge.

Nowhere, Ahriman shrugged his shoulders, unconcerned, and resumed his
tasks of endless darkness.

“Wewon, Lucianal A triumph!” Mouridji the prophetess hurrahed.

Luciana, unsure of what exactly had been won, but taken by an irresistible
feeling of victory, stood up and clapped her hands, and all the priestesses in the
chapel followed her. They laughed loudly, and congratul ated each other.

Thanks to Mouridji, the word soon reached all the other chapels of the temple
of Eisraim, and everyone acclaimed Orest of the Brown Robe for what was to
be remembered as ‘the Clearing of Erriba.

1.5 The creation myth of the Thunderbolt Bearers

Sunset had finally arrived.

The incandescent obelisk had regained its original size, but the entire plain of
Erribawas still inundated with white light.

The one hundred Thunderbolt Bearers stood silent and motionless like pillars
of light, their auras ablaze with the unfathomable energy unleashed by the Word
of Thunder.

Gervin, Barkhan Seer by his side, stood at the entrance of the corridor of
light, with the fire and the obelisk at the other end, and Orest meditating behind
thefire,

“Now!” Barkhan Seer gave the signal, touching Gervin’'s shoulder.

Gervin turned his head towards him briefly, saying farewell with his eyes.
Truly, he was bidding farewell to himself. He knew that as soon as he entered
the corridor, he would never be the same again.

Three steps separated Gervin from the corridor of light and the mysteries of
the Thunderbolt Bearers.

He took the first step, whispering the verse of the Law, “One Law, one way!
He who never sleeps, never dies!”

Then the second step.
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From the tower of Malchasek, Marka heard the farewell. She surrendered to
the High Light of her angel and whispered back, “Farewell, beautiful man!”

Far away in the north, close to the great lake of the county of Perentie, an old,
wrinkled woman remembered the son who had left her long ago, and she cried.
She called her husband, “Arvin of the Law! Gervin is dying! Our son is dying,
we'll never see him again.” Old Arvin bit his lip — a habit he had caught from
his father and cultivated through along life of disappointments — and he prayed
the good Lord Melchisedek had mercy on his son. He had been such a good
boy, and smart, when he was little. “Why the Underworld did he want to travel
and follow that damn brown monk?’ Arvin puzzled once more. “ Such a waste!
He could have been so happy as a ferryman, with me and his uncle.” And he
sighed, his eyes fixed on the smoky fire at the centre of the one-room shack of
mud bricks, pondering on the wonderful opportunities missed, and the good life
Gervin could have had if only he had listened to the wisdom of his father.

In a chapel of the female wing of the temple of Eisraim, Mouridji of the Pur-
ple Robe was shocked out of her meditation by one of the brightest visions she
had ever recelved. “Lucianal” she whispered in her prophetic voice, her eyes
half closed, astonished by what she was seeing. “Go and tell them!”

“What, Mouridji?’

“They’re going to throw Gervin into the fire!”

“Who?" Lucianafrozein terror. “The Nephilim giants?”

“No, Orest and his friends. Oh, my God! If Gervin survivesthat, then... then...
Oh, my God!” Mouridji was interrupted by another vision, coming from the
world of the gods. “And tell them that the gods...” she started saying, but a ce-
lestial providence shut her up.

Far above, in the sky of the gods, the Sons of Apollo stopped their flight and
directed their blazing gaze to the plain of Erriba.

Much, much further away, beyond the fields of stars and the mysterious Fault
of Eternity, spread in an infinity of superimposed spaces and lateral realities, a
Flying Dragon heard Gervin's farewell. “Welcome to eternity, friend of the hu-
man hierarchy,” went the whisper.

And the Mother of the Light smiled.

Gervin took the third step.

As he entered the corridor, all light disappeared, and the obelisk of fire, and
the one hundred Thunderbolt Bearers.

He saw but darkness, surrounded by darkness,

Asit was before the beginning,

When the creation had not yet begun,

And time had not yet started its course.

There was neither |eft nor right, neither top nor bottom,

Neither death nor immortality.

In an uncontained voidness,

A fluid breath of nothingness swept a naught-dimensional space,
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A womb-ness of times to come,

Where all possible futures were contained as seeds.
In this Noble Chaos, which was both nowhere and everywhere,
A symphony of Voices rose,

Which revealed Life out of darkness,

And prepared for the birth of the light.

The Voices were chanting the Dawn of Creation.

It was the first breath, the first wind.

And there was a centre, and a periphery,

And limits were born, so that infinity could breathe.
And Up looked down, and Down smiled back.

The One had become two,

Ready to desire each other,

But not yet fully aware of how far they would have to go,
And how long it would take

Before they could become One again.

By then, time was already born.

A cosmos of immense complexity had begun:
Myriads of expanding spaces,

Worlds running in all directions,

Spheres revolving around spheres,

And creatures born in all the worlds.

The asuras came first, and they were formidable.

Standing on top of the creation, their primordial powers unchallenged,
They shouted loud, amazed at their own glory,

Intoxicated with their own might.

And they became proud and arrogant.

They proclaimed themselves the One God,

Forgetting that their shining lights were but reflections

Of the One Glorious Source to whom they owed their birth.
Thus the asura of life became the asura of death,

The asura of might became the lord of war.

Great angelic lighthouses turned into principles of darkness,
And after them, the blazing light-bearer fell into Lucifer.
And the Ancient of Ancients cursed them,

And shattered their worlds,

And caused a second creation of gods.

Born from the Mother of the Light, the gods woke up in the Molten Sea,
And they sacrificed to the One God,

And the strength of the One God was their strength.

And there were wars in the heavens,

Awesome clashes in which the spheres were set ablaze,
And entire planets shattered into asteroidic pebbles.
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Light fought against darkness, gods against asuras,

Angels against titans, Spirits of Truth against fallen angels.

The gods triumphed at the summit of the spheres.

They conquered the nectar of immortality, and its archetypal powers,
Mastered the mathematical magic of the uppermost sky,

And with genius and boldness, repelled their enemiesinto lower regions.
A safe heaven they made for themselves,

A glorious world of light and fire, the top of a high pyramid of worlds,
Towering upon innumerable other spheres of lesser fire, lesser clarity,
Lesser joy, lesser fun, and marred with mirages, illusion, boredom.
Such was the victory of the gods and it was great and absol ute,

But only at the top of the pyramid of the worlds.

Elsewhere, an uncertain and precarious balance remained,

A cosmos of compromise and half-truths which were but flagrant lies,
And where light and darkness kept fighting wars,

But only by proxy, and often in disguise,

And none ever gaining the decisive edge,

Dilly-dallying seemingly endlessly, delaying

The deadly apocalyptic toll of afinal, total confrontation.

In this established order of clear blurriness,

Human beings were till fast asleep,

Having not yet noticed the cosmic night had ended.

They lay blissfully in the bosom of the gods

And basked in the gods’ glorious light,

Which they could not distinguish from the Primordial Darkness.
Spread in a bottomless chasm of forever One-ness, they slept.
They dlept adreamless sleep, a beatific embrace with God,

A soporized ecstasy of transcendental magnitude.

To help them awaken, the gods fashioned aworld for them.

A young, fresh, juicy maiden Earth,

An al-fluid virgin, teeming with unbridled life force,

And youthful folly, and strange gigantic beasts, and vol canic wonders.
These were the Ancient Days of the Earth, the early land of Mu,
When every atom was vibrant with magic,

And the breath of the One God breathed through every wind,
And the wet air’s warmth was enthused with Cosmic Fire,

And the pregnant ocean remembered the secrets of the Primordia Night.
Few, very few, were those who awoke in the first hour.

They became the great magicians of the Ancient Days,

They commanded over the awesome forces of the young world.
Nature was their enslaved lover, never refusing them a thing,
And they penetrated all her mysteries,

And they stamped her bosom with their spells.
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But these magician-conguerors of Nature were but scarce exceptions
In aworld where all other human beings were still fast asleep,
Drifting blobs, monotonously fulfilled and hopelessly peaceful,
With no desires, and good food in plenty,

Their needs satisfied before they could even feel them,

Painlessly they dropped blobettes behind them to populate the new world.
And it lasted along, long time, but they did not wake up.

When the gods sent the call and resounded the trumpets of destiny,
The magician-conquerors heard, and they understood,

And guided by the gods, they |eft.

But the blobs heard nothing, for they were fast asleep.

And the Earth was shaken, continents rose and others disappeared.
The stupefied Adam-Eve blob became Adam and Eve, naked,
Already desiring each other, but why did it have to hurt so much?
And how far would they have to go, and how long would it take
Before they could find each other again?

The Moon, which by then had just arrived, completely unnoticed,
Knew the secret, and kept it for a distant future.

Seeing this rapidly deteriorating world,

In which the winds of God would soon run out of breath,

And sleep had become the antidote to the agonising pain

Of being separated from him, from her, from the Light and from God,
The Lord Melchisedek had mercy.

With his great angels, he manifested a Law,

And the Law was revealed to Manu, and Manu revealed it to men.

The kingdom of Atlantis was born, safely enclosed in womb-like mists.
Set into motion by the Law, the blobs became cobblers, builders,
Fishermen, fathers and mothers, priests and priestesses.

Everyone had a place, a name, a caste, arole, and a destiny.

A language, alive with many powers of the gods, was given to them,
For them to chant the magic hymns of the Law and sacrifice to the gods,
And thus bring kind weather onto themselves, and rains in plenty,
Gorgeous orchards, abundant crops, and healthy offspring.

Through the power of the hymns, the gods were with them,

And the Spirit of the One God breathed in their blood,

That they might slowly awaken, and stop being sleepers.

Tens of thousands of years passed. A glorious civilisation grew,

A large, mgjestic tree, rooted in the revelation of the Law —

Arts, and lores, and a masterful know-how of al things of Nature,
Phenomenal mastery of etheric forces and plants’ growth,

And fields of energy which accomplished all manner of miraculous feats,
And oracles and templesin plenty to celebrate the mysteries.

And tens of thousands of years passed.
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But when the Lord Melchisedek looked down to the kingdom,

He saw that the children of His Law had not yet awakened.

Now they were sleeping with their eyes open,

Having turned His wonderful revelation into lengthy codes of rules
Which they repeated like parrots,

While fixed in habits and customs they comfortably slumbered,

A perfection rendered smothering and sterile by so much zeal and faith.
The bold knowledge which He had given them to break new ground,
To step out of the blob stage, and to awaken to the infinity of creation,
They had made a prison, with His high priests the jailers.

The Lord Melchisedek saw the cosmic tragedy and judged

That the time was coming. The prison would have to be shattered,

So a new kingdom could be born.

And moved by compassion for the children of His Law,

He prepared the chaos, and the plagues,

And the deluge that was to destroy the kingdom of Atlantis.

Gervin had arrived in front of the fire and the obelisk of light. In one glimpse
he realised the unavoidable fate which awaited the kingdom. He saw cities in
flames, ransacked temples, large-scale pillage, famines, and epidemics. More
frightening even was the collective insanity which accompanied this tragedy,
and which only the final flood would wash away from the surface of the Earth.
There followed barbaric times — aworld of darkness and desolation, emptied of
the presence of the gods, and in which the Law and all the knowledge of the
temples were lost.

On the other side of the fire, Orest now stood up, and raised his arms.

Responding to his signal, Barkhan Seer and the one hundred Thunderbolt
Bearers once more projected the Word of Thunder.

The obelisk of light exploded, and the plain of Erriba was flooded with white
light.

Through the fire, Gervin saw the eyes of Orest.

From the uppermost reaches of the sky of the gods, a shaft of lightning
struck.

The flash brought a revelation to Gervin's consciousness. the master plan of
the Brown Robe. In the Fields of Peace, the temple of light stood ready to re-
ceive the entire knowledge of Eisraim and Lasseera in the form of a phenome-
nal Archive.

“All glory to the teacher!” he projected with the Word of Thunder, and
walked into the fire.

Orest, looking straight into his eyes, joined him in the fire, and a massive
transfer of forces was sparked.

Gervin screamed.

And from the uppermost sky, the ultimate summit of the worlds of the gods, he
saw the Primordial Night, and the chant of the Dawn of Creation, the superb
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asuras, the birth of the gods, the wars in heaven, the magicians of the Ancient
Days, the Moon leaving the Earth and the blobettes torn asunder, and the Lord
Melchisedek, and his Law, and the deluge at the end of the kingdom, and the
kingdom of the rainbows after it, and the kingdoms which followed, the true and
the false messiahs, the War of All against All, the Knights of the Apocalypse
fighting in space, the triumph of the Light, and those left behind, and the ma-
turity of the human hierarchy, when Eve finally found Adam (the Moon had
known all along), the spreading in multi-dimensional enlightenment, and the
end of time, and the Cosmic Night — all in one second, all in one point.

And he saw the Web of Love which the Lord Melchisedek had woven in His
spheres, and it shone far in remoteness.

From beyond the Abyss of the Deep, the Flying Dragon smiled at Gervin and
repeated his welcome message, using  universal language,
“ 147283923471340897241573463406873459602435628458415839495-
3022092043583243564957085639572649670189174769403858709...”

Mouridji saw, and she remained silent.

1.6 The Archive and the templein the Fields of Peace

It was late at night. Melchard — Melchard the pure, as Orest used to call him
—was sitting on alog at the edge of the plain of Erriba, wondering what would
happen to him now that his master had left the kingdom. At the age of nineteen,
he was the youngest of the Brown Robe, having been initiated by Orest only
nine months earlier. At the time he had thought the initiation ceremony the most
incredible of all the rituals performed in the kingdom. Now, he looked back and
smiled.

Ran Gereset, his elder by fifteen years, came to sit by his side. He put his
hand on his shoulder, “Feeling a bit low?”’

“Perhaps.”

“After such a high, it's more than normal. Did Barkhan Seer speak to you?”
Ran Gereset asked.

Melchard shook his head.

Esrevin was walking towards them, carrying a bundle of dry branches.
“Barkhan Seer is coming,” he announced. “Let’s light afire. Now the Thunder-
bolt Bearers have left, it feels much colder down here.”

Melchard and Ran Gereset gathered a few more branches, and the fire was
soon lit.

“Praise the Great Apollo, Master Barkhan Seer!” Melchard exclaimed with a
touch of wonder when he saw the great sage approaching. Barkhan Seer’s leg-
end made even the most accomplished of the Masters of Thunder raise their
eyebrows in amazement. As foretold in many prophesies, each time he appeared
to the kingdom he deeply influenced the fate of the Brown Robe.

“Here are the Masters of Thunder! Praise the Great Apollo, my brothers!”
Barkhan Seer saluted the three men in his warm voice. “Let us sit together, if
not in the fire as your brethren do when they meet in high spheres, at least
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around this beautiful fire.” He turned to Melchard, “How is the Mother of the
Light treating you, young man?’

“Well, Master Barkhan Seer,” Melchard smiled. Being addressed by Barkhan
Seer was like receiving a high wind of Spirit that illuminated your energy and
filled you with enthusiasm.

“You must not blame destiny for taking Orest away from the kingdom,”
Barkhan Seer’ s voice carried the balm of the waters. “If we have chosen Gervin
to be the Thunderbolt Bearer at the time of the Archive transfer, it is because he
is an extraordinarily gifted man, who will be remembered as one of the greatest
masters of our lineage. You are privileged, redly, to have the opportunity of
learning from him and serving Thunder under his guidance, especialy during
these critical times when so much will depend on you.”

“Praise the Great Apollo!” Esrevin voiced his enthusiasm. “When shall we
begin the great task?’

Barkhan Seer replied with one of the sayings of Thunder, “Right now!” And
the three men laughed and rejoiced.

“Esrevin will direct the operations in the temple of Lasseera,” Barkhan Seer
went on. “The Archive will gather the spiritual forces and the knowledge from
both temples, Lasseera and Eisraim. Gervin and Melchard will hold Eisram
while Esrevin holds Lasseera.”

“What about Ran Gereset?’ Melchard asked.

“My mission is to go north, brother,” Ran Gereset said with great softness,
for he knew that Melchard would not like the news.

“North? Where?’ Melchard asked anxiously.

Ran Gereset took a long breath. “Far. Beyond the seas of the northern shores
of the kingdom, in a desert land where there is nothing but ice.”

Melchard had tearsin his eyes. “ Does this mean you are not coming back?

“I’'m afraid so, brother.”

“Ran Gereset is needed in the lands of the far north, at the extreme limit of
the world,” Barkhan Seer explained. “From there, he will conduct a long ritual.
Indispensable for the Archive transfer.”

Melchard’' s sadness was deep. During the difficult years of his apprenticeship
in the Brown Robe, Ran Gereset had not only been a marvellous teacher but
also a rea brother to him. Having to lose him, just after losing Orest, was a
devastating blow.

“Friends, you shall meet again, and sooner than you think,” Barkhan Seer
said, his voice comforting like the Sun. “In a matter of months, Gervin will ini-
tiate you into the art of being parallel.”

“Living in two worlds at the same time!” Esrevin slapped Melchard' s shoul-
der, bringing aglow of wonder in the young man’s eyes.

“Exactly. This art is central to the higher echelons of the initiation in the
Brown Robe. Gervin himself became a parald at the very moment of his in-
stallation as the new Thunderbolt Bearer. He now livesin the Fields of Peace as
well asin the kingdom.”

33



Atlantean Secrets

This sounded so extraordinary that for one moment Melchard forgot his sad-
ness. The Fields of Peace were the pure world, the World to Come — the perfec-
tion which the physical world aspired to achieve, but which already existed be-
yond the physical world. “The Fields of Peace are the future of humanity,”
Orest often taught his disciples, “the immaculate dwelling human beings will
inhabit when all is accomplished.”

“Soon, you will join Gervin in the Fields of Peace,” Barkhan Seer was warm.
“There you will find ateam of extremely powerful Masters of Thunder waiting
for you: Alambar Seer and Firen Seer, who were two of my disciples, Matsyen-
dranath, Olembinah (who has lived with the Flying Dragons for more than two
hundred years), and Amitabhadass, the shining one. Together with them you
will form the Archive council, which will be supervising the progress of the Ar-
chive in the kingdom and liaising with the builders of the temple.”

“And what about you, Master Barkhan Seer, will you be with us?” Ran Gere-
set asked.

“Later. First | will return to the Absolute White Light of Highness. When the
time for the Archive transfer approaches, | will descend again and work with
you in the Fields of Peace.”

“Will you tell us more about this temple in the Fields of Peace, Master Bark-
han Seer?’ Melchard asked tentatively. “How will it be different from the Ar-
chive?’

“The Archive will be kept in the temple. But in reality the temple and the Ar-
chive will be one, for the Archive will contain much more than just knowledge.
Spiritual forces and seeds of initiation — this is what the Archive is all about.
The end of the kingdom, which has now become unavoidable, will be accompa-
nied by massive destruction and chaos. The knowledge of all temples will be
lost. And when a new kingdom is born, human beings will find themselvesin a
spiritual desert, with no oracles, no temples, no lineages of initiates and teach-
ers, no priestly orders. Even the Law will have been lost.

Our mission is to prepare for the future. In our Archive we will preserve the
flame of al or nearly al the spiritual ordersin the temples of Eisraim and Las-
seera. We will keep the spirit aive, that men and women of the future may light
their torches from our flame.”

Melchard' s eyes were glowing. “ So is this what will happen at the time of the
Archive transfer — the traditions which have been kept in our temples since time
immemorial will be lifted up into the Fields of Peace?’

“Yes,” Barkhan Seer answered joyfully, seeing he had rekindled the young
man’s enthusiasm. “And all of uswill be there with you in the Fields of Peace.
Not just the one hundred Thunderbolt Bearers who took part in the clearing rit-
ual, but all of us! Our Voices will combine, and it will be the greatest ritual that
the Masters of Thunder will ever have performed.”

“So, will Ran Gereset, Esrevin, Gervin and | be performing the ritual both
from the kingdom and from the Fields of Peace?’ Melchard asked.
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“No. If everything goes according to plan, only Ran Gereset will be in both
places at the same time. His position will allow him to hold the energy in a way
that will make it unnecessary for you to be in the kingdom. By then, you will
have gathered a large team in Eisraim and Lasseera: great Field Wizards and
stone makers, and of course your own apprentices in Thunder. This will be one
of your greatest joys, as it has been for the masters of the Brown Robe who
came before you: train apprentices, watch them grow in Thunder, slowly, and be
with them when they make mistakes, help them stand up again each time they
trip along the way, and finally see them reach the summits of power that their
elders have conquered before them. By the time of the Archive transfer, your
apprentices will have become accomplished Masters of Thunder, and it will be
up to them to take care of all operationsin the kingdom.”

There followed a long silence. The three disciples of Orest drank Barkhan
Seer’ s presence, pondering on the new world which was opening before them.

Melchard, who always sat with his back very straight, was shining. Barkhan
Seer plunged hisfiery eyesinto him and took his hand.

Far above, in the world of the gods, Lord Gana was sitting in front of the sil-
very waves of the Molten Sea. Between his hands he held a fantastic musical
instrument made of thousands of rays of light. His eyes fixed on the horizon, he
smiled.

Barkhan Seer smiled.

Melchard smiled with him, and a great opening took place.

1.7 Gervin’s second meeting with the emissary of Ahriman

I n the deepest of the night, Gervin felt an ominous presence following him. It
did not take him long to recognise Aphelion, the former Master of Thunder who
had been Orest’s teacher, and who had shocked the temple of Eisraim by de-
ciding to defect and serve Ahriman, the Prince of Darkness, thereby cutting all
histies with the Brown Robe.

It was difficult to conceive that a man of such knowledge and integrity could
have let himself be tempted by the dark side. At first no one had believed the
news because Aphelion, or rather Perihelion (as his name had been before he
followed Ahriman) had often surprised his friends with his incredible sense of
humour, so people thought it must be one of his pranks. But when it became
clear that Perihelion would not come back, and that he had become one of the
powerful generals of Ahriman, the consternation that struck the temple was be-
yond words. Perihelion had been a champion of Truth, a blazing star in the con-
stellation of the Masters of Thunder. He had conquered the arch-mysterious
powers of the Deep Underworlds, accomplished mind-blowing miracles, and
taught and initiated eight Masters of Thunder to the highest degree, Orest
among them. And he had been a humble man, who often healed people of lower
castes. He had refused the showers of honours that the prince of Eisraim wanted
to bestow on him for having saved his wife, whom the kingdom’s best physi-
cians had declared paralysed beyond hope after she fell from the balcony of her
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royal apartment, but who, nine weeks after Perihelion’s good treatment, was
seen trotting around like a filosterops.

How could a man like Perihelion be captured by the dark side? This was a
question Orest’s disciples asked themselves over and over again with undis-
guised anxiety. For if Perihelion, the teacher of their teacher, could be tempted,
then anyone could be tempted, especially younger and less accomplished Mas-
ters of Thunder like themselves. The wise Orest never tried to reassure them
with kind, soothing words. Rather, he exhorted them to pray to the Mother of
the Light, hold onto the Fire, and be ready! Sooner or later, Ahriman would
knock at their door and tempt them with an offer that would probably take them
completely by surprise. “The devil,” Orest often said, “isno idiot. Wicked heis,
but nonethel ess abominably intelligent.”

As Gervin felt Aphelion approaching (Aphelion was well-known for walking
faster than champion runners), he recalled the first time he had got to see for
himself what an encounter with the dark side could do to aman. It was when his
brother-disciple Esrevin was found half-dead in the woods of Nadavan, only a
few hours walk from the plain of Erriba — a place not actually far from where
he was now, though it was too dark to say for sure. Two months before Esrevin
had been due to receive his fina initiation as a Master of Thunder, he had been
visited by Aphelion, whom Ahriman had sent to tempt him.

Esrevin, two years younger than Gervin, had been with Orest since the age of
twelve. Gervin, who had met Orest only when he was twenty, regarded him as
one of the strongest souls he had ever met. His enthusiasm seemed inexhausti-
ble, and his aura aways shone with the light of the uppermost sky, from which
he derived his brilliant intelligence and sound judgment. But when they found
him, after six weeks spent in the company of Aphelion, he was lying prostrate
with avague look in his eyes. For six months thereafter he could not say a word
or move from his bed. He refused food and only survived thanks to Orest’s mi-
raculous healing powers.

Gervin was recalling that dreadfully emptied-out and extinguished look of a
man whose foundations had been shattered and hopes long forgotten, when
Aphelion called out, “Praise the Lord Melchisedek, Gervin of Thunder!”

The voice had not changed. It brought back memories of Gervin's encounter
with Aphelion five years earlier — so dreadful that he did not even want to re-
member them.

“Praise the Lord Melchisedek, Gervin of Thunder!” Aphelion called out
again.

Gervin did not stop walking.

It was two days before the end of the Moon cycle, and so despite the late hour
in the night the Moon had not yet risen. In the total darkness, Gervin saw Aphe-
lion’s aura. It was but a black hole in the purple space. The shining emblems of
the Masters of Thunder had been eclipsed. The pitch-black doom of darkness of
those who serve Ahriman was all that remained.
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“Congratulations on that magnificent ritual, Gervin!” Aphelion’s deep and
marvellously melodious voice rang out — the voice of a great master of the
Word. “I watched it carefully, and enjoyed every second of it.”

“Aphelion, you are wasting your time,” Gervin kept striding forwards.
“Whatever you have come to tell me, the answer isno.”

Aphelion walked on his left side. “Gervin, this time | haven’t come to try to
entice you into my camp,” he stood on his dignity. “My king has sent me to of-
fer you atruce.”

“No.”

“An official treatise of mutual non-aggression, Gervin, nothing more. Thisis
what my king is offering: he will not try to tempt any of your disciples, and he
will guarantee the safety of your temple in the troubled times which are ahead.
This will save the lives of many of your friends, Gervin. And all heis asking in
return...”

“No.”

“Gervin, | hate to see you walking in the dark. Could | transport you where
you wish to go?’

“No.”

“l see,” Aphelion said thoughtfully. “The new Thunderbolt Bearer is even
more stubborn than the former one.”

“No.”

“Gervin, you are angry at me for the way | treated you when | first visited
you. | agree, | was rough. But make no mistake, my friend, it was only because
of the high opinion my king has of you. In any case, | offer you my apologies.”

“No.”

“Gervin, Gervin... as a result of your stubbornness, a lot of innocent people
will be harmed, starting with those you love.”

Right in front of them, Aphelion conjured up an image of Marka. She was no
longer young and fresh, but wrinkled and exhausted. She was meditating in her
small cell, in the tower of Malchasek, but the light of her angel was not with
her. She looked defeated and empty, and desperately sad, asif she had just spent
twenty years crying.

If oneimage could have hit Gervin, this was the one.

“Poor Marka,” Aphelion said in a compassionate tone, “her life is about to be
wasted. Malchasek has decided to withdraw his light from the kingdom, as you
know. And so her high priesthood will not be the illumination she had hoped
for, but a long and painful agony. Year after year, the light of Malchasek will
dwindle, until it finally dies out. Please, Gervin, let me make her a present. Let
me use my influence over the Lords of Destiny. It would only take minimal in-
fluence for Marka's first vow to be declared invalid by an official oracle. Then
she could run into your arms, and be yours, which is exactly what she wants.
For you know how desperate she is at the moment, don’t you? See how beauti-
ful she would be if she were your wife!”
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The old woman was replaced by a blossoming Marka, whose eyes shone the
feast of light of the Ancient Days of the Earth. She not only looked happy and
fulfilled, but also wise, and inspired.

“No,” Gervin repeated in a neutral voice.

“Gervin, don’t be afool!” Aphelion insisted. “Thisis a free present | am of-
fering you. Y ou don’'t have to make any pact, or do anything in return.”

“NO."

Seeing that Gervin was putting so much will into saying no, the emissary of
Ahriman looked for questions that would alow him to keep saying no and yet
agree with him.

He manifested images of the temple of Eisraim — scenes of utter devastation.
Terrifying hordes of Nephilim giants were charging through the temple’'s main
portal. They slaughtered the guards, and armed with huge maces, destroyed all
the statues in the alleys of the temple. Swearing and screaming like madmen,
they desecrated the chapels, pillaged the sacred relics and demolished all the
buildings.

“None of these images are new to you, are they?’ Aphelion sneered.

“NO."

“And you know very well that all this could happen during your lifetime. For
the time is coming, and the days are numbered. Gervin, do you believe these
future events are so fixed and pre-determined that not one force in the creation
could stop them?”’

“NO.”

“So you would not want to miss an opportunity that allowed you to preserve
the temple of Eisraim, while still accomplishing the glorious mission that the
Masters of Thunder have assigned to you, would you?”’

Gervin did not answer. Any form of alliance or pact with the Prince of Dark-
ness was totally out of the question. He kept walking.

“Gervin, you are not a man of poor judgment, and you do not lack compas-
sion. The pact of non-aggression that my king is offering you is a golden op-
portunity. Y ou cannot afford to let it slip out of your hands.”

Gervin'slips remained sealed.

Aphelion dlightly modified his tactic. He raised his voice, “Do you believe
yourself as powerful as Ahriman, Gervin?’

“NO."

Aphelion rushed forwards and barred Gervin's way. In a threatening tone, he
declared, “Gervin, your blunt refusal of my offer could have disastrous conse-
quences for your Archive project. You would not want to take the risk of losing
everything by starting an all-out war against the armies of Ahriman just to avoid
one treaty, would you?’

“Yes, | would!” Gervin answered at near-V oice threshold, stopping where he
was and standing up very straight, ready to engage the full power of his lineage
by recalling the obelisk of Thunder.
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Startled at this sudden change, Aphelion remained silent, seeking inspiration
for his next move.

“Come on, Aphelion, where are your armies?’ Gervin challenged him,
shouting with the Voice. “Bring them down, now — or stop this nonsense!” He
went on in his normal voice, “Anyhow, al thisis ridiculous. You and | know
very well that Ahriman will not engage any final confrontation with the forces
of light until the War of All against All. And that will not be before thousands
of years have passed. Now, let us stop this stupid conversation.” He started
walking again, “Follow me, Aphelion, | need to speak to you about serious
matters.”

Aphelion, who could see in the dark, looked at Gervin in disbelief. Some-
thing inside him secretly rejoiced at seeing the Thunderbolt Bearer so bright and
unstoppable. But only briefly, and so deep inside that he himself barely noticed
it.

He followed Gervin, not just because he till hoped to sway his mind, but
also out of curiosity.

“It must be hard for a man with your sense of humour to work with Ahri-
man,” Gervin dropped, in a conversational tone.

“What?’

“ Ahriman totally lacks any sense of humour, doesn’t he?’

Aphelion burst out laughing derisively.

“Have you ever seen Ahriman make ajoke, Aphelion?” Gervin persisted.

“My king has a wonderful sense of the irony in all things, and often demon-
strates it through his acts.”

“Mm...” Gervinreplied, “you see exactly what | mean, don’t you?’

Aphelion, grinding his teeth, made himself cold. “Say what you have to say,
Gervin of the Brown Robe!”

“Of course. But first, tell me Aphelion, why do you still wear the brown
gown of the Masters of Thunder?’

“Because one day the whole of the lineage of Thunder will rally behind me,
and serve my king with me,” Aphelion answered with certitude.

“Aphelion!” Gervin exclaimed compassionately, “Do you really believe
this?’

“1 have the full power of Ahriman behind me, Gervin,” Aphelion was cool
and measured. “ The king of the world is unstoppable.”

“You don't believe aword you say!” Gervin kept smiling. “It’s not just that it
goes against common sense — at least four hundred of our brethren live in the
spheres of Highness. And you haven't been capable of tempting even one of the
seven young apprentices in Thunder you have so far visited. Deep inside you,
you ssmply don’t believe that Thunder will rally with Ahriman, even though
Ahriman has said so.”

“Thank you for your opinion, Gervin,” Aphelion maintained a glacial facade.
“But the future, as you know, holds many surprises. Now, what did you want to
tell me?’
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Gervin stopped walking and faced the pitch-black aura. He drew a long
breath and spoke with infinite softness. “What | have to say is very simple,
Aphelion. The Masters of Thunder have decided that one day, one of them will
be sent to rescue you from the dark side. | will be the one.”

Aphelion burst out laughing so loudly that at first it was impossible to say
whether he was sarcastic or flabbergasted.

But his laughter lasted just alittle too long.

Gervin kept smiling, sensing the impact of his words on the emissary of
Ahriman. He immediately went on, “Aphelion, why not come with me right
now? You only have to say one word, and three hundred Thunderbolt Bearers
will be with me to clear the darkness out of you. By dawn, we could all be
laughing together. We still remember your sense of humour, you know.”

“My boy, what are you saying? You are not serious, are you?’ Aphelion was
so taken aback that for a moment he almost seemed to be hesitating.

“Very serious, my dear enemy. Follow me! Let us put an end to the non-
sense!”

Aphelion burst out laughing again, but not as loudly this time. He was think-
ing deeply. “Gervin...”

“Aphelion,” Gervin interrupted him, “you have just seen what one hundred
Thunderbolt Bearers can do. One word from you, and there will be three times
as many to help me perform your clearing ritual.”

“But...” something in Aphelion’s resoluteness was almost softening.

“When we clear we are unstoppable,” the fierce Thunderbolt Bearer was
matter-of-fact. “Y ou only have to say one word, Aphelion, and you are free!”

After an interminable second of hesitation, Aphelion replied in the icy-cold
tones of his Ahrimanic voice, “No! Y ou are completely wasting your time.”

“1 haven’t wasted my time, Aphelion. Something inside you was moved.”

“No!” insisted the emissary of the Prince of Darkness. “Y ou are wasting your
time. | am the servant of the king of the world. It was my choice, and the choice
was made in full free will, and with total understanding of what it involved. It is
irrevocable.”

“All right, then,” Gervin was serene. With a touch of irony, he threw the
words with which Aphelion had concluded their last meeting, “But | want you
to remember one thing: my offer remains, you can come to me any time,
whether in thislife or another.”

Recognising his own words, Aphelion burst out laughing again, this time un-
ambiguously sardonic. And he turned his back and walked away.

“We shall meet again, Aphelion,” Gervin whispered. “One way... or another!”

— Thus ends the Book of the Beginnings —
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2.1 Thirty years later, on the south-eastern shores of the
kingdom of Atlantis

Praise the Lord Mel chisedek!

One afternoon, when | was seven years old, my father called me and told me
it was time to start school. The next day | was to be sent to a place which
sounded very far away.

There was a vague anxiety at the prospect of being separated from my loving
stepmother (my mother had died when | was two years old), and losing the se-
curity of our home. But according to the Law — the Law of Melchisedek — alit-
tle boy belonging to the caste of the Beige Public Servants of the Prince of
Sheringa, the caste of my father, was to begin school at seven, as al little boys
of the same caste had done since time immemorial. In any case there was no
conceivable alternative, and therefore no doubt or fear. As the Law said, “ One
Law, one way! Praise the Lord Melchisedek!” and, “The Law is my shelter. The
Law is my peace.” And, “For he who follows the Law of our Lord Melchisedek,
how could there be fear?” How could I, or my father, have wanted anything else
but to follow the Law?

There was, however, a touch of emotion in my father’s voice. At the time |
hardly noticed it. Only severa years later, reviewing my memories, did | realise
that my father was very ill, and knew it was the last time he would see me.

The Law said, “Fear not, man of noble caste on the way to the Great Jour-
ney. If thou canst not raise thy children, the Law will.” Yet my father had tears
in his eyes. He took mein his arms and looked at me for quite along while, ca-
ressing my thin blond hair and the prominent birthmark on my left cheek. “Or-
lon, my son...” he started saying. Then he whispered something extremely
strange into my ear. It was a rarely-used and little-known verse of the Law, not
a normal thing to say to a young boy: “We shall meet again in the Fields of
Peace.”

Who was he to speak like this? And what exactly did he know of the unusual
destiny awaiting his son? This, as the Law said, was lost in the mists of time, in
the forgetfulness of that which is beyond the gods.

When the meeting with my father ended, | went out to look for my best
friend.

“Lakshman, son of Lakshman, my friend in the Law, where in the mists are
you?” | lawfully called as | ran through the neighbourhood. That day, the mists
were quite thick. | could hardly see afew meters ahead of me.
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Soon | heard his voice, “ Orlon, son of Orlon, my friend in the Law, | am here
in the mists!”

Lakshman was playing with three little boys of his caste, the Recorders of the
Law, with whom it was aso lawful for meto play.

As soon as | saw them, | uttered the relevant verse of the Law. Of course, |
did not understand its meaning, but | knew it was the right thing to say. “Fare-
well, my friends. The Law has brought us together, now it takes us apart. All
glory to the Lord Melchisedek!”

As soon as he heard my words, Lakshman lawfully answered, “Farewell, my
friend. The Law has brought us together, now it takes us apart. All glory to the
Lord Melchisedek!” And each of the three little boys repeated the same verse
after him. This was the lawful way of responding to the farewell. Since time
immemorial, the denizens of the kingdom had farewelled each other in this pre-
cisely codified way.

My friends spoke in a contained and mildly sad voice — the lawfully pre-
scribed intonation for that particular verse. Like al verses, it was accompanied
by codified body language: my friends kept their lips slightly pursed, their backs
bent forward imperceptibly, their hands resting on their thighs. The expression
on their faces was grave, with afeeling of surrender to the higher wisdom of the
Lord Melchisedek — a very natural feeling, since separations, as well as al other
important things, could only be brought about by the Will of our Lord. The law-
fully wonderful thing was, we did not have to think in order to say these things.
It all came to us automatically. Since our most tender years, we had heard our
parents speak the verses of the Law. We had watched the facial expressions of
our elders, and felt the emotions that accompanied each verse. Asthe Law said,
“Model thy parents, as thy parents modelled their parents. Thus spins the wheel
of the Law.”

My little friends remained silent for a few seconds, this being the thing to do
after reciting that verse.

| shared their silence, copying the expression on their faces.

Then Lakshman followed the course of the codified conversation, “ Orlon, my
friend in the Law, where are you going?”

All 1 had to do was to repeat the words which my father had spoken earlier,
“ The time has come for me to undergo schooling, just as my father Orlon, son
of Orlon, did before me, and his father Orlon, son of Orlon, did before him.”

The four little boys nodded with a serious, understanding expression, as was
lawfully expected of them after hearing my explanation. Needless to say, they
would have nodded in exactly the same fashion had | told them | was going to
hell.

A few minutes of silence went by, in which we stood motionless, our minds
blank.

Then Perches (son of Perches), a little boy whom everyone believed would
grow up to become a powerful village leader, resumed the nursery rhyme which
my friends had been chanting before | arrived.
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“What does a madman do when hisfirst son is born?

He dances. He dances.”

We al followed hislead.

“What does a madman do when his second son is born?

He dances. He dances.

What does a madman do when his third son is born?

He dances. He dances.”

Standing still, our eyes fixed on the mists, we chanted this most enjoyable
tune for afew hours, until our parents called us for dinner.

2.2 Atlantean schooling, early years

The Law said, “A man shall follow the path of his father, as his father fol-
lowed the path of his father. Thus spins the wheel of the Law.” But not all chil-
dren went to school.

My friend Grobes, son of Grobes, for instance, never did. His father was a
cobbler, from the caste of the Lawfully Shrewd Cobblers of the South-Eastern
District of the County of Sheringa. Like the little boys of al castes of craftsmen,
he accompanied his father and his uncles to work every day, and he watched
them, learning by example. When he came back in the evening, one hour before
sunset (the lawful time at which the Lawfully Shrewd Caobblers of the South-
Eastern District of the County of Sheringa stopped work every day of the year),
he always had fascinating verses of the Law to tell, such as, “The Lord Mel-
chisedek made me a cobbler, that | may celebrate his glory,” or “Mind your fin-
gers when the nail is sharp!” He showed me all the cobblers gestures that he
had observed in the shop that day. Mesmerised, | watched him repeat the same
hand movements, day after day.

Unfortunately, this enlightening friendship came to an abrupt end when
Grobes turned eight, the age at which little boys of cobbler castes started ac-
companying their father during the lawful leisure time prescribed for them: a
slow stroll in the marketplace in the company of their peers while chatting with
the members of the caste of the Most Lawfully Lawful Cobblers of the South-
Eastern and Eastern Districts of the County of Sheringa.

| wished | too could have gone to work with my father, like Grobes. But the
Law of my caste said, “A servant of the prince of Sheringa shall go to school,
that he may serve the prince well.”

The first years of my education took place in nature. The children of my class
were led through the forests that covered most counties of the kingdom. During
the day, we played simple games and learned to repeat verses of the Law. At
night, we slept in wonderfully cosy tree houses.

Tree houses were made of living branches, the growth of which was guided
by particular fields of energy. | often had the opportunity to witness how they
were built. On certain auspicious days of the calendar, groups of villagers would
gather near a large tree, or sometimes two or three trees close together. They
first worshipped the trees with offerings of flowers, fruits and grains. After this
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village priests arrived and conducted a ritual, chanting powerful mantras and
hymns of the Law. And that was al that had to be done! Once the energy field
had been stamped onto the trees, new branches appeared, gradually grouping
themselves into walls, either at ground level or higher up in the air, depending
on the blueprint. Time was all that was required before the roof appeared and its
branches matted together so tightly that the construction became waterproof.
Every few months the village priests came back and reinforced the energy field
through maintenance rituals, but essentialy, the tree took care of itself.

Despite the fact that the field speeded up the growth of branches, it took at
least five to ten years for a small tree house to be built (and up to fifty years for
a tree palace). Yet these natural dwellings were found in plenty, for the Law
prescribed the construction of a number of them to be started every month. For
the villagers, these were happy ceremonies dedicated to the Lord Melchisedek
himself. In the tree houses, the Lord Melchisedek takes care of his children,
said the Law, and tree houses are havens for all the children of the Law (mean-
ing the people of the kingdom). Thanks to the trees no one, not even the poorest
people or passing travellers, was ever left without a roof. When you walked
through a forest, it was usually not long before you came across an empty tree
house ready to receive you.

Once built, a tree house would remain available for generations, and would
mature with time. As the Law said, unlike men, trees grow in wisdom with age.
A one-hundred-year-old tree house was regarded as a sacred place where those
who needed comfort could go and find not only lawful rest but also lawful in-
spiration.

Tree houses were not the only buildings that grew. Other lawful habitations
were made of an organic material that breathed and glowed: the lawful plass.
During the day the floor, the ceiling and the inner walls of a plass house gave
enough misty light for people to carry out their lawful activities. At night, the
plass gave a dim glow which made sleep comfortable and safe. Thus the Law
said, in the house of the Lord the children of the Law are never in darkness.

Theliving walls of a house required maintenance rituals, some of which were
performed by the inhabitants of the house, others by members of the castes of
lawful masons and village priests. Hymns were chanted and food offerings were
made to the living walls. Small piles of food — plass food —were |eft on the floor
by the side of the walls. Over a few days the piles would gradually disappear,
absorbed by the floor and the walls. One must not eat food offerings made to
living walls, as they made you sick with unlawful indigestion and monsoon-like
diarrhoea.

After a hundred years, or much less if the walls were not fed through proper
rituals, the plass would die. The walls of the house would turn thinner and thin-
ner, until they became transparent and finally faded, leaving a ghost-like imprint
that could be seen on Full Moon nights. The plass of chapels and temples, how-
ever, didn’'t die after a hundred years. Like the Law, it lived forever — which is
why temples were eternal.
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As | grew up, more of my education took place in village schools, and less in
nature. Learning the verses of the Law remained the main occupation. Why
study anything else? Didn’t the Law say, the Law contains all knowledge, and
the essence of Knowledge is the essence of the Law, and what greater joy can
there be than repeating the verses of the Law? The hymns were made of spell-
binding mantras charged with vibrant occult forces. Chanted over long periods
of time, they induced expanded states of consciousness, and they imparted a
certain depth of feeling in the heart which we intuitively recognised and
warmed to. From an early age this specia feeling was awakened in us, and it
created a sense of wonder and awe for the Law.

Spiritual reasons aside, we just liked repeating verses! Take poetry, for in-
stance. A central notion of poetic art was formulated in the Law thus. any verse
repeated long enough turns into the sweetest poem. Hence our poetry classes
were enthrallingly simple. One particular verse of the Law was spoken by the
teacher. Then we would repeat the verse together, often for hours at atime. The
more we repeated it, the more we liked it. It became alive in the very depths of
our life force. Needless to say, the idea of composing a new verse would never
have occurred to us. Why would anyone want to invent a new verse, when all
poetic perfection was already contained in the Law?

Similarly, we were given art classes in which one model was presented to us
— usually a clay statue representing a god, or some other traditional symbolic
form taken from the Law. All students were to reproduce the model. The more
accurate the reproduction, the greater the artist. For the Law said, “ What more
sublime achievement can there be in the life of a sculptor than to execute one
perfect replica of each statue of the eighty-four main gods?”

Each art, and more generally every discipline, had its canon, the rules of
which had been established long, long ago, not by human beings but by the di-
vine revelation of the Law. The highest accomplishment human beings could
aspire to was to reproduce the perfection of lawfully codified models. By so
doing, they not only reached the summit of beauty; more importantly, they came
to understand the essence of the Law, in which all wisdom was to be found.

In the wonderfully safe cocoon of the Law | grew up without fear. There was
never any doubt or hesitation — only safe paths to follow. For each question,
there was a pre-formulated answer. For each situation, there was a precisely
codified response. For each human being, there was an already-traced destiny.
And thanks to the system of the castes, everyone knew exactly how to play their
role in the kingdom. There was no change, and no need for change. Thousands
of years earlier, the kingdom had begun with the divine revelation of the Law of
our Lord Melchisedek, and no greater joy could be conceived than the per-
petuation of the canons of the Law.

Y ears passed, and | slowly assimilated the part of the Law that the members
of my caste were supposed to know. My father being a public servant meant my
education was to continue until my late teens or perhaps even longer, if | could
pass the difficult examinations that led to the higher echelons of the kingdom’s
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administration. The tests leading to these examinations began when | was thir-
teen and included, of course, the recitation of long passages of the Law. These
presented no great challenge to me or my fellow students, who had the phe-
nomena memory common to all Atlantean people. We only had to a hear two-
hundred-verse poem once and we could regurgitate it effortlessly. Without one
mistake. Whether we understood the meaning of the verses was, of course,
completely irrelevant. What mattered was that the verses remained engraved in
our memory, so we could repeat them at any time. Relatively educated people
knew tens of thousands of verses of the Law by heart, and doctors of the Law
knew up to hundreds of thousands! But no one could possibly know the entirety
of the Law, an oral tradition of millions of verses, which had been transmitted
from generation to generation since the creation of the kingdom.

Becoming a public servant was an extremely difficult task because it required
learning how to face a great variety of situations. For each situation one had to
find the appropriate verse of the Law, so the lawful course of action might be
taken. That required superior intelligence. Faced with a situation for which no
lawful response had been taught, people commonly became blank. They stood
motionless with their eyes open, disconnected from reality.

As part of the selection process that led to higher education, there were tests
that confronted us with new situations or problems. Those who tried to tackle
the problem instead of standing still with an absent gaze were considered ex-
ceptionally gifted. To pass, they did not even have to solve the problem. This
would have required divine inspiration of a level that could not be expected
from schoolchildren. All they had to do was demonstrate that they did not be-
come blank, perhaps by frowning in perplexity, or scratching their head, or even
just looking around them.

Thank the Lord Melchisedek, | passed. So | was duly taken to a different
school. | was to be prepared for a much more difficult exam: the grand compe-
tition which recruited the high public servants of the King's administration.
This grand competition took place once a year, and was to be undergone at the
age of seventeen or eighteen, after four years of intense preparation.

In this new school, the students — and the teachers! — were much sharper, and
the classes covered a more varied range of topics. They included: history of the
Law (an easy discipline that explained why and how the Law had never
changed); the Law of the castes; mantric poetry and other lawful arts; knowl-
edge of the gods and of the main rituals of the Law (but no practice of the ritu-
als, which only priests performed); lawful rhetoric, and even, in the last year, a
few lessons of poalitics.

2.3 How music disappeared from my life

Of dl subjects, the one | enjoyed the most was music. As | belonged to a
caste of public servants, becoming a musician was not even an option. But had |
been more gifted, | would have loved to have taken on music as a recreational
occupation — alawful thing for a public servant to do. But despite all my efforts,
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I had only limited success in reproducing the rhythms and melodies my teachers
played to me.

My musical ambitions came to an abrupt end when | was fifteen. | was re-
ceiving a lesson from a compassionate teacher who, seeing my genuine aspira-
tion to master amusical instrument, had decided to give me some much-needed
private tuition.

We were standing in a garden outside the main building of the school. The
old man was playing wooden sticks, which were one of the traditional instru-
ments of Atlantean music. Standing in front of me, he was beating the sticks
slowly.

“Thisis called mono-tony,” he explained. “It is one of the most profound mu-
sical styles we have received from the Lord Melchisedek through the Law.”

Fascinated, | let the rhythm sink deep into me.

As he played, he kept on explaining, “The Law says, the beauty of music does
not lie in that which the ears can hear, but in that which the soul can perceive,
and superior musical pieces are those which induce the perception of the har-
mony of the spheres.”

After playing in front of me for some time, the old teacher handed the sticks
to me, and invited me to imitate him.

Click... Click...

“No,” hesaid, “Try again!”
Click... Click...

“No! Try again,” he repeated.
Click... Click...

“No! Try again,” he kept saying, and the lawful lesson went on and on. There
was no such thing as boredom.

Unfortunately, after alengthy series of attempts, the old teacher decided there
was Nno point continuing — not out of impatience, but from sound judgment.

“Perhaps, after all, you would be more successful if we tried a more sophisti-
cated musical instrument,” he decided. “Lawfully wait here for me,” he said,
and went inside.

Lawfully waiting was never a problem. | looked up and contemplated the
mists, letting my mind become blank.

When he came back, he was carrying the most incredibly beautiful instrument
| had ever seen. “This one is called saucepan and spoon,” he said with rever-
ence. “It is highly praised by the Law.”

Then he stood in front of me and started playing a magical melody, “Bang-
ting-ting, bang-ting-ting, bang-ting-ting, bang-ting-ting, bang-ting-ting, bang-
ting-ting...”

Never had | heard anything like it. This man was a great artist! Spellbound by
his musical harmonies, | was transported so high that | completely lost touch
with my physical environment.
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A vision came to me, but it was elusive, like a mist of faint light among the
clouds. It bore some resemblance to a recurrent dream of mine, which | could
never quite remember.

The music teacher brought me back to reality by pulling my arm. “Would you
liketo try, Orlon?’

Filled with awe, | took the large, heavy saucepan in one hand, and the long
spoon in the other.

“No,” he said, “the spoon must be held with your right hand.”

After hesitating a moment, | put the large saucepan on the floor, then took the
spoon in my right hand, then took the saucepan in my left hand, and then,
keeping the ‘bang-ting-ting’ tune in my mind, | struck the instrument.

Clang... Clang...

“No, try again,” the old man said.

Clang... Clang...

There were many attempts. Each time he repeated, “No, try again.”

After a long period of effort, a miracle took place, “Bung... clang-clang...
bung-twang... clang.”

“Nearly! Try again.” The old man’s eyes lit up with hope.

The sound was so magnificent that once more, | was transported high in the
light, and I lost touch with my body.

One moment later, however, | was suddenly pulled back into the kingdom by
aloud scream of pain coming from my teacher.

“Orlon son of Orlon! You idiot in the Law!” the old man shouted at me with
the corresponding lawful attitude on his face.

Looking down, | realised that | had inadvertently dropped the heavy saucepan
onto hisfoot.

| scratched my head, looking for an appropriate verse of the Law, but could
not find any.

After this unfortunate episode, | was no longer allowed to study musical in-
struments — only singing. But the school’s choir masters soon decided that my
voice lacked the qualities required to sing the glory of the Lord Melchisedek,
and that for the sake of the Law, it would be preferable if | focused on the reci-
tation of the hymns.

2.4 Growing in the Law

Y ears passed. | grew up in the Law. It was a gradual blossoming accompa-
nied by a broadening of my horizons. The Law of Melchisedek was not based
on restriction. There were no long lists of ‘thou shalt not...” linked to punish-
ments for transgressors. It was exactly the opposite. As one verse said, “By the
Law, a cobbler can be a cobbler, a shepherd can be a shepherd.” The Law
showed which things were to be done, and when and how to do them. Every
action was precisely codified. The more verses one knew, the more one could
do. Conversely, those savages who lived on distant shores and knew not of the
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Law were no better than blobs. They spent their days vegetating on the sand,
hardly capable of feeding themselves.

A topic | particularly enjoyed at school was the Law of the castes. It taught
which caste wore which colour. Each caste wore only one type of clothing.
Thank the Lord Melchisedek, this saved them from the nightmare of having to
decide what to wear every morning. Thus a learned person could immediately
know which caste someone belonged to, just by seeing how they were dressed.
Knowing their caste, one could greet them in the appropriate way.

The words to salute someone were, “Praise the Lord Melchisedek!” to which
the other person was to answer, “All glory to the Lord Melchisedek!” But the
intonation varied totally depending on which caste one belonged to. Thus, for
example, the Lawfully Shrewd Cobblers of the South-Eastern District of the
County of Sheringa praised the Lord Melchisedek with a descending quarter
tone in the fourth syllable and an ascending half tone in the seventh syllable,
while the Most Lawfully Lawful Cobblers of the South-Eastern and Eastern
Districts of the County of Sheringa did exactly the opposite, except when they
addressed a member of their own caste, in which case the rule was to use as-
cending quarter tones on all unaccented syllables, but not when addressing an
elder, for whom all ascending inflexions were to be accentuated. That was sim-
ple. The members of higher castes had much more sophisticated rules, with one
particular way of saluting each other caste, and different ways of saluting the
members of their own caste depending on the day of the week and the season.
There were hundreds of main castes and thousands of sub-castes — this was why
the Law of the castes was such a fascinating topic of study. Of course, it took
years of effort. But what a reward in the end! Whenever interacting with some-
one, there was such profound satisfaction in knowing one could speak to them
in exactly the lawful way prescribed by the Lord Melchisedek at the beginning
of the kingdom.

This privilege, needless to say, was reserved for the members of higher
castes. Less educated people only knew a few dozen ways of praising the Lord
Melchisedek. To judge someone’s level of education, all one had to do was sa
lute them and listen to the way they answered, “All glory to the Lord Mel-
chisedek!” It said everything about their origins.

In our later years of schooling, greater and greater emphasis was placed on
not becoming blank when faced with a new situation. This goal was to be
achieved by gaining a wide perspective on the Law, studying many facets rather
than just the precepts of one caste, and aso through osmosis. In the years of
preparation for the grand competition, the teachers were men of avery different
calibre from those who took care of young children. They spoke dlightly faster,
for a start, and a certain light shone in their eyes. They asked many questions,
even disconcerting questions for which the students had not yet learnt the an-
swers by heart. And at times they showed a certain sense of humour (a quality
almost totally absent from the majority of Atlantean people).
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To me, the most disconcerting of all topics was politics. It was introduced
only in the last year, and was not taken very far. Real political studies began at a
later stage and only for those who had succeeded in the grand competition. Thus
I never really learnt much of this weird art. But the little bit | had to endure al-
ways remained atopic of wonder to me.

The art of politics turned the most fundamental lawful concepts upside down.
Normally, when faced with a difficult situation a learned person would turn to-
wards the wisdom of the Law to decide on a course of action. Not so with po-
litical counsellors! Strange as it may sound, their task was exactly the opposite.
A prince or high dignitary would approach them with an already-made decision.
The counsellor’s task then was to find the verses of the Law that best justified
that decision.

I will always remember my total stupefaction when, during one of my first
lectures in politics, a teacher asked me, “The prince of the county of the West-
ern Plains has decided to get rid of hiswife, who has given him eight daughters
and no sons. Find the reasons in the Law which demonstrate that he isright.”

“Oh my Lord Melchisedek!” | exclaimed, “But that is terrible! Thiswoman is
going to be...”

“Orlon, son of Orlon!” the teacher interrupted in an aggravated tone of voice.
“These remarks are totally irrelevant! We are here to discuss the Law, for the
Lord Melchisedek’ s sake!”

| sighed and went fishing for a verse from my relatively wide lawful reper-
toire. “ A man must fulfil the Law of hisfathers,” | suggested after a moment.

“Mm...” the teacher did not seem to be impressed.

“A prince commands, and takes orders from no one,” another student sug-
gested.

“Yes!” the teacher nodded, “this verse | like much better.”

“The highest duty of a prince is to secure lasting peace in his county. Thus,
for the benefit of his subjects, he must have a son, that his son may succeed him
on the throne,” another student said.

“Lawfully excellent!” the teacher raised his index finger. “This is exactly
what a wise counsellor would say. It clearly demonstrates that the prince has no
lawful choice but to get rid of his wife.” Then he turned towards me, “Now,
Orlon, suppose you are advising the prince's wife. How could you demonstrate
that the Law commands the prince should stay with her?”’

Thistime, | was left blank. A maor blow had been delivered to my absolute
faith in the Law. Never before had | suspected that people could play with its
sacred truths and manipulate them for persona advantage. This was so contrary
to everything | had been taught that all | could do was gaze into the mists and
become blank.

There was even worse. In some difficult cases, it was not possible to find
verses of the Law that justified the monarch’s decisions. The political advisers
then used a mind-boggling technique: they cut parts of lawful verses and re-
combined them in such a manner that they fitted the monarch’s needs perfectly.
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And they justified themselves by quoting fundamental verses such as, “ That
which comes from the Law is lawful,” or “ The Law is true, therefore, all parts
of the Law aretrue.”

Thank the Lord Melchisedek, politics was only one of the many subjects we
had to study. The lore of rituals was much more appealing to me. The village
priests impressed me enormously. | was always mesmerised by the chanting of
the hymns and the recitations of the mantras of the Law. Their vibrant spirit
moved me and filled me with wonder.

| often followed the village priests when they went to perform rituals de-
signed to maintain the smooth functioning of the forces of nature. These prac-
tices were aimed at calling down the rain, fostering the fertility of the land, en-
suring the seasons arrived on time, and taking care of the climate in general. As
| was not from a priestly caste, | never took part in the chanting, | just sat and
watched the rituals. The priests, who in this village wore saffron robes, sat
around a small fire, which they lit in a precisely codified manner. Then, chant-
ing their mantras, they poured oblations into the fire. This created sparks of en-
ergy in the aura of the flame, which transported me into wonderful, expanded
states of consciousness and made me completely lose touch with time,

Another caste with which | enjoyed mixing — within the limits imposed by the
Law, of course —was that of the space controllers.

My first encounter with one of them took place after a tragic incident. One
morning in my dormitory, a boy was found dead in his bed. He was my best
friend, because he slept in the bed next to mine and the Law said, “Let thy
neighbour be thy friend.” | spent the day mourning, lawfully praying for his soul
and crying, as prescribed by the verse, “When thy friend dies, pray for his soul
and cry for one day, then surrender to the higher wisdom of our Lord Mel-
chisedek.” In the afternoon, the village priests were called, and after examining
his body they declared his death was not due to some sickness. The boy had
simply lost his way during the night. As we were told, this was not an unusual
event.

In the days that followed, our class was visited by Eterne, one of the space
controllers in charge of our area. Space controllers were a specia caste, whose
functions were even more mysterious than those of the priests. They were
sometimes called the night shepherds, because they spent their nights travelling
through darkness visible, the astral layer closest to the physical world. Their
role was to rescue many people who unconsciously wandered too far into astral
spaces during their sleep. In a number of cases, without someone to escort them
these stray sheep would have been unable to return into their body, and in the
morning they would have been found dead in their bed. The controllers brought
them home and sent an impulse to make them wake up.

After the death of my school friend, Eterne took specia care of the boys in
my class. Waking up in the morning, | often remembered having met him dur-
ing the night. He always thought | was going too far, and when he found me he
would tell me off. He thought | was purposely trying to go and explore distant
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regions of darkness visible — an idea that would have never occurred to me.
With time, | learnt from him how to spend my nights in the astral neighbour-
hood, rather than drifting far away. To thank him, | sometimes visited his house
during the day and took him flowers.

Space controllers were not only loved and appreciated for their service, they
also enjoyed great prestige. Many stories circulated about their secret powers,
and the strange encounters they sometimes had while travelling in remote astral
spaces. When | visited Eterne | used to sit, absorbed for hours, while he talked
about his work. He told me about the amazing places he had explored in dark-
ness visible and the many sleepers he had rescued from certain death. And he
spoke of the souls of the dead which he sometimes met on their way to spiritual
worlds — worlds so lofty they could not be seen even from the highest levels of
darkness visible. He also told me fantastic stories of high priests and priestesses
who had travelled even further than him, and explored incredibly distant
spheres, at least two or three levels above darkness visible.

As he spoke, | sat with my eyes wide open, filled with admiration and awe.

Little did | know that | would end up being trained by some of the most pow-
erful space controllers in the kingdom — the White Eagles, women of phenome-
nal travelling abilities, for whom darkness visible was but a rather dim and un-
eventful arealocated at the bottom of the ladder of the spheres.

2.5 The grand competition

One of the topics which presented me with great difficulty was physical edu-
cation. | hated running. The Law said that men of my caste were supposed to be
able to run so they may serve their sovereign in cases of great emergency, and
so | patiently submitted to the classes. But physical exercise, not just running,
was deeply against my nature. Perhaps it had to do with the fact that, even
though tall, | was extremely thin and particularly vulnerable to al forms of
colds and pestilences.

Once, in the middle of a sports class which consisted of climbing up and
down a stairway, the physical education teacher came over to me.

| was sitting on the bottom step, catching my breath, and remembering a pain-
ful episode afew months earlier when | had been chased by a cow across an en-
tirefield.

The man stood in front of me and looked at me for a moment with a strange
expression on his face. “You are lucky, Orlon! In our county, public servants
never have to take part in war operations. Can you imagine what would happen
if you had to fight against the Nephilim giants?’

| scratched my head, searching for an appropriate verse. “Fight with Spirit,
man of the Law!”

“Yes, but Spirit comesto the strong, Orlon,” he retorted.

| nodded, pondering on the depth of that verse.

Then he put his hand on my shoulder and said, “He who does well in the
grand competition will get a beautiful wife.”
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| frowned, wondering what he meant.

“You had better do well, Orlon, son of Orlon,” he smiled. “ Otherwise | won-
der what fool of a public servant would want to give you his daughter for a
wifel”

“A wife?” | looked up in the mists and became blank.

When | came back to myself, the physical education teacher had aready
gone. After this he never spoke to me again.

Most other teachers were much friendlier. In thislast year of preparation, they
were al trying to awaken a spirit of competition in their students. This was no
easy task, especially asfar as| was concerned. Once, after atest in history of the
Law in which | had done quite well, a teacher told me, “Lawfully excellent, Or-
lon! If you perform like this at the grand competition, you may end up serving
the prince of the county of Sheringa himself!”

| nodded. According to lawful rhetoric, the intonation of his sentence indi-
cated that | did not have to look for an answer, just smile politely.

“Wouldn't you like to be an important man from whom the royal family itself
seeks lawful advice, Orlon?” the teacher asked.

| became thoughtful, wondering if 1 would like that.

“You would be rich. You would have a beautiful wife and a large house with
servants, and everyone in your native village would respect you,” the teacher
continued.

| remained silent. | hadn’t visited my native village for years. | did not even
know if my parents were still alive.

“lsn’'t there a position in the high administration of the county of Sheringa
you would like to occupy?’ he questioned.

“Yes,” | nodded, “I would like to represent the prince in another county.”

“Mm...” the teacher had a dubious expression on his face. “Would you really
like to travel ?”

| nodded. Travelling was one of the things Atlantean people usually hated the
most. It not only implied leaving the comfort of their home, but also adapting to
a new climate, and sometimes even to a different lifestyle. Still, for some
strange reason it appealed to me.

“Well in that case, Orlon, you must do well in the grand competition,” the
teacher tried to impress on me. “The prince does not appoint many ambassa-
dors.”

| put on a decided face, as lawful rhetoric dictated | should after receiving an
injunction of this kind. But the need to reach a high score at the grand competi-
tion was not as obvious to me as it was to some other students, who seemed to
be anxious to join the high ranks of the royal administration.

In the months that preceded the grand competition, many of my fellow stu-
dents started showing signs of excitement. It all remained lawfully moderate but
still, there was no doubt that the prospect of undergoing the critical tests was
having an impact on them. They started discussing topics that would never have
come to their mind beforehand, such as which positions they wished to reach,
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and what sort of lawful spouse they would like. When talking, they tended to
use fewer stock phrases, and they chose their verses of the Law with more wit.
Some of them, whose ambition seemed staggering to me, even studied after
classes or engaged in debates, polishing their rhetoric for the examinations.

Finally, the great event arrived.

The competition was to take place in Sheringa city, the capital of the county,
where hundreds of students coming from all corners of the county flocked every
year. A few days before leaving the boarding school, a large ceremony took
place, during which the students lawfully expressed their gratitude for what they
had received from their teachers. A team of priests came and sang hymns for a
few hours. Then the teachers all stood in a row, and each student, one after the
other, came and thanked each teacher by repeating the same appropriate verses
of the Law, which were pronounced in a reserved but moderately sad tone.
Needless to say, the Lord Melchisedek was copiously praised before, during and
after this lawfully moving exchange. The students also thanked the energies of
the land and the trees for their nurturing support. Finally they thanked each
other, and the ceremony finished with a lawful banquet during which all were
invited to regjoice about the beautiful years ahead of them. Repeating the model
of their elders for the greatest glory of our Lord Melchisedek —what more envi-
able destiny could they have dreamt of ?

Blissful slegpers!

Little did they suspect their world was about to collapse.

— Thus ends the Book of the Blissful Sleepers—
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3.1 The call of destiny

The grand competition consisted of four parts. In the first part, candidates
had to undergo various examinations. They were to demonstrate their knowl-
edge of the Law and engage in long recitations of hymns, none of which pre-
sented much difficulty for those who had been properly prepared. Then the can-
didates were submitted to a fire of questions relating to practical situations
likely to be encountered by public servants, and to the application of various
rules and pieces of legidation. Each time, the challenge was to find a verse of
the Law that shed light on the problem and suggested a course of action.

Quite unexpectedly, | found myself enjoying the whole exercise — much more
than the months of preparation that had led to it. Unlike some of my fellow stu-
dents, | had little motivation to become part of the high administration of my
county. | wanted to make sure | would never have to run, and keep away at all
costs from anything that had to do with cattle. Apart from this, | did not really
care whether | ended up being a Grand Intendant of Lawfully Pending Admin-
istrative Implementations, a Lower Attaché of Lawful Princely Representation,
or a Lawful whatever else. Not preoccupied with achieving a high score, my
mood was serene. | surrendered to the higher wisdom of our Lord Melchisedek,
placing my destiny in his hands. But as the days passed, | enjoyed the vibrant
atmosphere of the examination rooms more and more. The examiners were
sharp-witted and they conveyed a certain alertness that not only helped me think
clearly, but also made me feel more alive than ever before.

So at the conclusion of the first week, when | learned that | was not one of the
twelve hundred candidates who had been eliminated, | was genuinely happy. |
was curious — lawfully mildly curious — to see what would happen during the
rest of the competition.

The second part was not only supposed to be the most difficult, but also the
most crucial of the whole selection process. Of the six hundred remaining can-
didates, only one hundred would qualify for the third stage of the competition.

The trial took place in a neighbouring forest. It wasto last all day. The candi-
dates were separated into small groups, the goa being to reach a certain place
hidden in the woods. To find our way, we had to go through a number of
checkpoints where we were asked questions, and given directions according to
the accuracy of our answers. The race started at dawn and finished at midnight.
We had been warned that many candidates would not make it to the final ren-
dezvous. Furthermore, some of us might well lose our life when we encountered
the fierce guardians that kept the small bridges spanning many water streams
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that ran through the forest. Thus my young friends regarded this race as the trial
of their life, the single major event which would seal their destiny.

Lawfully anxious, | began the race at dawn. | was part of a group which in-
cluded five of my school friends. We were but one of a hundred such groups,
made up of students from severa schools in the county, and of others who had
come to compete, trying to secure a bright future for themselves.

We began our trail on the edge of the forest and went looking for the first of
the checkpoints.

We had only been walking for half an hour when a voice called us, “Hey!
Yes, I’'m caling your lawful selves! Come and help me!”

We stopped. The man who had called us was kneeling by a tree, close to a
woman and a little girl. The woman was lying on the ground, unconscious. The
little girl was standing by her side. Both of them wore grey dresses, indicating
they were members of a lower caste with which we were not supposed to mix,
unless lawfully required to do so. The man wore a brown gown of a kind that
was unknown in the county of Sheringa.

“Come quick!” the man called. “I need your help to rescue this woman.”

My friends kept moving.

For some reason, | hesitated. It was not out of compassion. If this woman was
sick, wasn’t it the will of the Lord Melchisedek? But there was something in the
man’ s voice that reached deep into me. | walked a few steps towards him, con-
templating the long brown gown. He was probably a monk, athough his order
was unknown to me. | could not see his face, it was hidden under a hood.

“Orlon!” one of my friends called. “Don’t be a fool in the Law! There is no
time to waste.”

The man uncovered his head and looked at me. He was in his late fifties and
his attitude bore great dignity, with his piercing grey-green eyes and his grey
hair and beard. “Lawfully quick! Come here!” he caled again. “Help me rest
her body against atree.”

My friends disappeared into the mists.

Had | followed them, | would have missed my destiny.

| kept walking towards the man.

It was totally illawgical. Wasting time during the mgjor trial of the grand
competition was an unlawfully foolish thing to do. According to the instructions
which had been drummed into me for months, | should have run off without
taking further notice. But the man’s eyes had something so familiar, yet so
completely different from anything | had seen before, that | felt compelled to
answer hiscall.

“Help melift her,” he beckoned.

| frowned with surprise. This man looked educated. Did he not know that a
man of my caste was not supposed to touch a woman of her caste, unless re-
quired by some lawfully exceptional circumstance?
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“Quick!” he commanded with the distinct intonation of someone of a higher
caste giving an order to a youth — just the exceptional circumstance | needed to
be lawfully entitled to touch the woman.

We carried her body to the tree and leant her back against it. But | hardly
looked at her, so captivated was | by the man.

He twinged his beard thoughtfully for a few seconds, carefully observing the
woman. Then he took her wrists and held them in his hands with his eyes
closed, performing some kind of healing.

Close by, the little girl watched silently, her big brown eyes fixed on the
woman. She was perhaps seven years old. As her dress was the same colour as
that of the woman, | lawfully deduced she was her daughter.

After amoment, | told the man, “Sir, | must go.”

“Wait!” he said in agentle voice. “| have not finished with this woman.”

| kept looking at him, wondering what it was about him that resonated so
deeply inside me. He was not as tall as | was, and of average build. He looked
sharp, like the people who conducted the examinations in the grand competi-
tion. But rather than his appearance, it was his presence that touched me — a
soft, gentle presence flowing like a lawful river.

After resisting the pull to move for one or two more minutes, | finaly had to
tell him, “Sir, | really must go!”

“All right, then, go,” the man answered in a neutral voice, his eyes fixed on
the woman who was still unconscious.

“ Farewell, man of the Law!” | lawfully saluted him.

He did not answer. He was busy taking care of the woman.

| stood up and started walking away.

“Wait, son!” the man called. “Y ou forgot something.”

Surprised, | turned towards him. | could not see anything of mine lying on the
ground.

He looked into my eyes and smiled. “Come!”

Puzzled, | walked towards him.

As | came close to him, he stood up. Then he took my wrists in his hands and
plunged his gaze deep into me. “Take this with you,” he said. “You will need it
for what you have to do.”

What was he doing? My whole body started buzzing. Strange vibrations came
into my head, transporting me into a different space. It was just a few seconds,
but whatever was happening was extraordinarily intense.

Then the man let go of my wrists. “Go, now.”

| was so stunned that it took a few seconds before | could move. Then |
turned around and started to walk off.

Thistime he did not call me back.

After afew steps, | stopped. Hesitating, | turned my head towards him.

“Go!” he repeated. “Y ou must hurry.”

Off I went, resuming the race.
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But then something extremely odd happened. Carried by an unusually high
spirit, | started running.

Genuinely worried, | immediately stopped. What had this man done to me?
But there was no time to ponder on the strange encounter. | had reached a
checkpoint, and two examiners started asking me questions.

Again something bizarre took place. My mind started operating faster than
ever before. | answered the men’ s questions with a speed that surprised me even
more than it surprised them. And when they said, “Pass!” | started running
again.

| soon arrived at alow bridge crossing a small water stream. In the middle of
the bridge stood a huge man who held a long wooden beam in his hands. My
friends had just arrived. They walked towards him slowly and cautiously. Then,
to their complete stupefaction, the man suddenly rushed at them and, using the
beam, toppled them into the water.

Normally, | would have cautiously stopped where | was and taken sufficient
time to seek inspiration from my repertory of lawful verses. Moved by the pow-
erful forces which the monk had insufflated into me, | walked onto the bridge
and established eye contact with the man.

Impassive, he waited for me to come near.

Without actually looking to his left, | pretended to get ready to run in that di-
rection, asif trying to trick him.

The man immediately sensed the impulse and prepared himself, slightly
moving towards his |eft.

| kept walking, looking straight into his eyes.

Then | started running, as if 1 was going to make a dash to his left, where he
expected me to go. But as soon as he started swinging the wooden beam, | |eapt
to hisright and ran past him.

Carried by the beam’s momentum, the man did not have the time to change
direction. When he saw me escaping, he burst out laughing, and resting the
beam on his forearms, clapped his hands in applause.

| was so amazed at what | had done that | did not even worry about the fact |
was running. | just kept moving to the next checkpoint.

A powerful force was with me. | could not understand what it was, nor how it
operated. But each time a question was asked of me, | could immediately see
the answer. It was more than just a voice speaking through my mouth, it was a
broad vision through which | perceived the reasons why the questions were
asked, and the general lawful background in which they were to be understood.
This led me to say incredible things. A few times, after passing a checkpoint |
had to ask myself, “Oh my Lord Melchisedek, did | say that?” Somehow, | could
sense the personality of the examiners and gear my answers accordingly. A few
times | even managed to make them laugh, as if | was endowed with a sense of
humour.

Exhilarated, | flew from checkpoint to checkpoint, thoroughly enjoying the
exalted consciousness that moved me. Around midday, when | reached yet an-

58



3 —The Book of the Call of Destiny

other checkpoint, | was received by a group of dignitaries who looked at me
with curiosity. There were at least twelve of them, and at their head was a tall
man in a crimson robe embroidered with golden symbols, signs of extremely
high status in the administration of the King of Atlantis.

| walked slowly towards the group of dignitaries and praised the Lord Mel-
chisedek with all the respect due to their rank. Then | stood in front of them and
gathered my spirits, ready to face a barrage of questions.

When he saw the glow in my eyes and the decided look on my face, the tall
man in the crimson robe smiled. “ Peace, my friend in the Law!” he said in the
lawful intonation of someone threatened by a weapon.

The dignitaries burst out laughing.

| smiled politely, as lawful convention commended | should do in such a
situation.

“What is your name, my friend in the Law?” the crimson-robed man asked.

“Orlon, son of Orlon, Sir.”

“Well, Orlon son of Orlon, you have completed the trials of the day. You can
go and rest, now. We will meet you tomorrow night, at the celebration that con-
cludes the second part of the grand competition.”

| stood motionless, looking at him in disbelief. It was hardly midday, and |
had been told the trial was likely to go on until late in the night. Was this atrap?

“You can go!” the man said in afriendly voice.

As| did not budge, the dignitaries burst out laughing again.

The crimson-robed man frowned. Instantly, the dignitaries stopped laughing.
“You can go!” the man repeated, this time in a sharp tone used only by those in
the service of His Supreme Magjesty the King of Atlantis.

| bent my head politely, and duly saluting him, | left.

3.2 Unlawfully far away

When | returned to the boarding house where my school friends and | had
been staying, it was early in the afternoon. | decided that | needed some lawful
rest. | went straight to the dormitory, which was empty, and lay on my bed.

| could not take the monk out my thoughts. Who was he? And what had he
done to me? Would | ever see him again? These questions kept running through
my mind. But despite the excitement of the day, | soon fell asleep.

When | woke, in the late afternoon, the first thing that came to my mind was
that 1 had to find the monk and speak to him. | couldn’t tell why, but the certi-
tude was absol ute.

It was just before sunset and the dormitory was still empty. None of my
friends had returned from the trial. It made me thoughtful. What if | had really
scored well? Was | going to be offered a high position in the service of the
prince? Would | know how to choose wisely?

Rather than worrying, | decided to wait for the results of the competition.
They were to be proclaimed the following morning.

A profound impulse moved me.
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| got up and went to search for the monk.

| had no idea where he was staying, or even if he was still in Sheringa. So |
decided to look for the woman. Sheringa was a lawful town organised in neigh-
bourhoods where castes were strictly segregated, so it was easy to find her.
Knowing she was dressed in grey, | inquired after her neighbourhood, and it
was not long before | reached a small marketplace full of people dressed just
like her.

After walking around for a few minutes, | recognised the little girl. She was
playing with her friends near a fruit stall. She led me to her house, and from
there a young boy took me for a short walk to the neighbourhood where the
monk was staying.

It was a small house at the end of an empty lane. Before knocking at the door,
| hesitated. What was | going to tell this man?

Before | could put my thoughts together, the monk opened the door and
greeted me, “Praise the Lord Melchisedek, friend in the Law!”

“All glory to the Lord Melchisedek, wise man in the Law,” | answered with
due respect for his age and noble bearing.

This time, his head was uncovered. He looked at me for a moment, then he
smiled, “What is your name, my friend in the Law?”

Again, something in his eyes and in his presence struck a chord inside me. |
was both deeply moved and perplexed. | went blank and forgot to answer him.

The man broadened his smile, “My name is Gervin of the Brown Robe,” he
said. “Comein, my friend in the Law.”

“My name is Orlon, son of Orlon,” | muttered, and followed him aong a
short corridor into an empty room lit with a whitish blue glow from the living
plass walls.

“How old are you, Orlon?”’

“1 have known seventeen springs and seventeen autumns,” | answered in law-
ful fashion.

After inviting me to sit with him, the man asked a number of questions about
my family, my caste, my activities at school, and the examinations | had just
passed. Then for along while we looked at each other and said nothing.

Again | felt bizarre vibrations in my head, and other sensations | could not
explain. My whole body was buzzing. | recognised inside him the exalted force
that had supported me during the competition.

Then, out of the blue mists, the man said, “Orlon, would you like to follow me
and become part of my temple?”

Dazed and amazed, | was speechless.

These lawful words were those used by great spiritual masters when they law-
fully invited someone to become their disciple. No doubt, Master Gervin was a
powerful monk. The force that had carried me during the competition was clear
proof of his spiritual dimension. But even though | had heard several stories of
masters coming from other counties and lawfully abducting new disciples, | had
never suspected that such athing could happen to me.
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When he saw the stupefied expression on my face, Master Gervin burst out
laughing.

“But...” | finally managed to articulate. “But | am from a caste of public ser-
vants. | cannot livein atemple.”

“Mm...” he nodded with a grave expression on his face. Then he smiled and
took me by surprise again by saying, “Farewell, man of the Law!” And he stood
up, indicating that our meeting was finished.

Stunned, | stood up mechanically and followed him to the entrance of the
house.

When we reached the doorway, he smiled again and casualy repeated,
“ Farewell, man of the Law!”

“Farewdll...” | started saying, but the words choked in my throat. As he was
closing the door, | blurted out, “ Wait, Master Gervin!”

He reopened the door and looked at me with a neutral expression on his face.

“Will you still be here tomorrow morning?’ | asked.

“Perhaps. Or perhaps not,” he said, looking up at a nearby tree.

“And where is your temple?’

“In the county of Eisraim,” he kept contemplating the tree.

“Eisraim? But that is unlawfully far!” | exclaimed. Whenever | had dreamt of
travelling, it was to lawfully nearby counties. Sheringa was on the eastern
shores. To reach Eisraim from there, one had to go west and cross nearly half
the Atlantean continent. Boats made me sick, even on rivers.

“Quite far, yes,” he said, looking deep into my eyes; and the vibration in my
head started again.

We kept eye contact for a moment, then he gave me afinal, “ Farewell, man
of the Law!” and with a broad smile on his face, he closed the door.

3.3 Night of fever

It was well past midnight. For the first timein my life, | could not sleep.

| sat up, and contemplated the dim glow on the living wall in front of me.

The dormitory was still empty. What was | to make of that? Of course, my
forty-nine school friends were not the only ones who had taken part in the race.
People had come from all over the county to compete. Still, it made me wonder.
What kind of score had | achieved?

But this was not what kept me awake. The truth was, | could not take the
monk’s image out of my mind. This man had something... something which |
had never felt in anyone else, something more meaningful to me than anything |
had ever encountered.

But what wasiit?

Should | go and speak to him again? And what if it was too late? What if he
had aready left town? Would | ever see him again? Did the prince of Sheringa
appoint ambassadors to the county of Eisram? Would | have to wait for the
present ambassador to render the lawful ghost before | could travel over there?
But who said my score would ever allow me to reach such a high function as an
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ambassador? And for the Lord Melchisedek’s sake, was this rumbling in my
head ever going to stop?

| lay down again, turned on my side, closed my eyes and whispered to myself,
“Have a good night in the Law!”

And what if he had really left town? What if | never found him again? Would
| regret it all my life? Should | have accepted hisinvitation?

But being a public servant, | could not live in atemple!

Except, of course, if | became part of an order of priests which recruited
members from other castes.

Were there such castes of priestsin the temple of Eisraim?

Me, apriest? | really could not see that happening. And | knew nothing about
the temple of Eisraim. And what if they kept cattle over there?

Anyhow it took weeks for aboat to reach Eisraim. | could never survive this.

| turned onto the other side.

And what if | went to speak to him right now?

Unless there was a special reason, knocking at someone’s door in the middle
of the night was not a lawful thing to do. Except of course if his caste had spe-
cial rules. And what was this Brown Robe caste, by the way?

| turned onto the other side, then sat up again and decided it would definitely
not be agood ideato go and visit him in the middle of the night.

Three minutes later, | was walking along the empty streets of Sheringa city,
heading towards his house. It was a balmy Atlantean night, the light of the
Moon filtering through the mists and creating a silvery atmosphere.

Of course | was not going to knock at his door. That would have been against
the principles of the Law. | decided when | got there | would stand in front of
the house and wait for the first light of dawn, which was not so far away. This
way | could not miss him, should he decide to leave in the early hours of the
morning. But why was this storm going on in my head? Never before had | felt
such unlawful angst and agitation. | was so worried | would miss the Brown
Robe priest that | almost felt like running.

When | reached the place, | felt immensely relieved. But not for long. What if
the house had a back door to another lane?

Was this a sufficiently lawful reason to knock at the door in the middle of the
night?

| stood in front of the door, wondering what a doctor of the Law would do in
such a situation.

To my surprise, the door opened. | found myself face to face with the man in
the brown gown.

He smiled at me. “Praise the Lord Melchisedek, Orlon! Comein,” he said in
his gentle voice.

Instantly, the storm in my head calmed down. | felt serene and clear.

He took me to the same empty room where he had received me earlier, and
invited me to sit with him amidst the pale blue glow exuding from the living
walls.
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| did not fedl like talking. | just wanted to drink his presence, which | found
even warmer than when | had met him earlier. He did not talk either. He just
looked into my eyes and smiled, shining his friendly warmth into me.

What was so different about him? The sharpness and the intensity in his eyes,
perhaps. When he directed his majestic gaze towards me, he seemed to be see-
ing myriads of things that eluded me completely. Or was it the warmth that ra-
diated from his heart? It felt so unusual, and so familiar at the same time. Being
in his company | felt like a completely different person. But my inner world was
too vague to understand exactly what was happening.

The communion went on for a long time. Then just before dawn, when the
living walls started to glow more brightly, Gervin twinged his beard thought-
fully and asked, “Are you going to follow me, Orlon?”’

After sitting with him for nearly two hours, | felt more lucid than ever before.
| was towering over my normal self. From this heightened state, it was clear to
me that | wanted to follow him.

This was nothing short of a revelation. For the first time in my life, | really
wanted something!

But | could not see how it would be lawfully feasible. “Master Gervin, what
would happen if | were to follow you?’ | asked, anxiously hoping he would
suggest some lawful arrangement whereby a public servant could dwell in a
temple.

The answer was not at all what | had expected. He stroked his beard and
smiled, “Lots of surprises, and an awful lot of change inside yourself!”

The words ‘change’ and ‘awful’ went together unlawfully well. Like all nor-
mal Atlanteans, | abhorred surprises.

| swallowed hard. “Being a public servant, what function could | take in your
temple? | probably could not live within the temple swalls.”

Master Gervin burst out laughing, and for a moment | feared he was going to
throw me out of his house as he had done before. But he just placed his hand on
my shoulder and looked deep into my eyes. “Orlon, you can be anything. You
can do anything!”

| had no idea what he meant.

“Would you like to be apriest?” he asked.

“Only very high orders of priests accept members from other castes,” | started
thinking. From what | had been taught on the Law of the castes, | knew that in
temples, not al priests and priestesses were celibate. But those who were, nec-
essarily had to recruit their members from other castes. As the Law said, Celi-
bacy cannot be passed down from father to son. Most priesthood orders, how-
ever, recruited their members from specific groups and communities. But the
highest priestly castes made exceptions to this rule. Their members could come
from any of the higher castes of the Atlantean society.

“Would you like to join the Salmon Robe?’ Gervin asked.

“The Salmon Robe?’ | was astonished. The Salmon Robes were well known.
They were powerful ritualists — masters of the Law who handled awesome
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forces of nature. Compared to them, the village priests | admired so much were
but children.

“You can be anything. You can do anything,” Gervin repeated with a grave
expression on hisface.

| still didn’t understand what he meant, but | was deeply impressed by the
power conveyed by hiswords.

“Would the Salmon Robe ever consider enrolling a simple public servant like
me?’ | asked.

Twinging his beard, Gervin pushed his lips forward. “Who knows? By the
end of the grand competition, Orlon son of Orlon may be offered a high position
in the service of His Majesty the Prince of Sheringa.”

“But then, what if | refused it?” | asked anxiously. “Do you think the prince
could take offence and throw mein jail, Master Gervin?’

For some reason, Master Gervin did not seem to be the least worried by this
eventuality. “My friend in the Law, | will take care of this. But before you de-
cide whether you will follow me or not, | want you to go and listen to the proc-
lamation of the results of yesterday’ s competition.”

Together we held a long meditative silence. Then, standing up, Gervin indi-
cated our meeting was over.

3.4 The hour of God when the Lord Melchisedek is calling

When | returned to Gervin's house it was early in the afternoon. The procla-
mation had lasted for hours.

Just as | was about to knock, he opened the door. Was it each time a coinci-
dence? | wondered. But there were urgent matters to discuss. After a lawful sa
lute, | immediately began, “Master Gervin...”

“Y ou seem to be out of breath, son,” he commented.

“l ran nearly all the way here. Master Gervin, something... something...
something has happened.”

“What has happened?’

“1 have been nominated one of the highly eligible twelve!”

“Comein,” he smiled. And he took me into the small empty room, where we
sat together again. “Do you understand what this means?’ he asked.

“It means | do not have to compete in the third part of the contest. | can go
straight to the fourth part.”

“Which is no competition but a meeting with the prince’ s ministers to decide
which function will be given to you.”

There was along silence.

Gervin once more asked, “Do you still want to follow me, Orlon?”’

“Yes!” | nodded assuredly. There was no doubt in my mind, it was the only
thing | wanted. “But what am | going to tell the prince’'s ministers?’ | asked
anxioudly. “If | rgject their offer, they might throw mein jail!”

“Is this what worries you?’ Gervin smiled. “But thisis not at all what is sup-
posed to happen at the moment.”
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| wondered what was supposed to happen.

“At the moment you should be carefully considering your future.” The ex-
pression on his face was serious. “There is a brilliant career waiting for you in
the county of Sheringa. You could become rich and powerful, and enjoy al the
pleasures of your rank. Are you sure you want to give up the fruits of your vic-
tory to follow me?”’

| did not know what to say. Clearly, if there was victory it was al his. With-
out the forces he had insufflated into me, | would never have achieved such a
high score.

Master Gervin expected an answer, | could see it on his face. Thus | went
searching in my lawful repertory for an appropriate verse to convey what | felt.

After along while | finally spoke. “All glory to the teacher!”

Gervin responded with the most magnificent smile | had ever seen. It illumi-
nated the entire room. | felt pure bliss.

But Gervin's face became grave again. “It will not be easy to follow me, Or-
lon,” he warned.

This | could aready see. What was | going to tell the prince’'s ministers? At
least | had ten days to prepare myself for the meeting. But that very evening
there was to be a celebration in which those who had succeeded in the second
part of the competition were to be greeted by a representative of the King of
Atlantis. What to do? Was | to pretend that nothing had happened to me, or take
the risk of insulting the high-ranking dignitaries by telling them | did not want
their honours?

Gervin slowly shook his head, asif he could read my thoughts. “In the future,
there will be much more difficult trials than these, Orlon.”

| nodded gravely, as the principles of rhetoric commanded | should do in such
a situation, but without the faintest idea of what he meant.

For along while, Gervin looked deep into my eyes. He seemed to be reading
my soul, but | had no perception of what he was seeing. Then he took my hands
and again his smile illuminated the room, brightening the bluish glow of the
living walls.

Deep inside, | knew that he had accepted me.

From there, it all moved fast, asif in adream. To my immense relief | learned
that Gervin had been invited to the ceremony that was to take place that even-
ing. Thus we could go together, and he would tell me what to say and how to
behave when my name was called.

But Gervin also instructed me not to return to the boarding house. He ex-
plained this by quoting a verse of the Law, “Having made the step, stride for-
wards and never turn back, or face perils worse than death.”

“Does this mean that | will never see my friends again?’ | asked, suddenly re-
alising that momentous changes were about to take placein my life.

“Regjoice, man of the Law! For this is the hour of God when the Lord Mel-
chisedek is calling, and the bell of destiny is tolling. And you have heard the
call!” Gervin answered. But when he saw that my eyes were filled with tears he
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took on a soft, gentle voice, “Listen, you and | are going to become really good
friends. And | promise you that in the temple of Eisraim, you will have friends
like you never dreamed you could have — exceptional people who are waiting
for you, and who will care for you and love you as people in the kingdom rarely
do.”

| drank hiswords.

To cheer me up, Gervin described the many wonders of his temple, where the
lawful plass was tens of thousands of years old and the chapels' living walls
held the awesome presence of the gods. There were magnificent gardens full of
statues of all the gods, underground crypts in which fire rituals had been con-
ducted uninterruptedly for hundreds of years, and more than eleven hundred
priests and priestesses of a great variety of orders.

Moreover, | learned that hardly any cattle were kept within the perimeter of
the temple.

3.5 Gervin plays atrick on the King' s representative

That evening Gervin and | walked together to the ceremony. It was held in
large gardens belonging to the prince's estate.

Seated in front of a stage was a crowd of a few hundred. This was by far the
largest ceremony | had ever attended. Apart from the one hundred candidates
who had succeeded in the second part of the competition, there were many high-
ranking dignitaries from the county of Sheringa, as well as representatives of
other counties. There were even a few members of the King's administration —
people of extremely high status, for the many counties of the kingdom were
each governed by a prince who submitted to the central authority of the King.
The audience was also comprised of eminent members of the community and
people of higher castes, a number of whom had brought their eligible daughters,
hoping to find lawfully promising husbands for them.

Master Gervin had been invited to sit in the first rows — a great privilege,
showing he was held in high esteem by the administration of Sheringa. Rather
than letting me sit with my friends, he took me with him.

We waited the customary two or three hours, as in al lawful celebrations —
the Law said, let no beginning be rushed. Then the crimson-robed man whom |
had briefly met at the end of the trial arrived, leading a short procession of top-
level public servants. As they were taking position on the stage, Gervin whis-
pered in my ear, “Do you know who this man is?’

“Someone sent by the King?’

“Exactly! Hisnameis Lord Proston. Tonight we are going to play alittle trick
on him.” Gervin winked at me.

| gulped in horror. “Play atrick on an emissary of His Supreme Magjesty the
King of Atlantis?’ | could already see myself being thrown into the darkest
dungeon of Sheringacity’'sjail.
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“Don’t worry, nothing to do with you,” Gervin said. “It is strictly between
him and me. When your name is called, just say what | told you and everything
will befinein the Law!”

Not at all reassured, | watched the beginning of the ceremony. High priests
from the prince's court chanted hymns of the Law, after which Lord Proston
lawfully congratulated a number of officials on behalf of His Supreme Majesty
the King of Atlantis. Various other lawful formalities ensued until, one by one,
the successful candidates were called up to the stage.

The rumbling of ceremonial drums accompanied their slow walk towards the
platform. As their names were announced they climbed up the steps, walked
towards Lord Proston and humbly saluted him. Lord Proston lawfully con-
gratulated them and decorated them with a beige ribbon. The crowd applauded
loudly. The laureates did not return to their place, but climbed down from the
stage and took position on the side.

The more time passed, the more terrified | became. What was going to hap-
pen when | refused the ribbon? Could anyone play a trick on a Most Venerable
Lord and not end up in jail? Had it not been for the supportive presence of
Master Gervin, | would have probably fainted — not such a hard thing to do,
considering how loosely people’s consciousness was bound to their physical
body.

Finally, my name was called.

| stood up and started walking towards the stage. “Oh my Lord Melchisedek,”
| thought in terror, “these people are all looking at me!”

Indeed, they were. And the drums were rumbling. And the dignitaries were
waiting. | held onto my sphincters.

An aeon later, when | arrived on the stage and the drums became silent, Lord
Proston immediately recognised me. “Here is our young friend whose thirst for
questions is unquenchable,” he smiled, referring to our last meeting. The disbe-
lief 1 had shown had bordered on a breach of protocol.

“Oh no! Why is this happening to me?’ | thought, swallowing hard and get-
ting ready to repeat what Master Gervin had told me to say, carefully watching
the expression on Lord Proston’s face. The broad-shouldered forty-year-old
man lawfully congratulated me as he had done with al the candidates before
me. Speaking with great dignity and ease, he accompanied his words with elo-
quent hand gestures. Then an official handed a ribbon to him. A black ribbon,
not a beige one.

“Let me place this distinction on your chest, that it may remind you of the
grace of our Lord Melchisedek, by which you raised yourself to the highest de-
gree of your caste and gained the privilege of serving His Majesty the Prince of
the County of Sheringa,” Lord Proston lawfully proclaimed, and moved towards
me.

| immediately replied, “Many thanks, Most Venerable Lord, but | will decline
this honour. Instead, | will follow Master Gervin of the Brown Robe and be-
come part of histemplein the county of Eisraim.”
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Lord Proston opened his eyes wide, then frowned. All the dignitaries on the
stage frowned after him.

Whispers of astonishment rippled through the crowd.

“Jail! Guaranteed by the Law!” | thought, anxiously watching his face.

Lord Proston looked down to the front rows of the audience, searching for
Master Gervin. But to my great surprise, when he located him he just smiled in
astrange way.

Following him like puppets, the dignitaries on the stage al started smiling.

For a few seconds, the King's representative and Gervin held each other’s
gaze. Clearly, they had met before. Even though Proston remained silent, it was
asif hewastalking with Gervin in away that no one else could hear.

Then, still with his strange smile, Lord Proston turned towards me. “May the
will of our Lord Melchisedek be done!” he pronounced in the ceremonial voice
of a high-ranking member of the King's administration. Then he placed his
large hand on my shoulder, “Go back to your master, my son.”

| lawfully saluted him by bending my head dlightly, and turned away.

The crowd hesitated, wondering whether to applaud or not.

Looking straight into Gervin’'s eyes, Lord Proston clapped his hands slowly.

As | walked down the stage steps, back to Gervin, the crowd applauded, fol-
lowing Lord Proston’s slow rhythm. When | came back to my place, Gervin and
Lord Proston were still looking into each other’s eyes. Gervin too had a strange
smile on hisface.

Perplexed and exhausted, | sat down next to Master Gervin. Inside myself |
praised the Lord Melchisedek and | rejoiced to see the end of my trials (or so |
thought).

3.6 The death of Orlon, son of Orlon

By the time we returned to the place where Gervin was staying, | was totally
worn out. Gervin gave me a mattress. | collapsed on it and slept for sixteen
hours.

The next day when Gervin came to wake me up, he instructed me to get ready
for avisit to anearby tirtha.l | lawfully rejoiced. Everyone loved these places of
pilgrimage. Was this one located by a lake, a waterfall, a river or a mountain
top? Probably some beautiful place, even though, as the Law said, what makes a
tirtha a tirtha is not the beauty of the landscape, but a special quality of land
energy. | started preparing myself, for the Law ordained, in a tirtha thou shalt
fee elevated and inspired, and if sick, thou shalt make thyself ready to be
healed.

Walking opens the way to the wisdom of a tirtha. So, Gervin and | walked in
an attitude of opening, reaching a small lake about an hour south of Sheringa
city. When we arrived, we lawfully paid our respects to the water by chanting a
few verses. Then we sat on a pontoon and tuned into the energy of the site.

1 Pronounced teerta.
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Everything was tirtha-still. We let the wisdom of the place embrace us.

Gervin turned towards me, a mysterious glow in his eyes, “This is the begin-
ning of along adventure.”

| had no idea what he meant, but | nodded gravely.

“There are some great challenges ahead of you,” he said. “ The greatest of all,
especially in the early phases of your training, will be to change category and
realise that you can be anything, and you can do anything.”

This till did not mean much to me. | nodded gravely.

“Anything!” Gervin repeated in a deep voice.

Following the principles of lawful rhetoric, | nodded gravely again.

Gervin shook his head in disapproval, “ Son, puppets' rhetoric is not what will
get you to enlightenment.” Then he suddenly projected the power of his Voice
at me, “Jump into the water!”

| had several times witnessed people of authority projecting an order with a
particular force that compelled al those around to obey, but never anything like
this. It was totally beyond my will. Before | realised what was happening, | was
in the lake.

When my head emerged out of the water, | looked at Gervin with complete
astoni shment.

“Can you swim?’ he asked.

“Hm... yes.”

“Doesn’'t matter,” he joked. Then he became solemn. “Listen, son,” he
pointed his finger at me. “There will come a time when forces of awesome
magnitude turn against you to destroy you. By then, if you haven’t become a
mighty warrior of the Spirit, it isn’t just you that will die — al those you love
will be killed, and all the things that matter to you will be destroyed. This is
why you are going to have to undergo a very difficult training.”

He extended his hand towards me. Lifting me up onto the pontoon, he went
on, “After | train you, when people project the Voice at you you will just smile.
No more jumping into the water.”

“Take off your clothes and throw them into the lake,” he ordered. “Y ou won't
need them any more.”

In any normal situation an instruction like this would have left me blank, or
made me faint. But the words Gervin had hammered into me while | was in the
water had stirred me to the depths. In this state of heightened awareness the
water looked clearer, the mists were luminous, and the master’s words made
perfect sense to my soul.

| took off my beige clothes and threw them into the water.

From a small bag which he carried on his shoulder, Gervin took a white gown
and handed it to me, “ Thisis what the novitiates of the Salmon Robe wear.”

| could hardly believe my ears. Was | being accepted into this prestigious or-
der?

Amazed, | extended my hands towards the precious white gown.
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Gervin promptly took the robe back, “Orlon son of Orlon will never become
part of the Salmon Robe!”

He smiled at me and pointed his finger at the water. “Orlon son of Orlon is
dead! We threw him into the lake.”

It was a magical moment. A cumbersome part of myself had been shed like
an old garment. | felt light asa bird in the world of the gods.

“From now on, your name is Szar!” Gervin said, handing me the white gown.
And as| put it on, he chanted ritual mantras.

When the chanting was finished, he took me to the edge of the pontoon.
“Come on, look at yourself!” he said.

Seeing myself clad in the white robe was strange and powerful. Every single
day of my life, | had worn beige clothes, as my father before me, and his father
before him. All of a sudden the beige had been peeled off my skin and my aura.
| did look like a different person.

“This is not Orlon, son of Orlon the public servant!” Gervin was emphatic.
“Thisis Szar, Szar the fiery, Szar the traveller, the one who will fulfil several of
Gervin's prophecies.”

| turned to him.

Orlon would have nodded gravely. | didn’t.

Instead, | smiled.

Gervin understood. He smiled with me, and a great opening took place.

We sat on the edge of the pontoon, and he pulled two beautiful pears of the
Law out of his bag. He gave me one, and bit into the other.

We ate the pears, silently contemplating the water and the mists.

3.7 Thereception in Sheringa city' s lawful town hall

The following day, Gervin had been invited to a reception held in the lawful
town hall of Sheringacity. He invited me to go with him.

When we arrived, the hall was packed with important people dressed in com-
plicated garments indicative of their high castes. They were chatting in small
groups. Gervin went straight to a party gathered around Lord Proston.

To my amazement | realised that among the dozen dignified-looking men
who were standing close to Lord Proston, two were wearing the richly decorated
robe of the ministers of the prince of Sheringa.

When he saw us, Lord Proston interrupted his conversation. “ Praise the Lord
Melchisedek, Master Gervin of the Brown Robe, and welcome to you!” he said
in lawfully ceremonial intonations. All in one voice, the dignitaries around him
copied hiswords and tonal sequence.

“All glory to the Lord Melchisedek, Most Venerable Lord Proston of the
Crimson Robe, Grand Superintendent of the Warp of Fields for the Counties of
the South-Eagt, in the Service of His Supreme Majesty the King of Atlantis!”
Gervin answered in the lawfully appropriate tone of reverence.

Following Gervin'sinstructions, | remained silent.
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“So you are depriving His Supreme Mgjesty the King of another precious as-
set,” Lord Proston smiled at Gervin.

Despite the fact they had no idea what it meant, the twelve dignitaries imi-
tated the mysterious smile on Lord Proston’ s face.

“What belongs to the King of Kings can only belong to the King of Kings,”
Gervin answered with a no-less-mysterious smile, patting my shoulder.

| missed the meaning, but Proston didn’t. He burst out laughing. So did the
dignitaries. Following protocol, | laughed with them. But Gervin did not.

One of the ministers turned towards him, “Sir Gervin of the Brown Robe, we
were just discussing the alarming news we have been receiving from various
parts of the kingdom. It seems the famous predictions you made more than
twenty years ago are now coming true, one by one. Remind us of the words,
Ferrate.”

The man on his left recited, “When the keepers of the fields report changesin
the red glow of the windmills of the Law, great disturbances in the climate will
be observed. Crops will be destroyed by pests. Rituals will fail to bring down
the rain. Entire counties will be devastated by drought, and others by floods.
Many precious herbs will disappear, and so will rare birds dear to the gods.
These signs will occur, and yet no one will listen. Tremble, man of the Law!
Even greater perils are at hand. When the...”

“Thank you, Ferrate,” the minister interrupted.

There was a heavy silence.

Lord Proston looked grim, “His Supreme Majesty the King of Atlantisis par-
ticularly concerned about the drought in the counties of the south-west.”

The man who stood to his right commented, “ These reports of catastrophes
have astounded us, Gervin. | must confess that when the news first arrived, |
myself did not even know the meaning of the word ‘ drought’. For thousands of
years, thanks to the windmills of the Law, such things have been completely
unheard of.”

“Do you really think these natural disasters are caused by some sickness of
thefields?’ the other minister asked.

“Without any possible doubt,” Gervin answered sharply.

“But how can you be so sure?’ the minister went on. “Could it not be...”

Lord Proston interrupted him, “ The fact that the drought began in the months
following the alarming reports sent by the keepers of the fields certainly adds
weight to your argument, Gervin.”

“As you will remember, | am not the only one who has made predictions of
thiskind,” Gervin pointed out.

“1 can assure you that His Supreme Majesty the King knows about these pre-
dictions, Gervin,” Proston was firm. “I have personally made sure that all of
them were reported to him.”

Someone else added, “The present events are so incredible, Master Gervin,
that we cannot blame anyone for not having believed you when you prophesied
them.”
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Gervin became stern. “And now that the facts are in front of you, will you
still refuseto listen?”’

There was another heavy silence. The minister asked, “But Gervin, do you
really believe the kingdom could come to an end?”’

Gervin closed his eyes for a few seconds. Then he reopened them and de-
clared, “When the blue corn, precious to the gods, is attacked by an unknown
insect, and when filosterops | et themselves die for no reason, then tremble, man
of the Law! Terrifying evils will befall the kingdom. Villages will be struck by
madness. Neighbours will slaughter each other for no reason. Mothers will be
seen saying their own children. Entire counties will be ravaged by unknown
pestilences against which the hymns of the Law will be powerless. Then... the
Lord Melchisedek have mercy on us! Nothing in the seven spheres will be able
to save the kingdom.”

A priest shouted in outrage, “Master Gervin, are you implying that the hymns
of the Law could be powerless and the...”

Lord Proston silenced him with a quick gesture. “When do you foresee the
blue corn could start disappearing?’

Gervin let out along sigh. “I used to think it could take up to a few genera-
tions. Now, after the recent developments in the warp of fields, | have changed
my mind. A few decades at the most. We might not even last that long.”

“Master Gervin, do you realise the enormity of what you are suggesting?’ the
minister looked unlawfully upset. “Are you seriously implying that the kingdom
is about to end?’

“This is ridiculous!” the priest exclaimed with contempt. “Why should we
listen to this unlawful nonsense?’

“ Prophets come and go; the kingdom stays,” someone €l se pondered.

“Thank you for your enlightened comments, wise men in the Law!” Lord
Proston responded, smiling at the dignitaries in a way that indicated they could
lawfully leave.

After saluting him with a reverent nod, they stepped back and left. Gervin
held my arm to make sure | stayed by him.

Proston waited afew seconds. When they had all gone, he came close to Ger-
vin and grinned, “Brown Robe or no Brown Robe, if you say things like that in
public you are going to get into trouble, my friend in the Law!”

“1 have been saying things like this for over twenty years,” Gervin was com-
posed.

“Oh, this | know only too well!” Lord Proston raised his hands, feigning ex-
asperation.

Gervin laughed.

Then the most venerable lord became grave again, “Listen, other superinten-
dents of the fields have passed on horrendous news to me in the last weeks.
Other areas may soon be drought-stricken. The Western Plains, in particular.
Tell me about this team of great Field Wizards you have gathered around you in
Eisraim. Are they finding any workable solutions?”’
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“Our position is simple,” Gervin said, “the only chance of saving the king-
dom would be to disengage all energy fields. But who would ever listen to such
advice? If we were to interrupt the fields, too many people would lose their
power. Anyhow, at this stage... even that may not be enough to avoid the disas-
ter. It is too late. The situation with the fields has become so tangled that any
modification could precipitate a collapse of the warp.”

“Have you tried to adapt the rituals that tap energy from the fields?’ Proston
asked.

Gervin shook his head slowly. “Too late. Our assessment of the situation is
very grim, Proston.” After a pause, he asked, “What is happening at the palace
of the King?’

“We are like you, and everybody else. We see the disaster coming, and we
have no idea how it could be avoided,” Proston’s look was severe. “And what
about this great enterprise of yours? Are you advancing?’

Gervin smiled but did not answer. For a moment, he and Proston looked at
each other silently, asif they were talking to each other.

Then Proston nodded. “And how is my friend Lady Teyani of the White Ea
gle?’ he asked with abroad smile.

“Stronger than ever!” Gervin’s voice was soft.

“Good, good!” Proston said. “Will you send her my warm lawful regards?’

“Warmly lawfully certainly!”

Before taking leave, Proston turned towards me and took my arm, “Con-
gratulations on your nomination to the Most Ancient and Lawful Order of the
Salmon Robe, my young friend in the Law!”

| nodded politely.

With a teasing smile, Proston asked Gervin, “Is this boy to take part in the
unfoldment of your prophecies?’

Solid asrock, Gervin nodded.

“Then,” Proston pointed his index finger at my nose, “you have no idea, my
friend in the Law,” he said, looking straight into my eyes. “Y ou have no ideal”

He and Gervin laughed.

| swallowed hard.

Later on in the evening, when Gervin and | were walking to the house where
he was staying, | asked him, “Master Gervin, what did Lord Proston mean when
he said | had no idea?’

“Mm...” Gervin answered thoughtfully. “Expect surprises, son! Expect sur-
prises.”

— Thus ends the Book of the Call of Destiny —
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4.1 First daysin the temple of Eisraim

My first surprise on arriving at the temple of Eisraim, was to discover how
big the place was. | found amazing its hundreds of chapels and meeting halls,
all of them extremely holy because extremely ancient.

The outside walls of the chapels didn’'t look different from those of normal
buildings. They just glowed faintly during the day and went dark at night. But
inside the chapels, the living walls were made of a plass | had never seen before.
It shone with a discrete but extraordinarily pure light, vibrant with the presence
of the gods. In the halls of Melchisedek the plass seemed to be pure gold, radi-
ant with the presence of the Law. Other chapels were bathed in a silvery glow,
in the auburn hues of orichalc, or in breath-taking whiteness. And in the enclave
of the jewels, where Master Gervin lived, the plass of the living walls was in-
fused with the spirit of precious stones. There the rooms were like huge crysta
geodes of emerad, topaz, sapphire, amethyst or aguamarine gems.

Whichever direction you looked, there was a lawful marvel to contemplate.
And with its edifices of all sizes and shapes, its huge gardens full of imposing
statues of the gods, its holy grounds and mausoleums that housed the relics of
great saints, its catacombs and underground crypts, its large warehouses and
large but reassuringly near-empty cow-sheds, the temple of Eisraim was the size
of asmall city. It would have taken half a day to walk around its full perimeter,
especially for someone who, like me, enjoyed slow and peaceful walking.

The temple was surrounded by a thick high wall of stone-solid plass. In sev-
era places there were large archways through which people came in and out as
they pleased. “We got rid of the gates thousands of years ago,” Gervin ex-
plained as he showed me around. “There is so much power in Eisraim, no one
would even consider attacking us.”

Walking the alleys of the temple, | was fascinated by the multitude of colours
worn by the priests and priestesses. “Nearly all the most important orders of the
kingdom are represented here,” Gervin commented as we strolled by the side of
a small lake. This meant that Eisraim was a phenomenal repository of knowl-
edge. For in the kingdom, al knowledge was deemed sacred, and no clear dis-
tinction was drawn between sacred lore, science, religion and spirituality, all
these being gathered under the banner of the Law and given into the custody of
priests and priestesses.

As we walked, nearly everyone greeted my teacher with a warm “Praise the
Lord Melchisedek, Master Gervin!” to which he answered each time with a
friendly smile, “All glory to the Lord Melchisedek!” If we met the same person
again, the same greetings were exchanged, always with exquisite courtesy. This
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tended to slow us down considerably, but | didn’t mind, especially in this serene
and holy atmosphere.

| noticed some people did not salute Gervin. This was because they belonged
to orders whose rule imposed total silence. On one occasion, Gervin saluted
someone who did not answer but just walked past us as if we did not exist.
“Take no offence,” Gervin told me, “this often happens in our temple. These
people don’t mean to be rude. It is just that they are in the middle of such high
spiritual concentration they can’t even see us.”

| marvelled that no one ended up in the lakes.

“Throughout the temple, there are energy fields that help them find their
way,” Gervin explained. “ Thanks to these fields, our great mystics don’t even
have to open their eyes. They are being guided from inside, so they hardly need
to be in their body. The priestesses of some female congregations, such as the
order of the Dawn of Creation, live in extremely high spheres of consciousness
and are only remotely connected to their physical body.”

Gervin pointed to a high building in the distance. “See that tower? Some
people will tell you it is where the priestesses of the order of Malchasek live.
Nothing is less true!” he smiled. “In redlity, these enlightened priestesses dwell
in lofty spheres of Highness, in the company of Malchasek the great angel. And
when they look down to the kingdom, they see this tower with their body in it.
This is why a high priest of Eisraim, thousands of years ago, had such a tall
tower built for them. So that when the priestesses looked down to the temple
from Highness, they would easily see the tower, and then locate their physical
body.”

“ Praise the Lord Melchisedek, Master Gervin of the Brown Robe!”

Gervin stopped to answer the greeting of an old priestess clad in a purple
gown, “All glory to the Lord Melchisedek, Mouridji the prophetess!”

“So you have brought us a new recruit. From the county of Sheringa, | am
told,” the old lady said, examining me from head to toe. “Is he going to become
one of the Brown Robe?’ she asked.

“Szar isjoining the Salmon Robe,” Gervin answered.

Mouridji sighed, visibly disappointed. “My good Gervin, there are not many
of your kind, are there?’

“True, Mouridji!” Gervin sighed with her.

“And how islittle Lehrmon of the Brown Robe?’

“Shining like a fig tree of life!” Gervin smiled. “But he is no longer little,
Mouridji. He has just turned twenty-six!”

“1 know, | know... time passes so fast. But he was such a lovely little boy
when you brought him to the temple. He was so sweet when he slept in Teyani’s
arms, wasn't he? How old was he then? Six, if | remember.”

“Yes, Mouridji.”

“Such lovely curly hair! In the last months he has been in the temple of Las-
seera helping Master Esrevin, hasn’'t he?’ the old priestess asked with conver-
sational nonchalance.
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“Yes, Mouridji.”

“Esrevin is so busy over there, he can do with some help! And what about
Melchard of the Brown Robe? He has just returned from his journey to the pal-
ace of the King of Atlantis, hasn't he? Must have been lawfully amazing!”

“Yes, Mouridji.”

The conversation went on, and in the space of a few minutes Mouridji had
sketched the comings and goings of a great number of people. After she left,
Gervin commented, “Mouridji is a woman of sight and sharp insights. And she
knows everyone in the temple. As a matter of fact, she probably already knows
many things about you that you do not even know about yourself!”

Aswe skirted around a large building in the lawful centre of the temple, Ger-
vin described, “This is where our space controllers operate. You know what
controllers are, don’'t you?”’

“The people who rescue astral travellers who have lost their way.”

“Correct. But in Eisram we have specia space controllers, because our
priests and priestesses astral travel so far away. Normal controllers would be
incapable of following them, let alone rescuing them. So it has always been part
of the tradition of our temple to train priests and priestesses to guide travellers
and perform rescue operations even in the most remote spheres. Presently, our
team of controllersisled by the White Eagles. Have you heard of them?’

| shook my head. As far as | knew, there was no order of the White Eagle in
the county of Sheringa.

“It is one of the strongest orders in Eisraim,” Gervin explained. “The White
Eagles are led by Lady Teyani, who is also the grand master of the female wing
of our temple. If | can, | will try to have one of her disciples take care of your
initiation into travelling.”

| had always regarded space controllers as heroes. The idea of being trained
by people who could travel even further than space controllers filled me with
awe.

Later, we arrived in alarge courtyard at the heart of the enclave of the Most
Ancient and Lawful Orders. A short, middle-aged man wearing a light-pink
gown came to greet us. “ Praise the Lord Melchisedek, Master Gervin!”

“All glory to the Lord Melchisedek, Prates of the Salmon Robe!”

The priest saluted me, and | lawfully returned his greeting.

“Is this young man the novice you have brought us?” Prates asked with a big
smile.

“He sure is, Prates,” Gervin answered, placing his arm around my shoulders.
“1 bring him to you so he can grow in the Law, and learn the many wonders of
your prestigious caste.” Turning towards me, Gervin added, “Prates is a great
doctor of the Law, and the head of the Salmon Robe in Eisraim. His knowledge
of ritualsisimmense. By the time you complete your training with him, you too
will be agreat doctor of the Law.”

“Sxteen years is what it takes to complete the training of a Salmon Robe
priest,” Prates said with the smile that never |eft his face.
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To a seventeen-year-old youth, sixteen years of studies sounded like a very
long time indeed.

“This training will be your joy, Szar,” Gervin said in a tone of encourage-
ment. “You will find it illuminating. And we will see each other quite often.
Tomorrow | will send someone to fetch you, and we will have along talk.”

Gervin left me with Prates, who took me to the large dormitory of the ap-
prentices of the Salmon Robe. It was empty. All the other young men were in
the middle of aritual. | was given one of the low beds with a thin mattress and a
few lawful utensils, and was |eft to rest.

In lawful Atlantean fashion | sat on the bed and looked straight in front of
me, watching the yellowish glow of the plass wall and letting my mind become
blank.

4.2 Training of the Salmon Robe priests

Gervin was right, the training of the Salmon Robe priests was an illumina-
tion.

First and foremost, there was the spellbinding magic of the Atlantean lan-
guage. Through the power of the hymns of the Law, an entirely new world
opened to me. The ritual way of chanting turned each verse into a powerful
mantra, vibrant with life and ancient forces. So ancient! So holy! | spent entire
days chanting and reciting hymns, fascinated by their beauty and their depth. |
could never get enough. The more | repeated a verse, the more intoxicating it
became. | had no mental framework to rationalise the experiences, yet my heart
could appreciate their profound mystical dimension.

Then there was the knowledge. As stipulated by the Law of the kingdom, the
priests were the keepers of al the ancient lore. Amongst them were many rituals
used for healing. The Law said, “To sing is to heal. There can be no better
medicine than the hymns of the Law. He who knows the power of the hymns is
the master physician.” And there were rituals for all situations in life: sacra-
ments to ensure children grew up harmoniously, funeral rites to help the dead
find their way, clearings of negative energies from people and from the land.
The rituals that secured rainfall and the perfect balance of the climate were not
part of the functions of the Salmon Robe, as they were so simple that any vil-
lage priest could perform them. But there were hundreds of other much more
complicated rituals to learn. They not only involved the recitation of lengthy
hymns but also the use of fruits, flowers, roots, gems, metals, minerals, animal
substances, and ritual utensils — vases, cups, basins, flame holders, and so on.
All these had to be placed, oriented, purified and consecrated in precisely codi-
fied ways so as to activate the laws and powers of nature. The rituals were so
many, so long, and so technical, that | quickly understood why sixteen years
would barely be long enough to know them all.

And as Master Gervin had predicted, | soon made fantastic friends. My class
was comprised of twenty-nine apprentices, aged between twelve and twenty-
five. It did not take long before the one who sept next to me became my friend
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— the best friend | had ever had. His name was Artold. Like me, he had known
seventeen springs and seventeen autumns. He was such a joy in the Law. His
eyes were sweet like the mists in autumn. He spoke a bit more slowly than other
people (very slowly compared to Master Gervin) but he had such alawful heart!
In his company, | could totally relax. In most cases we hardly needed to speak,
the understanding between us was intuitive. We just walked together in the al-
leys of the temple, or we sat silently in front of each other.

Every morning, we lawfully greeted each other, “Praise the Lord Mel-
chisedek, Artold! How are you, my friend in the Law?”

“All Glory to the Lord Melchisedek! Szar, my friend in the Law, | amwell in-
deed. And you?”

“I am well indeed, Artold, thanks to the Good Lord Melchisedek! And how
are your parents?”

“They are well, thanks to the grace of our Lord Melchisedek! And how are
your parents, my friend in the Law?”

“1 trust they are well, Artold, my friend in the Law, even though | have not
heard from them for some time.”

“1 trust this will be a beautiful morning of the Law, Szar, my friend in the
Law...”

And after such afriendly exchange, it was bound to be alawfully good day.

Every few days, or less often when he had to travel, Master Gervin would
spend some time with me. When Gervin called me it was arranged with Prates
that | would be excused from my normal duties for one or two hours.

When | visited his quarters in the enclave of the jewels, Gervin and | sat in
the room where he received his visitors. the aguamarine chamber. It was an ex-
tremely holy place because built so many lawful thousands of years ago, and
because the masters of the Brown Robe lineage had taught there before Gervin.
In the charged presence held by the living walls, Gervin explained to me certain
aspects of the Law that were not covered by the training of the Salmon Robe.
Other times, we would walk together in the alleys of the temple and visit chap-
els, holy halls, shrines, sanctums and crypts. Some parts of the temple were
such mazes of corridors! When | ventured out for a stroll on my own, it was not
rare for meto get lost. Thank the Lord Melchisedek, there were plenty of helpful
priests to walk me back to the quarters of the Salmon Robe.

Something that always amazed me was the power of the fields. Central to
Atlantean technology, the fields were used for a great variety of purposes. The
most lawful function of the fields was to establish strong spiritual connections
within the perimeter of a chapel or holy hall. The effect was striking. As soon as
you entered the chapel, you were filled with godly presence. Not al chapels felt
the same, each was stamped with the presence of the god or angel to whom its
atar was dedicated.

Entering an Atlantean chapel was magic — nothing short of an encounter with
divine presence. This made walking through the temple an experience akin to
travelling through the spheres.
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One day, Gervin and | were wandering along an alley in the enclave of the
thirty-three victorious gods, not far from his apartment. | suddenly felt a pull
and my body came to a stop, right outside a chapel.

| could not take my eyes off the door of that chapel.

“1 see!” Gervin burst out laughing.

| had no idea what he saw.

“Come!” he said, and as | was slow to respond he took my hand and walked
me into the chapel.

It wasn’t a very large chapel. The plass of the living walls shone with a spe-
cial quality of gold, unlike the Spirit of any other building. As soon as | entered
the field and saw the flame on the altar, | was so filled with awe that | became
speechless (not uncommon for me), and on the edge of tears.

“Szar-ka,” Gervin said — he often used the -ka of endearment when | became
speechless — “would you like to know which god this chapel is dedicated to?”

| nodded anxiougly.

“Lord Gana. A mighty god. One of those who were born at the very begin-
ning of this cosmic cycle, long, long before human beings were created. He is
venerated for his intelligence, and he is also said to be a great knower of the
wisdom of the Dragon. Do you know what the Dragon is, Szar?’

| shook my head.

“The Dragon is an awesome, universal power. It permeates everything, not
only the entire kingdom, the intermediary worlds and the worlds of the gods,
but also the Underworlds and Further Down. The Dragon is fire — fire in the
Earth, and fire beyond the heavens. It has many facets. Some are terrifying, even
to the strongest of men; others are friendly and helpful, like the noble and mag-
nificent Lord Gana.”

Gervin paused, hoping that | would ask something. As | remained speechless,
he went on, “Is Lord Gana calling you, Szar-ka?’

The idea that such a noble and magnificent god could be calling me filled me
with wonder and bewilderment.

“How about | teach you the ritual way of greeting Lord Gana?”’

| tried to say yes, but the emotion was too strong.

Gervin understood. “Ha, Gana!” he intoned in his strong ritual voice, lifting
both arms vertically. “Lobatchen Zerah!” he continued, and as he finished the
verse, he crossed hisforearms on his chest, hisfists clenched. “Hera, Gana!” he
lifted his arms up again. “Samayin ho Zerah!” he concluded, his forearms
crossed on his chest.

Copying his movements, | repeated after him, “Ha, Gana! Lobatchen Zerah!
Hera, Gana! Samayin ho Zerah!”

“Very good, Szar-ka. Very good! Don't hesitate to come back here any time
you like. Meditating in this chapel will be excellent for your spiritual develop-
ment. Expect surprises, son!”
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After this, the chapel of Lord Gana became my favourite inspirational hidea-
way. | often visited it, taking immense joy in offering some flowers on the altar
and sitting in the light of the god, contemplating the living walls.

4.3 Wonder of wonders, the Law of Melchisedek

Not long after | arrived in Eisraim came the equinox of spring, the time of
the yearly celebration of the Law of Melchisedek. The festival was comprised of
a great number of ceremonies and rituals, and was attended by people of all
castes. | had attended this festival every year since | was a little child. It was the
great annual event of every village in the kingdom. But compared to the colos-
sal ceremonies | was to witness in Eisraim, what | had seen up until then was
nothing.

A few days before the equinox, delegations of priests and dignitaries from
various castes began arriving at the temple. Long processions passed through
the main portal. And the straight path of the Law — the temple’'s main aley —
was full of people wearing robes of every imaginable colour. Rituals were con-
ducted in al the chapels, and the fields were more highly charged than ever.
The temple turned into a busy beehive, with priests and priestesses lawfully
mildly hectically rushing in all directions. Lodging and feeding so many people
was no small enterprise! The logistics were significantly complicated by the fact
that some visitors belonged to castes that were not supposed to come into con-
tact with certain other castes. The enclave of lawful visitors and their adjacent
dining halls therefore formed a perplexing maze where priests often got lost.
The conflicting observances and requirements of these multifarious castes cre-
ated an organisational imbroglio of cosmic proportions.

So many people gathered for the main opening ceremony that no hal was
large enough to hold them. Instead, the Park of Lawful Congregations was used,
and it took at least four hours before each person had taken position according
to the Law of the castes (which dictated precisely where each group should
stand in relation to each other group, and in what order people should arrive and
leave).

Finally, Melchard, the high priest of Eisraim, made his entry. This was the
first time | saw him. He was a tall man in his late forties. His curly brown hair
and beard resembled a lion’s mane. He walked slowly and with great dignity,
flanked by two long lines of priests dressed in crimson robes and chanting the
Law. For this special occasion, he too wore bright crimson garments, even
though he was of the Brown Robe caste, like Master Gervin.

Having reached the altar at the centre of the park, he raised a loud voice,
“Praise the Lord Melchisedek!” Spoken by this highly trained master of the
Word, the enthralling magic of the Atlantean language took on yet a new di-
mension. The sounds that came out of his mouth were accompanied by sparks
of bright white light that illuminated his aura.

The enthralled crowd responded, “All glory to the Lord Melchisedek!”

80



4 —The Book of the Salmon Robe

Melchard intoned one of the hymns of the Most Ancient and Holiest Body of
the Law. “ Heisthe Lord of Lords, the King of Kings.”

After each verse, the crowd repeated in one voice, “ All glory to the Lord
Mel chisedek!”

“Heis our ancestor and our future, the father of all traditional ordersin the
kingdom.”

“ All glory to the Lord Melchisedek!”

“ The dawn of the gods he beheld, as he will contemplate the twilight of crea-
tion.”

“ All glory to the Lord Melchisedek!”

“ Shepherd of men, Spirit of the Law, priest of righteousness and lighthouse
of all.”

“ All glory to the Lord Melchisedek!”

The ceremony was to go on for hours. But before long, | was so uplifted by
the power of Melchard’'s voice that | lost touch with my body and fell into a
swoon. Three priests carried me unconscious to the quarters of the Salmon
Robe. It was a shame, for | was part of a large group of novices who had been
duly prepared to carry on the chanting of hymns for aritual to the Fertility of the
Land later on. Unfortunately, | couldn’t help it. Not just on this occasion but
every time the spiritual intensity became high | fainted, which was in no way
unusual for Atlantean people, whose consciousness was only loosely linked to
their physical body.

When | woke up the morning after, | learned that | had missed the night of the
Law, a moving ceremony in which all the delegations of priests walked to the
nearby Holy Fontelayana river carrying torches and singing hymns to the
Mother of the Endless Night. Thank the Lord Melchisedek, the yearly celebra-
tion still had many ceremonies to go!

That year, one of the highlights was the appearance of the Priestesses of the
Dawn of Creation. Recruited from a particular caste that lived in the counties of
the south, these women were the keepers of a primordial energy: the Spirit of
Dawn, which vibrated in all things at the beginning of the world, but had long
since disappeared. Apart from these priestesses, the Spirit of Dawn was known
to less than a handful of high initiates in the entire kingdom.

This unique spiritual connection rested on an ancestral energy that the Priest-
esses of Dawn carried in their blood. The caste from which they originated was
an ancient breed of small, dark-skinned, dark-haired people, whose stringent
rules strictly forbade intermarriage with other castes.

The Law made it clear these priestesses fulfilled a critical function. They
were the thread that linked the whole of humanity to the primordial Spirit of
Dawn. Were this thread to be lost, the Law warned that the gods would have no
choice but to give up on human beings, which would plunge the kingdom into
unspeakable chaos. Thus the Law ordained that these priestesses be protected
and cared for like the most precious of jewels. In order to preserve the purity of
their space of consciousness, they remained secluded, refraining from any con-
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tact or interaction with all other castes save one: the Servants of the Priestesses
of Dawn, who were dedicated entirely to their service and shielded them from
the rest of the world.

A unique feature of these women-priests was that their faces could never be
seen. On the rare occasions when one had a chance to approach them, only their
body, limbs, and head could be seen, their hair remained covered by a shawl.
But if one tried to look at their face, only a dark space could be seen. This, the
Law explained, was because seeing their face was like seeing that which is be-
yond the gods themsel ves.

Only certain castes were alowed to attend this ceremony, which took place
early in the morning in the fourth hall of Melchisedek, with all openings closed
and the living walls dimmed so as to create semi-darkness. To begin with, asin
all lawful functions the audience was left to wait for a few hours. The expecta
tion was great. Public appearances of the Priestesses of Dawn were extremely
rare.

When the precious women finally honoured the hall with their momentous
presence, the audience let out along, awe-struck “ Oooh!”

There were perhaps thirty of them. Garbed in dark-orange dresses, they
formed a tight cluster surrounded by at least twice as many attendants. In the
semi-darkness, it was difficult to judge if indeed their faces were invisible (a
fact no one doubted, since it was ascertained by the Law).

As soon as they reached the stage, the priestesses started chanting the hymns
of the Dawn of Creation, which were unlike any other chanting of the Law. This
was yet another wonder of these priestesses: one might get to hear their chant-
ing, but one would never be able to remember it. The hymns of the Dawn of
Creation were a celebration of the unthinkable and unknowable. The Law said,
“Thou wilt listen, but thou wilt not hear, even less under stand!”

| fainted again. | was not the only one. At least athird of the audience fell un-
conscious. The effect was immediate: as soon as the chanting began, even
highly trained priests lost touch with the kingdom, falling to the floor and into
trance states of unfathomable depth. Many of them even wet their gowns.

Apart from wetting my gown, | slept an entire day and night. When | woke
up, late the following morning, | didn't have the faintest recollection of what
had happened, and | was surprised to find myself in bed. | thought only a few
minutes had elapsed since the Priestesses of Dawn had arrived in the function
hall.

A few days later, the climax of the yearly celebration was the ceremony of the
Holy Blue Flame — one of the most magical wonders of Atlantean times. It was
a large, predominantly blue flame, standing in a short chalice that rested on a
broad triangular metalic plate, carried by three Crimson priests. The Flame was
no fire in the physical meaning of the term. It did not burn the hand, it did not
even warm the air around it. When beholding the flame, one could hear a spe-
cial hissing sound — not a physical one, but a sound of energy.
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The Holy Blue Flame was regarded as a direct manifestation of the Divine.
“The One God lives in the Flame,” said the Law. “Seeing the Flame is seeing
God.” Lawfully understandably, before one could be alowed to behold the
Flame, at least one day of fasting and lengthy purification rituals were required.
The Park of Lawful Congregations was packed. When the short procession of
the keepers of the Flame made its entry, a mighty wave of aspiration rose from
the crowd. There it was, in front of all eyes. the Holy Blue Flame, shining with
the Light of the One God.

“Stay with us, my friend in the Law! Stay with us!” good Prates whispered in
my ear when he saw how aghast and abuzz | was at the sight of the flame.

| opened my mouth but was unable to answer him.

Melchard stood in front of the central altar and started a fire ceremony,
pouring his Voice into the Flame.

The intensity of the ritual immediately transported me. From a distance, |
vaguely heard Prates repeating, “ Stay with us, Szar!”

| saw agreat bright light, and fell to the ground.

Much later in the day when | woke up, | was in the deeping quarters of the
Salmon Robe where the security priests had carried me, as usual. It was then |
learned that the equinoctial celebration of the Law was over. It had been a great
sucCess.

4.4 Firerituals

During our talks, Master Gervin often exhorted me to speed up my studies.
The concept was so foreign to me that at first | wondered if he meant | should
try to make my sixteen years of training in the Salmon Robe pass more quickly.
Speeding up was definitely not part of the teachings of the Salmon Robe. The
Salmon Robes, like many other priestly orders, implicitly equated slowness
with holiness. Nevertheless, | slowly came to the realisation that despite the fact
that sixteen yearsiswhat it takes to train a Salmon Robe priest, | could perhaps
digest the Salmon lore in fifteen, or even perhaps fourteen and a half years. The
benefits of such an achievement were not obvious to me, but | loved Master
Gervin dearly and desired nothing more in the kingdom than to come closer to
him.

But what an effort it was to spend an hour with Gervin! He was so difficult to
follow. | knew that he was a great doctor of the Law. Only great doctors of the
Law lived in the enclave of the jewels. | had also heard that Gervin's lore was
respected and admired as far as the neighbouring counties. Y et he often seemed
to turn the principles of the Law upside down. He quoted verses that were never
mentioned by the Salmon Robe priests, and that often seemed to disagree with
their tenets. And when listening to him, | could never rest on what | had learnt
and just relax. He kept asking me questions. These were not always compli-
cated, but they often left me perplexed. And if by chance | came to fully under-
stand what he meant, then he would show me some new aspect of the same
topic that would |eave me bewildered and yet again speechless.
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“Do you understand why you really need to speed up?’ he asked one day.

Even though we had discussed the topic many times in the last months, the
answer to this question was still unclear to me.

As | remained silent, Gervin went on, “The reasons are as many as the chap-
els of our temple. For a start, trying to speed up your actions would greatly help
your process of awakening.”

The concept of awakening was so vague to me that Gervin preferred not to
insist. “And how will you ever be capable of conversing with the gods if you do
not speed up? For the gods delight in that which is fast, and abhor slow contin-
gencies.”

Theideathat | could ever converse with the gods sounded astonishing.

When he saw the stupefaction on my face, Gervin laughed. With his left
hand, he picked out alarge, juicy pear from a basket. It was one of those ambro-
sia pears of the Law that melted in the mouth. He threw the fruit in the air,
caught it with his right hand, and then threw it to me. For he was worried to see
me still so thin, and always liked to feed me.

Unfortunately, | missed the pear. The beautiful fruit landed on the plass floor
with athud.

Gervin whistled loudly. “We're going to have to do something, and it’s going
to have to be drastic!”

“I'll take care of it, Master Gervin!” | said, thinking he was talking about the
juicy mess on the floor, and | immediately started cleaning up, using the bottom
of my white gown as arag.

“Mm...” Gervin took his head in his hands and contemplated the aqguamarine
light of the ceiling, thoughtful. “A few thousand fire rituals, perhaps?’ he mur-
mured after amoment. “Do you know what firerituals are, Szar?’

“Thou shalt pour oblations into the fire, and thou shalt let the fire carry of-
ferings to the gods,” | recited.

“Thou shalt indeed. Extremely powerful rituals, these are. They raise the
level of fire inside the officiating priest. They make his eyes and his aura shine.
| think these rituals would do you a lot of good. | want you to start as soon as
possible.”

“But Master Gervin, the novices of the Salmon Robe are not alowed to per-
form firerituals!”

“Well, then, tell Prates you don’t want to be a novice any more!” Gervin an-
swered in hisjokingly serious voice.

| was speechless. Asking Prates for a promotion would have been outra-
geously unlawfully insolent.

“Ah, don't worry!” Gervin broke out into another of his smiles. “Let’s go for
awak.” When | completely ran out of answers his technique was to take me for
astroll, hoping the movement would help to activate my mind.

The following day to my complete surprise, Prates informed me | was to be
initiated into my next degree. This was the end of my novitiate. | was no longer
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to wear awhite gown but a light-pink one — the Salmon Robe! — like Artold and
my other friends.

The ceremony was magnificent. Amidst hundreds of lamp oils, mantras were
chanted for an entire day. Under the guidance of Prates, my young friends car-
ried out many of the ritual performances in which the Salmon Robe priests ex-
celled.

After only half an hour, | felt so high and so ecstatic that | fainted, as many
other novices going through the same initiation had done before me. Prates, the
wise man in the Law, used a special technique based on projecting forces into
some of my gateways, or centres of energy. Soon, | was back in my body, and
the ceremony resumed. Prates had to keep on repeating the technique through-
out the day, but it worked wonders. Each time | fainted, he brought me back to
my senses in less than twenty minutes! And at the end of the ceremony (which
went on until late that night, and had to be continued throughout the next day), |
was entrusted with the secret symbols and recognition signs of the Salmon
Robe.

In the days that followed, Prates began instructing me in the lore of fire ritu-
als. There were hundreds of them, each dedicated to different gods and angels,
and performed for a great variety of purposes. boosting the fertility of the land,
clearing negative energies, blessing water streams, consecrating tree houses and
filling them with angelic presence, blessing plass walls in a building, achieving
longevity, asking favours from the gods, and so on. But the general principle of
all fire rituals was the same: a fire was lit and oblations, such as spoonfuls of
sacred oil, were poured into the fire while chanting powerful mantras. Often, the
voice of the officiant priest became the oblation poured into the fire.

The fire and the sacred oils were but the external forms of extraordinarily
powerful processes of energy. Each time the oblation reached the fire, a cosmic
click took place. A Spirit impulse sparked the consciousness of the priest, re-
sulting in a tangible change in the surrounding space. The chapels in which
daily fire rituals were conducted were highly charged, and teeming with spiri-
tual presence.

Encouraged by Prates and Gervin, | started performing fire rituals in great
measure. | had to begin dowly and get accustomed to the spiritua intensity
gradually — indispensable precautions without which apprentice ritualists could
be stricken with fever, convulsions, madness, and even sudden death. But after
a few months, | found myself practising on the fire seven hours a day, and a
great result was achieved: | no longer fainted when the intensity of my rituals
became high (although unfortunately | still fainted when attending other peo-
ple's rituals). Nonetheless, Gervin regarded this as a major breakthrough, and
he encouraged me to persevere relentlessly in my practice.

Once, as we were walking along the temple' s alleys, he asked me, “Have you
had any interesting experiences when meditating in the chapel of Lord Gana,
lately?”
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“Master Gervin, unfortunately | have had no opportunity to visit this holy
chapel for weeks, as| am so busy performing the fire rituals.”

“How sad in the Law!” Gervin looked straight in front of him, in a direction
where | could see nothing. Then he declared, “I think it is time for you to start
directing more of your firerituals to Lord Gana.” After a pause, he plunged his
eyes into mine and added, “And ask him to help you awaken!”

We walked along alittle further. “1f Golden Cudgel was not such a complete
idiot in the Law,” Gervin went on in his exquisitely polite voice, “we could ask
him to help you.”

Golden Cudgel was the Dark-Golden Robe priest who held the office of high
priest of Ganafor the temple of Eisraim.

“But you would be better off asking old Gana-Gerent. He knows an awful
lawful lot about Gana'slore.”

4.5 Theyears of firerituals

The next morning, Gervin arranged for Gana-Gerent to meet me in Lord
Gana's chapel.

Gana-Gerent was a very old man with not one hair left on his shiny head. He
wore a beige gown of an order unknown to me. This, by the way, was one of my
dramas. While studying in Sheringa | had spent years learning about the Law of
the castes, one of my favourite disciplines at that time. But after arriving in Eis-
raim | discovered to my dismay that virtually none of the castes of my native
county were represented in the temple. The castes of the county of Eisraim were
completely unknown to me, which often put me in the embarrassing situation of
not knowing how to salute people the proper way.

“Praise the Lord Melchisedek, Szar of the Salmon Robel” Gana-Gerent
greeted me with an expansive smile that revealed the best of his four-and-a-half
remaining teeth. “So | hear you are a great admirer of Ganathe Wise! Come and
sit with me, my young friend in the Law, | have many things to tell you.”

Because he shone with the particular quality of golden light that glowed from
the living walls of Lord Gana s chapel, | immediately took aliking to him.

Gana-Gerent started by teaching me some of Lord Gana's traditional attrib-
utes: his golden helmet of far-reaching vision and omniscience, and the occult
cudgel with which he had slain many dark forces during the ancient wars in the
heavens when the gods were fighting their titanic enemies, the asuras.

Particularly fascinating to me was the huge five-legged beast that was carved
on the wall behind the altar. When | asked Gana-Gerent about it, he answered,
“This white beast is called an elephanto. It is Lord Gana's friend. But the leg in
thefront isnot aleg, it's his nose!”

“Hisnose?’ | marvelled.

“Elephantos are huge, at least ten times larger than horses! They live in the
world of the gods and in the fields of stars,” Gana-Gerent elucidated.

The fields of stars were mentioned in many legends of the Law. They were
dark spaces in which hundreds of tiny dots of light were hanging. No one could

86



4 —The Book of the Salmon Robe

see them, for they lay beyond the thick mists that covered the kingdom. But the
educated people who knew about these legends never doubted their redlity,
since they were attested to by the Law.

| looked skywards, trying to picture a white elephanto flying in a field of
stars.

“According to some people,” Gana-Gerent said, “there are also elephantos
living in the kingdom, in the counties of the south. Anyhow, what matters is
that Lord Gana's sense of smell is as powerful as that of elephantos. He can
smell far down into the Earth and the Underworld.”

My mouth dropped open in admiration.

The next thing Gana-Gerent taught me was how to perform fire rituals to
Lord Gana. As | already knew a number of fire rituals, it was easy. All | redly
needed were the mantras to invoke Gana. The rest of the practices were some-
what similar with only variations in the type of hand-gestures, utensils, flowers,
fruits, grains, coloured powders and other substances that were to be offered.

Y et the results were more spectacular than with any other rituals | had ever
conducted. As soon as | started pouring my voice into the flame, | was trans-
ported high in Lord Gana's light, as if carried by some invisible elephanto. |
completely lost touch with time.

When | came back to my normal self, | was lying on the floor. Good Gana-
Gerent, who was sitting by my side, welcomed me back to the kingdom with his
broad smile, “Lawfully good?”

“Mm...” | sat up, noticing the night had come. Trying my best to find words
to express the ecstatic feeling and the explosion of light inside my heart, | hesi-
tated a few seconds. “Lawfully good!” | finally answered.

Gana-Gerent understood.

After that day, most of my free time was occupied with fire rituals to Lord
Gana. The priests of the Salmon Robe had many lawful duties and hours of rit-
ual work to perform every day, but whenever | could | directed my offerings to
the god with the golden helmet. And as Master Gervin often exhorted me to do,
| prayed for awakening.

But what was awakening?

The more Gervin tried to explain it to me, the less | seemed to understand.

“When you practise your fire rituals, especialy to Lord Gana, do you some-
times feel abig energy above your head?’ Gervin asked me one day.

“Yes,” | answered confidently.

“It is my hope that this energy will assist you in your effort of awakening,”
Gervin said. “But you must keep asking Lord Gana for his help, for there are
many blissful sleepers who handle the Great Light of fire rituals daily, and yet
never awaken.”

| did ask for Lord Gana's help. But | could not grasp what it was that | was
supposed to achieve. Month after month, Gervin pointed my attention to certain
changes inside me which, he said, indicated that ‘ some awakening’ was taking
place. For instance, | fainted less often. A certain fiery quality had awakened in
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my body of energy (this was no wonder, since | spent more or less seven days a
week sitting in front of aflame), and my voice had been significantly reinforced
by the thousands of hymns | had chanted since my arrival in Eisraim.

“But, but, but...” Gervin repeated to me, “you still have no idea what awak-
ening is about, have you?”

Each time he asked, al | could do was to remain silent and try to read the an-
swer in his piercing grey-green eyes.

“Keep practising and praying, my friend in the Law!” Gervin encouraged me
with his warm smile. “And remember that you can be anything, and you can do
anything.”

| could see he was waiting for some dramatic change to take place inside me.
But what?

Following hisinstructions, | kept on and on with the fire rituals. 1 usualy of-
ficiated in the chapels of the Salmon Robe priests, and whenever | could | went
to do additional practices in Lord Gana's chapel, in particular at sunrise and
sunset, times which Gervin had described as especially conducive to awaken-
ing. But hundreds of sunsets passed, and | till had no idea what awakening
meant.

Quite understandably, after another year of constant practice | started mas-
tering the process of fire ritual. Prates was happy with my progress. “Good
spark! Good spark!” he would say. And after watching my efforts for a few
more months, he invited me to become part of one of the teams of priests who
officiated in the crypt of the Eterna Fire.

Located in the lawful centre of the temple, the crypt of the Eternal Fire was a
very specia place, in which fire rituals had been performed without interrup-
tion for thousands of years, said the Law of the temple. Priests from different
castes took shifts to sit behind one of the three eternal flames and perform the
amritayagya, or fireritual of immortality.

The spiritual presence held by the living walls of the crypt was awesome.
Each time a mantra was poured into the fire, huge sparks of light could be seen
in the astral space. The crypt felt as if it was constantly being shaken by an
earthquake of energy. During my first shifts, Prates stayed close to me to make
sure | coped with the power of the amritayagya. But paradoxically, | never
fainted when | was on duty down there. | thrived on the exalted Spirit that was
vibrant in the crypt.

This triggered great hopes in Master Gervin. “When you officiate in the am-
ritayagya,” he explained to me, “you are much more awake than usua. If you
could retain the state when you come out of the crypt, you would make im-
mense progress.”

| could relate to the fact that | felt different when | was in the crypt. But how?
And why? As soon as | left the crypt, | went back to my normal self. Worse
still, when | witnessed other ceremonies | kept fainting as usual. The truth was,
| would have loved to follow Master Gervin’s instructions, but | smply didn’t
know what to do.
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“Keep on keeping on. Practise and pray!” Gervin encouraged me.

“All glory to the teacher!” | answered with hope. But months passed, and no
decisive change took place. Master Gervin's awakening remained a complete
mystery to me.

4.6 Darkness visible

One day, on his return from a journey out of the county of Eisraim, Gervin
called me to the aguamarine chamber. As always, he started with praising the
Lord Melchisedek and inquiring after my health, for | was still — by far! — the
skinniest of all the Salmon Robe priests, despite everyone's insistence on feed-
ing me al the delicacies of the Law the temple could offer.

“How long since you arrived at the temple?’ Gervin asked.

“Four springs and four autumns,” | answered in lawful fashion.

“Mm...” Gervin closed his eyes and took his head in his hands. “If we do not
speed up your awakening, we are going to end up running out of time.”

| nodded in my lawfully patiently helpless way.

“Comeon,” he said, “let us try something radically different.” And he invited
meto sit in meditation position in front of him.

Often when | visited him we sat together and entered a contemplative state.
That day while keeping eye contact Gervin projected a completely new intensity
of consciousness into me. The light in the room went from aquamarine to dark.
| felt a strong vibration between my eyebrows. My body became rock-still.

The feeling was not particularly pleasant. It reminded me of a painful experi-
ence two years earlier, when Artold and | had ingested mushrooms by mistake.
The central kitchen, which supplied the fruits needed for our rituals, had
wrongly delivered the mushrooms to us instead of to the order of the Wise
Witches of the Law. After eating the mushrooms at the end of the ritual, we had
been seized with violent hallucinations that had left Artold sick for a week and
myself unconscious for aday and a half.

“Can you speak?’ Gervin asked.

| couldn’t. | had completely lost touch with the room. But | could still hear
him. Instead of falling unconscious as usual, | found myself in a huge dark
space.

“Darkness visible. The non-physical sphere that is the closest to the king-
dom,” Gervin explained.

The experience was not unfamiliar. It was reminiscent of my nightly drifting
out of the body, but much less dream-like. It was the first time | found myself in
the space whilst retaining some waking consci ousness.

“Come on, move!” Gervin urged.

| found myself spinning forwards in darkness visible, asif caught by a power-
ful whirlpool.

“Very good, son! Very good! Now look at this. By this symbol you will know
me!”
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A magnificent golden shape was glowing in front of me. It was a complicated
pattern of intricate geometrical figures.

“These are my recognition symbols,” Gervin explained. “Now look at these.”

Another set of golden geometrical shapes appeared in the space.

“All glory to the teacher!” he exclaimed. “These are the recognition symbols
of Orest, who was my teacher in the Brown Robe. The fact that he left his
physical body long ago does not make any difference, his recognition symbols
have remained the same.”

The former symbols reappeared. “If you ever happen to be in danger, bring
this symbol to your mind and call on me through it,” Gervin instructed me.
Then he brought my consciousness back into the room. It was instant and pain-
less, but | suddenly felt extremely sleepy.

When he saw the look of vagueness on my face, Gervin laughed. “I think we
had better ask someone to escort you back to your quarters,” he said, and went
out to look for alawful attendant.

That was the last thing | remembered from this meeting. | woke up in my
dormitory the next day.

Every few days Gervin took me back into the space of darkness visible. He
showed me different recognition symbols, and taught me how to use space-
tunnels of energy in order to spin faster and faster. And the great progress was
that 1 no longer fell unconscious at the end of the sessions. In most cases, |
could walk to my dormitory by myself.

After a few weeks, Master Gervin announced that he was satisfied with my
experiences and that the time had come for me to undergo a formal initiation
into travelling.

“Let me explain how this will happen. On a certain day of the calendar, when
all the rhythms of time are lawfully auspicious, you will be taken to a part of the
temple that you have not yet visited: the travelling chambers. There you will be
put in amild state of hibernation. For your security, your body will be placed in
a plass sarcophagus through which no foreign energies can penetrate. Then,
once you are deeply asleep, your instructors will arrive. They will project you
out of your body by activating certain gateways of energy, using their Voices.
And then they will guide you and teach you how to find your way through the
spheres.”

To reassure me, Gervin added, “| have asked the White Eagles to take care of
your travelling education, and very fortunately, they have accepted! Your in-
structor will be one of the most accomplished controllers of our temple — a
woman of considerable travelling experience. She is one of the high priestesses
of the White Eagle, and she was trained by the famous Lady Teyani herself.

Her nameis Lady Elyani.”
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— Thus ends the Book of the Salmon Robe —
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5.1 Travelling, thefirst initiation

My first flight was to take place at night, in the enclave of the lawful physi-
cians. At the end of a day of fasting, two priests from the healing chambers
came to fetch me. | followed them through a labyrinth of alleys and corridors
until we finally arrived at a strange building where the living walls of the hall-
ways glowed with pulsing colours in the dark mauve, indigo and violet range.
The priests led me to a room bathed in a dimmer pulsing light of the same col-
ours. Lines of a spirit of chrysolite, emanating a dark orange glow, traversed the
floor forming luminescent geometric patterns.

A lightly-built sarcophagus, made of thin, translucent plass, stood upon the
centre of afiery geometric shape in the middle of the room. | was instructed to
lie in the sarcophagus, which remained uncovered until, as | was later to know, |
could no longer perceive my physical environment. The priests began incanta-
tions of verses of the Law while pressing gateways on my body. The result was
nearly immediate: | fell into adeep, trance-like sleep.

My next perception was that of strange sounds which, | learned later, were
Voice-projections of Lady Elyani and Lady Seyani, her sister in the White Ea-
gle. | found myself floating in darkness visible. The space was identical to the
one where Gervin had taken me several times in the last weeks, but the differ-
encewas, | didn't feel sleepy at al. On the contrary, | was teeming with energy.

Looking around me | realised that the space was not as dark as | had thought
previoudly. It was permeated by a diffuse purple glow, and in the distance |
could discern faint lights of different colours.

“Szar of the Salmon Robe!” | heard a woman’s voice summoning me. “I am
Elyani of the White Eagle, your travelling instructor. | will be taking you for
journeys through spaces, step by step. Follow my voice and my presence.” Then
she added, “ By this symbol you will know me.”

A set of geometric shapes appeared in front of me. Unlike that of Gervin, her
astral signature wasn't golden but shining white.

“In most cases, you will just have to follow my light,” the voice continued.
As she spoke, a warm yellow light appeared in front of me. “This is not me,”
she explained “but areflection of myself that | project in the space to guide you.
Come, follow the light.”

| moved towards the golden-yellow presence.

It was easy and joyful. Following her light | realised that when | had out-of-
body experiences at night, | had absolutely no idea where | was going. | never
chose my direction, being swayed by waves | did not understand. Now for the
first timein my life, | was completely in control of my movements in the space.
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“Szar, can you perceive the tunnel in front of you?”

“Yes.”

“Gointoit. Follow my light,” the voice said.

As soon as | reached the tunnel, | was sucked into it and sent spinning for-
ward at high speed. | soon emerged at the other end and found myself in a dif-
ferent space, in which the diffuse purple glow was dlightly brighter.

“We are still in darkness visible, but higher up,” Elyani explained.

| felt enthused, and light as a bird in the world of the gods.

“Now try to move up.”

That was easy. | zapped upwards, leaving Elyani’ s light below me.

“Excellent!” the voice encouraged me. “Now show us what you can do. Try
to move up as high as you can!”

| gathered my energy and let myself be pulled up by the space. There fol-
lowed an exhilarating feeling of acceleration accompanied by ultra-fast spin-
ning. And lo! | found myself in a completely different space.

No more darkness.

“Oh my Lord Melchisedek!” | exclaimed, profoundly moved by the incredible
beauty of what was before me. “ So thisis what the fields of starslook like!”

In the kingdom, the furthest you could ever see was a few hundred lawful feet
ahead, and in winter the mists were sometimes so thick that you could hardly
see your feet. And there, in front of me, was a clear space of infinity. It was gi-
gantic, mythical, lawfully unreal! Myriads of shining dots of all colours formed
large clouds of light extending in all directions. But before | had time to con-
template the cosmic landscape, | suddenly lost my smooth trajectory. | was pro-
pelled to the right. Caught by violent eddies, | started rolling and tumbling like
aball of dust caught in atornado.

It was only much later that | learned what had happened. Down below in the
take-off room, when they saw the way | projected myself from darkness visible
into the field of stars, Lady Elyani and Lady Seyani were pleasantly surprised.
They beamed joyfully.

“Thisoneis Gervin’s man, isn't he?” Seyani asked.

“He certainly isl There is something about him, isn't there?” Elyani an-
swered, looking through the thin translucent slab that covered the sarcophagus.

Surprised at her friend’s enthusiastic tone, Seyani chuckled. “Lady Elyani!
What do | see?” Quoting a chaperone’s verse of the Law, she added, “ The man
has charm, and is fromthe right caste!”

Elyani blushed. “Seyani! What are you saying!” And for a moment she lost
her concentration and let go of the tragjectory control.

“Hold on, hold on!” Seyani burst out laughing, “Y ou are losing him already!”

Up there, in the field of stars, as soon as | started rolling, something com-
pletely unexpected took place. Before | had time to be afraid, a voice made it-
self heard. Not Elyani’s voice. An eerie whisper that seemed to come from infi-
nitely far away. “Fear not, traveller! Call on the Universal Knowledge Bank.
Let it restore your trajectory.”
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The voice had spoken in no time, as if all the words were uttered at once. It
projected me into a different consciousness where thoughts moved incalculably
faster than usual. |1 knew how to tap from the Universal Knowledge Bank. My
trajectory was instantly stabilised.

The timeless voice continued, “Move forth, child of the stars. The Earth’s
Dragon of the Deep is waiting. Only when you meet her will the sleeper
awaken.”

Meanwhile, Lady Elyani had wasted no time in surrounding me with her
light. But when she saw me flying straight, she refrained from intervening.

“Lawfully good!” she exclaimed with surprise. “In a space so close to us there
was little risk but dtill... that was remarkably well done! Keep moving for-
wards.”

It suddenly came to me that in the four years | had spent in the temple, this
was the first time someone had told me | had done something remarkably well.

The faraway voice was till vibrant in my mind. It made me feel strange. As|
kept moving in a straight line amongst the magnificence of the field of stars, it
whispered again, “Move forth, child of the stars. The Dragon of the Deep is
waiting.”

“Enough for today. Now, start going down,” Elyani instructed. | did as she
said and after a short while | heard, “There is atunnel coming on your left. Take
it and move down.”

The tunnel took me back to the dim purple space where | had started.

| felt heavier and heavier. The magnificent clarity of mind which | had en-
joyed in the fields of stars eluded me. The further down | glided, the thicker my
CoNsciousness became.

Soon, | fell asleep again.

When | came back to my senses | felt dizzy but elated, vivid impressions of
the field of stars flashing in front of me. The cover of the translucent sarcopha-
gus had been removed. The two priests of the healing chambers were waiting
for me.

| looked around for Lady Elyani, but there was no one else in the room.

5.2 Lehrmon of the Brown Robe

The next time | met Gervin, he kept eye contact with me for a long time.
Then his voice became grave. “A change is taking place in you, Szar. Do you
understand what it is?’

| didn’t have a clue what he was talking about. | remained silent.

“A part of you isbeing called to awakening. It happened while you were trav-
elling inthefield of stars.”

Was it the faraway voice? Or was it the elation that flared inside me when |
zapped through the spheres?

Gervin continued, “You may not yet realise it but from here on, things are
going to become radically different for you. All this will happen gradually, of
course. It will not always make life ssmpler for you.” After a pause, he added,
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“But who wants to remain asleep?’ He hammered his words into me, branding
my energy with his most penetrating gaze.

“You will continue your fire rituals and your travelling initiation. But the
thing that matters most is neither of these. The one thing you need most in the
seven spheres...” he paused.

| looked at him anxiously, wondering what was the thing | needed most in the
seven spheres.

“...isto awaken!” he hammered again. “ Stop being a sleeper!”

The perplexed ook on my face made him smile affectionately. “Why don’t
we discuss this with Lehrmon?’ he suggested. “You know who Lehrmon is,
don’'t you? He is my disciple in the Brown Robe. In the last years he has mostly
been at the temple of Lasseera, which is why you have not had the opportunity
to meet him. But at the moment he isin the temple. It would probably do you a
lot of good to see someone who has been working with me for...” Gervin closed
his eyes. Then he smiled, “nearly twenty-five years. Lehrmon is an awakened
one.”

Gervin waited for me to go and get Lehrmon.

| remained at aloss, having no idea where Lehrmon was.

“If you go out and ask Shlsharan, he will tell you where to find him.”

| didn’t know who Shisharan was.

“Walk out into the hallway,” Gervin said patiently. “In the second apartment
on the left, you will find Shisharan of the Saffron Robe.”

| smiled at Gervin and left the room. | turned left and found the second door.

It was open. | walked in, looking up to the doorway’s arched ceiling. In the
enclave of the jewels all doorways were twelve lawful feet high, so great sages
with tall auras didn’t bump their astral head in the plass walls when they walked
into aroom.

There was no one in the room, the living walls of plass mingled with yellow
sapphire spirit. Captivated by the lemon glow, | waited for Shisharan, pondering
on Master Gervin's exhortations to wake up. Then my mind started drifting.
Absorbed as | was in the luminescent spirit, time passed unnoticed.

How long did it last? | could not tell. Perhaps an hour, perhaps more. Finaly,
aman entered.

“Praise the Lord Melchisedek, wise man of in the Law!” | said, “Are you
Shisharan of the Saffron Robe? | am looking for Lehrmon.”

The man frowned. He plunged his intense amber eyes into me for a few sec-
onds.

He was in his early lawful thirties — far too young to be called ‘wise man in
the Law’. Besides, | suddenly realised he was dressed in a brown gown, as only
Gervin and Melchard wore.

“Hum...” | looked for an appropriate verse.

The man passed his hand through his thick fleece of dark-brown curly hair
and smiled, “You are Szar, aren’t you?”

“I... 1 am, in the Law.”
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“l1 am Lehrmon. Of the Brown Robe!” he said, till smiling. “Now, follow
me.”

He didn’t take me back to Gervin's room, but to one of the lawful attendants
of the enclave. Time having passed, Gervin had been called to other occupa
tions.

As | walked back to my room, it crossed my mind that Gervin may not have
been very pleased with the way | had handled the situation.

5.3 Square, intermediary worlds, triangle

Every few days, in the middle of the morning, the two priests from the heal-
ing chambers came to collect me. They were tall, strong men whose function
was to carry people who were unconscious, or too sick to move. They never
said aword. They just called me with a gesture of the hand, and | followed them
to the take-off room.

Lady Elyani was never in the room when | arrived. | lay down in the sar-
cophagus, and the two priests put me to sleep by activating gateways on various
parts of my body.

Then while | was unconscious, Lady Elyani arrived and projected strong
Voice frequencies onto me. At that moment | would always recover the thread
of my consciousness and find myself in the purple space.

“Szar! | greet you at the top of the square!” Elyani saluted me.

“All glory to the Lord Melchisedek, Lady Elyani of the White Eagle!” | re-
plied.

“No, thisis not the way to salute me. Y ou are now in the lower part of dark-
nessvisible, in the layer that is closest to the physical plane. The physical plane,
or kingdom, is called the sguare,” she explained. “You must greet me as |
greeted you.”

“1 greet you at the top of the square!”

“Start moving up,” she ordered. And while | ascended along a slow vortex of
the purple space, she explained, “Darkness visible is one of the intermediary
worlds, so called because they are located between the square (or kingdom), and
the triangle (or worlds of the gods).”

In various teachings of the Law the ‘square’ was used to refer to the kingdom,
but this was the first time | heard the word triangle being used to refer to celes-
tial worlds. In the state of enhanced mental clarity | enjoyed when travelling, it
made a lot of sense to me that the layers between the square and the triangle
should be called intermediary worlds.

“The spheres in our lawful proximity are comprised of the square, the inter-
mediary worlds and the worlds of the gods,” Elyani went on, while her yellow
light appeared in the space. “ Come towards me. Take thistunnel.”

| followed her light through a vortex-tunnel that led me to a different space.

“Keep spinning forwards!” she directed me to another tunnel.
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When | came out of the spinning exercise, | found myself in a completely dif-
ferent space. It was much darker than the purple darkness visible where we had
started.

“You are now in the second layer of the intermediary worlds,” Elyani said.
“As you understand, darkness visible is only the lowest echelon of the interme-
diary worlds. Now take the silvery vortex on your right.”

What was exhilarating about these tunnel-vortices was not just the spinning,
but the acceleration. It was like being projected from one space to another at
increasing speed. The higher up | went, the faster it moved. At the end of the
tunnel | found myself surrounded by a beautiful green astral light.

“The emerald intermediary world,” Elyani commented. “Before we can go
further, you must become expert at identifying these layers.”

| hovered around for some time, letting the emerald light work on my con-
SCiOUSNeEsSs.

“Now, let me take you straight to the upper limits of the intermediary
worlds,” Elyani said.

| followed her light through a sequence of increasingly fast vortices, until |
emerged in a different region lit by a diffuse silvery light. Taking a closer ook,
| realised that the space was filled with silvery specks of light.

“Szar traveller,” Elyani said, “l greet you at the top of the intermediary
worlds.”

“1 greet you at the top of the intermediary worlds,” | replied, copying her rit-
ual voice.

“You are now at the great borderline between the intermediary worlds and the
triangle,” she advised. “If it were not for the symbols that | project around you,
you would already have al the controllers of the kingdom after you. Only expe-
rienced travellers should visit these areas. Simple sleepers would lose their way,
they would have great difficulties returning to their body from here. Now, get
ready to cross the great borderline!”

| did not have to do anything, | was pulled up by Elyani’ s guiding power. And
lo! | found myself in the field of stars once more.

“Szar traveller, | greet you at the bottom of the triangle.”

“1 greet you at the bottom of the triangle,” | replied.

But where were the gods? Were they the clouds of stars that filled all the di-
rections of space?

“Move to your right and tell me, what can you sense, Szar?”’

“Some kind of gentle draught.”

“Right! Thisis called a stream. Look carefully and you will see thin particles
of light flowing along the stream.”

It was so subtle that it eluded me at first. But by concentrating, | began to dis-
cern the stream of light particles.

“Some people call them angel’s hair,” Elyani said. “Now, let the stream carry
you.”
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As soon as | was close enough to the stream, | started moving at a steady
pace. “Very easy!” | laughed with joy.

“All you have to do is hold onto the stream,” she answered in a smiling voice.

| was gliding in the space, feeling very much at home among the eerie scen-
ery of coloured clouds of stars, and marvelling at how clear everything was in
this layer. Was this akin to the awakening that Master Gervin wanted me to
find?

“If you want to you can speed up now,” Elyani put to me. “But do it gently!
The stream will exaggerate your acceleration.”

Following her instruction, | found that the slightest impulse could speed up
my movements dramatically. But even going much faster, | had no difficulty
remaining stable, effortlessly being carried by the stream. It made me wonder
what extraordinary speed a master traveller such as like Lady Elyani could reach
when riding streams.

“Relinquish control,” Elyani instructed me. “You are coming to a node — a
crossing. I'll redirect your path.”

A few seconds later |1 found myself abruptly shifting down and towards the
right, zapping along on a new stream. Despite the mind-boggling speed, there
had not been the least tremor while switching trajectories.

| felt different. When changing streams, my energy changed.

It was asif | had just gone from the field of one chapel to that of another.

| was left to continue my beam-riding for some time. Then Elyani directed me
towards a vortex-tunnel that projected me back into the intermediary worlds.
Thefield of stars disappeared, replaced by the dim glow of darkness visible.

| soon started feeling the heaviness that indicated | was close to my body. In a
matter of seconds | fell unconscious.

When | came back to my senses, | sat up in the sarcophagus. Lady Elyani had
gone, the two priests were back.

Slowly, | got up and followed the two men back to the quarters of the Salmon
Robe.

5.4 The ‘something’ | was missing

A few days later, the meeting with Gervin and Lehrmon finally took place.

When | arrived at the aquamarine chamber, | found the two Brown Robes in
the middle of an animated discussion. They stood up to greet me, and after we
lawfully praised the Lord Melchisedek Master Gervin inquired about my health.

There was a special atmosphere in the room, not unlike what | had felt when |
first met Gervin in the county of Sheringa.

“Szar,” Gervin asked me after a few more lawful trivia, “have you noticed
that when travelling in the spheres, you are much more awake?”’

| nodded. Despite my vagueness, | could recognise that | was clearer when |
followed Elyani’ s light in the spaces.

“Why do you think thisis, Szar?’ he asked.

Perplexed, | remained silent.
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Gervin turned to his disciple in the Brown Robe, “Lehrmon, what do you
say?’

Lehrmon smiled at me in such a friendly way that | was warmed from head to
toe. “Like all of us when we travel, Szar escapes the sandman effect inherent to
the kingdom,” he said.

“A technical term referring to sleepy energies,” Gervin interposed.

“Besides,” Lehrmon continued, “it could well be that Szar’ s consciousness is
stimulated by Lady Elyani’s sharp spirit, since she projects her energy into him
during the sessions.” He sighed, “These high priestesses of the White Eagle are
so awake! | myself find it frightening at times.”

“And you lawfully know what you are talking about!” Gervin exclaimed, and
they both burst out laughing.

Their outburst sparked a joyful wave. The aguamarine room was illuminated
with empathy. Sweet Lord Melchisedek, these two men looked so happy to be
together! The atmosphere they created was so warm, so strong, and so unlike
the lawfully moderate human exchanges | was accustomed to.

Thiswas alandmark in my quest. This warmth, | understood, was at the heart
of the awakening Gervin wanted me to reach.

“Rightly spoken, man of Thunder! Travelling favours awakening, and so does
the company of the White Eagles,” Gervin said with authority. “But something
else is happening to Szar. Something... mysterious. When he reaches the upper
spheres, a particular force comes to meet him. If he could fully realise what this
forceis, then he would immediately become an extremely awakened person.”

Extremely awakened? This sounded hopeful. The problem was, | had no idea
what force he was talking about.

“Future will tell,” Gervin concluded. Then he and Lehrmon went on discuss-
ing other matters that did not concern me. | resolved to observe the two bearded
men the very best | could, looking for hints about awakening.

Something struck me. When he was in the company of Lehrmon, Gervin was
different from the way | had seen him behave with other people, including me.
He spoke faster, for a start. And he laughed a lot more. | kept watching in-
tensely, hoping to find more clues.

As they were talking, Gervin and Lehrmon noticed that | was making great
efforts, or what seemed to me like great efforts. They halted their dialogue and
both turned to look at me. Then the three of us burst out laughing.

How precious that moment was! The aquamarine light was dancing with joy.
The living walls held a space of feeling.

So different, and at the same time so simple.

Gervin stood up. “l have to go to a meeting with Lady Teyani,” he an-
nounced. “Lehrmon, why don’t you take our friend for awalk.”

Lehrmon gave me that unique smile of his that made him shine like a morn-
ing of the Law. We took |leave, and started our stroll in the alleys of the enclave
of the jewels.
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Lehrmon started by showing me afew odd places that | had never visited be-
fore. He mentioned that these had been his hiding places when he was a novice.
He told me severa anecdotes, starting with how he and Gervin had ‘clicked' the
very first day they had met. Remembering how | had been captured myself, |
could fully understand what he was saying. | also learnt that Lehrmon was nine
years older than me. He knew Lady Teyani and Lady Elyani quite well, and his
favourite book of the Law was the book of Maveron. At the temple of Lasseera
he worked with the Field Wizards and the Stone Makers, two castes which |
knew nothing about, and with Master Esrevin of the Brown Robe who, like
Gervin and Melchard, had been a disciple of Orest of the Brown Robe.

Lehrmon asked many questions about me — easy questions that | could an-
swer immediately, so that | found myself having the most animated conversa-
tion of my entirelife.

Was this awakening?

There was definitely a common point with travelling: | was being carried by
him, as when Lady Elyani guided me through the spheres.

As we were walking down a small spira stairway, he told me in his gentle
voice, “What is waiting for you, Szar, is an Underworld of alot more amazing
than you think. You may think you are making incredible discoveries during
your travelling lessons. Man of the Law, but let me tell you, these are nothing
compared to what Gervin can teach you.”

We had arrived in catacomb-like corridors, dimly lit by greenish glow from
the plasswalls.

“Have you come here before?” he asked.

“Never inthe Law,” | said, having no idea which enclave we werein.

Gods, what an unlawful smell!

Lehrmon pointed to a trickle of water, “ Sewage. There are hundreds of bow-
els like this under the temple. Better not come here unaccompanied, though,” he
cautioned. “As long as people behave like sleepers, there is not much Gervin
can do for them. To give him a chance to realy engage the teaching with you,
you must first shake yourself out of lawful dreamland. And if you don’t, then
Gervin will do it for you — and that will hurt.”

| wasn't sure what he meant, but behind his word | sensed... something.
Lehrmon was not like Artold. Not even like the wise Salmon priests who taught
me the holy art of rituals. There was something different about him. And this
something was so much like Gervin!

It became increasingly clear that during all these months in the temple, | had
missed that essential something about Gervin.

It made me feel distressed.

“If you want Gervin to stop behaving with you as he does with sleepers,”
Lehrmon explained patiently, “you have to start asking him questions. In many
cases if you ask nothing, Gervin will say nothing.”

Questions?

What questions?
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5.5 Space controller Fretcher

“Szar traveller, | greet you at the top of the square!” Lady Elyani’s familiar
voice woke me up from my torpor.

“1 greet you at the top of the square!” | lawfully answered.

“Start with floating around in darkness visible,” Elyani instructed. After a
while she used her light to direct me to a vortex that spun me into a space of
particularly bright purple.

“Lotsof light around here!” | wondered.

“This space is connected to a lovely tirtha in the county of the Northern
Lakes,” Elyani explained.

| wondered if the space was special because of the place of pilgrimage, or if it
was the space that made the place atirtha.

All of asudden, a man appeared in front of me. He wastall, in his late fifties.
His dark-blue gown indicated he was from a caste of controllers.

“A beautiful space, isn'tit? Do you likeit, my friend in the Law?’ he asked.

Not knowing the lawful way to greet him, | called on Lady Elyani for help.

“Praise the Lord Melchisedek, controller Fretcher!” Elyani exclaimed in a
voice that sounded like a departure from the canon of lawful intonation.

“All glory to the Lord Melchisedek, Lady Elyani, high priestess of the White
Eagle,” the man answered in an affectionate tone that didn’t sound completely
lawful either.

“How are you today, my good Fretcher?” Elyani asked.

“Having aquiet round, dear.”

Such arelaxed conversation would have sounded quite odd in the kingdom,
where lawful politeness demanded that people of different castes addressed
each other with precisely codified formality. As | was discovering, in the non-
physical spheres a number of things happened differently.

“Not many stray sheep at this time of the Moon cycle. And what about you
and Lady Seyani?’ Fretcher asked.

| was taken by surprise. | hadn’t realised | had two instructors.

“Going well, Fretcher,” anew voice made itself heard in the space.

“You'retraining a new apprentice?’

“He doesn’t have his symbol yet,” Seyani answered. “We'll probably start
flying him under Gervin's symbols soon, so don’t be too surprised when you
next meet him.”

“Under Gervin's symbols? Oho! Sounds interesting.”

The White Eagles didn’t comment.

Fretcher turned towards me, “What is your name, my boy?”

“Syar”

“Nice meeting you, Szar. You'll see me quite often if you happen to sweep
the area, as you probably will.” Then he asked the priestesses, “What about Gi-
sya? Has she come back from her initiation in the Underworld?”’

“No. Sheisdead,” Elyani answered.

“Dead? Oh, gods! Teyani must be devastated.”
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“An unlawful disaster, Fretcher,” Seyani said in a calm voice. “We have lost
Six priestesses in arow. In the last years not one has come back aive from the
Underworld.”

“Gisya was such a lawfully nice girl,” Fretcher said, visibly upset. “Will you
send my condolencesto Teyani?”’

“We lawfully will, my good Fretcher,” Seyani answered.

“I'll probably see you later,” Fretcher said, and he disappeared abruptly.

Immersed in the bright purple light, | wondered what it was like to die in the
Underworld.

“Now Szar,” Elyani asked me, “what do you think, is it the space that makes
the tirtha, or the tirtha that makes the space?’

“Oh my Lord Melchisedek! She can read my thoughts!” | thought, terribly
embarrassed. To make things worse | had no idea how to answer her question.

Elyani waited a few seconds, then explained, “Both are possible, really. Some
tirthas have great healing properties because of their telluric energies. Others
shine the presence of a god, or an angel of Highness. The angels imprint their
presence in the astral space, and in turn the space creates a special atmosphere
in the tirtha. Let me show you what darkness visible looks like in atirtha of that
sort.”

Through a series of fast-moving vortices, Elyani led me to a completely dif-
ferent space of darkness visible. It was neither purple nor dark, but illuminated
with shining white light.

“Thisisthe astral space of a beautiful lake in the county of Perentie. A tirtha
inhabited by the presence of the White Eagle. A famous place of pilgrimage in
the counties of the north.”

The light was magnificently warm — the same warmth that made Gervin and
Lehrmon so special. This made me wonder. Who were the White Eagles, ex-
actly? Lehrmon had said they were so awakened that he himself found it fright-
ening at times.

What did someone frighteningly awakened ook like?

When | came back to my senses in the take-off room, | looked for Lady Ely-
ani. But as usual, the only people in the room were the two priests from the
healing chambers.

| contemplated the slow pulse of the mauve luminescence of the plass.

“So much must be held by the memory of these living walls,” | thought.

5.6 Sleeper, awaken!

Once every year the Most Ancient and Lawful Orders performed a ceremony
called the night of the transmission of the Law. It involved novices and young
priests aswell as elders and the most respected teachers of the Law.

Around twilight, the elders formed a procession and walked to the Holy Fon-
telayana river, carrying torches. There they took boats and went for a short tour
on the river. Three hours later the young priests formed another procession, but
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without torches. They walked to the pontoons on the edge of the river and
waited for the elders who were to pass them the torches.

Despite the fact the ceremony took place at the New Moon we had no diffi-
culty finding our way. The track which led from the temple to the river was one
of those that glowed at night, due to a particular kind of field that was widely
used in the kingdom. They were called the paths of the rectitude of the Law,
because by following the astral glow on the ground one never went astray from
the path.

Together with my young brothers in the Salmon Robe, | had been invited to
join in. After chanting rituals for an entire day, we followed the procession and
walked to the river with nearly a hundred priests of other orders.

When we arrived at the water we stood on the pontoons, silently awaiting the
boats. Three hours passed, as was proper for a lawful function. But that night
the mists were particularly thick and it took another three hours before the boats
arrived.

When we saw the first glimmers of the torches, we al praised the Lord Mel-
chisedek and began intoning the hymn of the birth of the light. In the space of a
few minutes the mists were lit with a reddish glow from at least three dozen
boats. A most lawful and inspiring sight.

| was standing on a small pontoon with a group of friends. When the first
boat came to meet us we all clapped our hands with joy. More friends joined in,
lawfully mildly anxious to receive atorch from one of the elders.

But the pontoon was so packed that it became unstable. Just as the first boat
was drawing near, two young Salmon priests lost their balance and fell into the
water.

In the misty orange glow, my friends and | looked at the two boys in conster-
nation.

Had one of us given them a hand, it would not have been difficult to lift them
up onto the pontoon. But none of us thought of the possibility. Faced with this
highly unusual situation, we just watched in silence.

The boat was arriving fast. One of the torch-bearers on the boat yelled, “For
the Lord Melchisedek’ s sake, do something!”

Bewildered, we looked at him, wondering what he might want us to do.

“Do something!” the man screamed at us.

We remained blank.

The boat couldn’'t be stopped in time. In a matter of seconds it hit the pon-
toon, crushing one of the boys with an ugly grinding noise.

No one screamed. We just watched the scene, blank.

Two of the senior priests on the boat jumped into the water and rescued the
second boy. But the one who had been hit by the boat had disappeared. No one
could find him.

There followed a great amount of confusion, with people shouting the news
from boat to boat, and security priests racing towards our pontoon.
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Master Gervin, who was on another boat, soon arrived on the scene. “Szar,
areyou al right?’

“All glory to the Lord Melchisedek!” | responded in avague voice.

“Come on, get off this pontoon! Quick!”

| followed him mechanically, hardly aware of the agitated mob around us.

The ceremony was cancelled, and everyone walked back to the temple in a
lawfully gloomy mood.

The next morning when | met Gervin, he invited me to sit with him. After in-
quiring about my health, he asked me how | felt after what had happened at the
river.

| politely painted a sheep’s smile on my face and uttered a common verse of
the Law, “The Law is my shelter, Master Gervin. | am fine.”

To my complete stupefaction, Gervin became very angry. “No, you are not
fine!” he yelled at me. “Underworld and Underworld Further Down! You are
not fine! And if you really believe that the Law is your shelter, well let me tell
you, you are wrong! You are a complete dreamer! A drifter! The Law is no
shelter to sleepers!” He paused, totally still, then started shouting again, “Right
now, there could be great works for you to do! Important tasks upon which the
very survival of our temple depends. But look at you! Y ou are hardly capable of
finding your way in the temple, and you need someone to tell you what to say
each time you are to meet someone middle-caste or above. And when by chance
you happen to say anything at all, all you can do is quote the Law like a puppet.
You have no idea why you are here, or where you are going. Your days and
nights pass one after the other in a complete waste of Spirit. And of course you
don’'t even see there is anything wrong with al this. If it was to remain such a
sleeper, you might as well have stayed in the county of Sheringa with all those
Beige idiots. There was no point coming to Eisraim. | have enough puppets of
the Law around me, thank you!”

Looking up to the ceiling, Gervin beat his chest with his fists, “Shame!
Shame! Shame on this land for having begotten such generations of sleepers!”

Then he closed his eyes and remained silent.

Hiswords left me speechless. Trembling. Utterly bewildered.

One of the most difficult things was, | could not see there was anything fun-
damentally wrong with my behaviour. All my actions were dictated by the Law.
How could there be anything wrong with that? My deepest foundations were
being shaken. But much worse even, was being yelled at by the man who was
everything to me.

It left me completely shattered.

What followed was unexpected. Master Gervin's spiritual concentration
brought down a momentous presence into the aguamarine chamber — a de-
scending energy of massive proportions.

My first reaction was to pray to the Mother of the Light to help me stay con-
scious, for | hated to imagine what Master Gervin would say if | fainted again.
So | forced myself to keep my eyes open and held fast to my body.
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When Gervin reopened his eyes, what | saw in them was brighter than afield
of stars. | started feeling strange energies and hissing sounds above my head,
just as when he had boosted my consciousness to help me succeed in the grand
competition of Sheringa city. In a state of limpid awareness | heard his voice
caling, “ Seeper, awaken!”

His lips were not moving. Y et his voice repeated,

“Seeper, awaken!”

Far above my head, a part of myself which | had never noticed before heard
him.

We kept eye contact for along time, while strong movements of energy kept
taking place above my head. For nearly an hour, | felt as though a huge bottle-
brush was moving to and fro above my head. Then the high presence faded, and
the aguamarine chamber returned to its normal self.

With anod, Gervin indicated that the meeting was finished.

As he walked me to the twelve-lawful-feet-high door, he placed his hand on
my shoulder and said, “I will see you tomorrow morning.”

This brought an immense relief. “Praise the Lord Melchisedek!” | thought as
I was walking back to the enclave of the Most Ancient and Lawful Orders.
“Master Gervinis still talking to me!”

5.7 Theclear fountain

All glory to the teacher! This storm marked the beginning of a new phase.
Awakening became an obsession. At last.

It was as comfortable as being stabbed in the heart. For days, | could hear the
echoes of Gervin's harsh words resounding in my head. | felt stupid, and
worthless. At the sametime, | felt immensely grateful to the Mother of the Light
that Master Gervin would still speak to me, and there was nothing | wanted
more than to meet him in the space of awakening.

But where to start?

The only tangible direction | had was Lehrmon’s advice: “If you want Gervin
to stop behaving with you as he does with sleepers, ask him questions.”

“The Lord Melchisedek be my witness,” | swore to myself, “I am going to ask
Master Gervin a question.”

But which question?

It had to be a really good question, for as the Law said, “Well begun is half
completed.” 1 would have loathed to insult Gervin or waste histime by raising a
point that was useless. | wanted my question to be an offering worthy of my
master. But, Underworld and Underworld Further Down, what to ask?

My mind was blank.

The more | wondered, the less | seemed able to find a thread that could lead
me to the right question.

There were no classes that day. The Salmon Robe priests were lawfully
mourning their young friend. As | kept on walking through the alleys of the
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temple in search of inspiration, it came to me that perhaps Lord Gana could
help. So | went and sat in front of his altar and invoked his name:

“Hal Gana! Lobatchen Zerah!

Hera, Gana! Smayan ho Zerah!

Nama Gana, Nama Gana, Gana Gana Nam Nam.”

| sat for hoursin a state of profound contemplation.

The question still did not come.

Using the flame on the altar and my voice as an offering, | performed a long
fireritual, praying to the god for awakening.

When lunchtime came, | didn’t go back to the Salmon Robe refectory. | kept
on with the fire ritual, resolved to spend the whole day and the whole night if
needed.

From time to time | stopped the ritual and listened inside, waiting for the
god’ s answer. As no answer came, | started the ritual again.

It was around sunset that the miracle took place.

Suddenly, | had anidea! | knew what to ask Gervin.

| stood up and praised Lord Gana loudly. | touched the feet of the statue, and
bowed to his golden helmet of omniscience.

| walked back to the quarters of the Salmon Robe, feeling extremely proud
and fortunate that the god had responded to my prayers.

Paradoxically, this was my happiest moment since arriving at the temple. Of
course, | did not show it. It was aday of mourning.

When | arrived at Gervin's place, the first thing he said (after praising the
Lord and inquiring about my health) was, “Do you have a question to ask me?”

Underworld! How did he know? Had | been just a bit further advanced in my
training, | would have burst out laughing (which, incidentally, would have made
Gervin very happy). Here | was, trying to take my first step away from the
highly predictable patterns of behaviour of deepers, and here was Gervin,
knowing in advance that | was coming to him with a question!

Gathering my thoughts and remembering the comforting presence of Lord
Gana, | asked him the question,

“Master Gervin, when a man has no idea what he should say or do, as when
the Law has not been taught to him about this particular point or course of ac-
tion, what isit that he should do?’

Gervin listened carefully. He remained silent and thoughtful for awhile, as if
| had asked something deep — something that required serious consideration.
Truly, this meeting marked a dramatic turning point in our relationship. The last
thing he wanted that day was to discourage me by bursting out laughing, as he
often did later when | asked him questions.

“This,” he said, “is a really important question,” and he paused again,
thoughtfully twinging his beard. Then he answered, “When a man knows not
what choice to make, he must listen to the clear fountain.”

Gervin stopped and looked at me with a hardly disguised prompt that com-
pelled me to ask, “What is the clear fountain, Master Gervin?’
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Gervin smiled, satisfied at this bold step of mine. “The clear fountain,” he
said, “is an unlimited source of inspiration. It flows, always, and for all men and
women, but few are those who know how to tap from its waters. And even
among those who know how, few are those who remember to call on the foun-
tain when critical situations arise. The more one listens to the fountain, the eas-
ier it becomesto follow its wisdom. But if aman is silly enough to disregard the
wisdom of the fountain, then he becomes deaf to it. The fountain is still with
him, but he hearsit not, and so he wanders in darkness.”

| was amazed and filled with wonder at the idea that there could be a clear
fountain of wisdom that was always available to me.

“To hear the clear fountain,” Gervin continued, “you must listen above your
head. The flow of the clear fountain comes down vertically, from high above
your head. You must listen, but not for words! For in most cases, the clear
fountain does not speak in words.”

This last sentence left me perplexed. How could the fountain speak without
words?

“Sometimes,” Gervin said, “you may hear words, and sometimes the fountain
may speak to you through images. But words can be misleading, and images are
not always simple to interpret. So the best way of listening to the fountain is by
knowing. When tuning into the vertical flow of the fountain above your head,
making yourself open and receptive, you will know what you have to do or say.
But remember that it is only with a pure heart that one can hear the clear foun-
tain. Those who listen to fountains without sincerity always end up under-
standing all the wrong things.”

| immediately went above my head and tried to tune into the clear fountain.

“Let me help you,” Gervin said, activating the energy above my head in a
particular way. “Can you feel 7’ he asked.

It was miraculous. | could feel something. There was no flow of knowing yet,
but | could definitely feel something.

We enjoyed a silent concentration, then Gervin grabbed a large pear from a
basket, and placed it in my hand (he had given up his habit of throwing fruits
for meto catch).

He took one for himself, and we ate the pears.

It was a special moment.

That evening, | returned to the atar of Gana and thanked the god for the
treasure | had received from Gervin.

All thanks to Lord Gana s question.

5.8 I dentifying presences and requesting access

In the following days, Gervin was away on a journey to the temple of the
Western Plains (the monks of the Brown Robe were great travellers). All my
efforts were concentrated on receiving inspiration from the clear fountain. | had
to find new questions before he came back.
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Meanwhile, the travelling initiation was continuing. As Gervin had pointed
out, | felt much more awake when guided through the spheres by Lady Elyani. |
therefore endeavoured to ask her questions too — probably the right thing to do
with someone frighteningly awakened. It was somewhat intimidating, but Un-
derworld! Hadn't | decided to become frighteningly awakened myself (whatever
that meant)?

Interestingly enough, | found it much easier to ask questions when | was in
the space.

“Szar, traveller, | greet you at the top of the square.”

Awakening to darkness visible, | answered Lady Elyani, “I greet you at the
top of the square.”

“Take the vortex on your left and keep ascending through the intermediary
worlds until you reach the emerald layer.”

While following her instructions, | tuned into the clear fountain. So what was
it exactly about Lady Elyani that was frighteningly awakened? Was it that she
always knew which direction to take?

| began to feel my movementsin the space were being hampered.

“Keep moving!” Lady Elyani said.

“l can’'t!” | had to report after a while. “I can move back, but | can’t go for-
ward.”

“Why not?’

“There seems to be something blocking my way, like an invisible veil.”

“Try to find your way through,” she persisted.

It was like hitting awall.

“Nothing seems to work! | simply cannot pass through that, whatever it may
be. Should | go back?’ | asked.

“Never!” my instructor answered fiercely. “Look for a presence.”

This important point had been taught to me during the travelling sessions of
the last weeks. When meeting a light in the space, the first thing to do was tune
into it and try to sense a presence. This led to identifying beings. As soon as one
saw the beings, the astral landscape changed. In darkness visible as well as in
other layers, many beings were first perceived in the form of light or coloured
glow. As Elyani had explained, the light was but the garment of the being. If
one only looked at the light and forgot to tune into the presence, one missed the
being. Even though | still did not know how to communicate with all these be-
ings, learning to identify their presences had completely transformed my travel-
ling experiences. It had helped me recognise a great multiplicity of forces in
spaces which at first | had believed empty. How confused | had been during my
first flights, thinking that darkness visible and other intermediary worlds were
but uninhabited spaces! In redlity, they were teeming with beings of various
kinds.

Tuning into the astral veil blocking my way, | immediately sensed a presence.

“ldentify the presence,” Elyani ordered.
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| applied a technique through which my occult symbols (which, at the time,
were Gervin's) were displayed to the presence, and through which the pres-
ence’ s recognition symbols appeared in front of me.

“Szar,” Elyani continued, “I want you to examine these symbols carefully.
This particular type of presenceis called a guardian, or threshold keeper. Asthe
name indicates, its function is to guard the access to that particular area of the
space.”

“Why would the guardian want to keep me out of this space?’ | asked.

“In many cases, guardians will not prevent you from passing. But you must
approach them in a particular way. Technically, this is called ‘requesting ac-
cess . Each time you meet a threshold keeper you must address him or her and
formulate your request as follows: first, give your name, then the name of your
spiritual teacher and your spiritual lineage, then ask for access to be granted to
you. By the same token you must let the guardian see your astral recognition
symbols.”

Elyani gave me more details, after which | turned towards the guardian’s
presence and said, “Szar, disciple of Master Gervin of the Brown Robe, of the
Temple of Eisraim, requesting access.”

To my surprise, the presence immediately answered, “Access granted. Wel-
come, Szar, disciple of Master Gervin of the Brown Robe, of the Temple of Eis-
ram.”

The vell disappeared. | found myself in a space of exalted emerald light
abounding in presences.

“How can it be so easy?’ | wondered, gliding effortlessly through the space.
“Only aminute ago | was totally immobilised.”

“That is what guardians are all about,” Elyani answered my thoughts. “Had
you not requested access, you could have stayed there a hundred years. Nothing
would have happened.”

“This sounds magic,” | exclaimed naively, forgetting that my instructor was
an accomplished priestess of the White Eagle, one of the most magical ordersin
the kingdom.

“Szar-ka, it isindeed!” she laughed. “But at the same time it is nothing more
than knocking at the door. Even at the house of the most welcoming people, you
will be left outside if you forget to knock at the door.”

“Does it always work?’ | asked, wishing Master Gervin could have seen me
asking all these relevant questions. | was also starting to realise that Lady Ely-
ani, like Gervin, spoke to me differently when | asked questions. Instead of lim-
iting herself to short instructions, she became much more talkative.

“Oh no! It certainly does not work all the time,” she answered. “There are
many places where the guardians will deny you access. It depends which door
you are knocking at. There are myriads of worlds for which access is easily
granted. And there are even more worlds that are difficult to enter. The higher
you go, the harder it becomes. But ultimately, it depends on who you are. Mas-
ter Gervin has access to just about any layer one can find in the creation.”
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| asked yet another question. “How does the guardian know who | am?’

“That iswhat being aguardian is all about, Szar! Guardians can tune into you
and know immediately what kind of person you are. In many cases if they do
not admit you it is simply to protect you, because you may not be able to with-
stand the intensity of their space. Some spaces are like burning fire. Mortal be-
ings would crumble if they were allowed in. Elsewhere, access will be denied
because the space contains powers that you may not have the wisdom to use the
right way.”

That day | felt unstoppable. “So there are many guarded thresholds, aren’t
there?’ | asked.

“There are thresholds everywhere. As soon as you start recognising them your
travelling experiences become much more varied. Y ou become capable of en-
tering all kinds of layers and worlds. But guardians do not always demand that
you declare yourself before letting you pass their thresholds.”

“Does this mean | have already passed many guarded borders without notic-
ing them?” | wondered.

“Of course! Hundreds of them. Still, when meeting a guardian it's always
preferable to tune in and request access in the proper way. When guardians let
you in formally, they let you see more of their world. If you enter without the
guardians' blessing you run the risk of moving through what appears to you to
be an empty space when in redlity it isfull of forces and beings. Having not en-
tered through the right door, you pass but see nothing. So whenever you land in
anew layer, first look for the guardian and request access.”

All this was so enlightening. | wished | could have thought of asking her
these questions much earlier.

| spent the rest of the session looking for guardians. It worked like a charm.
Each time | formally requested access, | immediately started seeing more lights
and feeling more presences in the space.

“Thisismagic!” | exclaimed.

Elyani laughed. She seemed to enjoy the sessions more when | asked her
questions, which led meto think that if | wanted to become frighteningly awak-
ened, | too would have to learn to like being asked questions.

Later on, when | came back to my senses, | sat up in the sarcophagus. As
usual, the cover had been removed. Timidly, | looked around, just in case my
instructor was still in the room.

Asusual, shewasn't.

| smiled at the two priests from the healing chambers.

They smiled back, lawfully polite.

| found their smile empty.

Lawfully patiently, they waited for me to come out of the sarcophagus and
escorted me back to the chapels of the Salmon Robe priests.
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5.9 The clear fountain knows the heart of the Law

“What has the clear fountain been telling you lately?” was Gervin's first
question on his return from the county of the Western Plains.

| told him the question | had carefully prepared for this occasion (with Lord
Gana' s support):

“A great difficulty for meisthat | am very unclear asto what it is that | am
supposed to achieve. The fountain therefore suggested that if | could see the dif-
ferences between sleepers and awakened people, it would bring much enlight-
enment. And a way of doing this would be to observe you and Lehrmon, and
compare with other people.”

Gervin's smile made me feel immensely relieved. Since he had yelled at me, |
had been infinitely more cautious each time | spoke with him, making sure |
meant what | said rather than quoting lawful platitudes.

“And what would you say is different about Lehrmon and myself?’ Gervin
asked.

| shared with him the conclusions of three weeks of intense searching. “You
laugh alot...” | began.

This made Gervin burst out laughing. Instantly, there was magic in the air —
the same warmth | had felt when he and Lehrmon were together.

“Szar-ka,” he exclaimed, “let these words be remembered. They are the best
way you will ever define the initiates of my lineage: they laugh alot! Now, what
else did you find?’

“You speak faster than normal people,” | said.

Gervin laughed again, then he looked at me with one of his intensely serious
looks. “This,” he said, “is only half correct.” Then he changed the tone of his
voice, making it exaggeratedly slow and monotonous, “The truth about this
matter is that sleepers speak ve-ry, ve-ry, ve-ry slo-o-ow-ly, which is ni-i-ice of
them, be-cause it leaves you ple-e-enn-ty of ti-i-ime to un-der-sta-a-and what it
isthat they are sa-a-ay-ing.”

Deep Underworld! As he was speaking, | recognised the intonation of so
many people | knew. It made me shudder.

| had carefully prepared another question: “Will you give me some more
clues, Master Gervin?’

“Certainly!” He thoughtfully twinged his beard, “Sleepers rarely try to do
anything new. They know how to perform their tasks as prescribed by the Law
of their caste, but they never venture into unfamiliar territory. What they have
been taught to do, they repeat until the end of their life. What they have not
been taught to do, they never attempt. And so they never really strive for any-
thing. To stop being a sleeper, you must strive for awakening. But in redlity,
striving for anything will take you closer to awakening.”

On one hand, what he said made alot of sense. But on the other hand, all this
was so difficult to reconcile with my understanding of the Law. The idea that a
man could need anything more than what the Law prescribed for him was
shocking, to say the least.
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Seeing my disarray, Gervin explained, “ There are some greater things in the
Law, Szar.”

Holding onto the clear fountain, | tried my best to follow.

“The Law has many facets, but men know them not. Many pundits are noth-
ing but parrots of the Law, asthe Law itself calls them. Y ou have heard this ex-
pression before, haven’'t you?’

| nodded.

“It comes from the book of Maveron, a highly enlightened part of the Law
that is particularly dear to the priests of my lineage. The parrots of the Law are
the people who only know how to repeat verses by heart. Often, by following
the letter of the Law, they betray its spirit. The book of Maveron aso says,
‘Seeper, awaken! Change your ways, open to the light of the Lord!” and ‘ True
to the heart of the Law, you will have to walk away from the trodden paths.’”

Sweet Lord Melchisedek! Was that part of the Law? Never before had | heard
anything remotely as daring as this. Had it not come from Master Gervin — a
highly respected doctor of the Law — | would have called it a sacrilege.

When he saw how horrified | was, Gervin burst out laughing. Then he asked
me, “When you were in Sheringa, did you ever have classes of politics?’

“Yes, Master Gervin,” | sighed, remembering how painful they had been.

“Then you must know that one of the beauties about the Law is that a verse
can always be found to justify what one wants to do. If you have watched politi-
cians when they indulge in their wicked art, you must know how the letter of the
Law can be manipulated in away that betrays its spirit.”

How could a doctor of the Law possibly say things like that?

Of course | had noticed there was something wicked about politicians. But
suggesting that their art was a departure from the Law was... unlawful! Enough
to be thrown in jail for! Moreover, it implied that | myself had broken the Law
when following classes of palitics.

The very thought that | may have broken the Law turned me blank.

Gervin gave me a minute to recover my spirits.

“The Law isimmense, like an ocean,” he continued. “But as an ocean is made
only of water — everywhere the same — so there is only one essence of the Law.”

This, | could follow. The essence, or heart of the Law, | knew to be the pres-
ence of the Lord Melchisedek.

“But in order to know the essence of the Law, you must awaken. If instead of
applying the letter of the Law like parrots, people were to strive to know its es-
sence, then they would awaken. But they hear not, and time is passing — much
faster than they think.”

All I could do was remember these words by heart, hoping that one day their
meaning would become clear. There seemed to be such a gap between Gervin
and myself. Would | ever be able to cover al this ground and comprehend his
thinking?

Compassionately, Gervin went on giving me instructions that | could under-
stand and relate to. “Szar,” he said, “1 want you to find things which seem diffi-
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cult for you. Then | want you to try hard to achieve them. It doesn’t matter what
they are. Just try hard.” Looking deep into my eyes and using a near-Voice
threshold, he repeated, “ Try hard!”

“Let me explain something else to you,” he went on. “The only way seepers
know how to conduct their life is by following routines. So many people in the
kingdom repeat exactly the same activities every single day, from their fourteen-
year-old birthday ritual to the moment of their departure for the Great Journey.

If you want to become an awakened one, you must learn to take sleep by sur-
prise (another expression from the book of Maveron). Taking sleep by surprise
means doing something unexpected. Something no one, not even yourself, knew
that you were about to do.

Sleepers are desperately predictable. One can aways know in advance what
they are going to do or say. Whereas if you follow the clear fountain, you will
do things that no one can predict. And yet these things will be lawful in a supe-
rior way, for the clear fountain knows the heart of the Law. By letting yourself
be guided by the clear fountain rather than by the verses you know by heart, you
will start abiding by the heart of the Law.”

Seeing | could not possibly absorb anything else, Gervin signalled the end of
our meeting.

When | walked back to the dormitory of the Salmon Robe novices, | felt
completely overwhelmed, and once more shattered. Once again, Gervin had
shaken the very foundations of my world.

The pain in my chest was so bad that | burst into tears.

Since my early childhood | had found my security, like all Atlantean people,
in the perfection that | saw in the Law. In the kingdom every man knew where
his place was. To accomplish his daily duties, all he had to do was follow the
example of hisfather, and let himself be guided by the verses of the Law. There
was no doubt and no hesitation, and no one had to worry about the possibility
of making the wrong choice. This made the world so safe! And so perfect. A
magnificent dance in which every movement was precisely ordained.

Could it really be that this perfection was but a sleepers’ dance?

“Can it really be that they are all asdeep?’ | asked myself while eating dinner
with my fellow Salmon apprentices. “ That simply cannot be!”

But for the first time, looking around me | saw a group of young men me-
chanically putting food in their mouth. They moved slowly, and they did not
talk much. And when they spoke, all they did wasto repeat a verse of the Law.

Gervin wasright, it was all so predictable.

From the clear fountain, it struck me that this meal scene had been repeated
exactly the same way day after day. Y ear after year. And quite likely, generation
after generation.

But so what? Wasn't that what the perfection of the Law was all about?

Two priests started chatting:

“Motser, my friend in the Law! How are you today?”
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“All Glory to the Lord Melchisedek! Ram, my friend in the Law, | am well in-
deed. And you?”

“I am well indeed, Motser, thanks to the Good Lord Melchisedek! And how
are your parents?”

“They are well, thanks to the grace of our Lord Melchisedek. And how are
your parents, my friend in the Law?”

They sounded so much like Gervin's caricature of sleepers who spoke ‘ve-ry,
ve-ry do-wly’ that it was frightening. Especially because | myself behaved ex-
actly the same way.

More than painful, the experience left me crushed.

The thought started to haunt me, “Adleep! They are al asleep, and so am I!”

The village in which | had spent my early years, the school where | had been
educated, all the places | had visited — whatever memories | recaled, al | could
see were sleeping people moving like puppets.

5.10 The blob-men and the roots of the Law

In the days that followed, | tried hard to find something | could do to take
sleep by surprise.

One evening as | was overwhelmed again by the vision of the meal scene, a
deep wave arose inside me, “I must find a way of following Master Gervin's
instructions.” And | turned to the clear fountain with such entirety of soul that
an answer immediately came to me.

Following the impulse, and perhaps for the very first time in my life, | did
something compl etely unprescribed and unpredictable.

It was sudden and short. | lifted up my bowl of soup and dropped it on the ta-
ble, bursting out laughing loudly. Not a joyful laughter. My heart was broken.

The room became dead silent.

A few faces turned in my direction, gazing at me vaguely, hardly noticing the
lawful soup splashed all over my Salmon gown.

After a few seconds, everything went back to normal. Same routines. Same
voices. Same lawful babble.

“They are asleep,” | realised.

| felt confused, irritated, broken. Something extremely deep was being
cracked inside me. | didn’t feel like dying, | was dying. My world was being
pulled apart.

| got up, went straight to Lord Gana' s chapel, and cried.

When | next met with Gervin, | voiced my disarray, “Master Gervin, | am ter-
ribly confused.”

“1 much prefer this,” Gervin smiled. “At least, you are something.”

| was too overwhelmed to try to understand what he meant, so | continued, “I
have abided by the Law every day of my life. | have done everything the Law
prescribed for me. It cannot be that there is something wrong with the Law!
And how can | be asleeper if | do all the right things of the Law?’
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A deep expression appeared on Gervin’sface. If | hadn’t been so depressed, it
would have made me feel ecstatic. | had found a question that meant something
to my master.

“Szar,” he asked after a moment of silent concentration, “where did the Law
come from?’

After afew seconds of inner deliberation, | decided the proper way to answer
this point was to recite carefully chosen verses of the Law:

“Long ago, when water and fire covered the surface of the Earth,

When the Earth was fresh and men were young,

When the One Ocean was teeming with the seed of all the creatures,

The Lord Melchisedek gave the Law to the gods,

Who gave it to the Elders,

Who gave it to men.”

“Right and righteous, my young doctor of the Law!” Gervin gave a smile
which conveyed the warmth of these beautiful verses. “Tell me, Szar, have you
ever heard of the blob-men?’

The blob-men were an oddity sometimes mentioned by storytellers. | had
never known whether they werereal. “Do they truly exist?’ | asked.

“They lawfully definitely do! | have seen them myself.”

This awoke something in me that was as close to curiosity as a young Atlan-
tean slegper could manage.

Gervin continued, “They live on the warm beaches of the distant sea. Small
people with very dark skin and small round faces. Their bodies are soft, with no
proper solid bones. They do not speak, but they sometimes utter strange sounds.
They lie down and dleep all day, hugging one ancther, except for when they
copulate or when they crawl on the sand to collect jellyfish, which they eat raw.
They pass stools and urine under themselves without even noticing it. Some-
times the waves come and wash their bodies.”

“Do they never do anything else?’ | asked.

“Ne-ver!” Gervin mirrored my astonishment by gazing at me with wide eyes.
“Except for when one of the females gives birth.”

“Have you seen this?” | asked.

“1 have!” he answered. “The baby just fell slowly on the sand, and the woman
hardly seemed to noticeit.”

Speechless | was indeed.

Gervin raised his voice, “Szar, there was a time when all men were blob-
men! When the Earth was fresh, your ancestors, and mine, and those of all
those kings — all were blob-men. And do you know what made them change
gradually and become people like you and me? It was the Law, Szar, the Law
that the good Lord Melchisedek sent to human beings through the Elders.”

This, at last, | could understand.

Gervin went on, “Through the Law, each man found atask and a place in the
world for himself. It had to be very smple and devoid of any ambiguity, for the
blob-men and their scions were unable to make any decision for themselves.

115



Atlantean Secrets

They knew nothing, not even how to stand on their feet. The Law taught them
everything. By following the Law and constantly chanting its verses, the Spirit
of Melchisedek came to flow through their blood, and they rose from their deep
dlegp into alesser sleep. Now, Szar, tell me, how many Laws are there?”

To this traditional question, which pertained to the Most Ancient and Holy
Body of the Law, | responded by chanting,

“Thereis, there has been, and there will be only one Law,

Asthereis, there has been, and there will be only one God.

Praise the Lord Melchisedek!”

“Very right and righteous! But then tell me, Szar, do you think that your
needs are the same as those of the blob-men? And if the good Lord Melchisedek
were to speak to you, do you think he would do it the same way as if he were
speaking to the blob-men?’

“No,” | said, “the blob-men were too different. They could not even speak.
There would have to be a different discourse for them than for me.”

“And yet,” Gervin continued, “there is only one Law, which is the Word and
Voice of our Lord Melchisedek.”

There | was, cast into the throes of perplexity again.

“The Law,” Gervin explained, “is like a great marketplace. All come to it,
and each takes according to his needs. Remember when you went to the mar-
ketplace as ayoung child. What was it that interested you the most?”’

“Honeyed apples!” | replied without any hesitation.

“And now,” Gervin pursued, “do you still ook for honeyed apples when you
go to amarket?’

“No,” | said, “it has been years since | even thought of looking for one.” The
clear fountain flowing, a question arose, “Gervin, do you mean to say there are
parts of the Law for children, and others for adults?”’

Gervin gave a handclap, “Precisely! But there is more to all this.” He paused,
holding eye contact with the aguamarine living wall. “Time has passed,” he
said, “but men have not grown up. They still look to the Law like little children.
The Law they believe to be the Law is not the real Law. Remember the words of
the book of Maveron, Szar: The parrots of the Law are true to the letter, but
they betray its heart, and great darkness overtakes them.”

All this started making sense to me, and | wanted to know more. “What could
men do in order to look to the Law like grown up people, and not like children?
What isit they are doing wrong?”’

“They use the letter of the Law to comfort themselves in their sleep. Sticking
to the letter of the Law blindly was fine for the early scions of the blob-men,
who could only be sleepers. But it is not the will of our Lord Melchisedek that
men should sleep forever. Time has passed,” Gervin reiterated, “but men have
not changed. If they keep on behaving like sleepers, they are bound to be shaken
by a painful awakening. And it will happen much faster than they think. For
they wrongly believe that the Law is their shelter. They have departed from the
heart of the Law. The Law will not protect them much longer.”
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| understood that Master Gervin was referring to his frightening prophecies of
chaos and destruction — nothing short of the end of the kingdom.

| felt carried by Gervin's awakened mind as by Elyani’s presence during the
travelling sessions. “Do you mean to say that when our ancestors were abiding
by the Law, they were following the heartness of Melchisedek. But when pres-
ent people repeat the ways of their ancestors, they depart from the heart of the
Law, even though they are doing exactly the same things?’

“Right and righteous!” Gervin answered gravely. “For our ancestors, follow-
ing the Law required courage. They were emerging out of nothingness, and to
them the routines prescribed by the Law were an enlightenment. By repeating
over and over again the things which the Law had ordained for them, they be-
came peasants, cobblers, plassers, priests, husbands and wives, whereas their
close ancestors were but blissful blobs wallowing on sandy beaches. They went
from the deepest sleep to being dreamers in the Law, which was an extraordi-
nary step forwards. Now the time has come to take a further step towards awak-
ening. But the tragedy is, men use the Law to mask their Sleep.”

“How can | know what the Law wants from me?’ | asked.

Gervin answered by quoting Maveron, “The clear fountain knows the heart of
the Law.”

A long silence followed, during which Gervin and | kept eye contact.

Then he changed the subject. “In three weeks, there will be a specia fire
ceremony in the second hall of Melchisedek. | will be taking part in it. It will be
followed by a reception in the enclave of the High Priest, with some of the wis-
est people in the temple. Would you like to accompany me?”’

My mouth dropped open with bliss.

As | was walking back to the quarters of the Salmon Robe, it flashed into my
mind that it was because | had started asking questions that Master Gervin had
invited me to that reception. Lehrmon was right. Gervin was now behaving to-
wards me in acompletely different way. And our meetings lasted much longer.

| wished Master Gervin could have yelled at me much earlier! And the
knowingness of the clear fountain suggested that | should perhaps ask him to
yell at me more often. On reflection, | decided against this suggestion.

It was lawful dinnertime. The idea of finding myself once more in the same
sleeping refectory killed my appetite. Instead, | went to Lord Gana's chapel and
| prayed.

“Help, Lord Ganal Help! Master Gervin wants me to strive for things and
make efforts to achieve them. But | don’'t even know what to strive for! How
will I ever be awakened?’

“Ha! Gana! Lobatchen Zerah! Hera, Gana! Smayan ho Zerah!”

| stayed in front of the altar until late in the evening, desperately trying to find
something | could strive for.

The answer came to me when | was walking back to the Salmon dormitory: “I
will not faint during the reception with Master Gervin!” | decided. And in the
following days | invoked the Mother of the Light seven times a day, and Lord
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Gana, and all the gods which the Salmon Robe priests honoured through their
rituals, “ Please, give me the strength not to faint during the ceremony.”

These were sad days. The more | observed my Salmon Robe friends, the more
| found them to be sleepers. Even among the Salmon teachers, the only one that
was a bit like Gervin and Lehrmon was Prates. All the others spoke ve-ry slo-
wly, and only through predictable verses. And despite the fact that they were
quite friendly, warmth wasn’'t part of their world.

My world?

| felt totally defeated. If even the teachers were sleepers, then why would |
not be a sleeper myself at the end of the Salmon training (of which | had only
completed four-and-a-half years out of sixteen)?

Thank the Mother of the Light, there was Lord Gana. When | felt too cold |
could always go to him in the enclave of the thirty-three victorious gods. | con-
templated the beautiful light on the altar, let it warm me alittle, and prayed for
awakening. And | cried, hoping this nightmare would come to an end.

5.11 The White fruit

The ceremony to which Gervin had invited me was magnificent.

The hymns were the same as those we chanted at the chapel of the Salmon
Robe. But through the power of the voice and the spiritual dimension of the
priests, they became so much more alive. It brought down an awesome quality
of presence in the hall. With more than one hundred of the most experienced
male and female priests of Eisraim, the hall was vibrant with the heartness of
the Law.

But when the chanting finished, | realised with consternation, “Oh my Lord
Melchisedek, | forgot to try not to faint! How could | be such a sleeper?” and |
thanked the Mother of the Light for not letting me pass oui.

People formed small groups and walked to a reception hall in the enclave of
the High Priest, where food and drink were waiting. The atmosphere was joyful
and animated.

| was escorted to the reception hall by Master Gervin and one of his friends,
Master Esrevin of the Brown Robe, who had come to visit from the temple of
Lasseera. He was a medium built stocky man in his mid-sixties, with piercing
black eyes and short white hair. And like all those of the Brown Robe he wore a
beard. He was very friendly, calling me his dear friend in the Law and compli-
menting me for having changed so much since the last time we had met (two
years earlier, in a ceremony where | had fainted after only ten minutes). Like
Gervin he spoke fast, said weird things, made jokes that | did not understand,
laughed a lot and radiated warmth — this warmth which was so painfully miss-
ing in sleepers, and which | was starting to enjoy more than anything else in the
kingdom.

As we entered the reception hall, a young woman with brown, curly hair
walked towards us. After exchanging lawful greetings with Gervin and Esrevin,
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she turned towards me, “Praise the Lord Melchisedek, Szar of the Salmon
Robe! Do you not recognise me?’

The presence felt familiar, but | could not remember ever seeing this person.
With some embarrassment, | turned towards Gervin for a hint.

Amused, Gervin looked up to the gods.

| tried to guess her caste. She was wearing along, € egant white dress.

Before | had time to collect my thoughts, she suddenly changed the inflection
in her voice and commanded, “Szar traveller, spin forwards into the silvery
vortex! And hold on to the stream!”

The flabbergasted ook on my face made her, Gervin and Esrevin burst out
laughing.

“My travelling instructor!” | muttered.

“Brilliant!” Gervin exclaimed. “You have identified the presence ailmost im-
mediately.”

| started laughing with them.

“This lucky man,” Gervin told Esrevin, “is being taught travelling by the
powerful Lady Elyani of the White Eagle. | hope he will be up to her.” Then he
turned to the young woman, “Lady Elyani, how is my apprentice doing?”’

“Brilliant!” Elyani echoed Gervin'svoice.

So was this what a frighteningly awakened person looked like! | was aston-
ished to see how young she was. After hearing Gervin repeatedly praise her
masterly skills, | had imagined her as a grey-haired wise woman. And here she
was, looking younger than myself, and beautiful and fresh as a morning of the
Law.

Master Esrevin put his hand on my shoulder. He made his voice jokingly
compassionate, “ These two form a dangerous pair, Szar! But | am sure you will
survive their teachings.”

Lady Elyani and Master Gervin laughed again.

“Come on, Master Gervin,” said Lady Elyani, “let me abduct your protege for
alawful moment. Lady Teyani wants to meet him.”

Underworld! Was | really going to meet the famous Lady Teyani, the head of
the order of the White Eagle and the grand master of all the female orders in
Eisram?

“By all means, Lady Elyani,” Gervin answered in alawfully diplomatic voice.
“If you can bring him back from the remote spheres, | have no doubt you will
bring him back from Lady Teyani.”

That sounded frightening enough, and surely there was no need for Master
Esrevin to add with faked pity, “Farewell, Szar!”

“Master Esrevin!” Elyani reprimanded him, and the three of them laughed
again.

“Awake!” | thought, “these people are awake.” All around us in the room |
could hear lively voices which spoke fast, and people laughing — a refreshing
change from the sleeping refectory of the Salmon apprentices.

“Follow me, traveller!” Elyani set off across the large hall.
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A wave of anxiety swept my chest. What if | made a huge blunder with Grand
Master Teyani? | felt insecure, inadequate and out of place. Suddenly | wished |
had stayed with the Salmon sleepers. “The clear fountain,” | kept repeating to
myself, “I must hold on to the clear fountain!”

We came to a corner of the hall where a group of women dressed in white
were chatting.

Lady Elyani addressed one of them in a formal voice, “Lady Teyani, let me
introduce to you Szar of the Salmon Robe, disciple of Master Gervin of the
Brown Robe.”

Sweet Lord Melchisedek, was this Lady Teyani?

She was nothing like the old witch | had imagined. She was a tall, beautiful
woman perhaps in her mid-forties, with long dark hair arranged about her head
in a complicated manner, then falling to her waist. A whitish glow shone from
her skin. But what struck me most was her stillness. This woman was grounded
like a mountain. It looked as if nothing in the seven spheres could have shaken
her.

“Praise the Lord Melchisedek, Lady Teyani, Grand Master of the order of the
White Eagle.”

She remained silent for a second, plunging her gaze deep into me. The inten-
sity was such was that | immediately started losing touch with the room.

“Oh, no!” | called inside with all my strength, “Mother of the Light, please!
Please! Do not let me faint!”

To my great surprise | heard Elyani’s voice, as when she was guiding me
through the spheres. “Don’t worry, we are taking care of you.”

Everything had become dark. And silent. | was no longer in the reception hall
but in the space. Everyone had disappeared but Lady Teyani, who was shining
in front of me.

“Welcome, Szar,” she said in a serene voice. She smiled, radiating white light
and warmth. “Welcome,” she repeated. “ The White Eagle has told us you were
coming, and we have been waiting for you. And now, you have come.”

In this exalted light, her words made sense to my soul.

“Greetings, White Eagle!” the clear fountain replied through me.

“Szar, you must hurry! Thereisalong way to go.”

“Where shall | go?’ the fountain asked through me.

“Awaken, Szar! Awaken! Waste no time.”

Before | could ask more, | abruptly found myself back in the reception hall
with people talking al around me.

Praise the Mother of the Light, | was till on my feet! But stunned as | was,
all | could see were Teyani’s eyes. Bright, dark eyes.

Lady Teyani picked up a small white fruit from a dish by her side, and she
took my left hand. Looking straight into my eyes she placed the fruit on my
palm, and closed my hand on it. Then she held my hand for a few seconds and
put force into me.

Again the hall became dark.
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“No! Please!” | caled inside, recognising the only-too-familiar precursory
symptoms of fainting.

“Trust the Eagle!” Elyani spoke to me through the space.

A few seconds later | was back in the hall, and still standing.

Lady Teyani nodded to indicate the end of the meeting.

| opened my mouth but could not find anything to say.

She smiled. Anincredibly warm smile. Totally like Lehrmon’s.

As | was slow to move, Elyani gently pulled the sleeve of my gown and es-
corted me back to Master Gervin.

When they saw the shining glow in my eyes, Gervin and Esrevin exchanged
an amused glance.

“That was a very long meeting,” Esrevin commented.

| frowned. It had only seemed like a few secondsto me.

“And the grand master of the White Eagle has made you a present,” Gervin
exclaimed with satisfaction, taking my left hand.

| opened my hand and looked down at the small white fruit.

“Szar, do you realise this fruit was given to you by one of the most dangerous
women in the kingdom?’ Master Esrevin said in ateasing voice. “Lady Teyani
is said to be the reincarnation of a great magician of the Ancient Days. The
priestesses of the White Eagle are famous for their charms.”

Elyani laughed.

“What if this white fruit contained a sweet, bewitching magic that will make
you a pawn in their hands?’ Esrevin kept on. “What are you going to do with
thisfruit?’

Elyani stopped laughing and gazed at me.

Thiswas atest. By saying the wrong thing | could offend her and her master.

There was a silence. Esrevin and Gervin were looking at me, waiting for an
answer.

“Clear fountain,” | called inside, “help!” Instantly, the light that Teyani had
projected into me became vibrant above my head. And lo! a miracle took place:
I knew what to say! | remembered the legend of the Law which told how the
White Eagle of the gods came to pick up heroes fallen on the battlefield, to es-
cort them to the celestia regions.

Looking down at the fruit, | uttered the words the heroes were supposed to
say as they exhaled their last breath, “Let the White Eagle take me!” Boldly, |
placed the whole fruit in my mouth and started chewing.

The result was beyond my expectations (in more than one way). Pleasantly
surprised by my answer, Elyani, Gervin and Esrevin laughed and applauded.
But something else also took place. | realised that there was magic in the fruit!
In a matter of minutes, | completely lost touch with the reception hall, and was
projected into a distant space.

“No! Please!” | cdled inside as | felt myself going. “Don’t let me faint this
timel”
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Elyani’s peaceful voice came to me in the space, “Szar, you have my word,
you will remain on your feet! Don’t resist the power of the fruit. Let it carry you
into the light.”

Far Underworld! Where was |? Looking back, probably in one of the spheres
of the triangle. But the hallucinogenic power concentrated in the fruit made the
experience completely different from the travelling sessions with Elyani.

My body had become immense. Vaster than all the intermediary worlds. And
it kept growing. Soon it encompassed all the spheres of the triangle too. Gigan-
tic white clouds were drifting through me. Down below, at my feet, was the
kingdom of Atlantis, minuscule and insignificant. And even more minuscule was
Szar, standing somewhere in the county of Eisraim.

And |o! soon after, he appeared to me: the White Eagle of the gods. A stun-
ningly beautiful being of light. He was carrying me up into the spheres, rising
to higher and higher intensities of light. The exaltation that accompanied this
ascension was beyond words and through the clear fountain, high mysteries
were being revealed to me.

The more we ascended, the vaster | became. Soon, we reached a sphere so
high that | completely lost touch with all manifested things and entered a state
of ecstatic communion with the Eagle.

5.12 To the awakened one there are many paths

Upon waking the next day, the first thing | did was to ask my Salmon friends
whether | had walked back to the dormitory or had been carried unconscious.

Unfortunately, none of them could remember.

| was quite stunned, and not yet completely back in my body. For at least two
days | felt quite remote from my daily priestly routines. Words came out of my
mouth and the rituals were being performed but | was looking at the world as if
from a distance, still caught in the after-effects of the momentous journey with
the Eagle.

When | next met with Gervin, his first words were, “I am glad to see the
White Eagle brought you back!”

“Did | faint?’ | asked anxioudly.

“You didn’t!” Gervin answered, to my immense relief. “You were remarka-
bly well behaved. You just looked a bit vague, but so what! It’s the lawful least
one could expect after such a dose of White Eagle magic.”

“I'm glad | did not embarrass you by collapsing on the floor,” | did my best to
speak faster than usual so as not to irritate Gervin by mumbling like a sleeper.
“That fruit was not at all what | thought it was.”

Gervin laughed, “Master Esrevin had warned you, hadn’'t he?”’

“1 guess he had,” | said. Then | immediately asked the question | had prepared
for the meeting: “Master Gervin, afew times you have mentioned that there are
works waiting for me. Will you tell me more about these?’

Gervin remained silent for a while. Then he took on a soft gentle voice,
“Great changes in the kingdom are coming, Szar. There will be upheavals of
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unprecedented magnitude. A harsh transition towards a new world — a very dif-
ferent world. The time is coming, and much faster than they all think. In this
transition | have arole to play. When the time comes, perhaps you will want to
help me.”

The idea that | might be of any help to Master Gervin sounded odd indeed,
but it filled me with joy. “Gervin,” | exclaimed, “I will do anything | can to
serve you. But | have great difficulty finding out what it isthat | am supposed to
do even now.” Then my ideas got mixed up and | asked, “Do you think | would
have been capable of staying on my feet during the reception the other night had
Lady Elyani not been helping?’

Gervin laughed and patted my shoulder, “Perhaps not, but so what? When |
was a young apprentice in the Brown Robe, | myself used to go into deep
trances that made meroll on the floor.”

This | found immensely reassuring. Yet | confessed, “Gervin, | have great
doubts about my capacity to ever become awakened.”

“1 would rather regard this as an excellent sign!” Gervin approved.

“l can’'t even find what it is that | am supposed to strive for,” | lamented.

“Before a cup can be filled with divine nectar it must first be emptied. Thisis
just what we are doing at the moment. We are deconstructing all sorts of ideas
that you have about yourself and about the world, so as to make space for new
realisations. You are in between two worlds, Szar-ka. The old is gradually let-
ting go, but the new has not arrived yet. This phase is most uncomfortable, but
it cannot be avoided.”

“Can you tell meif I will succeed?’ | asked.

“No!” Gervin was adamant. “No one can know these things. You have to
trust me when | tell you that you can be anything, and that you can do anything
you want. But whether you will end up doing it or not depends entirely on you.”
Quoting the book of Maveron, he concluded,

“To the Sleeper, there is only one path, only one destiny.

To the awakened one, there are many paths, many destinies. Nothing is
fixed.”

| sighed, remembering with a touch of nostalgia my early days in Eisraim,
when | had believed that by becoming a Salmon Robe priest | had engaged in a
simple and direct path to lawful fulfilment.

Sensing the despair which was welling up inside me, Gervin stopped his
teaching for the day. Encouragingly, he said he found | was starting to under-
stand a number of things about sleepers. He invited me to persevere relentlessy
in my striving for awakening. And we sat and kept eye contact in silent concen-
tration because, Gervin said, a few things needed to be rearranged above my
head after my encounter with the White Eagle.

5.13 Unlawful panic

While going through my lawful daily routines | was doing my best to follow
Gervin'sinstructions. | kept watching the people around me. What was it about
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them that showed they were sleepers? In many situations, | found them just...
normal! Yet it was becoming more and more painfully obvious to me that,
compared to Gervin, sleepers spoke ‘ve-ry, ve-ry, ve-ry slo-wly’. And the pre-
dictable nature of their behaviour was becoming more conspicuous by the day.

| realised that if | tried to, | could nearly always figure out what the people
around me were about to do or say. At times | even started to find it aggravat-
ing. But at the same time, | found it safe. What if they all were as unpredictable
as Gervin? The idea made me shudder. Gervin’s teachings were so different and
hard to follow. | usually came out of the aqguamarine chamber feeling shattered,
and often even sick.

Gervin had instructed me to conduct a frightening experiment. He had said,
“Take one of your sleeper friends completely by surprise. Do something unlaw-
fully unexpected. And you will see, he will become blank. He will look straight
ahead as if you were not there, and after a moment he will resume his activities.
Asif nothing had happened.”

Invoking Lord Ganafor courage, | resolved to do what Gervin had said.

He had suggested | abruptly interrupt the course of one of these codified con-
versations which formed the social modus operandi of the Law. The problem
was, | liked these ready-made dialogues. | found them lawfully nice. And they
were so convenient! Thanks to them you were never embarrassed by not know-
ing what to say, or what to answer.

One morning, | approached my dear friend Artold,

“Praise the Lord Melchisedek, Artold! How are you, my friend in the Law?”

“All Glory to the Lord Melchisedek! Szar, my friend in the Law, | amwell in-
deed. And you?”

“I am well indeed, Artold, thanks to the Good Lord Melchisedek! And how
are your parents?”

For years Artold and | had had the same conversation every morning. For the
first time, | was about to break the rule.

A rule established by the Law!

No, | couldn’t possibly do that!

Yet it was an order, from Master Gervin.

Didn’'t the Law say, “ Serving thy master is serving the Law”?

Strange feeling. Gripping anxiety. My stomach, an Underworld hell. But
could there also have been a touch of excitement?

My plan was to act at the end of the following sentence.

Artold was lawfully serene, “I trust they are well, even though | have not
heard from them for some time. And how are your parents, Szar?”

The tension inside me reached a climax.

For a fraction of a second, | thought of pulling out. | felt compelled to tell
Artold that | trusted they were well, even though | hadn’t seen them for some
time.

But | didn't.

| dared.
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Holding fast onto the clear fountain, | refrained from answering. Instead, |
loudly clapped my hands just in front of Artold’s nose.

Artold was stupefied. But he did not react. He became blank. Just as Master
Gervin had predicted. He remained silent, motionless. His vague eyes looking
through me rather than at me.

Then he walked away. Asif nothing had happened.

He resumed the lawful course of his activities. And | was left alone amidst
the auburn glow of the dormitory’sliving walls.

Suddenly, | realised that | was no longer part of Artold’sworld.

It triggered an irrational wave. Sheer panic. “Help!” | caled inside, “Help!
Help! Help! Gervin!” | burst into tears, shocked beyond understanding. “Artold
ismy best friend, thiscan't be! They're all asleep! Gervin, help! What’ s |eft?”

To my great surprise, | received an answer. Gervin responded through dark-
nessvisible, “Come, Szar, let us have one of our talks. Come right now.”

| was so distressed and out of my mind that | ran all the way to the enclave of
the jewels.

Wherever | looked, | saw only sleepers. That made the panic worse.

When | arrived at the aquamarine chamber | was trembling.

Gervin first looked at me silently for a few seconds. Then with his unique
irony he greeted me by starting another of those codified conversations. “Praise
the Lord Melchisedek! Szar, my friend in the Law, welcome and sit down. | am
glad that you came to visit.”

As | was sitting down, the lawful words of answer choked in my throat, “All
gl..”

| couldn’t. | just could not say the words.

There was a short silence. Then out of nowhere, Gervin and | exploded into
laughter. Or rather, Gervin laughed, and | was taken by convulsive spasms that
sounded like laughter, while tears kept pouring from my eyes.

The spasms lasted for perhaps as long as five minutes and then, just as
abruptly as they had started, they stopped.

And the silence that followed was beyond description.

Gervin and | kept eye contact.

| was no longer trembling. All the tension had dropped.

There was nothing but a huge void, a holy nothingness. And the presence. As
on the first day, when Gervin had come to fish me from the county of Sheringa.
It camein a unique flavour of eternity — a time crossing. The moment felt like it
had never started and would never end. There was the real Gervin in front of
me, and | knew my Self for knowing him.

“Seeper, awaken!”

| had no idea how long it lasted. When Gervin finally broke the silence, he
said, “The Lord Melchisedek does not rejoice in sleepers, but in those who
strive for awakening.”

He kept speaking to me, to help me come back to my body. “Something
about deepersis that they are unable to make choices or decisions. When faced
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with a situation for which they have been taught a response, they repeat that re-
sponse. But if the situation is new or unusual, they are so completely taken
aback that they just switch off and there is nothing left of them. It's as if they
were dead, for sleep is the sister of death. And this is why sleepers can never
invent anything new, nor even see the need for innovations.”

The words sank in, but | was too overwhelmed to respond. Often, when |
stopped asking questions and became silent, Gervin discontinued our conversa-
tion and politely sent me back to my quarters. But that day he was particularly
patient with me. “Now, this tells you what you have to do in order to awaken:
never take any situation for granted. Never rest on your habits, or on what has
been taught to you. Always be ready to take sleep by surprise. To decide on a
course of action, rely on nothing but the clear fountain.”

Gervin picked a pear from a basket. In a glance, he judged | was too over-
whelmed to eat. So he bit into the fruit instead of handing it to me. “I see you
are making great efforts, and | appreciate it,” he said. “Let me give you another
tip. When you really do not know what it is that you are supposed to do, ask the
clear fountain, ‘What would an awakened one do in this situation?”

And he ate the pear, leaving me plenty of time to recover my spirits.

At the end of our meeting, he suggested that the time had come for me to un-
dertake a three-week contemplative retreat in the first hall of Melchisedek.
“That will do you alot of good. It will help you understand what awakening is
about,” he concluded.

5.14 Prepersonal blissin the light of Melchisedek

Whh Prates permission, | spent three weeks meditating in the first hall of
M el chisedek.

It was one of the most ancient (and therefore most sacred) buildings of the
temple — as ancient as the Law of the temple, which meant lawful tens of thou-
sands of years in plenty. The inside of the hall shone like liquid gold, the glow
from the living walls mingling with the Holy Light of the Lord Melchisedek and
his angels.

There, meditation was so easy! All | had to do was sit in the light, and | was
transported to the heights of the Law. It made my heart radiant like a Sun. Every
morning, just by walking into the field of the chapel | felt infinitely wise, and
divine. Rivers of devotion flowed through me. What more comfort could a ser-
vant of the Law ever wish for? What greater bliss? Right and righteous was the
Law when it proclaimed,

Nothing can bring more fulfilment to a man

Than praising the Lord Mel chisedek

And paying all glory to him.

The three weeks passed like a lawful dream. | came out of the retreat feeling
regenerated — a perfect break after these terribly difficult months during which
my very foundations were continually being shaken. My self-doubts had been
washed away, my confidence restored. Unshakeable is the man who is sup-
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ported by the Law. This verse reflected exactly how | felt. The light was back
with me. How wise of Master Gervin to have recommended this retreat.

During our following meeting, Gervin first asked if |1 had enjoyed my con-
templation of the Lord.

“Lawfully magnificent, Master Gervin. | feel so much stronger now.”

Gervin remained silent for awhile, contemplating the aquamarine light of the
ceiling. Then he lowered his eyes onto me and in one sentence delivered a dev-
astating blow.

Holding my gaze, he said, “Now what you must understand is that the con-
nection you had in the hall of Melchisedek was a sleeper’ s connection.”

| could hardly believe my ears.

“Like a dream, these experiences happened totally out of your control,” Ger-
vin continued, “and not much of them will be retained when the painful twilight
of the kingdom comes.”

Deep Underworld!

| was blank for at |east five minutes.

The experience of the light of our Lord had been amazingly powerful. If that
was unreal, then really there was nothing left for me to rest on.

The gnawing anxiety was back, like a huge splinter in my heart. My distress
was total.

From somewhere the words pushed themselves out, “Isn’'t the light of our
Lord real?’

“Good Lord Melchisedek!” Gervin laughed. “Of course He isreal! He is the
One that is, that was, and that will be. It is not with the Lord Melchisedek that
there is something wrong, it is with you!”

How could | be erring just when | felt the strongest and the surest of myself?
Tears sprang from my eyes. | felt completely emptied out. | wished | could be
dead.

Gervin's next words brought my confusion to a climax, “Right now, Szar, |
think you are more ready for awakening than ever before.”

“Help! Gervin!” | said, reeling, “I need help! My world is collapsing. | just
can’'t understand what it is1’m supposed to do.”

“My son,” he said in agentle but firm voice, “if you want to tread the path of
an initiate you must learn to face such moments where everything seemsto give
way under your feet. It is often when you come closest to your goa that you
have to bear with the greatest darkness. Now, let me try to explain to you what |
mean.

Imagine a fool who can never remember anything for more than an hour.
During the day, the kingdom is lit by the Sun. The fool believes the Sun will be
forever warm. Yet a night follows. Everything becomes dark and cold, and the
fool can't remember that the Sun ever existed. The fool becomes a non-believer
in the Sun. He can’t even imagine its existence.

Today the light of the Lord Melchisedek is all around us. Sleepers take it for
granted that his presence will forever be with them. But when the twilight of the
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kingdom comes, they will be l€eft in the cold, overtaken by darkness. The Law,
they will forget, and some will even disbelieve that the Lord Melchisedek ex-
ists.”

That was, lawfully, too much! Hadn't Master Gervin been a famous prophet
of the Law, | would have shouted blasphemy. To every soul in the kingdom, the
Lord Melchisedek was the most solid and tangible reality. It was the foundation
stone of the Law, and of the entire world. The idea that one day — be it one hun-
dred thousand years from now — men would not believe in Him, sounded as
unlawfully unreal asit was unacceptable.

“When you were in the chapel,” Gervin hammered his words into me, “you
were basking in the light of our Lord like a tree under the midday Sun. If you
remain a sleeper... just wait till the night comes. There will be nothing left of
your faith and devotion to the Lord.”

Gervin waited.

There did not seem to be anything left for me to believe in or rest on. My
mind was void. The clear fountain was all | had | eft.

“Clear fountain, clear fountain, help!” | called inside.

Gervin fixed his gaze above my head.

Miraculoudly, the fluttering turmoil started caming down. The aquamarine
light in the room became brighter. My breath slowed down.

A guestion came to me. “Then... there must be a different way of knowing the
Lord. There must be a way of connecting, a way that does not fade when the
night comes,” | said.

“Of course there are other ways.”

For the first time that day, | saw alight in Gervin's eyes indicating | could be
on the right track. “But still,” 1 went on, “what you say means the kingdom is
full of deepers who believe they are seeing the Lord Melchisedek when in real-
ity they are blind.”

“Szar,” Gervin was emphatic, “they do see the Lord, and many of them have
a profound knowledge of his ways and of the cosmos which is his playground.
But the time will soon come when the warp of fields collapses and all their
knowledge is lost.” Gervin's eyes were now fixed on that corner of the room
where so much seemed to be happening, even though | could never see any-
thing. “For me, Szar, this is the greatest of all tragedies. | see these brilliant
learned men, these inspired prophets and high priestesses, and | admire their
lore. But | also see that in no time their power will be reduced to naught. Some
of the greatest of them will be reborn as insane fools, wandering far away from
the paths of the Lord.”

This was the closest to being distressed | had ever seen my teacher. Deeply
moved, | asked, “Gervin, will you teach me how to see the Lord in a way that
does not fade when the night comes?”’

“It is one of my deepest wishes that you may behold the Lord beyond all ap-
pearances,” he answered. “But for this you must first awaken.”
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Awaken! There was nothing | could want more, yet hearing this word was
like being stabbed in the chest. It made me fedl totally powerless, worthless,
useless... More than four years had passed, and | still couldn’t tell what the
word meant. Often | thought that all my efforts, instead of leading me to awak-
ening, had only contributed to turning my sleep into a nightmare.

“A clue, Gervin! Please, aclue!” | begged him.

“In the coming weeks,” he said, “1 will have to spend some time with several
high priestesses and prophetesses of the temple. Some of them are highly awak-
ened initiates, and others are complete sleepers. Yet al are extremely divine.
Would you like to accompany me? You and | could share our impressions as to
what sleeping meansto them.”

How could someone be divine and yet be a sleeper at the same time? That
blew the Underworld out of my mind. But the idea of spending time in Gervin's
company instantly rekindled my spirits, making me forget the beating | had just
taken. Almost.

“1 would love that!” | said.

5.15 The eyes of Marka

Early one morning, | met Gervin at his apartment and we walked from the
enclave of the jewels to the female wing of the temple, the secluded buildings
where the orders of female priests had their quarters. It was the first time | vis-
ited that part of the temple. We entered through a portal flanked by high col-
umns, which led into a large hall. No one guarded the threshold, yet only
authorised people ventured through.

As soon as we entered, | was surprised by the intensity of the energy field. In
this the domain of Lady Teyani, the atmosphere of consciousness was deep, and
radically different from that in the Salmon priests’ premises. It was like entering
another world. Every nook and cranny was alive with the magic of lawful
hymns, and the air resonated with spells and invocations.

From the first hall we walked through a complicated maze of corridors, patios
and alleys. | followed Gervin, admiring the great diversity of glow from the
walls, astral lights and fields, each with its own presence. It felt so lawfully an-
cient! But the walk proved much longer than | had anticipated. At the end of
each corridor, there was always another corridor. The maze seemed by far the
most complicated of any in the temple. After walking up and down several
stairways, we finally entered a small room where a group of women were wait-
ing for us. One of them was Lady Teyani. Around her stood three priestesses
wearing the dress of the White Eagle, surrounded by afew other priestesses clad
in gowns of various colours.

There was aso a dark-skinned woman in her late fifties, sitting on the floor,
leaning against a living wall. She looked extremely tired. She wore an orange
gown. A long shawl was draped over her head, covering her hair. Her eyes were
closed.

“Praise the Lord Melchisedek!” Gervin greeted the priestesses.
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Lady Teyani answered, “All glory to the Lord Melchisedek, Gervin of the
Brown Robe, and to you Szar,” and she smiled at me.

| smiled back but did not greet her. Master Gervin had instructed me to keep
my mouth lawfully shut throughout the visit.

Gervin sat by the woman in orange. “How is she today?” he asked.

“Not very well,” Teyani answered. “ Shewon't eat.”

Turning towards an elderly priestess who was standing close to Teyani, Ger-
vin asked, “What do you think, my good Mouridji of the Purple Robe?’

“1 am afraid Markais doing just what you predicted she and other priestesses
would do when the warp of fields deteriorated beyond a certain point,” Mouridji
replied.

“Mm...” Gervin delicately took the hand of the Orange priestess. “Marka...”
he called in the softest voice | had ever heard him use.

Markadid not answer.

“Gervin, this means we are coming one step closer to the fulfilment of your
prophecies. Aren't we?’ Mouridji asked.

Gervin nodded gravely.

Mouridji turned to the younger priestesses, “Long ago, Master Gervin pre-
dicted that when the fields lost their purity, the high priestesses of Malchasek
would becomeiill and drift away from their body, one after the other.”

Another priestess quoted Gervin's words, “When the seventh energy field of
darkness visible becomes corrupt, Malchasek the great angel will call back his
seed, and you will know that the time is coming.”

“None of the hymns of the Law, and none of our healing charms seem to be
ableto restore their health,” one of the White Eagle priestesses said.

“And when they speak, they say that Malchasek is caling them back to the
spheres of Highness, and that they no longer have a mandate in the kingdom,”
Mouridji added.

“Should we try something else, Gervin?’ Teyani asked.

Gervin shook his head slowly.

All became silent.

“Marka, it's me, Gervin,” my teacher half-whispered into her ear, and he ac-
tivated a particular gateway close to her left clavicle.

There was an immediate response, like a descending breath of light.

Surprised, | looked up to the ceiling, but could see nothing out of the ordi-
nary.

A lofty presence made itself felt in the room.

| noticed atear in the corner of Gervin’s eye. It immediately made me cry.

The presence became stronger, and Marka opened her eyes.

What | saw then was to remain one of the most extraordinary experiences of
that entire life. Dragon’s Word and Deep Underworld, the Lord Melchisedek is
my witness, during these years | saw some really strange things — but not many
like Marka's eyes! The feeling that illuminated the room as she slowly opened
her eyes was beyond description. Nothing | had encountered while travelling in
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the spheres of the triangle could compare with the light in her eyes, not even the
gloriousfields of stars.

Then and there, | exited time completely. Teyani, Mouridji, Gervin, the small
room, me in my apprentice’s pink gown — all disappeared. At the onset of the
experience, a verse came to me: Far beyond the nothingness which is beyond
the gods themselves. Everything was transcended. There was but the Silence of
agigantic Beingness.

| had no idea how long it lasted. | completely missed the rest of that meeting.
When | recovered my normal awareness, | was walking with Gervin through the
maze of corridors, back to his apartment.

“Thank the Mother of the Light!” | thought. “I didn’'t faint!” It was quite un-
expected, with such an out-of-the-seven-spheres experience. Had the White Ea-
gles helped?

As soon as we crossed the portal and | was relieved of the injunction to keep
my mouth shut, | asked Gervin, “Is Marka a sleeper?’

“Oh, no, my son! Marka is an awakened one. She belongs to the spheres of
Highness. And | am afraid, she won't be with us much longer.”

A feeling of infinite sadness swept my heart. It wasn't difficult to see how
dear this woman was to Gervin.

“A great saint, she is. When she was a young priestess, | had the immense
privilege of being her travelling instructor, as Elyani is now for you,” Gervin
smiled. “And she helped me alot, when | had to travel far, far away. She took
care of my body when | went for my first long journey beyond the spheres of
Melchisedek. That was... nearly thirty-five years ago.”

We walked in silence for a while. Then | asked him, “Should | strive to be-
come an awakened one like her?”

To my surprise, Gervin burst out laughing, as if |1 had said something really
funny. “ Szar-ka, Szar-ka, your confusion is great! Come, follow me. Let us go
and have some lunch in the aguamarine chamber, and | will try to explain to
you a few more things about awakening. Then we will go back for another
meeting with Lady Teyani.”

5.16 The Blue priestesses

One of the reasons why | particularly enjoyed being taught by Gervin during
a meal was that | did not have to produce many questions. While | was busy
chewing, Gervin continued talking, whereas normally if | remained silent for
too long, he would pause and wait for me to ask something. | always chewed a
lot when eating in his company.

That day, the space between us was particularly warm.

“Markais not a good example of either sleep or awakening for you,” Gervin
began. “Her enlightenment is from a different epoch. The priestesses of Mal-
chasek are the keepers of an extremely ancient light. They are unigue women.
Their energy is completely different from that of normal people — even high
initiates.”
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This reminded me of the priestesses of the Dawn of Creation, another order
which was the recipient of ancient energies.

“You or | could never become priests of Malchasek,” Gervin continued, “as
Malchasek’s servants are exalted Spirits who have descended from the spheres
of Highness, and who help to incarnate his Light in the kingdom. What has been
happening in the last years is that the quality of the energy fields in the kingdom
has deteriorated so much that the priestesses of Malchasek cannot maintain their
presence among us. The rampant corruption that is gradually infiltrating the
warp of fields is incompatible with the purity of their souls. Alas, when high
priestesses like Marka depart from the kingdom, so will the protective light of
their great angel. Thiswill only make the fields worse.”

The warp of fields was still mysterious to me. All | understood was that the
godly presence in chapels rested on the fields. Once, | had also heard someone
say that if the fields were to lose their mind, then all plass buildings in the king-
dom would melt like snow under the lawful Sun, and so would an awful lawful
lot of other things.

“But let us return to sleep and awakening,” Gervin went on. “Perhaps a
breakthrough for you could come from pondering on what happened when you
were meditating in the hall of Melchisedek. Compare how you felt then with
how you are now. Right now, you are listening to me and trying to find ques-
tions you could ask me.”

Conscientiously chewing, | looked lawfully thoughtfully to an aguamarine
living wall.

Gervin smiled, “And so you are actively with me, giving me the best of your
presence. You know that you are Szar, listening to Master Gervin. When you
were in the hall of Melchisedek, the situation was very different. There was
nothing but the Lord. You were so absorbed in the contemplation of our Lord
that you did not even know who you were. You were not in the hal, because
there was no ‘you’ in the hall. There was only the presence of our Lord Mel-
chisedek.”

Gervin paused, watching me eat. Then he went on, patiently, “You, Szar,
were no longer. Instead of Szar there was a blank, passively lit by the light of
our Lord. That blank was divinely lit, and the light awakened a high Spirit in-
side you. But this was nothing more than a sleeper’ s connection. The experience
was not of your making. It came from outside, and you had no control over it.
Were it not for the power of the fields, you would have been unable to reach the
light of our Lord.”

Gervin finished his cup and went on, “Awakened people remain aware of
their own Self while knowing the divine presence. Through their own Self, they
know the presence. Sleepers, on the contrary, lose al self-reference when tuning
into the Divine. The Divine knows Itself through them.”

By that stage, |1 could do no better than make sure | remembered Gervin's
words by heart, so | could meditate on them later.
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“The Blue priestesses, whom we will be visiting this afternoon, are typical
sleeping prophetesses. Observe them carefully. When they tune into their dei-
ties, they evaporate into a lawful mist — there hardly seems to be anything left of
them. Then something very high and beautiful comes down to reach them, and
it inspires them to speak words of great wisdom.”

Following this Gervin made a joke about my thorough chewing, and we
walked back to the female wing of the temple.

As soon as we passed the portal, | felt again the dense field loaded with pres-
ence. We had to walk for more than twenty-five minutes. | admired the ease
with which Gervin found his way through the mysterious labyrinth.

The walk ended in a dim, medium-sized room where Lady Teyani was wait-
ing for usin the company of a dozen women clad in light-blue gowns.

After duly praising the Lord Melchisedek, Gervin addressed the group, “What
can | lawfully do for you, wise women in the Law?”

“Praised be the gods of the great ocean, the gods of the air, and the gods of
the earth, Master Gervin of the Brown Robe, an unlawful pollution is disturbing
the peace of our recitations of the Law and of the rituals to the gods above, the
gods below, the gods which are and which will be...”

| was struck by how slowly she spoke.

Teyani interrupted the litany. “Elemental muck from a corrupt field. Only a
trickle, but enough to disturb their rituals.”

“Can’'t my Field Wizardsfix it?” Gervin frowned.

“They’ve already fixed it three times, but it keeps coming back,” Teyani an-
swered.

“We clear the pollution, we offer it to the Mother of all Compassion,” another
Blue priestess declared (even more slowly), “but, the Law of the Blue priest-
esses says, no fish can drink all the waters of the ocean, and who can tell how
many grains of sand...”

Gervin and Teyani were holding eye contact.

Mother of the Light! So much warmth between these two souls.

It took me by surprise. | hadn’t realised they were such close friends.

“...and, when the recitation ends, the nectar of the Law no longer flows from
the heavenly spheres, unless we keep a flame, burning in each corner of the
chapel, which is prescribed only in the rituals to the gods of...” the Blue priest-
ess was going on, and on, and lawfully on. And | thought the Salmon sleepers
were bad!

Teyani’s light was extraordinarily beautiful. The way she looked at Gervin
fascinated me. He and she were flying together in some mysterious sky.

Oh, how | wished | could be part of their world!

If only | could understand.

“Clear fountain, help! Show me the way to awakening,” | prayed.

When the Blue priestess finally became silent, Gervin gave her a polite nod.
He spoke unusualy slowly, “Mm... | shall ask Master Woolly to visit this
chapel and give you his lawfully expert advice.”
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“Master who?’ Lady Teyani asked.

“Master Woolly of the Cream Robe,” Gervin answered her, speaking nor-
mally.

“Never heard of this one,” she sounded surprised. “Who is he?’

“He's a character in the Law,” Gervin grinned. “1 just fished him from the
temple of the Western Plains. | enrolled him in the team of Field Wizards.”

“What does Woolly do?’

“Stones. Mind-blowing stones,” Gervin said, enthused. Turning towards the
Blue priestesses, he resumed the lawfully slow parlance, “1 think, it would be
best, for me, to see you perform one of your rituals, and make a first-hand as-
sessment of the situation.”

The Blue priestesses agreed, and prepared themselves for a prophecy session.

The grand-White Eagle lawfully excused herself. Before leaving she gave me
a strange smile that made the energy above my head hiss like a hundred snakes.

Gervin instructed me to sit on the floor and observe the session carefully.

| was puzzled by the paleness of these Blue priestesses, and their incorporeal
energy. Their feet hardly seemed to be touching the ground.

It took nearly half an hour before the ritual could begin. It was a slow, repeti-
tive chant of some part of the Law unknown to me. The voices were magnifi-
cent. They brought down a powerful presence into the field of the room. | had to
make a great effort to avoid fainting. For a moment | thought | was in the fields
of stars, but the experience lacked the sharp clarity of my travelling lessons with
Elyani. It was like being in a misty cocoon of astral lights, in which | felt com-
pletely safe and protected. But | saw that | was about to lose consciousness, so |
opened my eyes and forced myself to stay present in the room.

One of the priestesses started a strange incantation in a dialect | had never
heard before, “ Arken... groser... vatan...”

“She is prophesying,” Gervin whispered in my ear. When he saw the per-
plexed expression on my face, he added, “This is no Atlantean dialect. She is
speaking in tongues.”

The Blue priestess continued her monotonous monologue for what seemed a
long, long time.

“Get the message?” Gervin whispered to me.

| shook my head.

“Keep your eyes closed and let the voice take your consciousness into the
spheres,” Gervin advised.

The result was immediate: bright symbolic images erupted into my mind.
First | saw a black swan diving into the waters of alake. Then a fabulous land-
scape. Then the golden statue of a god. The images were absolutely superb, they
looked more real than anything | had ever seen in the kingdom. The depth of the
colours and the richness of the light filled me with wonder.

“The oracle is speaking to you, Szar. Open your heart, and listen to the mes-
sage,” Gervin whispered.
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| could intuitively sense that the images carried a message. But how to deci-
pher it? | was projected from image to image, completely absorbed in them.
Even if my mind had been available for comment, it was hard to see how an in-
telligible meaning could have been extracted from the visions. Following Ger-
vin's suggestion, | tried to open my heart more, but all it did was to speed up the
succession of oracular images.

Before long, | completely lost touch with the room, the voices, and with the
images... and entered a deep state of trance.

It was the next morning before | recovered my senses. | was in the dormitory
of the Salmon Robe priests.

“Oh, no! | did it again!”

Artold came towards me, “Praise the Lord Mel,chi,se,dek, Szar! How, are,
you to, day, my, friend, in, the Law?”

That day was not a good day.

5.17 Faraway voices

During the following weeks | kept asking the clear fountain to inspire me and
suggest things to strive for. Thiswas no easy task. | came to the conclusion that
basically | didn’t want anything, and it made me feel like dying.

Oncein Lord Gana's chapel, it came to me through the knowing of the foun-
tain that the problem wasn’t that | didn’t want anything, but that | didn’t know
what | wanted.

Perhaps | wanted impossible things, such as understanding Master Gervin or
enjoying the company of awakened ones. The warmth in Lady Teyani’s eyes
when she looked at Gervin, that was something worth living for. But that was
so far away.

Now, what could afailure like me strive for?

Late one evening, after finishing a fire ritua in the chapel of Lord Gana, an
ideafinally cameto me.

It was not just something that demanded a lot of trying, it was also something
that | really felt like achieving. During our conversations, Gervin had often
stressed that the more | wanted to succeed, the more awakening the striving ex-
ercise would be.

| decided | would strive to surprise Lady Elyani at the end atravelling session
by coming back to my senses early enough to greet her.

This proved aterribly difficult, painful and frustrating exercise. At the end of
each session, | tried to pull from al my resources to project myself back into
waking consciousness. But each time | fell unconscious.

| tried to prepare myself in advance. During my daily priestly activities, | of-
ten recalled my resolution and prayed to the Mother of the Light. And in each
fireritual | asked for Lord Gana's assistance.

Nothing worked. Despite all my efforts and invocations, and despite my ear-
nest desire to contemplate Lady Elyani’s beautiful White Eagle energy again,
the travelling lessons systematically ended in a black hole. When | emerged out
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of the sarcophagus, | would find the two boring sleepers of the healing cham-
bers. Silently they smiled back at me in their boring empty way, as if to punish
me for having failed again. And they escorted me back to the boring sleepers of
the Salmon Robe.

So | tried a powerful technique of the canon of the Law, in which afire ritual
and a high invocation to all gods were performed at the time of the New Moon,
to declare the wish to the universe. It was followed by a series of rituals per-
formed at sunrise and sunset every consecutive day for two weeks, so as to
build up the intensity until the Full Moon, the time when the gods would re-
spond or not respond, depending on factors beyond the understanding of mortal
beings.

Whether they did or not, this | never knew, due to a near-disaster of my own
making. During the session that took place on the day of the Full Moon | was
travelling along a stream in one of the fields of stars of the spheres of the trian-
gle, when Lady Elyani instructed me to speed up.

Forgetting how powerful the streams can be, | initiated far too strong an im-
pulse. The result took me completely by surprise — an incredibly violent accel-
eration which projected me far, far away.

Elyani shouted, “Hold on to the stream, Szar! Y ou're losing the stream! Hold
on!”

It was aready too late. Before | could realise what was happening, | found
myself in a strange space completely devoid of light. Quite different from any-
thing | had visited before.

“Where am |1?’ | was distressed, sightly stupefied by this unlawful jump into
nothingness.

“You’ve passed the edge of the spheres of Melchisedek. Y ou are in the wrong
space, Szar! Y ou can't stay there. Follow my light, let it bring you back.”

| heard her words, but found it difficult to move.

“Elyani, | think I must have made the... the wrong connection. It feels so
weird, around here... and heavy... | can’'t move.”

“Szar you must hold on!”

“Elyani, I’'m feeling heavier and heavier. I'm losing control. There is a strong
wind...”

“Oh, no! Szar, resist the wind!” Elyani’s voice was faint. “It moves infinitely
faster than it seems. If you let it take you...”

| was succumbing to sleep. “No!” | called, “Help me, Gervin! | don’t want to
die asleeper!” But athick sandman effect overtook me. | lost consciousness and
started drifting, carried away by the winds.

Down in the take-off room Seyani shouted, “We're losing him!”

Elyani, the master traveller, did not waste any time. “I want four men, imme-
diately,” she ordered.

She sat on the floor leaning against a living wall and instantly projected her-
self out of her body. She forced her way through all the controlling procedures
and without any transition crossed the limit of the spheres of Melchisedek.
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Seyani, despite her own high level of expertise, could only admire the ease
with which Elyani was speeding through space. “Hail, White Eagle of the
gods!” she chanted, “Behold thy servant maid. Protect her with thy wings.”

In a matter of seconds, Elyani reached the grey layer in which | was stranded.
But to her surprise, the winds had stopped. The space was perfectly quiet.

“Szar?’ shecalled.

There was no answer.

For the first time in all these travelling sessions she came close to my astral
body. She called my name again and she used the Voice to wake me up, but
without success. | was totally unconscious.

She was about to ‘carry’ me back when she heard the whisper. A strange
voice, unlike anything she had encountered during years of travelling.

“Fear not!”

The whisper seemed to come from far, far away.

“Fear not! Space Matrix iswatching.”

Elyani tested the voice for identification symbols, but received no answer.

Instantly, she became a different person. Calling on all the powers that Lady
Teyani had bestowed on her, she shielded her energy and charged her Voice.
And in that nowhere space she stood close to me, like a panther ready to strike.

“Fear not, White Eagle! Space Matrix iswatching.”

Still, silent, contained, Elyani held the instant as only initiates can do.

She waited, but the voice had stopped. So she attached me to her energy and
started moving slowly.

Another voice. A whisper. Strange.

Hardly discernible.

The first voice resumed, “ Space Matrix priority access granted. Engage re-
mote guidance through intention.”

Elyani stayed still and tested the voice again. They did not respond to any of
the identification devices she had been taught.

She waited a few more seconds. The space was peaceful.

What miracle had stopped the winds?

Elyani started moving back to the spheres of Melchisedek, pulling my astral
body.

No other voice made itself heard.

Soon, Elyani was back in her body. She clicked her fingers, opened her eyes,
and immediately stood up.

As she had commanded, four men were waiting in the room.

“Take him to the healing chambers!” she told them. “Quick!”

The light translucent slab that covered the sarcophagus was removed. The
men lifted my body, and the small group hastened to one of the healing cham-
bersin the nearby enclave.

Lady Teyani was very pleased when she heard how her disciples had handled
the matter. Not one minute lost, not one useless word, not one uncalculated
move. Having reached one of the healing chambers, the two priestesses used

137



Atlantean Secrets

standard healing techniques, projecting the Voice on various gateways of my
body.

It quickly appeared that my energy hadn’'t suffered any damage. After imple-
menting a few more healing techniques, the two White Eagles | eft.

When | opened my eyes, my first thought was, “Am | dead?’ But the plass
ceiling of the healing chamber looked nothing like my ideas of the first stations
in the Great Journey. It just dispensed a pale whitish glow.

Turning my head to the right, | saw the familiar faces of the two escort
priests.

Asusual, they did not say athing.

| looked around. No Lady Elyani.

| closed my eyes again, and | cried.

5.18 Revelation sky

During these months, Gervin was frequently called to the female wing of the
temple. Many orders of priestesses were experiencing difficulties in relation to
the deterioration of the fields. He often took me with him, inviting me to care-
fully observe the priestesses’ energy and attempt to judge their degree of awak-
ening.

It was still difficult for me to understand how someone could be highly con-
nected to divine spheres, and yet be a sleeper. Nevertheless, these wise women
in the Law were not all the same. The differences often had to do with the order
they belonged to. Some of them spoke ve-ry slo-wly and hardly seemed to no-
tice my presence in the room, while others had a sharp glow in their eyes and
moved fast, like the priestesses of the White Eagle. When Lady Teyani spoke |
could never know in advance what she was going to say, and | often missed the
meaning of her words. Besides, she laughed when | really could not see any-
thing funny.

As weeks passed, | reached the dramatic conclusion that there were many
people in the temple who spoke ve-ry, ve-ry so-wly. Even more dramatic was
the fact that the Salmon Robe priests showed all the symptoms of being asleep.
When | watched them — students and teachers — | found myself predicting what
their next move would be. “Now Ram is going to walk to the doorway... done!
Now, Motser is going to ask Ram, ‘How are you to-day, my friend in the Law?’
Done! Now Ram is going to ask Motser about his parents... done!” And |
loathed myself for not being fundamentally different from them. What used to
be a peaceful routine of study and ritual practice had turned into a nightmare.

My travelling lessons were refreshing breaks. Apart from Gervin, Lady Ely-
ani was the only person | could speak to at a normal pace. But | hated to imag-
ine what opinion she had of me — probably a boring sleeper who rarely under-
stood her jokes and never had anything interesting to tell her.

| felt like a stranger among the Salmon priests, but | didn’t belong anywhere
else.

“Szar traveller, | greet you at the top of the square!”
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“Controller Elyani, | greet you at the top of the square!”

“Let us go straight to the triangle,” she directed.

Trying to pre-empt her instructions, | swiftly spun into a silvery vortex that
lifted me out of darkness visible. A sequence of fast-moving vortices led me out
of the intermediary spheres, and | soon found myself in agloriousfield of stars.

“Controller Elyani, | greet you at the bottom of the triangle!”

“Szar traveller, | greet you at the bottom of the triangle!”

“Elyani, why do | never see any gods when you take me to the spheres of the
triangle?’

“1 was waiting for you to ask me that,” Elyani said.

It made merealise | could have asked her the question months ago.

Elyani immediately felt the wave of sadness inside me, “Hey, what’'s hap-
pening to you?”’

“I'm all right. So what should | do to see the gods? Each time | move in the
upper fields of stars, | look for guardians. But | never seem to find anyone |
could request access from.”

“This is because we usually travel in quite high areas where the gods do not
like to be disturbed by visitors,” she explained. “But | could try to arrange
something for you if you want.”

After afew seconds of silence, her light appeared in front of me in the space.

“Follow me, traveller!”

She took me to alarge golden stream, and invited meto rideit.

“Speed up!” sheinstructed, promptly adding, “ Carefully!”

“1 know. I’ve learnt my lesson.”

“Faster, faster.”

This was no problem in the Law. The stream was massive, yet extremely sta-
ble. Soon, | noticed that huge clouds of blue, orange and yellow light were
moving towards me.

When | told Elyani about them, she replied, “Just keep moving.”

“But these clouds are coming straight at me! Very fast!”

“No, Szar traveller. You are going straight into them.”

“Mother of the Light!” | exclaimed in horror.

Before | had time to think, I hit the first cloud.

The field of stars instantly disappeared. Without any transition, | found my-
self in a completely different landscape, a green valley surrounded by rolling
hills.

“Elyani?” | called.

There was no answer.

“Where the Underworld am 1?” | thought. | started walking, stunned by the
extraordinary quality of light that illuminated the valley.

An astonishing landscape, without mists!

In the kingdom, wherever you went, you were immersed in the mists. The fact
of being surrounded by such a spectacular view opened a completely different
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state of mind. And the trees were amazingly beautiful. They were not just shin-
ing, they seemed to be made of light.

| kept calling, “Elyani! Elyani!” but no response came. “That's it!” |
thought. “ 1 must have done something wrong again and killed myself. This must
be the first station of the Great Journey, or perhaps even the Fields of Peace.”

Not far in front of me was a small stream. When | reached it, | plunged my
hand into its crystal water and drank.

“Oh my Lord Melchisedek! How incredibly delicious!” | exclaimed. Then |
thought, “ If | can drink, then perhaps | am not dead after all.”

“Sar!” | heard a woman call my name.

It was not Elyani’ s voice. “ Underworld Further Down! If they know my name
here then it must be the Great Journey. | am dead.”

A woman was walking towards me. She wore a long emerald-green dress,
and waves of reddish hair fell down over her hips. As she came nearer, | was
struck by how amazingly beautiful she was.

“ Areyou Elyani?” | ventured to ask.

“No, | am a friend of hers,” the woman smiled. “ My name is Mareena. Ely-
ani has sent me to tell you that you are perfectly safe here.”

“Ah?” wasall | could answer. | did not dare ask where | was, but the woman
must have read my thoughts. “ You are in one of the worlds of the triangle,” she
said. “ To return to Eisraim, all you have to do is lie down and fall asleep. Ely-
ani will take care of you.”

“Ah?" Inside myself, | thought, “ Gervin, | know I’'m not supposed to, but
still, 1 wish you could tell me what | should say to this person.”

“Just lie down, Szar!” Mareena instructed.

| did as she commanded. But as | lay down my eyes beheld the sky. “ Oh my
Lord Melchisedek! Thisis... Thisis...” Never in my entire life had | even imag-
ined that something as magnificent as that sky could exist. The blue was so
clear, so alive that my heart was shocked and | started crying.

The woman sat down on the grass beside me. She slowly passed her hand
over my forehead and gently closed my eyes. “ Fear not, Szar. You will return
here, and sooner than you think.”

And | fell asleep.

When | woke up, | was back in the take-off room. The slab of the sarcopha-
gus had been removed. The two priests were waiting for me.

“Oh, no! I missed Elyani again!” | thought with consternation. It was at |east
my twentieth unsuccessful attempt at remaining conscious while returning to
my body.

| sat up for asecond. Then | lay down again and closed my eyes.

| tuned in and asked, as if the travelling session was still going on, “Elyani,
where was |7’

To my great surprise, she answered through darkness visible, “ Szar?”’

“Wherewas |, Elyani? | need to know!”

“Catching glimpses of the world of the gods. Nothing more, nothing less.”
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“Elyani, it was so beautiful. That sky... | never suspected the world of the
gods or anything else in the creation could be so beautiful. Can | go back
there?’

“1 am sure it will happen,” Elyani answered. “Are you going to be al right,
Szar?”’

Stupidly | said yes, and Elyani terminated the conversation.

When | returned to the dormitory of the Salmon Robe, all | could do was
collapse on my bed and cry.

Good Artold came and sat by my side. “Praise the Lord Mel,chi,se,dek, Szar,
my friend in the Law! How are you to, day?” his desperately monotonous voice
droned.

“Artold, please, leave me aone!” | cried.

Taken by surprise by this unlawfully unusual answer, Artold left the room. As
if nothing had happened.

| couldn’t stop sobbing.

It lasted for hours. | had no idea what was happening to me. | felt completely
devastated. | couldn’t find the strength to get up and resume my normal occu-
pations.

Flat on my bed with my eyes closed, | tuned into the space and called, “Ely-
ani, where are you?”’

Through darkness visible, Elyani’s answer came immediately. “Not far, my
friend in the Law. Not far.”

“Elyani, what is happening to me? Why do | feel so miserable?’

“Your soul islonging for the world of the gods,” she said in a soft voice.

“How can | be crying for aplace | don’'t even know, Elyani?’

“This longing for the Light, it is in everyone,” she answered. “It is like a
wound — the wound that came when we were separated from the Divine.”

“How can it hurt so much?’

“There is nothing that can hurt more than this.”

“Was this woman a goddess?’ | asked.

“Mareena? Of course she is agoddess!”

“She was so amazingly beautiful .”

“Szar-ka, al gods are amazingly beautiful.”

“And that sky was... Why does everything look so grey down here?”’

To this, Elyani had no answer. She just surrounded me with her presence in
darkness visible.

So peaceful, and beautiful.

“What should | do now?’ | asked.

“Just lie down,” she said. “I’ll help you fall asleep.”

Sleep, deep... aAlways sleep!

5.19 Led by the Mother of the Light

It was early in the morning. The Salmon Robe priests were about to perform
a special ceremony under the guidance of six of their teachers. In alarge chapel
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of the enclave of the Most Ancient and Lawful Orders, the floor had been cov-
ered with carefully arranged flower petals and grains. There were dozens of
fruits of al colours, and at least two hundred flames.

My young friends were starting to be well trained. Every one knew exactly
which part to play, and the lengthy preparations were silently carried out like a
fine piece of choreography.

Not long before sunrise we each sat in our allotted place, and the singing be-
gan. It was aritual to the Mother of the Light, the facet of the Universal God-
dess who, said the Law, had unfolded the early stages of the creation. She was
also regarded as the highest principle of compassion, the one who blessed and
protected the children of the Law, that is, every living soul in the kingdom.
Some of the most moving hymns of the Law, and aso some of the most tre-
mendous ritual's, were dedicated to the Mother of the Light.

After completing the opening hymns all the priests started chanting in one
voice, “To the Mother of the Light, | give, | give.” With each “I give,” precious
oils were poured into the fire, making hissing sounds which added rhythm and
magic to the incantations. The combination of mantras, occult forces and high
surrender to the Universal Deity created an exceptionally powerful and vibrant
space.

“To the fresh Waters from which the Fire sprang, | give, | give.

To her who chanted the Dawn of Creation, | give, | give.

To her who isthe Molten Sea and the Sea of Lightning, | give, | give.
To her who isthe beginning and the end, | give, | give.

To the Great Dragon, the Mother of the Endless Night, | give, | give.
To the feminine who isthe creation, | give, | give.

To the source fromwhich all the gods arose, | give, | give.

To her precious essence of fluid immortality, | give, | give.

To her who stood before time, | give, | give.

To her who gave birth to the stars, | give, | give.

To the primordial substance which was before the Earth, | give, | give.
To her who was the Magic of the Ancient Days, | give, | give.

To her who breastfeeds the child, | give, | give.

To her who is the compassion and the Mother of all beings, | give, | give.
To the night to which all the gods will return, | give, | give.
Unfathomable is thy name, limitless thou shinest.

To the Mother of the Light, | give, | give.”

The presence brought down by the fire ritual was massive. It triggered a pro-
found wave, which rose from the depths of my being. Something inside me ex-
ploded. My heart flared. | started feeling vast, as if my body was spread for
miles around the temple, with my head high in the mists of the kingdom’ s sky.

“Please, Mother, help! Help me awaken,” | asked with al the strength of my
despair. And in this expanded state, | drew from huge forces and kept calling,
“Let me not remain asleeper! Please, Mother, help!”

A response came.
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A presence of infinity turned her face towards me. And the certitude materi-
alised inside me, “If | stay with the Salmon Robe priests, | will never become an
awakened one.”

It was absolute. Not like an idea or a human decision. A clear fountain of di-
vinely gigantic proportions. As if time and its secrets had been condensed in
one point of complete knowingness, at the core of my being.

It was limpid, obvious and final.

If | stayed with them, | would never awaken.

“Well then, let us take sleep by surprise, and go!” my clear fountain re-
sponded. “Walk out!”

Was | about to make a cosmic mistake?

In this heightened state, | couldn’t care less.

So | did it.

| did something which only a few months earlier | would have found incon-
ceivable. | stood up in the middle of the ritual, and slowly walked towards the
door of the chapel.

Completely unacceptable, according to the rules of my priestly caste. Aban-
doning a ritual for no lawfully acceptable reason was an offence against the
gods. But it came as a total surprise, both to my fellow apprentices and to the
elder priests who directed us that day. True to their sleeper’s nature, they ig-
nored my move. They all kept singing their ritual, invoking the Goddess and
pouring oblations in the fire. And this only added to the unredlity of the situa-
tion.

“1 can walk out and never come back, and it will not make any difference to
any of them, or to anyone else. Another priest will take my place, chant the
hymns | would have chanted, do the tasks | would have performed, and the
world will be exactly the same.” And the Mother of the Light whispered to me
that being a highly replaceable pawn was one of the hallmarks of a sleeper.

The time it took to reach the door seemed to stretch into an aeon. My self-
awareness was total, effortlessly noticing every single detail in the room all at
once: the way each person sang, every ritual gesture they performed, every atti-
tude on their face.

“These people are so asleep! So asleep!” the redlisation hit me again. “Mother
of the Light, protect my way!”

When | finally reached the door, | felt like a different man. A part of me was
being left behind. A chapter of my life had ended.

| walked along the colonnade that bordered the building, sat in the garden,
and listened to the magnificent singing. From outside.

| was light. Free. Infinite.

The splinter had been removed from my heart.
| called through darkness visible, “Gervin, | must speak to you. Can | come
now?’

“Now? This sounds serious!” Gervin answered. “ Come right now, then.”
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On my way to the enclave of the jewelsit crossed my mind that Gervin might
not be very pleased to see me walk away from the training in which he had en-
rolled me.

“Mother of the Light, protect my way!”

It was as clear as the fountain. After explaining to him what had just hap-
pened, | simply said, “Gervin, | walked out of the class. It's finished. | cannot
go back there.”

Gervin did not react. He just asked, “Why?”’

“Gervin, they are completely asleep. If | stay with them, | know that | will not
become awakened. But it's more than just this. From the deepest of myself, |
know it is wrong for me to be with them. | cannot explain why, but | know |
have to leave.”

Gervin looked at me with atouch of irony in his smile. “Oho!” he said, in a
way that didn’t tell me much. “Do you know what you want to do next?”’

This took me completely by surprise. In a world where all people believed
their destiny to be fully traced from the moment they came out of their mother’s
womb, this question never arose. Had | been normal, | would have followed the
line of my parents. Having become a priest, | should have followed the rule of
my order. But now...

“What do | want to do next?’ | echoed. The situation was so odd that all |
could do was | et the clear fountain take over.

“1 want to awaken, Gervin,” | finally answered.

Gervin, still smiling, asked, “And what else do you want?’

“That'sal | want, Gervin, but | pray to the Lord Melchisedek he will not take
me away from you.”

Gervin'slaugh signalled he was happy with my answer. “That’sit,” he joked,
“you are aready trying to bargain with the Lord!” Then he became serious,
“What do you think the priests of your caste will say when they learn that you
are leaving them?”’

“Probably nothing. My behaviour does not fall into any of their categories,
same as when | clapped my hands in Artold’s face. They will keep going. As if
nothing had happened. Or perhaps they will say | am sick in my mind and badly
in need of a healing.”

“Do you think that by walking out you have taken sleep by surprise?” Gervin
continued.

| spoke from the clear fountain, “The Mother of the Light has taken me by
surprise!”

“Mm...” Gervin nodded. To my immense relief, looking deep into my eyes he
declared, “You are right, Szar, there are probably some more awakening chal-
lenges for you than spending another ten years studying in the company of par-
rots of the Law.”

The instant breathed infinity. It was simple and vast like the Mother of the
Light.
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But everything suddenly became more complicated when Gervin asked,
“What caste of priests do you think would suit you the best?

The idea that a man could decide for himself which caste he would join was
completely out of the Atlantean world! | remained silent, not just because of the
absurdity of the question, but also because one of the things | wanted the most
in the kingdom was to deserve to wear the same brown robe as Gervin. But his
order was mysterious, and probably reserved for awakened ones, like Lehrmon,
Master Esrevin, or Melchard the high priest.

| was sinking into an abyss of sadness. “Have my failed efforts of awakening
made me an outcast?’

“Who says you are failing?” Gervin replied vigorously. “Remember when
Szar-ka arrived at Eisraim. What do you think he would have done if the
Mother of the Light had knocked at his heart and inspired him to walk out in the
middle of a master ritual?’

| sighed, “Szar-ka would have patiently waited until the revelation passed,
like some kind of headache, and then he would have gone on with his daily
routines.”

“As if nothing was,” Gervin smiled, the compassion of the Mother of the
Light shining in his eyes.

Abruptly, he clapped his hands right in front of my nose. “Very true! So you
are no longer Szar-ka, and perhaps | have not completely wasted my time with
you.”

“1 am no longer Szar-ka,” | said with tearsin my eyes, “but it hurts, because |
am nobody else either, and | don’'t even know who it is | am supposed to be, or
if 1 will ever be that.”

“There, there, my son,” rock-solid Gervin replied, “1 could probably pat your
back and make you feel better, but | don’t know that it would help you. When a
man undertakes the journey to awakening, he must unequivocally face the pos-
sibility that he may never get anywhere, and that unless he reaches his fina
goal, he will have lost all the comfort of his former condition for nothing.”
Looking straight into my eyes, Gervin gently hammered, “This is true for you,
asit wasfor me before you!”

Containing my tears, | held onto the clear fountain. Then with a tempter’s
voice, Gervin asked, “Do you sometimes regret the time when you were about
to become a noble of the administrative castes, with a loving wife and a com-
fortable, smplelifein front of you?”’

“A smple life indeed! But then how would | have ever known how beautiful
the fields of stars are? And that which | saw in Marka's eyes, | would never
have known either.”

“Yes. But now that you have seen these things, would you like to go back to
life in the lay world? If you wanted to, it would be very possible, you know.
You could return and claim the high position you earned for yourself in the
games. | could help you. And with all the things you have learnt here, you
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would be a real tiger among men. Princes would compete to have you in their
court.”

“Never!” | clenched my fists, “Never, never, never! If a man disregards the
clear fountain, then he may lose it and never find it again!”

“Very true,” Gervin grinned. “Lawful thanks for reminding me.”

| smiled at myself giving lessons to Master Gervin. But my heart was not
merry.

“Gervin,” | begged him, “will you give me some direction?”’

Gervin spent a few seconds looking intensely at one of the living walls. |
looked there too, but could only see the aquamarine glow. Finally he said, “I
have a mission for you, Szar. | need someone to go and collect a soft stone, a
field amplifier. Fior, a brother of our temple, has prepared it for me. It is a pre-
cious object. You will have to take great care of it. Fior is staying in a small
hermitage in the mountains of Lasraim. | suggest you take advantage of this
mission to make a tour of a number of places of pilgrimage in the forests of
Nadavan. There you can rest your mind, and let the clear fountain inspire you.”

| couldn’t have imagined anything more reviving and exciting.

“As for now,” said Gervin, “why don’t you go and meditate in the chapel of
Lord Gana? And get some lawful rest. | will meet you tomorrow to give you
instructions for your journey.”

| thanked him wholeheartedly. But as | was about to walk out, it occurred to
me | no longer had a place to sleep. Or was | to return to my former quarters?
Holy Underworld! | hoped not!

| turned to Gervin and tentatively asked, “ Get some lawful rest... where?’

“Where? Mm...” Gervin smiled and pretended to be looking to the magic
living wall where much seemed to be happening, judging by his intense gaze
and serious beard twinging. Then he answered, “Third door on your right,
coming out of here. It's Lehrmon’s apartment, but | am sure he won't mind if
you stay there while he is away. For your meals, just turn up to the refectory of
the building next door. | will tell them you have moved here.”

Lehrmon’s apartment? In the enclave of the jewels! This sounded like an in-
credible promation.

When, | walked out of the aquamarine chamber, aghast and abuzz, | told my-
self, “Good Lord Melchisedek, Mother of the Light and Far Underworld! |
wished | could have walked out of my class long ago!”

5.20 Robed

| was woken up in the middle of the night by an anxiety attack.

Which caste did | belong to?

In the deep blue glimmers of the sapphire room | sat up on the bed, catching
my breath.

There was something eerie about the silence — the first night in five years
without the snoring of the Salmon sleepers. And this room, with its crystal-like
asperities on the walls and high vaulted ceiling that made it look like a huge
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sapphire geode, was just too big and beautiful for me. So much space al for
myself made it difficult to breathe. It wasn’t the kind of premises prescribed for
apprentices by the canon of the Salmon Robe.

“If I am a Salmon Robe priest, then | am breaking the Law!”

Breaking the Law! Just thinking of the possibility made me shudder.

But | had just walked out of the Salmon Robe. | was no longer to follow their
Law.

“But if | am no longer a Salmon priest, then... what am 17?7

It was plainly unthinkable for a man not to belong to a caste!

Which verses of the Law would | be chanting in the morning? How was | to
salute people in the temple? What was | going to wear? How was | to look and
speak?

| was paralysed with fear. In the kingdom, people found their roots and their
identity in the social group they belonged to. The Law said, “A man’s nature is
the nature of his caste,” and,

“Fear not, doubt not, man of the Law!

Just walk along the path of your caste,

The Law takes care of those who care for the Law.”

“1 am no one, nothing, nowhere!” Feeling like a complete failure, | sobbed,
unable to find rest. The ugly splinter was back in my heart, feeling worse than
ever. | envied Artold and the sleepers of the Salmon Robe, and a part of myself
could not avoid wishing that none of this nightmare had ever happened.

When dawn finally came, | did not even dare to go out of the room, for fear
of being seen wearing the Salmon gown. And what if | met one of the Salmon
priests? | did not go and get any food, | just hid until it was time to see Gervin.

When | arrived in the aquamarine chamber it did not take long for Gervin to
realise | was in deep turmoil. As he inquired about my health, | said, “Gervin, |
am losing my mind. | no longer know who | am.”

Gervin took me completely by surprise, “And what if this was part of your
training, Szar? And by the way, tell me, who were you exactly?’

“1 was Szar, apprentice of the Salmon Raobe priests and student of the Law.”

“Nonsense!” Gervin thundered. “Only sleepers think of themselves in that
way. You are a spark of the Divine Spirit, beyond all castes and beyond all
forms. Y ou can be anything, you can do anything!”

That, again, was completely beyond my mind. All | could do was to hold onto
the clear fountain — which, incidentally, brought an immediate reconnection.
“Ah! The clear fountain!” | thought. “How come | did not remember to draw
from its waters last night?

How could | forget?’

| tuned into its pure verticality and instantly felt lighter.

Out of nowhere, Gervin asked, “Szar, do you know which is my caste?’

| remained silent. High Atlantean initiates like Gervin had the privilege of not
revealing their caste to anyone. One referred to them simply according to the
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colour of their gown. Thus my master was Gervin ‘of the Brown Robe’, and it
would have been unacceptably rude of me to ask any further details.

“Wedll, I will tell you which is my caste,” he said, leaving me breathless.

| could hardly believe this moment had come. Rooted like a gigantic fig tree,
he raised his voice,

“1 am Gervin, of the Masters of Thunder.”

Mother of the Light, was that possible?

The Masters of Thunder were alegend. The most incredible rumours of mira
cles circulated about them. For hundreds of years, they had accomplished feats
that defied the imagination and had changed the course of history. Some of
them had even taken part in the revelation of the Law! The ideathat | could be
standing in front of one of them left me more speechless than ever.

With my eyes open wide, | must have looked so stupefied that Gervin burst
out laughing, “Do you have such alow opinion of your teacher that you should
become dubious when you hear this?’

| tried to say no, but my voice choked and my mouth stayed open. Moreover,
I had no idea of the lawful way to address a Master of Thunder.

“You see, Szar-ka,” Gervin twinged his beard, “here we have a problem. |
personally think that spending a few years without a caste would be excellent
for your spiritual development.”

Had | not been paralysed, that thought would have sent me gasping and con-
vulsing, for sure.

“But there are too many technical difficulties associated with that,” Gervin
went on, “and also, this part of the kingdom is not warm enough to let you wan-
der around undressed. The problem is, you do not really fit into any of the castes
of the temple, even though, looking at you right now, | think Blue priestess
might perhaps be just what you need.”

| didn’t find that funny.

“There could be a possibility though,” Gervin kept twinging his beard. “But |
don’'t know that | should advise you to take it. You see, we Masters of Thunder
sometimes take apprentices. As alast resort, we might consider dressing you in
the Brown Robe.”

Mother of the Light, where was 1?

Gervin smiled at me, “Do you think you would like to become an apprentice
of the Masters of Thunder?’

| was compelled to shake my head, “No! That can’t be!” Then, holding onto
the clear fountain, | immediately said, “I mean, yes! Yes!”

Gervin pulled aface, “Contrary to what you may believe, it is not such arosy
prospect. You thought that being caste-less was bad... well, let me tell you, in
many respects, being an apprentice of the Masters of Thunder is much worse. If
you decide to take this direction, | must warn you that some hard and painful
trials are waiting for you.”

Gervin the rock gazed at me.
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The anxiety and the dark thoughts of the night rushed back into my mind. “I
would love to follow you, Gervin, but | don’t know that | will ever be capable,”
| whinged.

“Unrepentant sleeper!” his voice held an infinite softness, “Why do you think
| have been spending all this time with you?’ With feigned harshness, he added,
“And when will you remember that you can be anything, and you can do any-
thing? Thus says Gervin, Master of Thunder, engaging the Word of his lineage.
Do you think heis aliar? From now on, each time you doubt yourself, you will
be insulting me and my lineage by challenging my words!”

Lawfully bewildering, that sounded.

Gervin looked straight into my eyes and asked in a solemn voice, “Szar, now
for the first of three times, | ask you, will you accept my offer to become an ap-
prentice of the Masters of Thunder?”

| was too annihilated to speak.

“Yes!”

It was not me who had answered. It was the clear fountain.

Gervin looked through me. “Only after the third time will this acceptance be-
come binding for you and for me. And by then, a lot will have happened.”
There was a long silence. “Now go back to your apartment. | will get a lawful
attendant to bring you a brown gown. Put it on and for the Lord Melchisedek's
sake, go and have some food, and get some lawful rest. You will need it before
your journey.”

5.21 Starting a new lifein the Law

L ater on that day, | went for atravelling session with Elyani. Gervin had told
me this was to be the last lesson, at least for some time. To mark the occasion, |
decided to wak to the take-off room by myself, rather than wait for the two
sleeper priests of the healing chambers.

Now that everything was becoming so different, | was not sure if | would ever
see Elyani again. | was going to miss hearing her voice.

As | was strolling along the alleys of the temple's lawful centre (I hated
walking fast) it came to my mind that this was my last chance to succeed in my
‘striving exercise’ and surprise the White Eagle by not losing consciousness on
my return to the kingdom.

How was | to tell her farewell?

How was | to tell anyone anything? Now that the colour of my gown had
changed, | didn’'t even know how to salute people. In the last months, | had of-
ten thought 1 would have been immensely proud to wear the brown gown, be-
cause Lehrmon, Esrevin and Melchard were highly awakened people, like Ger-
vin. Now that it had happened, | felt immensely embarrassed.

| didn't even know how to walk! Each order of priests walked in a particular
way. They did not have to learn these things, they came to them with time,
through etheric osmosis. And there were a thousand other little things dictated
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by your caste: how to sit, how to clear your throat or blow your nose, and even
how to go to the toilet!

No one had told me how to do these things with a brown gown. It made me
feel like an impostor.

“Praise the Lord Melchisedek, Szar of the Salmon Robe!” a priest saluted me.

“All glory to the Lord Melchisedek, Golden Cudgel of the Dark-Golden
Robe,” | replied with a lawful smile. Then, gripped by a wave of anxiety, |
looked down to make sure | hadn’t forgotten to put on the brown gown.

Thank the Lord Melchisedek, there was nothing pink left on me!

But then why had he called me Szar of the Salmon Robe?

“This Golden Cudgel is such a hopeless sleeper!” | thought as | watched him
walk away. The encounter made me feel more secure. The people who knew me
— there were not many of them — were unrepentant sleepers. None of them
would even notice that the colour of my robe had changed.

“Oh my Lord Melchisedek!” a voice filled with incredulity caled me, “My
little Szar? Is that you?”

“Hum... Praise the Lord Melchisedek, Mouridji of the Purple Robe.”

“Congratulations, son! Don’t you look handsome!” the short old woman took
my hands. “And | knew it. | knew Gervin was making a big mistake when he
sent you to the Salmon Robe. | told him, by the way. The very day you arrived
here. So he has taken the advice of Mouridji the prophetess, at last!”

“Hum... yes... And how are you, my friend in the... | mean, yes, Mouridji of
the Prophetic Robe.”

“1 am so happy, son!” and in her joy, the wise woman in the Law stood on her
toes and kissed me on each cheek.

| blushed. It was the first time someone had kissed me since my parents
farewell when | left for boarding school.

“Everyone in the temple is going to be so happy!” Mouridji exulted. “I can’t
walit to tell my friends.”

“Ah?’

“I'll let you go. You must be very busy. The priests of the Brown Robe are
always so busy. But if you ever need something, don’'t hesitate to come and ask
me. Mouridji knows everyone in thistemple, you know.”

After this friendly exchange, | |eft the alley and descended into the catacomb-
like corridors of the under-temple. It was a longer way to the take-off room, but
there was plenty of time. And it was so quiet down there.

5.22 Skeleton in the sarcophagus

It was the end of the session. The insidious heaviness of the sandman effect
was overtaking me, as usual.

“No! I will not sleep!” | pulled on my resolution, and recited to myself verses
of the book of Maveron that Lehrmon had taught me,

“Of all needs, the need for sleep isthe most irresistible.

Some can resist desire.
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Some can resist hunger, and even thirst.

Some can even resist death.

But who can resist slegp?

He who never sleeps, never dies.”

| felt heavier and heavier.

| called inside, “Help! Help! Gervin, help!”

The space was thick and dark. The black oblivion was so tempting that the
challenge seemed impossible. For a second, | was tempted to give up.

“No! Help! Please, help!”

But who can resist slegp?

Succumb... heavy!

Sleep, like an infamous beast, was calling meinto its arms.

Succumbbb... heavy! Succumbbb...

The wanting for slumber was so enormous that | was no longer myself. The
pull turned into pain.

“Help! Where is my body? If only | could find my body!”

Every fibre of my being was aching. It became unbearable.

But who can resist slegp?

Uniting every part of myself, | launched a desperate call, “O, Mother of the
Light, he-e-e-elp!”

From far away, a strange voice responded. It was so feeble that at first |
couldn’t hear what it said.

“Whoever you are, help! Please help me! Let me not fall unconscious.”

“Soace Matrix access granted,” the voice whispered. “Engage travelling
through intention.”

“My body!”

Instantly, | was back in my physical body.

The pain was excruciating, as if every single muscle was being branded by
thousands of tiny red-hot needles.

| opened my eyes. The plass sarcophagus was closed.

| tried to move my arms, but it hurt so much that it forced a muffled cry out
of me. This started a loud burst of coughing, which caused a fit of lacerating
pain in the muscles of my chest.

What if Elyani had already gone?

Drawing from my last resources, | half-sat in the sarcophagus and started
pushing the light slab with my hands and my head.

Elyani and her friend Seyani were on their way out. When they heard the
coughing, they quickly turned back, watching with perplexity as the dab
moved.

Still spluttering, | managed to thrust my head out of the sarcophagus.

With a stunned smile on her face, Elyani came and helped me push the slab.
She stood close to me.

| sat up, panting, and looked up at her.

There was an interesting silence.
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“Lady, Elyani... | really wanted to thank you...” | was interrupted by a violent
fit of coughing. When | finally managed to control it, | panted, “ Thank you for
all the time and the care... It has been a privilege...” But the coughing took over
again.

Elyani was so close she could have touched me. She contemplated me — pale
as acorpse, thin as a skeleton, and coughing like afilosterops.

She waited for me to catch my breath, then started a lawful answer, “Fare-
well, my friend. The Law has brought us together, now it takes us apart...” But
she interrupted herself. She dropped her formal voice and just said, “It’s been
very good for me too, Szar,” and she gave me asmile.

A beautiful smile, luminous and warm like the White Eagle.

It made me forget to cough. I didn’t know what else to say.

For amoment, neither did Elyani.

Of course, we didn’'t look into each others' eyes. It would have been unlaw-
ful.

Lady Seyani waited tactfully.

“Congratulations on your Brown Robe,” Elyani said tentatively.

“Thanks,” | nodded.

She hesitated a few more seconds, then she quickly added, “For along, long
time, the Brown Robes and the White Eagles have been friends. Farewell,
friend.” And she turned round and |eft the chamber.

Seyani followed her silently.

| waited afew seconds, just in case they came back.

Then | let myself collapse in the sarcophagus.

“Brown Robe, hey!” | snapped my fingers joyfully. But it triggered another
violent coughing fit.

5.23 Tirtha tour

| took a boat on the Holy Fontelayana river, then another one on the Ferex
river. It took me to the edge of the forests of Nadavan. From there, | walked.

The first of the places of pilgrimage | was to visit on my way to the moun-
tains of Lasraim was a small lake nested in a clearing. When | reached there the
first thing | did was look at myself in the water. Szar of the Brown Robe! |
could hardly believe it was true. Only afew days ago, | was Szar, the apprentice
ritualist. And now... who was | exactly?

This was the question Gervin had suggested | keep asking myself during the
pilgrimage. And he did not want me to define myself according to the image of
any caste, even the Masters of Thunder (which was just as well, since | really
could not imagine myself as one of them).

“Y ou can be anything, you can do anything,” | tried saying to myself over and
over. But | couldn’'t get it to ring true. So instead, | told myself, “The clear
fountain can be anything. The clear fountain can do anything.” That made sense
to my soul.
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As | headed north, | began to feel stronger. | was gradually getting used to
seeing myself dressed in brown. The atmosphere of the tirthas | passed on my
way washed away the sorrows of the last weeks. It was exciting to sleep in tree-
houses again. There were always plenty of them in places of pilgrimage. They
were surrounded by orchards laden with luscious fruits. And thanks to the good
works of the warp of fields, the weather was always kind.

| finally reached the first spurs of the mountains of Lasraim, so called because
they stretched from the county of Lasseera in the north to the county of Eisraim
in the south. Brother Fior's hermitage was not located very high up in the
mountains. | was a slow climber, so it took me a whole day to reach it. The
landscape was most inspiring. Going higher, the mists became sparser. | could
sometimes see as far as athousand lawful feet in front of me.

| reached Brother Fior's around sunset. | was charmed by the clever troglo-
dytic construction. Its tree-house facade, woven by branches, grew to resemble a
temple frontispiece. Fior, who had sensed my arrival, was waiting for me at the
portal-style entrance. He was a short, fat, elderly man with a jovial smile and
not much hair left. He was dressed in a worn-out dark-grey robe, and welcomed
me warmly, “Praise the Lord Melchisedek, Szar of the Brown Robe, disciple of
Master Gervin!” seeming glad to have avisitor.

Following a short and lawful exchange, he took me for a quick tour of his
hermitage, which was dug far deeper into the rock than could be suspected from
outside. At the end of avast entrance hall, a corridor led to several other rooms.
The stone walls were lined with plass, making the troglodyte construction a
lawful dwelling with living walls.

After giving me a strange hot brew made of mountain herbs, Master Fior took
me to one of the rooms at the back of his hermitage. There the precious egg-
shaped stone, about half an inch long, was resting on a stone altar in the middle
of the room. It was one of those jelly-like soft crystals that were used to draw
power from the warp of fields.

Fior was proud of hiswork. “Y ou will have to take care of this thing, my boy.
It has taken me four monthsto crystalliseit.”

“1 shall take care of this thing indeed, Master Fior. Shall | carry it in my
bag?’

“In a specia box, that | will give you tomorrow.” He stood still, letting me
contemplate the fruit of hislabour.

“Have you ever used a stone like this?’ he asked.

“1 have never used any soft stones, Master Fior.”

He haf-whispered in a tone of wonder, “A stone of this calibre can do ex-
traordinary things.”

“Like talking to people through the voice channels of darkness visible?’

“Any common stone can do that. The one before your eyes can draw awe-
some powers from the fields. Y ou should ask Master Gervin, he knows a great
lawful deal about stones. And his Field Wizards! Some of the best stone-makers
in the kingdom. Have you met Master Woolly?’
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“NO."

Seeing my complete ignorance, Master Fior refrained from saying more.

He had prepared a copious dinner, which we ate silently. Then he showed me
to my room.

As | was falling asleep on my couch, | thought of Elyani. Her fresh smile had
been with me since | left the temple.

Would | ever see her again? | had tried to speak to her through darkness visi-
ble afew times, but with no success. Could Master Fior’s soft stone connect me
to her?

“Elyani?” | tuned in and tried to rest on the stone’' s energy.

The result was instant. A voice channel was open.

“Elyani?’ | called.

| heard an unknown voice shouting, “What is that? Someone is breaking into
thefield of the chapel. Shall | call Namron?”

“No, wait!” Elyani’s voice came through. She addressed me, “Szar, | don’'t
have time to speak to you now, please disconnect. | will contact you later.”

| immediately let go of the connection.

Had | committed another blunder?

In the morning, after | finished eating the huge breakfast that Master Fior had
piled on the table for me, | stood outside the troglodyte dwelling, contemplating
the mists. It had rained during the night. The open landscape of the last evening
had been replaced by the usual Atlantean fog.

When everything was ready, Master Fior called me into the room where the
altar stood. | watched him place the soft stone into a small plass box, the inside
of which was lined with athick dark-red velvety padding.

“The plass-field blocks the radiation of the soft stone, so no one can detect it
while you are carrying it,” Fior explained. “Now listen, my boy, last night |
heard you testing the soft stone for long-distance communication. That was all
right because you were here, but be very careful not to do anything like this
once you are on your way. If for any reason you were to activate the stone, or if
you opened the box, you would immediately be detected. There are thieves in
this region. Do not talk to anyone on your way, and when you reach Eisraim, go
straight to Gervin. Do not mention the soft stone to anyone. Lawfully under-
stood?’

“Yes, Master Fior!”

“Now off you go, my boy. The Lord Melchisedek be with you on the path!”

| thanked him lawfully for his hospitality and for the food he had put in my
bag, and | set off down the mountain. Inspirited by the serious nature of my
mission, | walked faster than usual. It only took me half a day to reach the for-
ests of Nadavan. From then on, | spent my days tuning into the spirits of the
trees, sometimes remembering Lord Gana, sometimes wondering what Gervin
had in store for me next. | dept in hidden corners of the forest, avoiding the
tree-houses for fear of meeting other pilgrims.
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The third evening, when | was perhaps half way to the river, | came across a
splendid little lake — not one of the tirthas | had been told about, but still a
highly inspiring spot. | decided to camp there and, after a dinner of grains and
berries, | fell asleep with my head on my bag.

Every night | made sure the bag touched my body, so no one could take the
box without waking me. There was little chance anyone could have found me,
lost as | was in these forests where | never met a human soul. Still, one can
never be too cautiousin the Law! | thought of using my bag as a pillow.

It was the first time | slept with the box so close to my head. It produced
strange results. | spent the whole night having the most bizarre, vivid dreams, as
if a whole assembly of Blue priestesses were prophesying for me. At times, it
was as if | was travelling through the spheres and meeting the White Eagle. Ex-
traordinary images cascaded into my consciousness. It went on without inter-
ruption until dawn. | woke up feeling strange, but energised and joyful.

| dropped my robe and skipped over to the lake. Making silly loud noises, |
rushed into the fresh water and swam, thanking the Lord Melchisedek for this
beautiful morning in the Law.

But as | was swimming, something unexpected took place. Louder than ever
before, | heard Elyani’s voice calling me: “Szar, Szar, be careful! You are in
danger!”

| tried to respond to her, but without success. | couldn’t find the sphere from
which the voice channel was coming.

Was there a dangerous animal in the lake?

The waters were as tranquil asthey were clear.

Tuning into the clear fountain, | asked myself, “What would an awakened one
do in this situation?’

The obvious answer flashed through my mind, “The box! What is happening
to the box?’ Gathering all my energy, | made a dash for the shore and ran full
speed back to my things.

| found the bag open, the food thrown onto the ground, and no box!

“Oh, no!”

I hit my chest with my fist and yelled under the misty sky, “No! No! Oh, Lord
Melchisedek! Not that!”

In a fraction of a second it all became clear. Sleeping with my head on the
box had been a capital mistake. Without realising it, | had activated the soft
stone, which had caught the attention of athief. It had probably not been diffi-
cult for him to locate me. My amplified dreams had gone on all night.

| quickly got dressed. Holding on to the clear fountain, | became dead silent,
listening for sounds that could indicate the direction taken by the thief.

But the forest was perfectly quiet and peaceful. There was not even the
dlightest hiss of wind. Only afew birds could be heard singing and twittering in
the distance.

| looked on the ground for tracks but could not find any. | ran in one direc-
tion, then another, searching for clues.
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Nothing.

Finally | collapsed pitifully on the mossy ground, and | cried. “Wake me up
from this nightmare, Lord, do not abandon me!” | sobbed, hitting the ground
with my fist, and praying the Lord Melchisedek that this day had never come to
be.

It was the pit.

Black despair.

No way out.

“Thistime, | am finished.”

The shame was more than | could bear. | could not see myself ever going
back to Gervin, or even calling Elyani.

Dying was the only way out.

Succumb... heavy!

Slowly, | walked to the lake.

My mind had turned murky like a stagnant pool of the dark Underworld.

The truth was, | had failed. | had failed to become a public servant in Sher-
inga. |1 had failed to become a Salmon Robe priest. And now | had failed the
mission that perhaps would have led me to become an apprentice of the Masters
of Thunder.

“Diewith ease,” said the Law. “The tie that binds the children of the kingdom
to their body isloose.” Already half-gone, | waded into the water slowly, ready
to let myself drown and end the agony.

Who cared? | was such a highly replaceable pawn.

The murky pool was calling me.

| had water up to my chest when the clear fountain made itself felt.

“Clear fountain, my beautiful, | wish | had thought of listening to you this
morning, before jumping into the water like an idiot in the Law.”

“Then why not listen to me now?’ the wisdom of the fountain answered. “By
killing yourself, you will betray your master, and abandon the friends who need
you.”

“Who needs afool like me? All | can do is bring shame to my master!”

There was aloaded silence.

| kept moving forward.

But as the water reached my mouth, a magnificent symbolic image appeared.
The Eagle’ s shining Spirit of Whiteness.

The White Eagle of the gods was flying towards me, calling, “Help, Szar!
Help me!”

The picture was surprisingly vivid. | shook me out of the insidious torpor into
which | was sinking. For the first time ever, | interpreted an oracular image. It
was limpid, obvious.

“Elyani!” There was not a shadow of a doubt. “Elyani isin trouble!”

| found myself at a crossing of destinies. On one side there was little Szar-ka.
He was drowning, his consciousness engulfed by unclear spaces. On the other
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side, there was a man decidedly walking back to Eisraim and facing the destiny
of the Brown Robe.

“Elyani! | don’t want you to die!”

Deep.

The feeble murmur.

The wheel of destiny had turned.

Little Szar was dead. | had become the man in the Brown Robe.

| spat the water out of my mouth and started walking back to the shore. |
gathered the food that had been spilled on the ground and threw it into my bag.
And without even drying my robe | started the journey back to Eisraim.

With all the strength | could gather, | called through darkness visible: “Ely-
ani! | am coming back. Wait for me! Whatever may be happening to you, wait
for me.”

There was no answer.

5.24 Surprises

When | arrived in Eisraim, | went straight to Gervin's apartment, and after
lawfully paying my respects to him, declared immediately that | had lost the
stone.

Gervin closed his eyes and took his head in his hands.

He was silent for afew seconds, then he looked at me in a puzzled way, “You
mean you can make such a huge mistake and look me in the eyes, and speak
like you do?’ he said without anger.

| did not know what to do with this response. Did he mean that my incompe-
tence was topped by outrageous arrogance?

| spoke from my heart, “Gervin, after nearly killing myself, | left Szar-ka's
grief in the waters of the lake. The clear fountain inspired me. Now is no longer
the time to cry, but to repair the damage. | have come to beg you to instruct me
how | can recover the soft stone, or make another one. But there are other
pressing matters. As | was about to give up, the White Eagle of the gods came
to me and informed me that Lady Elyani was in grave danger. | request your
permission to go and inquire after her health.”

Gervin pulled his beard with surprise, “What has happened to Szar-ka?
Where is my whingeing little boy?”

“Perhaps heis abit less of alittle boy,” | sighed. “Have you heard from Lady
Elyani?’

“1 saw her only two hours ago. Sheis shining, as ever.”

It was my turn to be surprised. | was utterly convinced that great perils were
upon the lady of the White Eagle.

Thoughtful, | called onto the fountain.

Seeing me so perplexed, Gervin suggested, “Why don’t you call her? You are
becoming familiar with the voice channels of darkness visible, aren’t you?”

So | sent acal. In the temple, the fields were so powerful that no soft stone
was needed to access a voice channel.

157



Atlantean Secrets

Elyani answered immediately, “All glory to the Lord Melchisedek, Szar, man
of the Law. Welcome back to the temple.”

“Areyou well, Elyani?’

“Lawfully certainly well. What about you? | was very worried about you three
days ago. | tried to send you a signal. Did you receive it”

“l did, and may the Lord Melchisedek be thanked for it. Unfortunately, |
wasn't wise enough to benefit from it. But please tell me again, is everything
right with you? The White Eagle of the gods came...” | stopped there, asit came
to my mind that perhaps | had simply misinterpreted the vision.

“1 am as lawfully fine as one can lawfully be, Szar. Ask Master Gervin. | just
saw him.”

| lawfully ended the conversation.

| felt the need to sit down. It was now my turn to hold my head in my hands.
My superb momentum was fast vanishing. The self-doubts were back. An im-
pulse had pulled me away from the lake and saved my life, and that impulse was
proving to be anillusion.

What, then, was left?

“1 don’t know, Gervin, | don’t know!” The familiar flavour of despair was in-
sidiously dlipping back into me. “1 don’'t know that | will ever make it to awak-
ening. There seems to be such a gap! Perhaps after all 1 am not fit, and the real-
ity is that you must find another candidate. | have wasted a lot of your time al-
ready. | can’'t see any sign that | will ever be of any help to you.”

“Do you think there is something wrong with you?” Gervin asked.

“A few things, to say the least! For astart, | am... no one. | feel like a nothing,
completely insubstantial. There is nothing solid inside for me to rely on, or
trust. My resolves are useless. My thoughts are naive and fleeting. My vision is
non-existent. And after al these years in the temple, | am still incapable of in-
terpreting one oracular image the right way!”

“Well, my son, this kind of realisation is the beginning of wisdom! Sleepers
never think there is anything wrong with themselves. They can’t even imagine
they could ever become different from what they are. They know that one day
their hair will turn grey and their teeth will fall out, but they can’t imagine that a
transformation other than ageing could take place inside them. See what a long
way you have come!”

What a magnanimous soul Gervin was.

| wished | could have thanked him, or even perhaps laughed with him (he
particularly enjoyed it when | could laugh at my own misery). But | was sinking
into the murky whirlpool, as if the waters of the lake had finally got me. “The
only thing | have learnt is the taste of defeat,” | whispered, and | started crying.

“1 know that taste well, my son, much better than you think,” Gervin replied
in a soft voice. Then to my complete surprise, he asked, “Now, Szar, the time
has come for me to ask you for the second time, will you accept my offer of be-
coming an apprentice of the Masters of Thunder?”’

This could not have arrived at a worse moment.
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Stunned, | stood up and looked at him, “Why would you want me?”’

“Thisisfor meto decide. Will you answer me?”’

Tears were pouring from my eyes. “If | listen inside, | cannot believe that |
will ever be the man you need.”

“Nonsense!” Gervin yelled at me. “At the moment, al you are listening to is
despair! Wake up, man of the Law!” Using a near-V oice threshold, he projected
at me, “Szar, you can be anything, you can do anything!”

The power of his Voice shook me out of my sunken gloominess. In a solemn
tone, | asked him, “Gervin, great prophet and knower of future events, do you
really believe | will awaken?”’

“That is entirely up to you, Szar. The archives of time cannot foretell such
things, for awakening is an act of free will. If the names of those who will
awaken were written in advance, then there would be no free will.”

What could | do but tune into the clear fountain?

Again, | found myself at the crossing of destinies.

Two time tracks were laid in front of me — two distinct lives, each waiting for
me. On one side, the murky whirlpool was taking me towards endless wander-
ing. On the other side, Szar of the Brown Robe was standing, grounded like a
rock. | could not step in one direction without letting go of the other.

Who decided?

Who had decided while | was at the |ake?

A wave rose inside me, “Yes, | want to become an apprentice of the Masters
of Thunder.”

Gervin nodded, welcoming me high in the light.

It was warm and beautiful, and completely unknown.

“1 will ask you this question a third and last time, Szar, and then it will be-
come binding both for you and for me. By then, alot more will have happened,”
he declared solemnly.

A lot more? The very thought made me shudder. As | was starting to realise,
Gervin never said things like this lightly.

This time | spoke not from despair, but from what seemed to me pure objec-
tivity. “Gervin, | really do not know what to do from here. | think | have ex-
hausted all my resources.”

The Master of Thunder burst out laughing so loudly that 1 had to smile my-
self, despite my state of annihilation. And he kept laughing. And laughing.

Until agreat opening took place.

The aguamarine chamber became an awesome temple, filled with light and
presence.

Everything stopped. Gervin and | became one.

A moment of eternity.

The Master of Thunder was communicating some of his power to me.

An aeon later, when the kingdom became the kingdom again, Gervin said in a
gentle voice, “Szar your training has hardly begun. In afew days | will tell you
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what is coming next.” My curiosity was aroused, but Gervin’s tone clearly indi-
cated that | should wait.

“Now...” Gervin took on ajokingly serious voice, “now, | have something to
tell you.”

The intonation was unmistakable — something unexpected was about to fall
on my head. | slightly tucked my head in my shoulders, waiting for the blow.

“Golden Cudgel, the high priest of Gana, left his body ten days ago,” Gervin
began. “As you know, next week will be the celebration of the thirty-three vic-
torious gods, those who are honoured for having triumphed in the wars against
the asuras, the ancient dark forces. Now that Golden Cudgel is no longer with
us, the masters of the halls of Melchisedek need another expert in Gana's lore to
officiate in next week’s ceremony. | told them you were the man.”

My eyes staring wide, | choked, “But | know nothing about Gana's official
rituals! How could you tell them that?”

Gervin pulled aface, “I did not actually say it like that. | just suggested they
ask the oracle if the man could be you. And the oracle said yes! And see how
you are... each time there is alittle bit of challenge, you start whingeing again!”
And he laughed.

“But! But... Gervin, that is not funny at all. What if | mess up the ritual to
Lord Gana?’

Pointing his finger up towards heaven, Gervin said, “It’s his problem! After
all, he answered yes through the oracle. If you want to complain, please com-
plain to him, not to me!”

Sweet Upperworld! Who else in the entire kingdom but Gervin could make
jokes like this one?

5.25 Send them to hell, and they don’t know how to thank you

Gang! Gang! Ganal!

Thank the sky of the gods, brave old Gana-Gerent was there to help! The wise
man in the Law knew every lawful thing about the rituals to Lord Gana, and six
days were plenty to learn the hymns | was supposed to chant. | rehearsed fran-
tically, starting every day before dawn and flooding my consciousness with the
god' s arch-mantra: Nama Gana, Nama Gana, Gana Gana, Nam Nam. Spending
so much time in the Lord Gana's chapel was a divine treat. The more | chanted,
the more | was in love with the god.

There was only one difficulty. As part of the ceremony, | was supposed to
perform a dance. For Lord Gana is a great dancer among the gods. Just seeing
him move his armsis enough to fall into an ecstatic trance.

Gana-Gerent tried his best to teach me the movements of Gana's ritual dance
but the results weren't up to celestial standards, to say the lawful least.

When he first saw me practise, Gana-Gerent burst out laughing. “Szar of the
Brown Robe, you are lucky! Lord Gana is famous in the seven spheres for his
sense of humour. And contrary to other gods, he very rarely curses those human
beings who worship him the wrong way!”
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| found his comments only moderately reassuring.

After haf an hour of exhausting practice, Gana-Gerent became impatient,
“It’s because you're too thin. That's what it is, far too thin! You'll never look
like adancer. Y ou know that, don’t you?”

“So what shall we do, wise man in the Law?’

“Move only your arms,” he suggested.

| tried to let the god inspire my arms.

“It still doesn’'t work, but it's much better,” Gana-Gerent conceded. “But
can’'t you try to move your arms faster? Gana is a swift god. He does everything
divinely fast. Now try to do the jump.”

| jumped as high as | could.

Gana-Gerent burst out laughing again, “Don’t worry, my boy. I’m sure it will
work out, since Gana has named you through the oracle. Those who have been
chosen by the gods always succeed.” And he advised me to discontinue all
dancing practices once and for al. “Just let yourself be inspired by the god
during the ceremony,” he recommended.

Following his advice, | focussed on the recitation of the hymns, and prayed to
the god for inspiration.

The celebration of the thirty-three victorious gods went like a dream. In the
central crypt | found myself on alarge stage in the company of some of the most
respected priests of Eisraim. Thirty-three fires were lit, and the rituals were su-
perb. Thank the Mother of the Light, | didn’'t faint! (It was easy, because | had
to officiate the whole time.) As to the dance part, everything went fine. It just
happened that when | had to dance, the audience was in far too profound a
spiritual concentration to notice what was happening on the stage. Later when |
asked Gana-Gerent what he had thought of my movements, he said he had pre-
ferred to keep his eyes closed through that part of the ritual.

During the celebrations | gathered some of the most beautiful of the fruits that
had been presented to the thirty-three gods. When the last practice was com-
pleted | placed everything in a huge basket, which | decorated with leaves and
flowers.

The following day, | took the basket to Gervin. And | greeted him by chanting
verses of the Law — not like a parrot, but with spirit.

When | finished, he closed his eyes and he exclaimed, “All glory to the
teacher!” and he directed loving thoughts to Orest, who had been his master in
the Brown Raobe.

“All glory to the teacher!” | said. “Thistime | have not come to ask you any-
thing, Gervin, just to say thank you. Thank you for allowing me to serve Lord
Gana, thank you for the brown robe, and hundreds of thank you's for all the
rest.”

We kept eye contact for some time, and there was fullness.

Finally, Gervin broke the silence, “Now, now... | have some good news that
you are not going to like, and some bad news that is going to make you very
happy. Let me start with the good news. | have arranged for you to go and visit
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certain friends of mine. They are called the Sons of the Dragon. Exceptionally
powerful initiates, they are. And quite original, moreover. | am sure you will
find them... interesting.”

That sounded exciting, especially knowing what it took for Gervin to con-
sider that someone was original. His next sentence, however, came as a cold
shower, “But the thing you are not going to like very much is that they live quite
far away, and | cannot go with you.”

“How far?”’

“In the county of the Red Lands, in the south.”

From Eisraim, it took at least three weeks to reach the sandy deserts of the
Red Lands.

| took a deep breath. “How long shall | stay with the Sons of the Dragon?’

“Well, son, this will depend on you. If you do well down there, then it may
take some time.”

“One hundred days?’ | tentatively asked.

“Perhaps a few times one hundred days.”

When he saw me containing my tears, Gervin immediately added, “But not
one hundred times one hundred days!”

A few times one hundred days sounded like hundreds of long times! Master
Gervinwasright, | didn’'t likethisnews at al.

“What isthe name of that place | must go to?’ | asked.

“The temple of Vulcan, also known as the temple of the Dragon. Some ex-
traordinary things happen over there, miracles such as you would find difficult
to imagine. The Sons of the Dragon are great initiates of the Underworld.”

“And what do you want me to do in that temple?’

“Mm...” Gervin sighed, and went on explaining, “Remember your words
when you came back from Fior’s hermitage? Y ou described yourself as... insub-
stantial. Well, that was a very insightful comment, son. There is a certain...”
Gervin carefully looked for his word, “a certain denseness that is missing in
you. For you to be able to work with me and join the Masters of Thunder, you
need to become solid as arock.”

| nodded silently. | understood exactly what he meant. “If thisis what it takes
to be able to work with you, then | will be glad to go, Gervin,” | said in a voice
that wasn't glad at all.

“Now,” said Gervin with a touch of his magic wit, “let me tell you the bad
news — the part you are going to like. Before you can go to the temple of the
Dragon, you must undergo a preparatory journey, a short descent into the Un-
derworld. There are some unlawfully nasty places down there, and | hate the
idea of asking you to descend. But you must trust my word, it will prove quite
helpful for what you have to do next.” He waited a moment, then dropped the
rest, “And Lady Elyani will be your guide.”

When he saw my face lighting up with a joyful smile, Gervin teased me, “I
knew it! This is the way apprentices are, these days. Send them to a temple to
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prepare them for the Fields of Peace — doom and gloom. But send them to hell,
and they don’t know how to thank you!”

Gervin suddenly became grave. “Now young man, beware! You will have to
be thoroughly prepared for this descent, which will be no holy day in the Law.
Elyani and | will be in charge of instructing you. And another thing: when you
come back, | will ask you for the third and last time if you want to become an
apprentice of the Masters of Thunder. If you say yes, then it will become bind-
ing for us both.”

“Uh oh!” | thought. “Each time this has happened before, I've been in for a
complete disaster. What am | going to mess up this time?”’

5.26 Prepared to die

When | arrived at the portal of the female wing, a short, plump woman
dressed in the white gown of the Eagles welcomed me, “Praise the Lord Mel-
chisedek, Szar of the Brown Robe! | am Lady Pepni of the White Eagle.” Before
| had time to reply, she turned around saying, “Follow me!” and started walking
fast.

“That’'s why the Brown Robes are friends with the White Eagles,” | thought,
rushing behind her. “ They move fast.”

Good Lord Melchisedek, how complicated this part of the temple was! There
were so many corridors turning and bifurcating, all looking the same, that |
doubted | would ever be able to find my way back on my own. It took at least
twenty minutes before we arrived at a small inner courtyard where Elyani was
waiting for me.

Pepni left, and | greeted my travelling instructor, “Praise the Lord Mel-
chisedek, Lady Elyani, high priestess of the White Eagle.”

“All glory to the Lord Melchisedek, Szar of the Brown Robe,” she gave her
unique smile.

It was the first time | could really look at her. In the reception hall | was far
too surprised and intimidated, and in the sarcophagus | was far too sick and in-
timidated. Thistime, | was just intimidated.

| barely established eye contact with her (it would have been unlawful), just
enough to fix her brown eyes in my memory. A bright, witty gaze — the least
you could expect from someone frighteningly awake. Her curly brown hair did
not reach her shoulders, which the dress of her order left half-uncovered. Her
skin was shining — probably some charm that the priestesses of her order
learned from Teyani the great magician.

“Congratulations on your nomination as a high priest of Gana,” she said to
begin the conversation. “1 went to watch the fire rituals to the thirty-three victo-
rious gods. Y our performance was excellent.”

“Hum...” | hoped she hadn’t seen the dance.

“The way you were dancing was so different from Golden Cudgel’s style,”
she said. “I found it fascinating.”

“Oh my Lord Melchisedek,” | thought.
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“And what about your pilgrimage in the forests of Nadavan. Did you enjoy
it?" she asked.

“Nothing short of a disaster, Lady Elyani. After | received your emergency
signa at thelake...”

“1 know, | know,” she interrupted me. “Szar, look at this place, do you like

Elyani’s courtyard

Inside the courtyard was the most lawfully delightful little garden, with high
laurel trees and alawn made purple by myriads of tiny violet flowers.

“Beautiful! Isthiswhere the descents into the Underworld take place?’

“It is not the usual place,” she said, “but it is the one | have chosen for you.
Here, the living walls hold special forces. When | was a child, | often used to
come and hide in this courtyard.”

“Did you arrive at the temple when you were very young?”’

“1 was born in the temple,” she smiled.

“Maybe this is why | am always one hundred lawful leagues behind you,
Lady Elyani! It has not always been easy to follow your instructions while trav-
elling in the spheres.”

“But you have done so well! It has been ajoy to watch your progress, Szar.”

Sheinvited me to sit down with her on the purple lawn.
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If she was to be my instructor, then maybe after all it was lawful to keep eye
contact with her. 1 wished | could have thought of asking Gervin about this im-
portant point of etiquette. Meanwhile | kept looking through her, rather than at
her.

“Szar, this time | am not taking you to a nice place,” Elyani pulled a face.
“When | went there myself, it made me... it made me quite sick. And so Master
Gervin has asked me to take care of you, during and after the descent.”

“Thank you, Master Gervin,” | directed aloving thought to the enclave of the
jewels. Yet | was starting to wonder what the Underworld was going on in the
spheres below. “Lady Elyani, will you tell me what the Underworlds are like?”’

“The Underworlds are the garbage bins of the Earth. All the nasty things, all
the sorrows that are too heavy for people to carry in their hearts, al the grief,
and all the plagues fall down there. Remember the verses of the Law,

That sorrow which | had buried in my heart and forgotten,

| met with again when travelling through Hades.”

| was still more curious than worried, “And what am | supposed to do when |
am down there?’

“You can’'t do anything while you are down there,” answered Elyani. “But
you must hold on to a symbol, so as not to lose your Spirit.”

“How could | lose my Spirit?’ | began, naively. But remembering the beat-
ings | had taken in the last months, | said, “Yes, | see. There are many ways by
which aman can lose his Spirit, aren’t there?”’

Elyani enveloped me in her gentle presence, “You have just been through a
difficult time, haven’t you?”

| nodded. For a short second — so short that it couldn’t possibly be unlawful —
our glances met.

She definitely had that warmth that made awakening worth fighting for.

“You know, becoming a priestess of the White Eagle was not aways easy
either,” she said.

“What sorts of things do White Eagle priestesses do? Isit extremely secret, or
can you tell me about it?’

“Perhaps both,” she said, waiting for a question.

Mother of the Light! She and Gervin were so much alike. At times, | won-
dered if she was his daughter.

“Tell me for instance,” | immediately asked, “what was the most difficult
thing you ever had to do?”’

Elyani answered without any hesitation, “ Descending into the Underworld.”

| swallowed hard, wishing | hadn’t asked this question.

Seeing my disarray, Elyani quickly went on, “We can discuss the priesthood
of the White Eagle another day. For now, let us focus on the descent. As you go
down, you will encounter people and forces that will make you fedl... uncom-
fortable. And many latent emotions will burst inside you — grief, and doubts.
These may cause you to lose your way.”
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She pointed her finger at my heart, “This is the main danger, down there:
losing your way! If you lose your way, then you can remain stranded for a long,
long time. It al becomes frozen. Worse than death! And so your instructions
are:

Keep walking, hold on to your symbol!

Never stop on the way!

Never walk back, never |ook back!”

“Did you lose your way when you went down?” | asked.

“Yes,” shesaid.

Remembering how safe | felt when travelling under her guidance, | was per-
plexed, “How could | get lost if | follow you?”’

“The problem is, in the Underworld you can only be accompanied down to a
certain point. Then you have to travel on your own. For one is always alone in
those spheres. Everyone. Always.”

This journey sounded less appealing by the minute.

“Thereis a secret,” she said. “In order to keep your thread and not lose your
way, you must pick a symbol that has real meaning for you and remember it all
the time. Whatever you see, whatever idea or memory comes through your
mind, you must remember the symbol. Y ou must promise yourself to cling onto
it, and not allow anyone or anything to make you forget.”

“What sort of symbol should | choose?”’

“Something which has real meaning for you. Instead of a symbol, some peo-
ple remember the presence of their teacher, or of someone else they love and
carefor. You can also use aresolve on which you have set your mind. Y ou must
find the thing you are the least likely to forget.”

| had no idea what such athing could be. And | was feeling less and less con-
fident. “Elyani... in the tasks that Master Gervin has set for me in the last years,
I have not succeeded many times. Why should | not fail again?’

“Mm... Do you know what Lady Teyani says when one of her priestesses
speaks like this? She yells at them.” Elyani raised her voice, “This is Sleeper’s
talk! Are you aWhite Eagle or a white goose? Wake up, woman of the Law!”

| smiled. The loud imitation was very well done. “Doubts...” | muttered.

“Teyani says that the part of you which has doubts and likes to whinge is the
part that is longing to return to the state of complete sleeper.”

That sounded astoundingly true. | had to stop and think.

“Well, perhaps | need to be woken up, then,” | exclaimed with a thoughtful
frown.

“All right,” she said. And she unlawfully yelled at me, “Szar, thisis sleeper’s
talk! Wake up, man of the Law! Are you a Master of Thunder or a brown
chicken?’

So she knew about the Masters of Thunder!

Being yelled at left me so stupefied that Lady Elyani burst out laughing.

“Perhaps I...” the image of the brown chicken loomed large in my mind and
interrupted my flow.
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Elyani was watching the reaction on my face, deciding which direction to
take next.

“All right! All right!” | raised my voice, “Forget what | said! | won't go down
to the Underworlds like a brown chicken. And I’'ll move so fast that | will be
back here before Lord Gana has time to realise his high priest has disappeared
under the lawful violets.”

“Mm...” was all she answered. She changed the topic, “By the way, Szar, one
of the priestesses of the White Eagle will be descending at the same time as
you. Her nameis Vivyani.”

“Really?’ | said, “How lawfully wonderful! We might even meet down
there.”

“Unlikely,” Elyani pulled a strange face.

The only other person | had ever seen pull faces like this was Gervin.

“No one ever meets anyone down there,” she went on. “There are but lonely
shades that are always looking for other souls but can never find them.”

Fearing another wave of retaliation if | let her words get to me, | opened a
wide smile, “Sounds wonderful, Lady Elyani, | can’t wait! And how long is the
descent going to take?”

“A few days, or perhaps afew weeks.”

Far Underworld! A few weeks? | nearly choked again.

“Am | going to remain lying on the lawn for weeks?’ | asked.

“No. You will start here, so the last image you take with you will be beauti-
ful. The last thing that is on your mind before dying stays with you forever. And
after afew hours, your body will be carried to this room,” she indicated one of
the two doors that opened onto the courtyard. “You will be lying on a special
mattress stuffed with herbs that can work magic as in the Ancient Days, when
the Earth was fresh and men were young. Y ou will not be alone. Another such
mattress has been put there to receive Vivyani of the White Eagle, so | can look
after the two of you at the sametime.”

“Will I meet Vivyani of the White Eagle?’

“Of course. As soon as you come back. At the moment she is undertaking the
preparatory training. She will be descending the day after you. Let us see which
one of you can come back first!” With a spark in her eyes, she added, “It is
really good of Vivyani to let you start one day earlier than her. But then of
course, that could make it embarrassing for you if she wasto return before you.”

“Don’t worry about that, Lady Elyani!” | resumed my fully optimistic smile.
“I’ve had plenty of preparatory training in embarrassing my lineage.”

Each time | heard her laugh, | felt stronger.

5.27 I nitiatory death

“The great paradox is, the more you die, the more you become alive. And
awake!” Gervin started briefing me on how to behave in the Underworld.

“There is much more to dying than people think. When you die you must let
go of everything. This creates a state of total opening in which anything be-
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comes possible. The Lords of Destiny can set you on a hew trgjectory. The gods
can bestow unsuspected gifts upon you. The divine spark inside you can flare.
Someone who would never die would be like a chicken that never hatches out
of itsegg.”

| pondered on the image of a brown chicken hatching. Gervin went on, “Dy-
ing, though, can happen in many ways. When the Mother of the Light made you
walk out of the Salmon Robe, a part of yourself died. When you decided not to
let yourself drown in the lake, another part of you died. And before that, when
you were travelling in the spheres, you underwent a few deaths barely noticing
them.” Gervin plunged his gaze into me, “As your Spirit awakens, dying be-
comes a permanent state of opening that brings more joy than words can tell.”

The power behind his words awakened a buzzing vibration in the space of the
aquamarine chamber.

“So the best you can achieve from this descent — apart from coming back, of
course! —isto diveinto the death state like an initiate, with a positive attitude of
joy and opening to infinity, instead of resisting every hit of the disintegration.
But at the same time, you must hold onto your symbol, so as not to lose your
way.”

“Which symbol shall | choose, Gervin?’

“Let me give you a clue about this. The symbol with which you will start your
descent may not be the appropriate one to help find your way back to the sur-
face. The secret is, find a new symbol at the time of the great letting go, when
your little self explodes. The symbol will be reveaed to you from the deepest of
yourself, and this is why it will have the power to guide you, even through the
desolation of the Underworld.”

“And what am | to do if | lose my way?”’

With the thunderous power of his lineage Gervin hammered into me, “You
must not lose your way! If you were to lose your way, there is no guarantee any-
one would be able to bring you back, and so you will not lose your way!
Lehrmon went before you, | before him, and my teacher and others before me.
None of uslost our way, and neither will you.”

“Yet Elyani lost her way,” | pointed out.

“Nearly, that isright, and this is why she insisted so much on taking care of
you.”

“Mm...” | thought, “so she insisted — not Gervin.”

“But the priestesses of the White Eagle have a very strict rule,” Gervin went
on. “They must descend one hour before the New Moon, when the Underworld
opens its deepest and most frightening passages, and when all the souls in its
cold bowels enter the gloomiest despair. Y ou, on the other hand, will be leaving
one day before the New Moon, which will make the journey softer. Yet, be-
ware! Thereisno easy way of descending into the Underworld.”

All thisleft me thoughtful. “How should | prepare myself?”
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“Ponder over what we have discussed today. Choose your symbol carefully.
And spend some more time with Elyani. It will be excellent for your spiritual
development.”

| frowned. What the Underworld did he mean?

Probably that | should try to observe her carefully, and endeavour to become
as frighteningly awake as she was.

For no reason whatsoever, Gervin burst out laughing.

5.28 The descent

It was early in the morning, the day before the New Moon. This time Lady
Elyani herself came to the portal of the female wing. As | was following her
through the labyrinth of corridors, | asked her, “Should a man be feeling some-
thing specia before he begins the descent?

“No. Now isn't the lawful time to worry,” she answered.

Just as well. My mind was rather blank. Lawful business as usual. Would |
have felt more fear if | had been less of a sleeper?

To divert my attention, Elyani said, “Vivyani was delighted in the Law when
she learned that Gervin’'s apprentice would be hibernating in the same room as
herself. She looks forward to meeting you, as soon as you are back. Sheis ajoy-
ful little soul, you know.”

“...and | have to hurry up and come back within decent time,” | said, “other-
wise she may not have the patience to wait for me. | know.”

“1 taught you travelling, | did not teach her,” Elyani said in her joking voice.
“Y ou have to make me proud and return way before her!”

A brown chicken like me beating a priestess of the White Eagle in travel-
ling... that would have surprised the kingdom out of me.

We arrived at her courtyard. | contemplated the fragrant little violet flowers
which thickly covered the lawn. “And so, what shall | do now?’

“Go to the bathroom!” Of the two doors that opened into her courtyard, she
pointed to the one on the right.

“Sheistaking care of me,” | thought. When | came back | asked her, “Is this
the room where my body will be kept?’

“No, this one is my room. You and Vivyani will be in the other one,” she
pointed to the door on the left, by the laurel trees. “Come and sit on the lawn,”
she said, “I have something for you to drink.”

| sat close to her on the carpet of purple flowers and took the large cup she
handed to me. Seeing the milky liquid, | smiled, “A white beverage, of course!
What else?’ and started drinking. But the concoction was so incredibly spicy
that | choked, “What isthat?’

“Dragon’s milk,” she answered candidly. “Very secret, and totally magic. It
will save your life, asit has saved many others. If you come back realy quickly,
I will consider passing on the recipe to you and your lineage.”

“Lady Elyani, if one thing could motivate me, this is the one for sure!” |
forced myself to swallow the magic drink.

169



Atlantean Secrets

It took awhile.

When | finished, | loudly exhaled the fire.

“Now,” she said, “| have a favour to ask. You know, the last thing that isin
your mind before dying is extremely important. The Law of the Eagles says it
stays with you forever. Well, | would like you to take this garden with you. Will
you really look at it, please?’

| just could not believe what was happening in my body after drinking that
dragon’s milk. There were tongues of fire dancing in my belly, and tingling
raging in every cell of my body. | felt such a rush of energy in my head that |
could have jumped and roared. Y et, strangely, | found it difficult to move.

Collecting my spirits, | followed Elyani’ s instruction.

| started with the laurel trees on the left, and slowly turned my head.

Elyani’ s eyes were shining more than ever.

Wasiit the dragon’s milk? | completely forgot about not keeping eye contact.

“Will you remember my garden?’ she smiled.

Such a beautiful smile. Warm.

Warm like Teyani when she contemplated Gervin.

“Elyani,” | said after one or two minutes, or perhaps three, “I am starting to
feel very dizzy. | can hear thisloud hissing sound in my head.”

“Don’t worry, al thisis very norma with dragon’s milk. Just lie down with
your head over here,” she said.

| could hardly feel my body. | had to drag myself to the spot Elyani had indi-
cated, and | fell flat on my back.

Elyani placed a white blanket over my body and sat on the ground behind my
head. In her softest voice, she asked, “ Are you ready?”’

| looked deep into her eyes, “Let the White Eagle take me!”

Returning my smile, she placed her hands on two gateways located in my
temples, and operated a quick manipulation which projected me out of my body
into darkness visible.

My clarity of mind was instantly restored.

In the space, | heard Elyani’ s voice caling, “What is your symbol ?”

“1 will start with Gervin’s travelling symbol,” | answered, “and perhaps | will
take another one later.”

The beginning of the descent was similar to the travelling | had undertaken
before, with one exception — the perception of going down. After a short time, |
heard Elyani say, “We are now leaving darkness visible and entering the out-
skirts of the Underworld,” but as yet | couldn’t detect much difference.

Until then, | had been falling down at a very gentle speed. “We are now going
down into a shaft,” Elyani instructed me.

Abruptly, it was like free-fall. It lasted less than three minutes, and yet | cov-
ered a huge distance.

Elyani’s voice was still with me, “Take your time. Take a good look around
you.”
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This space was different from the spheres in which | had travelled before.
The atmosphere was cold, and the darkness was thick — nothing like the astral
glow of the intermediary worlds.

“1 will take you into another shaft,” Elyani said after afew minutes.

Another free-fall followed. It took me to colder and darker spaces.

“Good Lord Melchisedek, Elyani, | had never realised that space could be so
dark!”

“How are you feeling, my friend of the Brown Robe?’

“Challenged, Lady of the Eagle. | don’t want to be a sleeper this time. Have
you ever heard of the book of Maveron?’

Elyani responded with a quote, “The day of the sleeper is darkness. The
darkness of the awakened one is day. That sounds exactly like what we need,
doesn’'t it?’

“Beware, thetimeiscoming!” | quoted back, holding onto the clear fountain.

“Now, you must move down from shaft to shaft rapidly. Be ready for the
jumps.”

| fell and fell, swallowed by increasingly ominous darkness. It seemed to go
on for an awful lawful lot of time even though, as in the spheres above, | could
sense that time was not the same as it was in the kingdom.

Finally, | landed in what seemed to be alarge cave, dimly lit.

“Thisisit,” Elyani said.

| was no longer falling, and | could no longer float. | had to walk. Something
immediately struck me, and | stopped to call Elyani, “The clear fountain... |
can’'t feel it any more!”

A prompt response ensued, “Keep walking, Szar! Never stop on the way!”

As | started walking again, she explained, “A number of things are going to
fall off you, one after the other. It’s the way it happens in the Underworld.” Af-
ter amoment, she asked, “How are you feeling?”’

“Heavy. But | think | don’t mind the challenge,” | said. Collecting all my will,
| hammered into myself, “I do not want to sleep!”

To my delight, Elyani responded with what | felt was the most beautiful verse
of the book of Maveron, and perhaps even of the entire Law,

“He who never slegps, never dies!”

| kept advancing, pushing step after step. Elyani repeated her set of instruc-
tions over and over again, “Keep walking, hold on to the symbol! Never stop on
the way! Never walk back, never ook back!”

My mind steadily fixed on Gervin's symbol, | kept going.

Soon, | met other people. Some were walking slowly. Others were sitting, or
lying on the ground. They looked quite miserable. They did not speak to each
other, and they hardly seemed to notice each other. Yet a number of them were
talking to themselves. Some were involved in imaginary conversations, others
were completely incoherent. Many of them had a halo of darkness instead of a
face. | was starting to understand why the Underworld was called the kingdom
of the shades.
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“There seems to be quite alot of madness going on here,” | said to Elyani.

When she answered, her voice was worryingly faint, “Szar, | am not going to
be with you much longer. Even if | could be with you, you would not see me.”

Still walking, | spoke in a reassuring tone, “Believe it or not, | feel rather
more awake than when | got out of bed this morning.” Then | added, “And
make no mistake, | have not forgotten your promise.”

“What promise?’ said the distant voice.

“Assoon as | get back up there, | want the recipe of dragon’s milk!”

“Promise!” wasthelast | heard from her.

“Oh, no!” | thought, suddenly gripped by anxiety. “Thistime | amright init!”
But this was no time for Szar-ka to be whingeing. With my mind fixed on Ger-
vin's travelling symbol, | plodded on, repeating Elyani’s instructions as a man-
tra, “Keep walking. Hold on to the symbol. Never stop on the way! Never walk
back. Never look back!”

The more | walked, the sicker the people | met. Some were screaming in ter-
ror. Others yelled like animals. Others ran as fast as they could, panic-stricken,
asif harassed by invisible enemies.

As | advanced in the semi-darkness, | was hit by a torrent of grief. The nos-
talgiafor the kingdom | had left behind me combined with the horror of what |
was discovering. Tears were pouring from my eyes.

“But what am | doing here?’

“Keep walking!”

The atmosphere was defeated and thick with deathly despair, insanity and
disease. Wherever | looked there were grotty people, deformed animals and
monsters, all contributing to the loud, ugly clamour.

“Oh, gods!” | looked up, but al I could see was darkness.

“Hold on to the symbol!”

| tripped over abody. A naked old woman, dried out and skeleton-thin. When
she saw me she curled up. She pulled her hair and screamed in terror.

“1’m not going to hurt you!” | shouted.

She screamed so loudly that she could not hear me.

“Never stop on the way!”

| tried to walk away but she clung to my leg.

Frightened, | kicked her.

Shewouldn’t let go.

| kicked harder, in the face.

She fell unconscious.

| ran away, asfast as| could.

“Oh gods!” | exclaimed in horror. “What am | doing?”’

| felt astrong pull to run back to her and comfort her.

“Never walk back, never |ook back!”

As | dowly forced my way through the rabble of people and beasts, a passage
of the Law ran through my mind,

Kingdom of Hades, kingdom of the shades,
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World without hope,

Endless void where great and small are reduced to nought.

O, Knight of the East and the West,

Take one step, and another step,

Looking neither to the left nor to theright,

Lest thou see the darkness and despair.

After an endless march, | arrived at alarge archway which separated this cav-
ern from the next. The stench became intolerable. It took my breath away.

A small man ran towards me, “Walk back, friend!” he shouted. “Don’t go in
thisdirection! This cavern is worse than anything you can imagine!”

Pleasantly surprised to see someone who spoke coherently, | saluted him,
“Praise the Lord Melchisedek, friend in the Law!”

Hefell on his knees and cried, “Y ou have no ideawhat | have seen!”

“What have you seen, friend in the Law?”

The small man bashed his head on the stony ground and cried, “No! No! No!
No...”

| watched him silently, hoping he would return to his senses.

He hit his head harder and harder, shouting, “No! No! No...”

“Keep walking!”

The man had spoken the truth. What | discovered there was worse than any-
thing | could have imagined.

“Oh gods! Isthisreally part of your creation?”’

| completely lost my focus and started sobbing like a child.

The cavern was filled with the mutilated bodies of people and animals, piled
together on top of each other.

| vomited.

“Hold on to the symbol!”

So many corpses covered the ground that | had no choice but to tread on
them. On the slippery maelstrom, | had to watch my steps carefully.

“Oh gods! No! Thiscan't be!” | cried, realising that many of the bodies were
still moving. Some were calling for help, desperately trying to extricate them-
selves from the heaving mass of putrid flesh and thick black worms.

“Never stop on the way!”

It seemed to go on forever. At times, some of the grossly mutilated bodies
called me by my name, “ Szar, please don’'t leave us here. Take us with you.”

| stuck to my instructions, “Never walk back, never look back!” and tried to
ignore them.

“Please Szar! Stop! Y ou are our only chance to ever get out of here! Please!”
they kept calling me.

| finally arrived in another cavern where thousands of insane people and
beasts were running in all directions. The pandemonium of howling, screeching
and wailing was so unbearable that | had to plug my ears. But it made no differ-
ence to the deafening cacophony.

“Keep walking!”
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But how?

| had to jump fast to dodge the living projectiles.

As | advanced, the cavern became pitch-dark. Many times | was knocked to
the ground by people who ran into me.

Each time, | stood up and started walking again.

| wasn’t yet feeling any pain in my body, but the sorrow was overwhelming.
“Gervin!” | cried. “What am | doing here? What is all thisfor?”’

“Hold on to the symbol!”

| arrived in an arealit by adim glow. | thought | recognised some of the faces
| had passed hours earlier.

Was | running round in circles?

Perhaps | was getting confused. | found it increasingly difficult to think
straight.

“Never stop on the way!”

| decided to ignore what | saw.

But after some time, | recognised the naked old woman that | had kicked in
the face. She was still screaming in terror and pain, pulling her hair.

| didn’t want to see. | tried to shut my eyes, but it did not hide the scenes in
front of me.

The insanity of the situation was starting to get to me. What was the point of
walking if | was going around in circles? | might as well have tried to return to
where | had started.

“Never walk back, never |ook back!”

| went on. And on.

The pandemonium never ended. Fatigue was starting to take itstoll.

How long had | been walking? It felt more like days than hours. But how to
know, in these dark caverns?

“Keep walking!”

My body ached.

My feet were full of blisters. My legs were seized by cramps.

Fatigue turned into exhaustion.

Like a miserable wretch, | walked more and more slowly, my face contorted
with pain, my arms jerking out of control. But nothing hurt more than the noise.
A symphony of hell, the dire clamour of millions of soulsin pain.

“Keep walking!”

As | was fighting my way through a narrow bowel that forced me to bend my
head low, | was suddenly struck by a horrible vision: my feet! My feet had been
eaten away. | was walking on maimed legs!

The redlisation made me collapse on the stony ground, my face against the
rubble.

“Elyani, | just can’t walk any more!” | yelled.

| heard her voice, and | saw her face, but she was no longer a young and
beautiful priestess of the White Eagle. She was an old wrinkled witch, wearing
rags and screaming at me in anger, “Never stop on the way! Never stop on the
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way!” Seeing her so hateful and furious at me hurt more than anything else.
“No! No! That can’'t be you!” | cried.

“Hold on to the symbol!”

As | tried to crawl my way forward, | realised something terrible had hap-
pened. | had lost Gervin’s symbol!

Where wasit?

| couldn’t remember its shape.

“No! No! No!” I cried in despair.

5.29 I n the kingdom

L ady Teyani walked across the purple lawn and entered the room where the
two bodies were being kept in hibernation. They hardly breathed, looking like
children deeply asleep. The air in the room was vibrant with the power of the
Voice, which Elyani had to use intensively in order to keep the two bodies
alive. There were strong fragrances of herbs, and clear signs that the presence of
the White Eagle had been invoked — definitely a room where Teyani felt at
home.

After a quick lawful greeting, she asked, “How are our beautiful sleepers to-
day?’

Elyani pulled her breath, “Vivyani looks al right. But there are signs that
Szar is suffering. His body is so weak and sickly. If he was to stay in hiberna-
tion more than three weeks, there wouldn’t be anything left of him.”

“Didn’t you say he did very well when he arrived at the caverns' rim?’ Tey-
ani tried to encourage her.

“Yes, he remained remarkably clear. Much clearer than Vivyani, who was
deeply distressed when she caught her first glimpses of the caverns of sickness.”

Teyani changed the subject, “Look at this huge brown birthmark on Szar's
left cheek. Not very beautiful! Let us see if we could get rid of it while heis hi-
bernating. We should try some of the herbs that Pepni and Afani brought back
from the county of Perentie. They make remarkable balms.”

Elyani smiled thoughtfully.

“You have invoked the White Eagle, haven't you?’ Teyani asked.
“What did he tell you?”’

In a depressed voice, Elyani answered, “ The White Eagle told me that Szar is
undergoing great trials, and that Vivyani is still walking but will soon be
stopped.”

Teyani did not like the news, of course. But there was nothing anyone could
do. She went and sat on the floor, gently caressing Vivyani’s face while she
scanned her centres of energy. After inspecting Szar's main vital gateways, she
complimented Elyani, “Voof! What a remarkably well-monitored hibernation
state! Y ou have become a master in the art. | will have to come back to you for
some lessons.”

The thought of giving lessons to the great Lady Teyani, magician of the An-
cient Days and Grand Master of the White Eagle, made Elyani laugh. A little.
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5.30 Underworld Further Down

“Keep walking! Never stop on the way!”

By then, | seemed to have forgotten everything else.

The clamour was unbearable.

Miserably crawling over the rocky ground through dark, narrow bowels, |
clung onto the verse in desperation.

“Keep walking! Never stop on the way!”

| was being harassed by terrifying faces. Some were grotesque monsters, oth-
ers were people | had known during my life, and who now seemed to enjoy ter-
rorising me by screaming insults at me.

All the sleepers of the Salmon Robe were after me, “Y ou thought you could
escape us? Poor idiot in the Law!” they sneered. “Now, we are going to make
you pay for walking out on us!” And they kept beating me, and trampling on my
maimed limbs.

“Keep walking! Never stop on the way!”

A gigantic Artold, his face contorted with hatred, shouted, “And how are your
parents, my friend in the Law? And how are your parents, my friend in the
Law? And how are your parents...” And like awild beast, he bit me.

My charcoa black body was gradualy falling to pieces. | had lost my feet
long ago, and then my left hand. Then | had spat tooth after tooth. More and
more dents were being chipped off my body. | had to bear the horrendous vision
of myself slowly crumbling.

Together with the stench, thick toxic fumes made me choke and gasp. But of
all things, the most painful was the noise — the deafening clamour of al the
soulsin pain. It never stopped. The despair it conveyed was beyond words.

| reached a point of total exhaustion where | could no longer move.

| whispered, “Elyani, forgive me! | just can’t go on any further! Elyani, | am
dying!” As | called her name, the old witch reappeared and started nagging me
again.

But as the idea of death came into my mind, a whole chain of thoughts were
triggered. Deep inside my psyche, Gervin had implanted forces which, as he had
planned, reappeared at this crucial moment.

“Death!” | thought, “that’s what | need! No more fighting. Just death.”

| stopped trying to crawl, stopped trying to keep the substance of my body to-
gether, stopped trying to push those dreadful faces away, and the pain, and the
stench, and the clamour. | totally, unrestrictedly and irreversibly let go and
stopped trying.

A momentous opening followed.

Within afew minutes, my body disintegrated completely.

So what?

Seeing myself without a body made me feel immensely free. | lost touch with
the narrow cave, and | entered a vastness of a new kind.

Wherewas 1?

The monstrous shapes had disappeared. So had the stench and the clamour.
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There was nothing like floor, ceiling or walls—just Light. White Light.

And lo! Gervin appeared, walking towards me in his brown robe. And he
spoke to me. “ See, it was really simple. All you had to do was stop trying!”

Transported by the Light as | was, it felt very natural to see him. “ Yes, you
areright, it was really smple!” | answered with a smile, and | believed what |
said.

Gervin went on, “ Now of course, if you had tried to stop trying, that would
never have worked.”

Everything felt so simple in this White Light. “ Of course!” | said. “ But Ger-
vin, didn’t you teach me that in order to become awakened, | should try to do
things — anything?”

“That is because you need to do a lot of trying before stopping the trying
brings you to awakening.”

“ Of course!” | exclaimed.

“ As soon as you are back in the kingdom, you will have much more trying to
do. But for now,” said the Master of Thunder, “ you must find the symbol that
will take you back to the surface.”

Then he just added, “ | will see you in the kingdom,” and he walked away.

“Not a probleminthe Law!” | thought, “ I will find that symbol.”

The light changed. It was less bright, and a gentle breeze could be felt. |
found myself in alarge empty room where al kinds of events that had happened
inmy lifewere laid in front of me.

“Now, that!” | exclaimed at one stage, “that isreally beautiful!”

It was the time when Gervin had explained to me the verse,

One Law, one way!

“Sleepers believe that their destiny is traced right from the moment they are
born,” Gervin had commented. “One Law, one way! What else could they do
but follow the Law of their fathers? They never have any doubt or hesitation.
They blindly repeat the example of their ancestors, believing they follow the
real Law.

But when men shed away the grossest hazes of sleep, they are no longer
bound by their limited understanding of the Law. They realise that there are
many paths they can follow. This often causes great doubts about which direc-
tion to take.

But to the awakened ones who know the heart of the Law, the path becomes
simple again. It no longer matters if there are many options, and many time
tracks laid in front of them. They know how to recognise where Truth lies, and
they can follow it straight. One Law, one way!”

“This is my symbol,” | thought without any hesitation, “for he who never
sleeps never dies.”

It was as simple as that. Having found my symbol, | endeavoured to walk
back.

As | was advancing straight in front of me, the light gradually became dim-
mer and yellowish. There was a drowsy heaviness, so different from the White
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Light, which had neither heaviness nor lightness — absolutely nothing but Light.
| started meeting people again, and they called me by my name, “Szar, please
come here, | want to show you something.”

“Stop, Szar! | have something to give you.”

| did not listen to them, repeating to myself, “One Law, one way. He who
never sleeps, never dies!” Sometimes, people even tried to touch me and catch
hold of my arm. | just had to remember the Light from which | was coming, and
they faded in front of me.

| strode forwards. Thistime it was easy not to let myself be distracted by the
crowds and the beasts. After seeing the Light, all the rest appeared to me insub-
stantial and unreal. | could sense that the people in these caverns were in great
turmoil, but their distress was pureillusion. | knew that only the Light was true,
and that only the Light existed. At one stage | even thought of telling them,
“Stop this mockery! Even your thoughts do not exist!” But what was the point?
It would have been a complete waste of time, since anyhow everything around
mewasillusion.

| kept walking, holding on to my symbol, “One Law, one way. He who never
deeps, never dies!”

| got to a hall where many sick people, adults and children, were lying. |
could see al sorts of injuries on their bodies. burns, sores, putrid wounds,
maimed limbs.

A man called for help. A woman echoed him, and soon there were hundreds
of people wailing and calling my name, “Szar! Please, take us with you. Don’'t
leave us herel”

| walked, untouched.

“Please, Szar! You could help usif you wanted to. Please!”

“One Law, one way. He who never sleeps, never dies!” | ignored them, until
my attention was drawn to something completely unexpected.

| stopped, hardly believing my eyes.

In a corner of the hall, amid many bodies, Elyani was lying, deeply asleep.
This was no illusion like the old wrinkled witch. It was the real Elyani, the
magnificent soul, sleeping amongst the filth.

| came close to her and, to make sure | was not being confused, | tested for
the recognition symbols used in travelling. And there it was in front of me, the
beautiful occult symbol of the White Eagle!

“Sweet Elyani,” | gathered her in my arms, “this is the first time | see you
asleep. How beautiful you are! But thisis no place for alady of the Eagle.”

| tried to wake her up, with no success. So | decided to carry her with me. Her
body was completely cold. In such a place of death, that did not seem strange to
me.

Many in the crowd kept on wailing, “ Szar! Please, take us with you too! Lead
us out of herel”

“One Law, one way. He who never dleeps, never dies!” | started walking
again, with the beautiful White Eagle in my arms.
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We went from hall to hall and then reached huge caverns, meeting crowds of
various kinds. We waded through rivers that did not make my body wet, be-
cause | remembered the Light. We had to walk through fire, and it did not burn
me. A few times, | even had to walk in the air across deep chasms where no one
had bothered leaving a bridge for us. “lllusions,” | kept on thinking, “al thisis
illusion. Only the Light isreal.”

Elyani, the pure soul, was so light in my arms.

We walked for days, or was it weeks?

She moved her hand for the first time, showing me for sure that she wasn’'t
dead. Only deeply asleep.

Why would | be worried about her being dead, anyway? Wasn't | dead my-
self?

“One Law, one way. He who never sleeps, never dies!”

Hours went by, and she started making slight movements. Her body was get-
ting less cold.

| walked and walked. There seemed to be no end to it. That did not worry me.
| knew that only the Light existed, and that worry wasillusion.

Further along the way, Elyani turned on her side in my arms, and for the first
time she looked as if she was breathing. Not long after, she placed her arms
around my neck in her sleep. She had a smile on her face.

For the first time in an eternity, | remembered what warmth in the heart felt
like.

As | kept advancing, | thought, “Shall | love thiswoman?’ and my heart said
“Yes! Of coursel love her!”

But what was this? | had spent aeons walking past agonising crowds and
saying to myself, “ Their suffering isan illusion.” | had walked through fire, and
that was an illusion. | had crossed dozens of illusory water streams and preci-
pices. “Only the Light exists. Only the Light isreal,” | thought, and remember-
ing what the Light felt like, | saw that this was the truth, “Loveisan illusion!”

“Loveisanillusion.”

Liketherest.

“Why carry her body, then? She does not exist and | do not exist! Nothing
exists but the Light!”

Shrugging my shoulders, | knelt down. | laid her sleeping body on the side of
the path. Her arms were soft. | untied them easily from my neck.

Without looking at her, | stood up again. And without turning back, | left.

And | kept walking. And walking. And walking. For what seemed like an-
other eternity.

“One Law, one way. He who never sleeps, never dies!”

5.31 Hopes

When Lady Teyani entered the sleepers’ room, she only had to take a look at
Elyani to know that some good news had arrived. She smiled, and without any
formal greeting inquired, “Elyani, what has the White Eagle told you?”’
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“A miracle has happened, Teyani! The White Eagle said that Szar will be
back in two days. He said Szar had found Vivyani and picked her up on his
way.”

“What? Do you mean he found Vivyani?’

“The Eagle said he led him to her.”

“Praise the Lord Melchisedek! So the Eagle’s word is being fulfilled! Szar is
the one we have been waiting for.” The two women hugged each other with joy.
“Gervin and Lehrmon are going to be so happy!”

“How are the bodies?’ Teyani asked.

“Vivyani'sis still fine, but Szar’s body has suffered a lot. If he is really back
in two days, then everything should be all right. But | don’t think he could take
much longer than that.”

“This bad birthmark is not responding to our balms,” Teyani gently caressed
Szar’ s cheek. “ Can you think of any other remedy?”’

Elyani shook her head. “Teyani, | really wish it was al finished. | think my
patience is coming to its limits.”

With a reassuring smile, Teyani sealed Elyani’s lips with her index, “Hush,
Lady of the Eagle! Don’t you know that the patience of the White Eagle is infi-
nite? And what are two days, after more than six weeks? What do you think his
first words are going to be?’

“l don’'t know. His last words were... Teyani, | am embarrassed! | said |
would give him the recipe of Dragon’s milk if he came back quickly, and he
reminded me of it just before disappearing.”

Teyani burst out laughing, “As if the Masters of Thunder did not already
know enough of our secrets!”

5.32 lllusions

| walked.

“One Law, one way. He who never sleeps, never dies!”

There were fewer and fewer people. The clamour was fainter. | didn’t care. |
just walked.

Then out of nowhere, | heard the voice calling me, “ Szar! Szar!”

“Now,” | thought, “1 know this voice.”

But who could it be?

It felt like so long ago.

“Szar!”

There was life in the voice. “I remember,” | thought, “that was what life felt
like.”

But | couldn’t redlly fed it. | just vaguely remembered.

Could it be that the nightmare was going to finish? | didn’t care, | just kept on
walking.

“Szar, | can fedl your presence. Please, answer me! It'sme, Elyani.”

“Elyani...” The long-forgotten name was surfacing in my mind.
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“Szar,” the voice called, “just stay where you are. I'm coming down to pick
you up. | will be with you in one minute.”

“Stay where | am?’ | thought, “Never stop on the way! Keep walking!”

One minute later —what was a minute, compared to the endless journey | was
on? — she was standing in front of me.

“Szar?’ she said. “Oh, my Lord Melchisedek, you look...”

What did this person want?

Was she not unreal like all the others on the way? | kept walking.

But as | passed her, she grabbed my arm.

“Illusion!” | thought.

Seeing the state | was in, Elyani knocked me unconscious by activating cen-
tres of energy in my head, and she carried me back up to the surface.

-000-

When | first regained some consciousness, | was in the small room, and
somewhat in my physical body.

It felt strange.

| looked at the ceiling. For some time.

White.

| turned my head to the side. She was there.

| closed my eyes again.

Deep, deep sleep.

-000-

The next time | woke up, Elyani was singing into my ear.

Strong vibration. V oice. Sometimes just voice.

The words make no sense.

Sheis soft. So soft.

“One Law, one way. He who never sleeps, never dies!”

Falling asleep again.

Called back by her voice.

So soft. Does it really exist?

Darkness.

-000-

“Szar!”

A whisper in my ear. So soft.
“Szar, you must drink.”

Lips.

Strange.

Warm.

“Have alittle bit more!”
Sleep. Dreamless sleep.

-000-
Philadel phia.
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Fire. Lots of fire.

“No! No!” | screamed.

“Szar?’

“No! No!”

“Szar,” she Voice-projected in the night. “Wake up!”

Violently pulled into my body.

Her face. “Yes... | recognise you. Elyani. Areyou real?’

“Of course | am real!” she gently caressed my hair.

“But | thought you were down there.”

“Where?’

Greyness. Despair. Never ends.

So the woman | had met in the cavern of sickness was not even Elyani. An
illusion. I knew. Just aswell | had dumped her body.

She Voice-projected a few low-pitched sounds.

“One Law, one way. He who never sleeps never dies!”

-000-

“The time has come to pull him back into his body!”

Voice-projection. Two Voices. Loud. Strong. Alive.

Bright light.

Tunnel.

Lady Teyani was in the room. “Did he say anything about Vivyani?’ she
asked.

Elyani answered. | couldn’t hear the words.

“Vivyani,” | thought. “I remember... Am | going to meet her?” | opened my
eyes and turned towards the women. “How long ago did she come back?’ |
asked.

Teyani and Elyani interrupted their discussion and looked at me.

Teyani knelt close to the mattress. “Praise the Lord Melchisedek, traveller!”
she smiled. “Do you remember me?”’

Warm.

“All glory to the Lord Melchisedek, Lady Teyani!”

“Szar, it is better if you do not speak too much. Still, we must ask you about
Vivyani. Do you remember Vivyani, Szar?’

“Has she aready gone, or will | get to see her?” | asked.

There was a heavy silence.

Teyani broke it. “ Szar, a few days ago, the White Eagle of the gods came to
tell us that Vivyani had lost her way. But he said that you had found her, and
were bringing her back. Y et she was not with you when you arrived here. If you
could remember what happened to her, it would help usto locate her.”

“No. | can't remember.” | closed my eyes. But in one second, memories
flashed back to my mind. “Did the White Eagle say | was carrying her?’ |
opened my eyes.
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Elyani answered, “The White Eagle said he had led you to her in one of the
caverns of sickness. He said you were bringing her back, and that she was
nearly revived from the infinite coldness.”

The sinister truth struck me. The person | had met in the caverns of sickness
was not an illusory Elyani, she was the real Vivyani!

Shocked out of my torpor, | took my head in my hands. “No! No! No! No!” |
cried in despair. “What have | done? | could have brought her back! | had her in
my arms, and | have abandoned her!”

There was a moment of surprise at seeing my near-corpse so suddenly re-
vived. Lady Teyani came closer and held me in her arms, gently rocking me like
achild. “Peace, Szar, peace!”

“1 want to see her. Where is her body?”’

Teyani helped meto sit up and pointed behind her.

A young woman was deeply asleep on amattress. | didn’t recognise her.

“1 had her in my arms,” big dry sobs shook my body, “and | have abandoned
her. | have forsaken love! | thought it was an illusion. And now she might die.
Because of me!”

Adding to my distress would have served no one. The White Eagles kept their
sorrow to themselves and remained silent.

“One Law, one way. He who never sleeps, never dies!” | collected what was
left of my spirits, putting memories together.

“1 want to go back,” | said in a cool voice. “I remember exactly where | left
her. If | return down there right now, | can bring her back.”

Teyani used a voice channel to call Elyani, “Could his body cope with an-
other descent?’

“Don’t even thought-form it!” Elyani voice-channelled back. “ The six-and-a-
half-week-long hibernation has left him completely exhausted. And the week of
delirium after it hasn’t made him any better.”

“Listen!” | said. “I know exactly what you are thinking, but | can do it. |
know | can do it.”

There was another heavy silence.

“Please,” | asked, “call Master Gervin!”

“All right,” said Elyani, “we will cal Master Gervin immediately. Mean-
while, you lie down again and get some lawful rest.”

SO soft.

| collapsed in the bed.

“Oh, Lord Melchisedek! Feels so good to be horizontal again.”

Sleep. Oblivion.

-000-

| woke up when Gervin and Teyani camein.

Gervin did not speak. He just kept eye contact with me.

Feeling the presence of my old friend immediately revived my life force. |
smiled.
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“Gervin,” Teyani said, “have you ever seen a man who has just returned from
the Underworld and wants to descend again?’

“Ne-ver!” exclamed Gervin. “We are impressed, Szar. Really. A sleeper
could never have doneit like you did.”

| knew that he meant his words, yet my heart was not happy. | looked at him
silently. He understood exactly what | was asking.

Using a voice channel, Teyani pleaded, “Gervin, this man has heart. | believe
he could find her. Will you alow him?”’

“1 can’'t see that happening,” Gervin answered through darkness visible.

“My Word, Gervin!” Teyani insisted. “If you let him go down, let it be re-
corded in front of the Archive council that | will engage all my lore to protect
hislifeforce.”

“No way, woman of the Law! It is not even an option,” Gervin was categori-
cal. “Look at him! He is half-dead already. Even for Vivyani, we cannot take
therisk of losing him. There istoo much at stake.”

Addressing me, Gervin went on, “ Szar, your mission was to descend and find
your way back. This you did and you did well. No one had instructed you to go
and rescue Vivyani, and so no one will blame you if Vivyani does not come
back. What you need now is a good rest.” The glorious Sun shone through his
smile, “No doubt Lord Gana, in his infinite bounty, must have highly com-
mended your soul to the White Eagle of the gods. And see the result! Y ou have
landed in the most beautiful niche in the entire temple. Let yourself be spoiled.
Enjoy your convaescence. Otherwise Lord Gana will think you don't know
how to appreciate his gifts.”

Lord Ganal Hearing the magic name revived me alittle further.

But what about Vivyani?

“You have completed thistrial, Szar. It isfinished,” Gervin said in atone that
left no space for discussion. “Now, and for the benefit of all, including the
White Eagles, the best thing you can do is recover your strength, and your joy.”

5.33 Troubled times

Each time | woke up, | sat up and turned towards Vivyani.

Her blond hair was tied behind her head. | couldn’t see if it was long.

It was hard to believe she was dying. She looked so peacefully asleep.

One morning, | asked Elyani, “How old was she?’

“Nineteen.”

“No signsthat she is coming back?’

The question sounded futile. Elyani shook her head silently.

| closed my eyes and hid inside.

But the next time | woke up, Vivyani’s body was no longer on the other mat-
tress. Elyani anticipated my question, “She has been taken into another room.
Lady Teyani is taking care of her. Lady Teyani is a great magician. | have seen
her do many incredible things.”

| sighed. | could not find words to answer her.
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| didn’t feel like drinking the sweet, milky brew that she presented to my lips.

| sank into unclear spaces where the dull greyness of the kingdom mingled
with the nightmare visions | had brought back from the Underworld. | drifted in
and out of sleep without even noticing the borderline. Each time | could have
woken up for good, the sorrow of having abandoned Vivyani hit me and | pre-
ferred to hide in numbness.

An image constantly came back to my mind: the soft, warm body which | had
left on the side of the path. The last thing | wanted was to forget the shape of the
dark rocks on the side of the winding path, the brownish hue of the pebbles, the
precipice in the distance. For she was still there. | knew. Branding the scene in
my memory was the only chance of ever finding her again.

Finding her again.

It became an obsession.

| feared that by waking up | would lose my thread to her.

| didn’t want to come back to the kingdom.

| stayed somewhere. In between.

When | woke up and opened my eyes, there was often a moment of confusion
during which | could not figure out where | was. Some cavern?

[llusion? On all sides. Always. For ever and ever.

It went on and on.

Elyani was always by my side. But that was the other side. | couldn’t get there
without letting go of Vivyani, abandoning her a second time.

| preferred to stay with the nightmares and the stench. Loyalty does not care
about stench. Down there, there is stench in plenty.

That became safe. The other side wasn't.

One night | woke up and in the dim glimmer of the living walls, | saw
Vivyani on her mattress.

“Have you come back?’

Disoriented, | crawled towards her and called her name, “Vivyani! Vivyani!
Don't die! Wait! Wait for mel”

But the body was not Vivyani’'s. “ Szar! Wake up! It's me, Elyani. | was just
resting. It’s very late, you know.”

She covered herself and sat up.

| knelt by her side and looked through her and nowhere.

She put her hand on my shoulder and burst into tears, “ Szar, please, stop this.
Please! | beg you.”

My mind was back in the Underworld. | had just dropped Vivyani, and | was
walking away without turning back.

“No! This is not right!” Elyani shouted. She shocked me by projecting the
Voice with full intensity, “Back! Back! Come back!”

It dragged me out of my dream violently.

Back!
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“Stop it!” Elyani shouted and sobbed at the same time. “ Stop it! It is finished!
You are back, and she's dead. She is dead! Dead! There is nothing anyone can
do about it!”

For thefirst time, | saw her.

She was in tears and wearied, dressed in a light nightgown, half-shivering in
the cold night.

SO soft.

She covered herself with a blanket and cried. “Szar, do you realise what |
have been doing in the last nine weeks? Absolutely nothing but cleaning your
body and looking after your energy! That was fine when you were down there,
but now there is something that is just not right. You are indulging in your grief
Szar, and that is not doing any good to anyone! Stop it! Please, stop it! It hurts. |
can’'t take any more of it!”

For the first time, | was with her.

“1 am sorry,” | whispered.

| realised that | had been taking in her warmth like a sponge, and not giving
one thing back. For nine weeks.

Seeing myself so totally selfish brought about a powerful awakening.

Back into the room.

For thefirst time, | felt what she felt.

She sobbed. The shadows of my Underworld reflected on her face.

“1 am sorry, Elyani,” | finally said. “I can see that what you say is true. | am
doing... something not right.”

Surprised to feel my presence, Elyani unlawfully plunged her eyes into mine.
“Areyou back, Szar?’

| did not avoid her gaze. “Back.”

She could not stop crying.

“Elyani, | see | have taken an incredible amount of your time and energy.
Tomorrow | will go back to the enclave of the jewels, so you can return to some
normd life.”

“What do you mean, you are going back to the enclave of the jewels? No
way, man of the Law! Thisisthe convalescence, Szar. It was supposed to be the
fun part! |1 have done all this work thinking of the good times and the laughing
we would have after you came back, and now you owe me!”

| was so moved that | couldn’t answer.

In this kingdom of sleepers, no one had ever cried for me. And apart from
Gervin, no one had ever cared for me. What was | to tell her? | didn’t even think
of taking her hand, and the Underworld had left me too dry to cry. So | tuned
into the verticality above my head, seeking for inspiration. And lo! there it was!

“The clear fountain!” | exclaimed, “It is back with me. The first time | have
felt it since | drank your dragon’s milk.”

“Blame my dragon’s milk!” she smiled. “What does the fountain tell you?”’

| remained silent.

Shedid not insist.
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| didn’t want to let her down. “It is time to start the second part of the jour-
ney, thisis what the fountain tells me. Something important,” | whispered.

“What isin the second part of the journey?”’

“1 don't know,” fatigue was taking over. “ Something important.”

“Will you let me take care of you, Szar?”

| closed my eyes. “I feel | have nothing to give.”

“But being taken care of isnot about giving, it’s about receiving.”

“It must have been exhausting for you to spend your days giving to someone
who never gave anything back.”

“No!” she answered. “It’s when people do not know how to receive that giv-
ing becomes exhausting. Otherwiseitisajoy.”

“Receiving,” the fountain whispered through me. “That is what | have to
learn.” My eyelids were heavy. | couldn’t open my eyes.

“Let me take you back to your bed,” Elyani took my arm.

| let myself be filled with her White presence.

She smiled. | couldn’t seeit, but | felt it.

When | reached the bed, she tucked me in and stayed by my side. As before,
but completely different — | was there for her to be there for me.

SO soft.

5.34 Cosmological glimpses

After that night, everything changed. The nightmares receded. Each time the
dark under-gloom caught me, | called Elyani. She spoke to me. | opened to her
and let her in, and she knew how to dispel the bad dreams.

She chanted hymns of the Law and projected the Voice on my gateways. She
anointed my hands and feet with precious oils from distant counties. She fed me
strange foods | had never tasted, with subtle spices and rare herbsin plenty. And
she prepared dozens of even stranger drinks, mainly white, which made my en-
ergy bubble and my mind go tipsy.

She knew how to take care of someone. She created a warm nest, a small
one-bedroom world in which | felt totally protected and safe, strong enough to
learn to walk again, free enough to say silly things and cry when | needed to.

Soon, she started laughing again. She was such a joyful soul. It didn't take
long before | laughed with her. | didn’t have anything to do, just let myself be
carried by her enthusiasm. It was so easy that it made me ask myself questions
about awakening.

Gervin had often explained that laughing was one of the things that sleepers
were not good at. What was | to make of the fact that | was laughing more and
more, as Gervin soon noticed? Was | being awakened by Elyani? It sounded too
easy. | was not doing anything.

Could awakening be received?

That did not go well with the fact that awakening had to do with free will.
Surely one could not receive awakening.

But could it be that through receiving, one could awaken?
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“A whole new world is opening to you,” Gervin told me during one of his
visits, and it seemed to make him quite happy. “This is the second part of your
journey, and perhaps not the least important,” he added.

Then there was discovering the joy of discussing al sorts of topics, not all
lawfully enlightened. Before descending to the Underworlds, | had never really
discussed anything with anyone. | had often spoken with Gervin, of course, but
that was not the same. When | talked with Elyani, a new state of mind awak-
ened inside me. | never ran out of questions, and all sorts of strange new ideas
came to me. Of course in the beginning, | was somewhat inhibited by the fact
that she was so much more knowledgeable in the Law than me, and so much
more trained in the mysteries of her order, and so much more awake. But the
gap soon stopped being frightening, thanks to Elyani’s softness and sense of
humour. Each time my mind froze, she knew so well how to pull aface that re-
flected exactly how | felt. She made me laugh, and the discussion opened in a
new direction.

So we discussed and laughed about many orders in the temple, and about
places in the kingdom she had visited, about wise men and women in the Law
she had met in her life as a White Eagle priestess, about my schooling years in
Sheringa, my frustration at Artold’s slow parlance, my despair at losing the
stone in the forests of Nadavan, and about whether | would ever awaken, as
well as the pet filosterops of Mouridji’s neighbour (an old lady who was be-
coming as blind as the oracle of the King of Atlantis), and Gervin's predictions
of looming disaster, and hundreds of other fantastic and insignificant things.

One day Gervin came to visit and was pleasantly surprised to find me not in
bed, but sitting on the lawn. After lawfully praising the Lord Melchisedek, he
turned to Elyani and applauded her work.

“You look much better, son!” he told me. “No wonder, though, with all the
white beverages you must have been given!” He sat with us on the violet lawn,
and from one of the pockets of his gown took out two large pears of the Law,
which he gave to Elyani.

“Gervin,” | asked him, “after discussing things with Elyani, there are hun-
dreds of questions | would like to ask you.”

“Hundreds?’ Gervin opened his eyes wide and turned to Elyani.

Elyani chuckled.

| pretended to take no notice, “Gervin, when | met you in the White Light af-
ter dying in the Underworld, was it adream or was it real ?’

“Real. Much more real than here, actually.”

“Which part of the Underworld were we in? It felt completely different from
all the other places| saw down there.”

“That was no longer in the Underworld, but in Highness.” Gervin could see
that the concept of Highness was vague in my mind. “Y ou should take advan-
tage of your convalescence to ask Elyani about the ladder of the worlds. The
White Eagle is a great traveller among the gods, and so his servant maids know
everything that is worth knowing about journeying through the spheres.”
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“The spheres of Highness...” | mused, “are very high. How can a man go
straight from the deep Underworld to the lofty spheres of Highness, and be back
in the Underworld in no time?’

“ At the moment of dying,” Gervin explained, “it is not rare for people to con-
nect with the White Light of the spheres of Highness. This is part of the magic
of dying. It doesn’t matter where you are, whether in the kingdom, in the worlds
of the gods, or in the Underworld. Dying can immediately transport you into the
Light. And when you become a fully awakened person, then you die a new
death every second. You can dwell in the Light of the spheres of Highness for-
ever.”

Eternal Life through a permanent state of death. It left Elyani and myself
thoughtful.

Then | risked a burning question, “ Gervin, suppose | had not been a sleeper at
all, and had undertaken my descent into the Underworld like a really awakened
person.”

“Suppose!” echoed Gervin.

“Would | have been ableto bring Vivyani back?’

“Yes,” he answered, matter-of-fact, “very likely so.”

“So, redlly, it isthisimportant to become an awakened one.”

This was spoken from the heart. It made Gervin shine one of his enlightening
smiles. “Y ou understand that the White Eagle guided you to her, don't you?”

| nodded silently.

“Gervin, will Szar learn more about the Underworld when he goes to the
temple of the Dragon?’ Elyani asked.

“That could well be. No one in the kingdom knows more about the Under-
world than the Sons of the Dragon.”

Despite my gripping desire to find Vivyani, the idea that | might have to go
down a second time made me feel sick to the stomach. Elyani, who understood,
gently called on the presence of the White Eagle for me.

It was magic. Each time she invoked the Eagle, | felt serene again.

Gervin, who had been watching her, smiled affectionately. And he started
telling us about Lehrmon, who was working hard at the production of extraor-
dinary soft stones in the temple of Lasseera, together with Master Esrevin and
the soon-to-be-famous-throughout-the-entire-kingdom Master Woolly, the
stone-maker genius.

After Gervin left, | engaged in a discussion of the spheres with Elyani. “So
the kingdom, the intermediary worlds, the worlds of the gods and the spheres of
Highness are al part of the spheres of Melchisedek, is that right?”

“Right!” shereplied.

“And where do the Underworldsfit in all this?’

“Also part of the spheres of Melchisedek, but below us. And there are plenty
of Underworlds! What you saw during your descent was only a superficial crust.
Underneath, there are layers upon layers. It goes down as deep as the spheres
above are high.”
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| shuddered at the thought of what | had escaped. But what would happen to
me at the temple of the Dragon? | swallowed hard. “Do you think the Sons of
the Dragon will ask me to go down again, and perhaps even further down?”’

“1 don’'t know. Perhaps you should ask the White Eagle of the gods through
me?’ she said to divert my attention.

The stratagem worked instantly. “Do you mean you could prophesy from the
White Eagle for me?” | asked with surprise.

She pretended to be offended. “Of course | can! Szar-ka, what do you think? |
am a high priestess.”

“Be careful, White Eagle, | might take you up on this one!”

“Ask me. Any time,” her voice was honey-sweet. “But for now, let us return
to the spheres. Which sphere are we in now?”

“Now we are standing in the kingdom, below the worlds of the gods and the
intermediary worlds, and above the Underworlds.”

“Lawfully so!”

“Tell me, what’ s the Upperworld, exactly?’

“ Another name for the world of the gods, which we sometimes call the trian-
gle”

“Simple,” | gave a handclap.

“Simple,” she smiled. “In the ladder of the worlds, which isthe first layer that
comes after the kingdom?” she asked.

“Darkness visible, the first of the intermediary worlds.”

“Right and righteous. And why isit called darkness visible?’

“Visible, because it can easily be seen from the kingdom, and darkness, be-
cause when one looks into it, the atmosphere suddenly becomes dark. And by
the way, Lady Elyani, | know very well how to recognise when people are talk-
ing through the voice channels of darkness visible so | can’t hear what they are
saying!”

She looked up to the spheres with a dignified attitude on her face, pushing her
lips forward and playing with her hand on her chin just like Master Gervin
when he pulled his beard.

What else could | do but burst out laughing? She followed.

When we recovered some seriousness, | asked, “And who lives in the spheres
of Highness?’

“Great sages and angels. Those who never die.”

“Ahal” | said. “That sounds exactly like what Gervin wants me to strive for,
because only he who never sleeps, never dies.”

“Exactly. Gervin's words were clear, weren't they? As soon as you start dy-
ing every second, you are fully awakened, and then you never die! Got it?’

“Mm...” | pondered, “but | thought the gods were immortal ?’

“Not completely. Their worlds are located below the spheres of Highness.
The gods live hundreds of hundreds of hundreds of times longer than us, which
is why they are called immortal. But they must leave their body and die at the
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end of a cosmic cycle, and be reborn at the beginning of the following one.
Anything below Highness is subject to death.”

“Really,” | observed, “the more you go down, the more death there is. In the
spheres of Highness they never die. In the worlds of the gods they don’t die very
often. In the kingdom we die quite a bit. But it’s nothing compared to the Un-
derworld | saw, where everyone seems to be dying a lot. Makes you wonder
what happens further below.”

“But it'sobvious,” she said with amischievous smile, “they must be dying all
the time! Which means that if we could go there, we would be fully awakened.”

“And then we' d never die?’ | asked in a perplexed voice.

“Szar-ka,” shesaid, “isn't it time for you to go and get some lawful rest?”’

“But what about the spheres of remoteness?’ | asked.

“They are very far. Not at al like us. Totally different.”

“What sort of people live there?’

“Other forms of intelligence. Not at al like us human beings.” The lady of
the Eagle slowly waved her arms around me, swelling her cheeks and letting a
mysterious whisper blow through her rounded lips. “Flying Dragons. Great
clouds of blue consciousness that make ‘ffffoooohhhh’ sounds when you tune
inand listen.”

| was fascinated.

“A while ago,” she added, “I heard Lady Teyani prophesy that one day, you
would tell us many secrets about the spheres of remoteness.”

“Lady Teyani was prophesying about me? How come?’

Elyani shrugged her shoulders innocently. “We have to talk about something
in our temple meetings.”

“Elyani,” | frowned, “you won’t get out of this one so lawfully easily!”

She saw it was the truth. “All right,” she admitted. “It was when | reported to
her after you had that travelling accident, when you lost consciousness and | had
to go and pick you up. Remember?”’

“Of course | do. That was when | was always trying to catch you before you
left the take-off room, but each time | finally managed to open my eyes you
were aready gone.”

When Elyani was moved, the light of the White Eagle shone through her.
This time so much light shone that she was nearly embarrassed. “1 wonder what
projected you into a sphere of remoteness,” she went on. “Lucky it wasn’t too
far. But you know, when | arrived there something very strange happened.
Those deadly winds of space had miraculously stopped, and | heard a feeble
murmur. | tried all the known types of identification symbols, but it didn’t re-
spond.”

“Wasit threatening?’

“Not at al! | became threatening, because | was scared it would attack you.
Nothing like it. The voice just whispered to me there was nothing to fear be-
cause ‘ Space Matrix’ was watching. And another voice heralded the return of a
Flying Dragon.”
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“Far Un...” | began, but | stopped, having promised myself never to say these
words lightly again. “And what did Teyani have to say about that?”’

“She said it was an extremely significant connection, and that one day you
will have much more to tell us about it. She also suggested that this connection
could well be the reason Gervin chose you as his apprentice.”

“I don't see the link, there.”

“Flying Dragons, Space Matrix, and being looked after in remoteness,” ex-
plained Elyani, “all this sounds like travelling in large measure. You may not
have realised it yet, Szar, but the Masters of Thunder are fantastic travellers.
People like Gervin and Lehrmon have explored the spheres up and down and in
every other direction. Some of these spheres have so many directions that they
can become extremely confusing. The mind cannot cope with them. And so the
Masters of Thunder have developed a supermind process for travelling in multi-
dimensional spaces, and applied it to extravagantly distant explorations — the
kind of journeys that sound far away even to gods.”

| looked at her eagerly, waiting for more.

“No! That's it, I'm not saying one more word!” she looked up towards
heaven, “ O, White Eagle of the gods, forgive me! | am supposed to be stealing
all the secrets of his order, and here | am, explaining to him what his teacher has
not had time to tell him yet. Help! Should | try dragon’s milk?”

| rolled on the purple lawn, “No, not that! Lady Elyani, I’'ll say anything you
want, but don’t do that to me!l”

“You mean you didn’t like my dragon’s milk?” she looked as if her heart was
broken.

Mother of the Light, what had | said? | sat up immediately. “Of course, |
loved it! It was the most fantastic, unique dragon’s milk | had ever drunk. And
the Lord Melchisedek is my witness... what a day | had afterwards! | can’'t wait
till 1 deserve another one.”

5.35 Welcome to the personal stage

For the first time since the descent, | was to go and visit Gervin in the en-
clave of the jewelsinstead of him visiting mein Elyani’s courtyard.

The lady of the Eagle escorted me through the maze of halls and corridors.
When we arrived at the portal of the female wing, she quickly checked my en-
ergy before letting me go. Satisfied that | could cope with walking, she gave me
a cautious blessing.

| went straight to the enclave of the thirty-three victorious gods. | had to pay a
visit to Lord Gana s dltar.

As | waswalking, | realised this was the first time in weeks that | had |eft EI-
yani. Some strange feelings accompanied this redlisation, so strange that |
couldn’t really tell what they were. And everything around me felt so different.
“What the U... has happened to me?’ | thought, as | lawfully greeted people on
theway. Why do | feel likel am living in a different world?
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As aways, paying my respects to Gana was like greeting an old friend. “Ha!
Gana! Lobatchen Zerah! Hera, Gana! Samayin ho Zerah!”

At least he had not changed! “Oh, Lord Gana,” | thought, “what would | do in
thisworld if you were not here? But what is happening to me?”’

The light around the altar was as sweet as Elyani’ s white drinks. “ The white
drinks...” | thought, “perhaps this is what is happening: I’m not coping with so
many white drinks. Too magic for me. What do you think, Lord Gana?’ | asked
through the fountain.

The knowingness of the fountain, however, rather indicated that the white
drinks were excellent for me.

| sighed inrelief.

All sorts of questions came to my mind at the same time. It made me smile,
remembering the times | used to come here desperate to find questions | could
ask my master.

| wondered if it would be possible for me to prophesy from the wisdom of
Lord Gana, just as Elyani prophesied from the White Eagle. Perhaps if |
watched her officiating, | could find clues on how to do the same with Gana.
Prophecy sounded exactly like what | needed to answer all my questions. More
than ever before, | needed the wisdom of the gods.

By the time | arrived at Gervin's, many more questions had popped into my
mind. The wise man in the Law greeted me warmly and lawfully and as always,
he inquired about my health.

“l don't know!” | said, “My body is fine, but al sorts of strange things are
happening inside me, Gervin. | wish | understood them better.”

“What do you think could be happening, son?’

“It's al so different, Gervin. Would you believe it, there are times when |
have so many questions that | don’t even know which one to ask Elyani first.
And | feel regrets about many things | have done in the past, and which now
appear to me to have been gross mistakes, and missed opportunities. And my
mind is often preoccupied with wishes and emotions — hopes and feelings like |
never had before.”

“Do you think sleepers have regrets and wishes like these?’

“1 know they don’t. But | can’t help thinking that my life used to be so much
simpler before. Gervin, there are even times when my own wishes contradict
each other! | can see no wisdom in that.”

“Ahal” Gervin laughed. “Like what, for instance?”’

“l wish | didn’t have to go to the temple of the Dragon. And | hope no one
ever asks me to go down into the Underworlds again,” | shuddered. “But | wish
the Sons of the Dragon could tell me how to descend and find Vivyani. | know
sheis dead, but so what? Whether her body lives or not does not change the fact
that her soul isstill frozen down there. Who will take care of her?”

“S0 you are becoming a man of compassion.”

“Compassion sounds like the wisdom of great sages. What | am talking about
is much more simple. | am just starting to understand the value of being taken
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care of, and that has made me think about a lot of things. Perhaps, after all,
having been taken care of by Elyani has taught me even more than descending
into the Underworld did.”

“Perhaps!” Gervin twinged his beard, signaling that our discussion had
depth, “but then of course if you had not gone to the Underworld, there would
not have been an opportunity to be taken care of. And if you had not died in the
White Light, perhaps you would never have been capable of letting someone
take care of you.”

“Perhaps,” | answered, wishing | had a beard like Gervin and Lehrmon, so |
could twinge it and reach great depths of thinking like them. To my dismay, the
five or six thin blond hairs on my chin never seemed to grow. | wondered if the
White Eagles had special brews for growing beards. Even though, why would
they?

“Now,” | continued, “I have come to tell you one thing, Gervin. If, for the
third time, you ask me to become your apprentice, |1 will not hesitate. | will say
yes. | have given it alot of thought in the last weeks. | am still not at all sure
that 1 can follow you, but if by the grace of the gods | could ever become a
Master of Thunder, then perhaps | could find Vivyani. And deep inside | till
believe there was some truth in the vision | had at the lake. One day our good
Lady Elyani will need help, and | want to be there for her. But what help could |
give her now, ignorant and powerless as | am? If you make me strong, then |
can help her. And aso, perhaps one day | will be able to give to someone, a bit
like you have given to me, and that would be the greatest of al gifts.”

Gervin and | looked at each other silently. | could feel his warmth — the
warmth | had admired in him ever since | met him. But now, | could also re-
ceive the warmth, as when Elyani was taking care of me. And in this receiving,
there was giving. It was a marvellous experience. For the first time, | found my-
self shining warmth into Gervin, just as when | sat and did eye contact with El-
yani.

It was simple and full. A magic instant. “ Gervin’s warmth is so much like the
White Eagle’s,” | thought. Or perhaps was it the other way around?

“Something | have found about sleepers is that they do not understand what
warmth is about,” | said. “They are cold, a bit like the people in the Under-
world, but they do not even redliseit.”

“Very true, man of the Law!” answered Gervin who, | was discovering, knew
extremely well how to receive the warmth | was sending him.

“Now, | also have something to tell you,” Gervin said after a while. “Re-
member when | said that a lot would have happened by the time | asked you a
third time, which will be binding for us both? In fact, so much has happened
that | believe there is no longer the need for me to ask you. This warmth, of
which you speak well, will be our binding. Still, there is aformal way of doing
things by which we must abide, so asto help the power of our lineage flow from
me to you. Tomorrow morning, you will meet me at the door of my room two

194



5—The Book of the Mysteries of Eisraim

hours before sunrise, and | will conduct a ceremony in which | will formally
invite you to join the Masters of Thunder.”

| shivered. Shame on me, my only thought was, “Good Lord Melchisedek,
what will have happened to me by tomorrow morning?”’

Gervin read my thoughts. He promptly raised a protective hand towards my
heart. “It’s al right! It's all right! Thistime | am not sending any disasters your
way,” he said quickly, making me laugh.

5.36 White Eagle prophecy

Elyani was waiting for me at the portal of the female wing of the temple.

“1 haven’t seen you for ages!” | exclaimed.

“Three hours at least,” she smiled.

As | followed her, | feigned exasperation, “This is getting to be ridiculous!
There must be a way for me to find my direction in the corridors of your tem-
ple!”

The lady of the Eagle chuckled. “Of course, there are ways. Plenty of ways.”

“Magic?’ | asked.

“Of course!”

“Do you think afew hundred more white drinks could help?’

“Funny you should say that! | have just prepared areally special one.”

“Sweet Upperworld!” | thought, “I knew that something was going to happen
tome.” As| believed | recognised a hallway, | asked, “Didn’t we just walk past
here three minutes ago?’

“NO."

“Gervin and Lehrmon can do multi-dimensiona travelling through the
spheres of remoteness,” | said, “and | can’t even find my way to your bedroom.
| have alot of catching up to do.”

We walked down a small stairway. | was sure we had already passed it. |
didn’t even bother mentioning it to my guide. “Elyani,” | said, “there is a ques-
tion | have had in my mind for some time. Are you Gervin’s daughter?’

“QOuch!” she exclaimed, “Szar, what are you asking!”

Redlising | had made a blunder, | immediately said, “Sorry! | won’t mention
itagain.”

“That's good.” She paused. “Gervin is not my father, but | am very touched
that you thought he was.”

When we findly arrived at the courtyard, Elyani suggested | got some lawful
rest.

“I'm not tired at all. Listen, something has happened. Gervin has announced
to me that tomorrow at dawn he is going to initiate me as his apprentice in
Thunder.”

“Lawfully wonderful!” 1t was clear Elyani loathed this news. “And did he say
when you would be going to the temple of the Dragon?”

“Probably not long after that. Y ou have healed me so well. Sometimes | wish
| could have been sick alittle longer.”
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“Oh, really?’ Elyani shone with the light of the Eagle.

“Really! Can’t you poison me a little with one of your drinks? Tomorrow
during lunch, perhaps.”

Elyani did not laugh. She bit her lip and contemplated the mists, pulling her-
self together.

The silence was broken by a few drops of rain that started falling into the
courtyard.

“What do you think is waiting for me at the temple of the Dragon? Probably
nothing | should be looking forward to. Are there any high initiates of the Un-
derworlds here, in the temple of Eisraim?’

“Not that | know of.”

“Are there no orders in Eisraim which descend to the Underworlds like you
and | had to do?’

“Only afew. It's too dangerous. Most of them are just accompanied to a cav-
ern like the one | dropped you in. Then they are led by the hand for a short visit,
until they start yelling, ‘Oh my Lord Melchisedek, what is that? Then they are
taken back to the surface, and they call themselves great initiates of the Under-
world.”

“And what about the White Eagles. Do they all have to go down?”

“All of them,” Elyani answered, pulling one of her delicate faces. “It is one of
the essential trials to become a high priestess of our order, and we accept it and
are proud of it because we like to be known as the order of the White Eagle, not
the White Goose. But in the last years the casualties have been horrid. Gervin
must have spoken to you about the deterioration of the warp of fields.”

“Which iswhy he asked you to look after me,” | caught her.

She pulled another quick face at me. “In the last three years not one of the
White Eagles has returned. Sending someone down has become like proclaim-
ing a death sentence. Each time, it leaves Teyani devastated. If it continues like
this there will be nothing left of our order.”

“Maybe | am being presumptuous,” | just had to say it, “but I'm sure that if |
had gone down again, | would have found Vivyani.”

“Szar, | believe you. But your body was at the limit of exhaustion. It would
have died while you were down there.”

“All right, all right! | accept that.” Looking at my skinny body, | grinned, “I
just need another one hundred thousand white drinks, and who knows? Maybe |
will be fit enough to try again.”

When | mentioned Vivyani, Elyani often changed the topic. This time she
passed her hand close to the large birthmark on my left cheek and sighed,
“When you were asleep, Teyani and | tried a balm on this, but it didn’'t work.
Though | have thought of other herbs that may prove more efficient.”

Looking straight into her eyes, | said, “I want to ask the White Eagle of the
gods if there is something | can do at the temple of the Dragon to bring Vivyani
back. Will you be my prophetess?”’
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We had long passed the stage of wondering whether eye contact was unlaw-
ful. Holding the intensity in my eyes, Elyani nodded, “I will. But will you get
some lawful rest first? The prophecy could take along time.”

The drops had turned into rain. | capitulated and went to take a nap that lasted
four more hours than | had expected. Despite the fact that | felt stronger than
ever, my sleep patterns were still irregular.

When | re-emerged, it was already sunset. It was till raining. | went to knock
at Elyani’ s door.

“What have you been doing?’ | exclaimed with surprise when | saw her.
“You are shining!”

It made her shine alittle more. “Come on, we have to take the herbs.”

“Y ou mean you are drinking this one with me?’

“Yes. It's prophecy-time!” She handed me a large cup full of a pinkish-white
liquid. | sat on the floor and took a sip while she was adjusting the flame on her
small bedroom altar.

“Half!” shesaid, “You must drink half.”

| did as she ordered and handed the cup back to her, “This one is all sweet
and bubbly.”

Without a word, she expedited the other half in one draught. Then she turned
towards 