God in Three Persons: A Spiritual Odyssey
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“Here is Wisdom. Let him that hath understandiogra the
number of the beast: for it is the number of a nagd his number
is Six hundred threescore and six.”
- - Revelation 13:18
“Now the weight of gold that came to Solomon in gear was six
hundred threescore and six talents of gold.”
- I Kings 10:14

Apollos looked out of the small window as thepkine started to descend into the
Eternal City, the sacred heart of Christendom. idgekim, Sophia reclined on his broad
shoulder, resting and recharging her internal batiter having depleted her psychic
energy at Delphi. Apollos reminisced about theglsassion with the oracle of Delphi, a
role that Sophia had played admirably. He hadhdlyeead the words in his little
notebook that he had transcribed from the oracelalation of the Key to the Initiated.
He reflected on the science of the acceleratedugwal of the human soul from the lower
mind (and its attachment to the physical bodyhetigher mind (and its ascension to
higher consciousness). This science was revealexlicit detail in the unveiled little
book, which Apollos kept close to his heart in anar pocket of his blazer jacket.

Simon Petroma sat behind Apollos and listened agen to the recording of the
apocalyptic secrets through a set of earphoneswvddeexperiencing a battle in his mind,
and his heart thumped nervously, as he tried ton@te what he had been taught and
what he was now hearing for the first time in lifis.| What he had been taught from
early childhood, when his imagination had beenicapd by the terrifying images from
the Apocalypse, the last book of the Bible, was tha book was about the past, present,
and future of the Christian church. He had treedécipher the symbolic language when
he became a scholar within the Catholic Churchweier, his interpretations always
portrayed the persecution of the early church lgapaRoman authorities, and he saw the
metaphors as literary devices used to represeitnpagme, the city on seven hills.
Within the apocalyptic story he saw the church gefrumphant over paganism. Now, in
stark contrast to what he had been taught, he i8aswring that the church represented
the human being.

Sophia drifted back and forth between a stateofisvakefulness and a state of
semi-somnolence. She was aware that she was flyiag airplane through earth’s
atmosphere, but her mind kept falling into a dredesying of still being in Greece. It
seemed as if her subconscious mind was replayiagawd over again the oracular
message that she had transmitted from some unigengce, a memory of some distant



wisdom which had been buried in the fabric of sp@we time. The ancient wisdom had
risen to her consciousness like a pearl brougtitdsurface from a cavernous depth.
Images of a drama played out on the stage of &f# kecycling in her mind, and she
sensed her heart expanding and contracting rhy#iipiwith each renewal of the play in
which she was a prominent heroine. One partidolage seemed to perplex her intuitive
mind, and she tried to pierce through the mystsrimage.

Apollos felt Sophia’s body jump out of her seadl &er head move from his
shoulder.

“Sophia, did you just dream of something?” askgwlfos, who was familiar with
the perturbations of the dream-body when it wastegng the physical body.

Sophia stared for a moment absent-mindedly asathie an upright position and
gathered her senses. “I must have been dreansihg,5aid slowly, as if trying to recall
the mysterious image that haunted her subconsains She turned around to look at
Simon and saw that he still had his earphonesAdrihat instant the mysterious image
became a lucid realization. “Now | remember,” sh&l in a whisper. “l remember
seeing Simon hide a tape recorder when | camefdbedrance in Delphi.”

Apollos looked back at Simon and realized thaivas probably listening to the
recording of the esoteric revelation.

At that moment a voice came on the speakers will@rairplane and told the
passengers to prepare for landing at the airf@irhon opened his eyes and saw Apollos
looking intently at him. The voice reminded thesgangers to turn off all electronic
devices. A light flashed simultaneously overheathsten the seatbelts.

“Why are you looking at me like that?” asked Sinasnhe turned off the small
handheld recorder and put away his earphones.

“You recorded what Sophia said at Delphi, did@ui?” stated Apollos in an
accusatory tone.

“And what if | did!?” answered Simon with a mocgitone.

“You beast!” exclaimed Apollos through gritted ttee He turned around and
brought his seat to an upright position. He loo&atlof the small oval window and saw
the city of Rome fade into the distance as thdamgdescended westward toward the
airport near the Tyrrhenian Sea. He couldn’t malkethe seven famous hills that he had
read about, but his associative mind parroted amoné device that he had learned in
school: “Can Queen Victoria Eat Cold Apple PieMtie first letters, he recalled, stood
for the seven hills: Capitoline, Quirinal, Vimin&squiline, Caelian, Aventine, and
Palatine. He could, however, see the Tiber Riaaks its way through the modern city.

Sophia reached out and held Apollos’ hand as lneeprapidly lost altitude.

They both seemed to hold their breath as the winéélse plane touched down on the
runway of the Leonardo da Vinci International AirpdRome’s main airport. They
breathed a sigh of relief as the plane taxied tdwlae terminal, and Sophia smiled as if
to reassure Apollos that everything would turnalutight as long as they were together.

A personal driver was waiting for Simon and higgfs, as he called them.
Apollos noticed the Alfa Romeo insignia as he wellp to the red car and got into the
back seat with Sophia; two Milanese symbols deedratheraldic inner circle: a red
cross on a white field, and a snake-cum-dragon lmnefield. The passengers sat
quietly as the driver drove down the Autostrada Ra@xeroporta di Fumicino, the main
highway connecting the airport with Rome. Whendheer turned onto the Grande



Raccordo Anulare, the ring road motorway that et the city, Simon started talking
to the driver in Italian. Apollos and Sophia hadalue that Simon and the driver were
working together to sabotage the publication of g manuscript.

The driver took exit number one, Aurelia, and dralown Via Aurelia to Citta
Del Vaticano (Vatican City). Within minutes ther ciopped at the Starhotel
Michelangelo, which was a short walk from St. Pst&quare.

“This is where we’re going to stay,” said Simoredking his self-imposed
silence. He was still bitter about the word Apsllessed when he found out that Simon
had recorded the revelatory message at Delphi.

“Arrivederci,” said the driver as he unloaded $uitcases and turned to leave.

“A piu tardi, Romano,” responded Simon, calling friend by his first name for
the first time, as he told him he’d see him later.

“So what are you planning to do with the recor@hgsked Apollos as soon as
Romano drove away.

“Let’'s not make a public spectacle of this,” anssegeSimon as he picked up his
suitcase and headed for the hotel lobby. “Letlsahout it as soon as we get to your
room.”

As before, Simon made sure his room was adjaoeghetroom Apollos and
Sophia shared. He wanted to keep a close eyesom th

“Look, Apollos!” exclaimed Sophia as she enterteel hotel room. “We have a
view of St. Peter’'s Dome!”

“I thought you'd be excited to have a room withiew of the greatest monument
of the Catholic Church,” remarked Simon as he sttdtie threshold of their room. “I'll
be back in a minute, as soon as | settle into rayntd

“I still would like to know what he’s up to,” sallpollos as he stood beside
Sophia and looked at the egg-shaped dome crowrtadwhiat appeared to be a four-
directional or a fleur-de-lis cross on top of agil bronze ball.

“Don’t push him too hard,” cautioned Sophia. “BvEhe has a recording of the
oracle’s revelation, he probably has no idea wikaesoteric message is all about, or
how to apply the knowledge in his life. Rememlbet the final initiation into the
mysteries of the body and soul take place only g#ars of practice and meditation.”

“You're right,” admitted Apollos as he put his aaround Sophia’s slender
shoulder. “To be a true scientist of the soul, yaust dedicate a life-time or more of
serious endeavor. It's not any easy path to tfead.

“So you want to know what I’'m going to do with teecret wisdom | now have in
my possession?” rhetorically questioned Simon dsunst into the room. “I'll tell you
what I'm going to do. Now that | have the magikays of the kingdom of the soul, | can
become a magician, like your Apollonius. | candrae the next pontifex maximus, the
great bridge between heaven and earth. | can keeeogod.” Simon stepped up to the
window and pointed in the direction of St. Peté@silica. “See the globus cruciger on
top of the dome? That cross on an orb represeatddminion of the Roman Catholic
Church over the world. Well, with what | now hawemy possession, | can make or
break that dominion.”

“I think you’re going a little too far with this,ihterjected Apollos, stepping
toward Simon. “You made me believe that you wamteslippress the dissertation that |
was working on. Now it appears that you want te itior nefarious purposes. My



purpose in bringing the story of Apollonius to therld was for scholarly reasons, to
enlighten the world with the wisdom he tried toesgat everywhere that he traveled, and
every temple and sacred site that he visited.ak not for power or to bring down a
religion.”

“Gentlemen, please listen to me,” said Sophigstey between them. She saw
that the heated exchange was starting to escalate war of words. “I think | distinctly
recall a story about Simon the magician, who tteedecome a great one, and he also
tried to buy the power to perform miracles. Ietall the story correctly, he was
denounced by the same Peter who tradition saysiedin the basilica that we see in
front of us.”

“I am well aware of that story,” acknowledged Smd‘As a matter of fact, |
carry the same name, and | pride myself on beifojj@ver of his teachings. His
concept of mind as the father and thought as thienainiting to produce the world is
the best example of spirit above and matter belanking together to bring existence
into being. He was a true magician who understam the Eternal One, through the
mind and the Logos or intelligence, brings heaverarth.”

“Then you must also be aware of the apocryphaystat Clement of Alexandria
weaves to show that Peter, the champion of the,Jeasmore powerful than Simon, the
champion of the gentiles,” continued Sophia.

“That was just a legend that the Catholic Churgfated to discredit any heresy,”
countered Simon. “You don’t really expect me tlewe that they were flying through
the air and all that nonsense.”

Apollos listened and watched as he saw the males f Simon come to the
surface. Apollos suddenly recalled the words oeEMeo Salvatore D’Aura about the
paths of the biblical Paul and Apollonius of Tyamassing in Athens, and he thought it
referred to the story of Paul on Mars Hill and shery of Apollonius in the temples of
Athens. Now it dawned on him that there was anattery that entered into the mixture
— the story of Simon the Magician. Apollonius veehounced as a magician, and so was
the biblical Paul. Simon was a gentile and a Ierehd the early Church Fathers were
eager to discredit the wise man Apollonius, so thegrted the story of Simon into the
biblical account. They didn’'t want to use the nashé@pollonius, so they just called him
Simon the Magician. After all, even the Jews thuaupat the biblical Paul (or
Apollonius) was a heretic. Apollos still felt carsled about all the stories that connected
the biblical Paul with the philosopher Apolloniusevertheless, he persevered in his
determination to make all the connections and detnate how the story of Apollonius
was transformed into the story of the biblical Paéfter all, he was now in Rome, where
the strongest evidence for their identical idengixysted.

That night Apollos dreamed that he was entangli¢id 8imon in an ongoing
battle with many twists and turns: first, he sastatue standing on an island in the Tiber
River in honor of the new god, Simon, and the gtaeemed to come to life, performing
marvelous wonders such as making a dog talk, affsfkeswim in a pond, and a seven-
month child talk like a man; at times Simon seenaelle a real magician performing
illusions with the help of a daemon or spirit gyidad at times Simon seemed to be
transformed into an universal genius whose staquated with Ju-Peter. The protean
nature of the two beings was such that it wasdaliffito discern who was who, for in the
presence of a Roman emperor both tried to makee oh@n come to life, a contest in



which the magician Simon first showed his commahith® magic arts by putting the
man to death and then the god-like Ju-Peter restdiim to life. Then in another contest
of who was more powerful, Simon flew through theadli over Rome, and then the more
powerful Ju-Peter caused Simon to fall from theaail break his legs. At that moment
Apollos, who felt like he himself was floating ihd air and then plummeted to earth,
awoke. The last image that he saw as he fell biltecastral sky was Simon dying in a
grove of Diana, the moon-goddess, in Aricia, whias outside Rome, and in the grove
he saw two large tablets of stone which were jotogether in a large Book of Stone
called the Petroma. And Simon the Magician wasdlihglthat Book of Stone in his
hands.

“Sophia,” said Apollos as he gently shook her $tb@u “I had the most unusual
dream. I've got to tell you about it.”

“It's not even daybreak,” said Sophia, rubbing éges as she looked at the drawn
white curtains covering the window.

“It was a most curious dream,” began Apollos. c@ntest between Simon the
Magician and a super-hero named Ju-Peter.” Apelioiellished the story of his dream
somewhat as he retold it. When he came to thegpanit the Book of Stone called the
Petroma, Sophia sat up in the bed and gasped, s¥mihe Book of Stone?”

“Yes,” replied Apollos. “What does it mean?”

“It means that you saw the book that was reachbyhterophant to the candidate
for initiation into the ancient Eleusinian mystetieThe two large tablets that were joined
together represented the dual aspect of truthtonate reality as One.”

“Why was it called Petroma?” asked Apollos, whddenly realized that the
name was the same as the mysterious man who wsenglseholding them as hostages in
a megalomaniac plot.

“Peter, the man who was the interpreter (or ipeer) of the mysteries, or the
hierophant as we called him in Greece, was adfttbe chief god or Ju-Peter,” explained
Sophia, her wide awake eyes shining like a beatdna night. “He was the one who
brought to light the sacred mystery of Zeus, thessZPeter.”

“And we know that, according to Apollonius, thésenot a structure nor a statue
in all Rome but that had a Greek origin,” remarkgubllos, who deductively reasoned
that Jupiter, the Pater or father of the gods, demved from the Greek Zeus.

“Precisely,” stated Sophia. “Which brings ushe tegend of Peter in Rome.”

They were interrupted by a loud knocking on tligior. “Are you both awake?”
they heard the voice of Simon say.

“Wait a minute!” yelled back Apollos. He got aaftbed and walked to the door
wearing only his boxer shorts. “What do you wardg8ked Apollos as he held the door
slightly ajar.

“I heard voices coming from your room, and | figdryou both were awake,”
explained Simon, who was standing in the hallwalyignpajamas.

“I was telling Sophia about a dream | had,” saicblgs, yawning for the first
time since he had awakened.

“You'll have to tell me about it sometime,” saich®n with a subdued interest.
“Listen, | forgot to tell the two of you that tod&y/the Feast day of Saints Peter and Paul.
“There’s a special jubilee celebration at Piazza Bigtro.” Simon used the Italian name
for St. Peter's Square or plaza.



“Oh, | didn’t know that,” commented Apollos indiffently.

“How would the two of you like to join me for brigfast in the hotel’s fine
restaurant, and then | can show you around my kdleoity?” suggested Simon, whose
friendly tone seemed to betray an ulterior motive.

Apollos looked back at Sophia, who was noddinghead in approval to the
suggestion. “OK, un’ora,” said Apollos, raisingeofinger skywards to indicate in one
hour. “A piu tardi,” he added. He had remembeheditalian phrase Simon had used the
previous day. He was starting to catch on to ttega: When in Rome, do as the
Romans do.

“What day is today?” was the first question Sops&ed when they met Simon
for breakfast.

“Thursday, or as we Italians say it, Giovedi,” awesed Simon, getting out of his
chair slightly out of respect for the lady who vgasng to sit across from him.

“Jumping Jupiter,” said Apollos, winking at Sophia

“By Jove, you've got it,” winked back Sophia irspnse.

“What's the winking all about?” asked Simon, whaticed the subtle gestures.

“Oh, it's something that we were talking abousthiorning, how the Greek gods
became Roman gods, and how Zeus became Jupitespdacth and so on,” responded
Sophiain a playful tone.

“And how curiously that the name Peter comes ftboemRoman god Ju-Peter or
the Greek combination Zeus-Peter,” added Apollvessing the parts of the dual name.
“So what was that dream about, that caused yoaite such a ruckus this

morning?” asked Simon, changing the subject. Heesl to eat the food on his plate.

“Oh, it was only a jumbled up replay of the apqtral stories of Simon and Peter
that we were talking about yesterday,” remarkedI®gso “The really interesting part
was the ending, where | saw a book of stone cétiedPetroma.”

Simon stopped eating as he looked up and savotkeof realization in the eyes
of Apollos. “So now you know,” said Simon sheepysh

“Yes, we do,” chimed in Sophia. “We now understavhy you carry that name,
and what drives you to be the grand interpretéh@fmysteries.”

“Say no more,” pleaded Simon. “l have been foand Let’s just finish our
breakfast and be on our way. I'd rather help yoyethe city than spoil your day with
an in-depth look into my true nature.”

After breakfast, Simon’s personal driver, Romarioked them up and drove
them across the Fiume Tevere (Tiber River) to thesrof the ancient Roman Forum.
They walked through the ancient ruins and reflectethe glory that was once Rome.
As they walked down the Via Sacra (Sacred Way),lllpdegan to expound on
Apollonius in Rome:

“Apollonius must have walked through here in agiels procession along the
route of the Sacred Way when he first came to Roméhe biography by Philostratus,
he mentions that Apollonius was not afraid to eReme, even though many
philosophers were persecuted for speaking out aheutrannical rule of Nero. He says
that Apollonius first stopped outside Rome at avgrof Diana in Aricia, which was
located beside the circular volcanic crater of Lhlkeeni. That's where a fleeing
philosopher warned him not to proceed northwa@dme. However, when he came to
Rome, he was careful to only share his wisdom,rexdhis opinions about the buffoon



Nero. He visited all the temples and was giveritemipermission by the high-priest
Telesinus to recommend reforms. The major refopulinius attempted to inculcate
was the abolition of animal sacrifices. So in Teenples of Jupiter, and Saturn, and
Castor and Pollux, and in other temples, Apollotiiexl to teach that it was better to
bring an offering of fruit, or to burn incense asadfering to the gods, instead of trying to
guess the will of the gods through bloody sacrsite

“Would you like to visit the Colosseum, while we’here in this vicinity?”
interrupted Simon as they started to head in trection of Rome’s greatest
amphitheater.

“I'd rather not,” bluntly stated Apollos. “Apolldus declined to go there because
of the uncivilized activities that took place thére

“How about the Arch of Titus, which is straightesd?” inquired Simon, who
was trying to be a good host and a tour guide.

“I'd like to see it,” stated Sophia, who walkedndan hand with Apollos.

They walked under the enormous memorial commissidty Emperor Domitian
in 81 CE after the death of his brother Titus,dbeeral who conquered Jerusalem in 70
CE.

Simon translated the inscription in the friezetom of the arch: “The Roman
Senate and People to Deified Titus, Vespasian Auguson of Deified Vespasian.”

Apollos looked up at the inside of the arch anchewnted on the panel with a
relief of the triumphal procession with the spdgken from the temple in Jerusalem:
“That menorah, or seven-branched candelabrumeisntbst precious sacred object that
the Romans stole from the Jewish people. How hatimy for the people to watch a
foreign conqueror loot their sacred temple.”

Sophia was impressed by the symbolic representatiche second panel with a
relief of Titus’ victory: “There is the deified graror Titus riding in a chariot drawn by
four horses and accompanied by the goddess of Wiattd the goddess of deified Rome.
How those emperors loved to glorify each otherstanyt exploits!”

“I'm not too proud to say that Apollonius was ifved in advising Vespasian to
seek the crown at the same time that the campai@nst Jerusalem was set into
motion,” remarked Apollos. “I guess Apolloniustféhat Vespasian would make a better
ruler than the tyrant Nero.”

“l suggest we proceed to our next destinationyiset Simon as they exited the
Roman Forum through the Arch of Titus. “I'd like $how you the official cathedral of
Rome, San Giovanni in Laterno, founded by Empemstantine in the early™4
century.”

The first thing that Apollos noticed as they drayeto the plaza, where the
basilica stood, was a red granite obelisk.

“That’s the largest standing obelisk in the wdrkhid Simon when he saw
Apollos gaze in wonderment at the quadrangulaapilfit's 105 feet tall, and it was
moved from the Karnak temple in Luxor, Egypt untter orders of Emperor
Constantine, who hoped to raise it in his new ehpit Constantinople. But he died
before it left Egypt, and his son, the emperor Camte I, decided to bring it to Rome
instead.”

“I wonder if Apollonius saw this obelisk when hraveled up the Nile River on
his pilgrimage through Egypt?” said Apollos musing|



When Simon led his little tour group up to the megsive entrance of St. John
Lateran, which was named after both John the Bagrtid John the Evangelist, he read
the inscription on the facade while Apollos and I8apooked up admiringly at the seven
meter high statues of Christ holding a large Latwss, the two biblical figures that the
church was named after, and twelve saints of tistelfaand Western churches:

“SACROSANCTA LATERANENSIS ECCLESIA OMNIUM URBIS EDRBIS
ECCLESIARUM MATER ET CAPUT, which means The Mostliihateran Church,
Mother and Mistress of all churches of the city a&melworld.”

“That’s quite a distinction, to be named the Motbgall churches,” said Sophia.

“I would say that's quite an egocentric claim,frr@rked Apollos.

“Wait until you go inside and see the special hagfar,” said Simon, hoping to
build up some excitement for his tourists.

When they arrived at the tall, ornate papal atteey stood looking upward at its
heaven-oriented design for several minutes befor@isbroke the silence:

“There’s a relic chamber at the top of this higfaran which the heads, or part of
the heads, according to tradition of course, ofShmts Peter and Paul are preserved.”

“The only part of Apollonius’ head that | can iniag preserved here would be
the hair of his head and the beard from his faaewhas shorn and shaved when he was
in Rome the second time, which was during EmpeioclBtian’s reign when he was
imprisoned and brought to trial for treasonous ingtions.”

“Well, according to apocryphal stories and chundtorians, Paul was beheaded
during his second imprisonment during the reigiwiperor Nero in the year 67AD,”
stated Simon.

“I remember reading about Apollonius in prisomterjected Sophia, “and |
especially loved the part where he consoled thergifisoners and then preached a
sermon to them, telling them that we are all iriagn which is known as life. He
explained to them that the soul is bound and fedt@én a perishable body and has to
suffer many things.”

“That is quite a philosophy of life,” admitted Sim “But | don’t think we have
much time left if we're to make the appearanceagd®John Paul in St. Peter’'s Square at
noon. | think we’d better hurry along.”

“Now that’s a sweet surprise that | hadn’t antatgd,” expressed Sophia. “My
heart is starting to open up to your ingratiatiegds.”

“I'm pleased to hear that,” smiled Simon, whoseeinnature also seemed to
blossom at the thought of the person whom he célldg Father.

When they arrived at St. Peter's Square, the phamaalready packed with
pilgrims from all over the world. They made theiay past the centrally located obelisk,
and maneuvered past the standing crowd, to gdoss as they could to the studio
window overlooking the square. They could seagel@urple banner unfurled from the
open window; the banner was adorned with the pgpersonal coat of arms, whose
central motif was a white cross of purity on a heedy blue background with a large
virginal white M in the lower right-hand cornergtiv stood for his unflinching devotion
to the Virgin Mary.

The crowd responded with a thunderous applause Wbpe John Paul Il made
his appearance at the window. He held up his hight to silence the crowd, and then
he led the pilgrims in the prayer known as the Angje



“Angelus Domini nuntial vit Mariae (The angel okthord declared unto Mary)
Et concepit de Spiritu Sancto (And she conceivieti®Holy Ghost)

Ave Maria. (Hail Mary)

Ecce aucilla Domini (Behold the handmaid of thed)o

Fiat mihi secundum verbum taum (Be it done untcaceording to thy word)
Ave Maria. (Hail Mary)

Et Verbum caro factum est (And the Word was méekhj

Et habitavit in nobis (And dwelt among us)

Ave Maria. (Hail Mary)”

Apollos looked up at the frail, suffering popehés words droned through the
loud speakers. He was amazed to be standing jorésence of a man whose influence
in the world was truly great. He remembered watghhe man traverse the globe on
television, and he watched as the gifted leadénefCatholic world brought communism
to its knees. Here was a man who carried the tamas that were paramount in Apollos’
own life: John, the revelator of the Apocalypsed &aul, the world traveler who was
also known as Apollonius. Curiously, the pope sijhis name in the Greek style as
loannes Paulus, as if to connect himself to thetenigs of Greece.

At the end of the Angelus prayer, the pope spdkeiathe Feast day of the Holy
Apostles Peter and Paul that the Catholic peopte welebrating, calling Peter and Paul
“the pillars of the universal Church.” Apollos had image of two obelisks flash in his
mind. One obelisk seemed to represent Egypt andttier Greece, two rays of the solar
deity that shone like lighthouses of Rome’s pdste pope continued to speak of the
destiny of the two apostles, how “a mysterious glesf Providence brought them both
to Rome,” and how their fate was sealed in bloadePby being crucified upside down
at his request, and Paul by being beheaded. “@sebwried at the foot of the Vatican
Hill, the other on the Via Ostiense.”

Apollos caught the words Via Ostiense and helditirehis mind. He repeated
the words to remember them. He felt a strong neetsit the purported site of St. Paul’s
burial.

Sophia, meanwhile, was savoring the devotionttimpeople showed to their
beloved leader. She was especially thrilled whentreard him speak of his devotion to
the Queen of Heaven: “Lastly, let us turn our teer Mary Most Holy, whom we
invoke today as the Queen of Apostles and the $¥dpsili Romani — the salvation of the
Roman people.”

In her heart, Sophia couldn’t help but think abiiet life of the pope and his long
pilgrimage through the many countries of the wotiging to unite all the religions under
the umbrella of the universal (Catholic) churchll ®ads lead to Rome,’ thought
Sophia, ‘but the pope is not able to publicly stat all religions lead to God.’

Simon knew in his heart that he had made the dghision to bring his captive
guests to hear the pope speak. And he still hachwre surprise for them: the Holy
Door. Simon tapped Apollos on the shoulder andanet for him to follow. Apollos
took Sophia by the hand as they threaded theirouapf the crowd. When they had
made their way clear of the dense throng, Simoreéxgd what he had in store for them:

“I wanted to show you the Holy Door before all filgrims start to make their
way to it,” explained Simon. “Since this is theay®f the Great Jubilee, the Holy Father



has opened the Holy Door so pilgrims can go thrabnghdoor of salvation and receive an
indulgence by means of penance, forgiveness, anclytfie

When they approached the bronze doors which hew tgened by the pope for
the Great Jubilee, Apollos and Sophia stopped amd gach other a look of familiarity.

“They look just like the Gates of Paradise by @hilthat we saw at Grace
Cathedral in San Francisco,” they seemed to teh e#her simultaneously.

“Except that the sixteen scenes on these dooistdbp story of man’s original
fall and the subsequent story of redemption aggyetl in the New Testament, whereas
the Ghiberti doors depicted ten scenes from theT@ktament in a Renaissance manner,”
observed Sophia.

“As you enter the Door of Great Pardon,” said Simas he started to lead them
through the gates of the sacred entrance undevdtehful eyes of St. Peter, who held
the keys of the kingdom in his right hand and aerolpook of life in his left hand, “you
must be penitent and approach with a contrite heawbuncing all attachment to sin.
You can also pray a Hail Mary or Our Father as goter.”

Apollos had his eyes riveted on the scenes panigayan’s path of redemption
through the grace of a merciful Father and theexshbeart of a caring savior and
shepherd. The story of the door was the storytoist; through whom the prodigal son
returned to find forgiveness. Apollos felt asdéf Wwas part of a huge procession entering
into the kingdom of the blessed as he walked thrdhg doors.

Sophia was wondering what Martin Luther would kabout indulgences being
granted for walking through the Holy Door.

Simon led them through the basilica, pointing thit highlights of the interior.

He showed them his favorite statue, the one dP&ter sitting on what appeared to be a
throne.

“The hierophant, holding the keys to the mystetiefispered Sophia to Apollos
as they meditated on the Greek method of sculptimigersal truths into human
statuesque forms.

“The Rock, from whom flows the wisdom of the ageslded Apollos, using the
Christian metaphor for the interpreter of the ursagreligion, commonly referred to as
Roman Catholicism.

“It's amazing how you can see all the ancient goidsgypt, Greece, and Rome
assembled during various periods of time into thisiumental edifice constructed to the
glory of the Church,” reflected Sophia as she leb&mund at all the various statues.

“And now these ancient gods are called saintsbyChurch,” remarked Simon,
who led them to the ornate baroque-style high aita&r traditional site of St. Peter’s
burial.

“Can we see the rest of this basilica and VatiCay some other day?” asked
Apollos as he reluctantly followed Simon aroundreggmbolic representation of the
Catholic faith. “I'd really like to see the plaeere they say St. Paul was buried.”

“Sure, we can come back some other day,” replietbB. “After all, we’'ll
probably be spending some time in Rome before weera to our next destination.”
Apollos ignored the sinister-sounding comment;riegltnot to think of the fact that, even
though they had a relative amount of freedom, thiese still prisoners of Simon’s grand
scheme. For Apollos, the battle with Simon woubd Ioe over until he had retrieved his
stolen manuscript.



“I'd really love to come back just to spend a wandhy at the Sistine Chapel,”
concurred Sophia. “I've always wanted to see Mimhgelo’s masterpieces, especially
his portrayal of the sibyls or oracles.” She heerspictures of the Delphic oracle and
other sibyls that Michelangelo had interspersedrajios paintings of the Old Testament
prophets, but she wanted to look up at the cedimg see the actual representations of
antiquity.

When they arrived at the San Paolo fuori la M@t Paul’s outside the Walls)
basilica on Via Ostiense (Way to Ostia), Apollos flieat he was coming to a sacred site.
The anticipation in his mind made his heart patpitaith a religious fervor. Here was a
place preserved by tradition for posterity, a plabere the memory of Paul or
Apollonius was preserved throughout the centurigisnon led the way to the front
entrance. He wanted to give his tourists or “filgr of Rome,” as he had started to call
them, a historical perspective of the site whi¢haated many visitors:

“Catholic and Christian tradition hold that StulPauffered martyrdom by
beheading in the first century, most probably dytis second imprisonment in the final
years of the reign of Nero in 67 AD. Accordinghe Church Fathers, his body was
buried in a cemetery along the Way to Ostia, rigére on these grounds. A shrine was
erected over the grave, and later, in the year 824Emperor Constantine consecrated a
church over the burial site and placed the Apcstiedy in a bronze sarcophagus
covered with a marble slab.” Simon paused in kisraporaneous speech, while he
searched his encyclopedic mind for some more istieige facts.

“According to my calculations,” interrupted Apofiowho was eager to present
another view, “the traditional story of St. Paustam imprisoned on two separate
occasions, once in 62 AD on his first trip to Romued then in 67 AD on his second visit.
According to certain sources, including a biblighilision, Paul visited Spain and North
Africa in between his two visits. Well, that hapgdo be exactly, without a shadow of a
doubt, what Apollonius did after he left the enviscof Rome when Nero was expelling
the Stoic and other philosophers from Rome. Thédail record that suggests that Paul
was only under house arrest while in Rome is paleadlby Apollonius being under the
watchful eyes of the spies of Nero while he livedhe temples of Rome. The second
imprisonment of Paul, which is only recorded byidulk second and third century
sources, is unsubstantiated by historical recavtigsh suggests that the story was a gloss
or cover-up of the real story of the imprisonmeinfApollonius of Tyana during the reign
of the Emperor Domitian in the year 91 AD. And whatter way to end the influence of
Apollonius then by a symbolic beheading of the pagjailosopher (as they called him),
who was denounced by the later Roman Catholic @kiurc

“Gentlemen,” said Sophia, demanding her shardtef&on, “you have both
given fine discourses on the two traditions thatfohe basis of our present attention.
But | think you’re both missing the point here.b@ia had already glimpsed the statue
of the Apostle at the end of the courtyard througjich they were walking. The statue
stood on a pedestal in front of the impressiverfolgolden mosaics of the facade of the
patriarchal basilica. “By whatever name you cathhor whatever tradition you ascribe
to the man, here was a wise man who walked thé aad conquered the hearts of a
multitude of followers from all walks of life.”

Apollos glimpsed the same aspect of truth thath&opad propounded as he
approached the dramatic statue of a god-sizedefigalding a sword in the right hand



with the hilt placed over the heart and the blddgated over the left shoulder. The
hooded giant of a man stood in his long folded raé sandals in a contemplative pose,
with eyes lowered earthward in an aspect of lookniguman nature passing by. In his
left hand he carried a closed book along the sideésdbody, with the spine of the book
resting in his strong fingers.

“PRAEDICATOR VERITATIS DOCTORI GENTIUM,” read Simmin Latin.

“To the preacher of truth, the teacher of natibtrtanslated Sophia, looking at the
inscription describing the wise man. “See, that'gat | mean by giving credit and honor
to Truth in the Greek fashion, by leaving out tlaene and anthropomorphizing an
abstract concept.”

“I know what you’re trying to say,” said Apollogho looked up at the object of
adoration. “But this statue is very similar to 8tatue that | saw in the United States, and
Maestro Salvatore D’Aura said that it was definyitdpollonius. He equated the St. Paul
of the Bible with the philosopher and wise manha first century, Apollonius of Tyana.
Except that statue was not hooded and the swondsofom was turned downward,
instead of upward.

“Let me show you the high altar, which stands dfertomb of St. Paul,”
announced Simon as he tried to lure Apollos anchiaogway from the statue.

Apollos looked up at the tympanum of the fagadthefbasilica, with the symbols
of the Christian faith portrayed in brilliant mosgimade from gold glass: Christ seated
on a central throne and the apostles Peter andoRarither side.

Sophia looked ahead at the bronze doors depistiages from the lives of the
two apostles.

Simon was focused on the burial site under thi hltar.

“He is not here,” stated Apollos as he lookeddeghe high altar, which had a red
light behind a grille burning perpetually to desagmthe resting place of Paul. Apollos
almost wanted to add, ‘he is risen,’ but he feltauld be inappropriate in a religious
setting. “Apollonius was believed to have diedhat age of 100 possibly in Ephesus, or
possibly in India. But not here.”

Sophia closed her eyes and tried to meditate ®spiritual presence of the
master who taught wisdom to the Mediterranean wawlghg the first century. She saw
an image of Apollonius in her mind — the same imadk the unsheathed sword held
over the heart, as if to signify that the battldifef streamed through the heart center,
where good and evil contended for the mind of mand-the image verified, in a voice
sounding through her inner ear, what Apollos had: sd am not here. | am in India.”

“He is in India,” said Sophia when she came outafsemi-trance.

“You mean his dead body?” asked Simon, who toskdden interest in what
Sophia had said.

“No, not his dead body,” answered Sophia. “Thej Apollonius. The master
of the wisdom of the gods is in India.”

“That’s exactly what Maestro D’Aura told me,” add&pollos. “He told me he’s
living in an etheric body in the Himalayas.”

Simon’s mind was already working on another schehwav to get to Apollonius.
“Oh, by the way,” remembered Simon. “There’s apelaf relics where there’s a set of
chains said to be the prison chains used on SL Pauyou want to see them?”



“We might as well,” replied Apollos. “Even thoudgts really immaterial.
Apollonius would not be confined to any chainsha# body nor of any material
substance. He demonstrated that no chains coldchima when he showed his closest
disciple and biographer, Damis, the unclasped shaithe prison that the Emperor
Domitian placed him. He could take them off or them on at will.”

“These prison chains could have been worn by agybor by everybody in that
prison,” stated Sophia as she looked at the allegjexs in the chapel.

“We have all been bound by the chains of mattenattime or another,”
philosophized Apollos, who was not too impressedhaydarkened iron chains.

“I suggest we unchain ourselves from this plaak @ursue other interesting
places,” suggested Simon. In his mind he was thgnif other places besides Rome.
He still wasn’t sure what to do with Apollos andoB@; he needed them to get to
Apollonius, so he couldn’t get rid of them. He hadkeep convincing them that he
would give the manuscript back and let them gbefytprovided him with the
information that he needed. They had already cmufdy obtaining the little book at the
Delphic oracle. Now he needed the absolute truttat-Apollonius was still living
somewhere on the face of the earth. Simon'’s inaigin soared with the possibilities of
what he could do with such a person.

“What do you suggest?” asked Apollos, who was @ito leave the prison
chains behind. He started to exit the chapellafse

“I know what,” said Sophia excitedly. “We canivige picturesque piazzas of
the city. Maybe one with an Egyptian obelisk.”

“I know just the one to show you,” responded Sineathusiastically. “The
Flaminian Obelisk from Heliopolis, city of the suft.stands in the Piazza del Popolo.”

“The plaza of the people,” said Apollos, who remagd the word from the Latin
word populous.

The piazza was located in the northern sectidhetity, and three major
avenues converged at the plaza in the shape iofeatr

Apollos’ eyes were immediately drawn to the rednifie obelisk that emerged
from the center of the two hemicycles forming tlheezp. The red obelisk rose in the blue
sky as if to connect with the solar orb in the lexess

“There are thirteen obelisks in Rome,” stated Sinmohis tour-guide voice.

“One stands on the west side of the Tiber Rive§taPeter’'s Square; the other twelve all
stand on the east side of the Tiber, in front aforss basilicas or in the center of piazzas
as focal points in the city.”

“The symbolism of that arrangement seems to intdittee twelve signs of the
zodiac revolving around a central sun,” noted Saphi

“Or Christ and the twelve apostles,” added SimBW¥hichever way you look at
it, their present location was determined by Pag&uS V in the latter part of the 16
century. He raised a fervent enthusiasm for restirrg the Egyptian obelisks from their
ruinous condition.”

Apollos turned his attention from what Simon wagisg back to the obelisk
which stood on a tall pedestal. He wanted to reattand touch the obelisk and feel its
power. As he lifted his gaze upwards at the pyd&oni crowning the obelisk, he
postulated, “Rome has been turned into a grandléeaifra, the sun god, with thirteen
obelisks illuminating the city with the rays of thacient Egyptian mysteries.”



Sophia sensed Apollos’ desire for contact withehergy of the obelisk, and she
lifted her hands in the Egyptian way of paying hgm#& Ra, and she intoned, “O Light
Bringer, Father of All, may your rays continue tagglife to all your children. May our
souls unite with your light, and may your light r@e in our hearts and minds, revealing
your true Self.”

Apollos raised his hands with palms extended tdwiae power source, imitating
Sophia’s priestess-of-Isis pose, and he felt anggrftbowing from the pyramidal apex of
the towering obelisk into the palms of his handmgmitting vibrations from an ancient
land. As he closed his physical eyes, an imagadEgyptian deity formed in the center
of his mind’s eye. The deity wore a crown arouigifbrehead with an ureaus or serpent
of wisdom protruding from a position directly iretisenter of the forehead. In his hands
he held a caduceus formed of a gold serpent aitdea serpent, which shone like the sun
and the moon. The two serpents seemed to transfdonwo keys which the deity held
in one hand. In the other hand he held a gredattathich appeared to be similar to the
Book of Petroma, the book of stone used in thenseny of initiation. All at once
Apollos recognized the grandiose figure as the djraterpreter of the mysteries — the
immortal Hermes, the personification of univers@dem. The eyes of Hermes looked
into the depth of Apollos’ soul and transmitted essage: “l will meet you in
Alexandria.”

“Joshua, the sun has come up,” said Yusuf as megtbat the streaming light
coming through the eastern window of their hostehn.

There was no response from the direction of Jostheal. Joshua was not in his
bed. When Yusuf looked out the window, he sawnkisfound friend standing with
arms outstretched towards the rising sun. Yusuféuly put on his pants and went
outside to join Joshua in a salutation to the dagwif a new day.

“What are you doing up so early?” asked Yusufeastbod beside Joshua and
watched him face the sun with closed eyes.

Joshua opened his eyes and turned his head tigltigo look at his companion.
“I had a dream-vision this morning at the breakladvn,” explained Joshua. “l was
sitting at the entrance to the Sphinx, and my aBgehh was standing in front of me
telling me the story of my people. As I listenecher melodic voice, | was able to
visualize the pictorial scenes of a land with &riflowing through it. | saw myself
living in that land for a long time, and then aideter appeared to take my people out of
that land of bondage to a better land. Binah tetpe understand that | would be a
servant of the deliverer and eventually follow ias footsteps. | don’t know how she did
it, but she was able to guide me through the wildss of many trials and break down
numerous limitations on the journey to the Promisadd. And lo and behold, just as |
was about to step into a flowing river to cros® itite new land, | saw the face of the
Sphinx transfigured onto Binah’s face, and | thdugha split second that | was
witnessing the story through the eyes of the imai@phinx. That's when | got out of
bed and came outside to watch the sun rise, jusieaSphinx does every morning.”



“That’s incredible,” remarked Yusuf. “That sourltke the Exodus story, the
deliverance from bondage.”

“That’s exactly what | thought as | meditated ba significance of the vision as |
stood here seeking enlightenment from the souredl bght,” said Joshua, turning his
face back to the rays of the sun.

“Don't tell me you're thinking that you've envised another déja vu or past life
experience?” queried Yusuf with a skeptical lookh@sface.

“Remember when we were discussing the similaritigbe stories of the biblical
Joseph and Joshua, especially the mystical aghiebhwoth were said to have died?”
asked Joshua.

“Yes, | remember the one hundred and ten yeansWared Yusuf, wondering
what his friend was trying to prove.

“The two figures stand as two pillars of the ezifupon which the story of man’s
journey through life is built,” propounded Joshifdoseph’s journey down into the land
of Egypt represents the descent of the soul irgdith of the body, the physical and
material existence; Joshua’s journey out of the lainEgypt and back to the promised
land represents the ascent of the soul back pate of origin. That's what | was
meditating about when you joined me out here imtloening sun.”

“There might be some substance to your reasonmegyarked Yusuf, applying
his knowledge to the thought process. “Joshuabmas to the tribe of Ephraim, who
was one of the two sons that Joseph had. Whemddstally conquered the land of
Canaan, as the holy land was called in those andasrs, he gathered the twelve tribes at
Shechem for his final speech and covenant witlchildren of Israel. He spoke of the
antediluvian fathers who lived on the other sidé¢hefflood in old time, and he set up a
great stone under a tree as a witness to the covtra the people had made with their
God. Then he died at the age of a hundred angetars old. And the book of Joshua
ends with the bones of Joseph, which were carnugafoEgypt, finally being buried in
Shechem.”

“So they were united in the land from which tbharpey began,” said Joshua. “In
short, they came full circle.”

“That’s an apt metaphor,” confirmed Yusuf, whorglad at the round ball of light
which steadily ascended into the heavens.

“It also dawned on me that there was a strong ei&gattraction in me toward
the great stone that stands beside the Great Ryfaaninounced Joshua, who was drawn
back to the vision of the Sphinx.

“Are you thinking of going to the pyramids of G¥%aasked Yusuf, who was
picking up on his friend’s vibrations.

“I'd love to, if it won’t inconvenience you,” remiged Joshua. “We don’t have to
go back to Israel today, do we?”

“Not really,” replied Yusuf with a new sense ofvadture in his mind. “I can
arrange to extend our stay at the hostel for anathg.”

“Can you make it for several days?” asked JosHubhave a feeling that | might
need to spend several days at the pyramid to adnwhat | think my guiding light is
leading me to.”

Yusuf looked into Joshua’s eyes and noticed akspiasomething extraordinary,
twinkling like a brilliant star, within the deptH doshua’s soul. “There is a spirit of



something good happening within you,” noted Yusuipse perceptive look smiled into
Joshua’s eyes, “and I'm willing to stand by youtesas you embark on this new
pilgrimage of your inner being.”

“You are a true-blue friend,” said Joshua, whasged Yusuf's left arm in a grip
of friendship.

By mid morning the two sojourners were steppingajuihe Egyptian taxi and
buying tickets for entry into the Giza Pyramid Cdexp Joshua headed straight for the
Great Sphinx, whose half-human, half-animal limastbody spoke of ancient ages. He
wanted to come close to the leonine form and $wéen its paws, just as he visualized
in his dawn vision, but a prohibitive enclosure w@asup by the authorities to preserve
the colossal royal sculpture from the eroding @ffed explorers and tourists. So Joshua
just stood outside the enclosure and faced thesth@gxty-six foot high being.

“Do you know that the Arabic name for this creatig Abu al-Hol or the Father
of Terror?” asked Yusuf, who stood beside Joshdd@wked into the stone eyes of the
desert Lord of the Horizons.

“Why would they call it that?” asked Joshua ingusly. “Could it have
anything to do with the mysteries that are hiddedeu it?”

“Maybe it has something to do with the Arab prdweMan fears time, yet time
fears the pyramids,” replied Yusuf. “The Great iBgland the Great Pyramid have
withstood the test of time and are immortal.”

“Speaking of time,” enjoined Joshua, “ancient wisdpostulates that Plato’s
Great Year is enshrined in the design and orienmtadf the Great Sphinx and the Great
Pyramid. The Man, or sign of Aquarius, is the heathe Sphinx, and the Lion, or sign
of Leo, is the body of the Sphinx. The age of Agusis once again dawning on planet
Earth, with the sun entering the sign of the MathatVernal Equinox.”

“That would make the Autumnal Equinox in Leo therl,” added Yusuf
enthusiastically as the Platonic year formed ascino$is mind. “And the Summer
Solstice in Taurus the Bull, and the Winter Soksiit Scorpio, the ancient Eagle.”

“Precisely!” exclaimed Joshua. “The four seasoithe great year are presently
reflecting the archetypal sacred four living creasuof Ezekiel's wheel and the
Apocalypse. And so we have the fixed cross in@ectwirling through space and time,
with the great year encompassing a cycle of abs80® years, or 25,920 years,
depending on which authority you rely on.

“Making it about 2,160 years for each age,” cated Yusuf. “But how does the
Great Pyramid fit into that equation or scheme?”

“Well, each side is oriented with the cardinalmisiof the compass, with the
entrance on the north side,” explained Joshua.d"#he descending passage pointed to
the most accurately aligned pole star, Alpha Dregsaver four thousand years ago,
which some experts say is when the Great Pyram&bwdt. However, I'm of the
opinion that it might have been built as far basklaee complete turns of the great
wheel around a central spiritual sun.”

Joshua gazed up into the face of the Great Spaintkhis eyes focused on the
snake-like uraeus (symbol of royalty) on the foeehef the man-like figure. Joshua
simultaneously felt a throbbing in the same arelai®forehead, as if to indicate that his
third eye or pineal gland was vibrating in harmaenth the thoughts transmitted through
the uraeus or beaming third eye of the god-like arted Sphinx. As he stood silently,



gazing at the silent sentinel of the wisdom ofdges, he thought he heard a voice
saying, “Look within your Self to find what is hidd underneath the Sphinx.” Joshua
closed his eyes and saw with his mind’s eye thgreaiic face of Hermes, the Egyptian
god of wisdom, superimposed on the face of therSplaind in his hands he held a large
book which emitted a subtle green light; when Jagheered into the book, he saw that it
contained the blueprints for the construction ef @reat Sphinx and the Great Pyramid.

“Only Hermes, the immortal god of wisdom, could/@duilt this foremost
wonder of the ancient world,” annunciated Joshulaeaspened his eyes and pointed to
the Great Sphinx, who was no longer an enigmarto tie also, for the first time,
became aware of a subtle hermaphroditic aspecinitite face of the immortal being, as
if to reveal the androgynous nature of man, theeraall the female.

For the rest of the day, Joshua and Yusuf walkeslghout the pyramid
complex, exploring the ruins of antiquity and reisaing about the days of old. Joshua,
however, couldn’t get the image of Hermes out efrhind; it was as if the eyes of the
Sphinx had pierced deep into his soul and were panvof his nature. When he closed
his eyes, he thought he saw the eye of Horus othiRasun-god, beaming at him from the
right eye, and Thoth, the moon-god, reflectinggbe-god through the left eye. He came
back several times to the antediluvian monumenikingalong the 240 foot length and
observing the seven geological layers of limestwedrock out of which the body of the
grand symbol of the great cross in the heavendowits

At high noon, when the sun disk was at its zeditishua and Yusuf took a well-
needed rest from their fast-paced activity at yramid complex. They sat at the
southern base of the Great Pyramid and replenigiteadbodily needs, Yusuf eating the
sandwich he prepared for himself and Joshua drinttia quart-sized container of water
that he carried with him. Joshua had committedskifrto a three-day fast in order to
raise his awareness of the subtle forces operatittte sacred center of the world’s
geographical landmass. He also wanted to prepanself for the experience within the
heart of the Great Pyramid. Yusuf told him thatbald buy an extra ticket to go inside
the pyramid, and Joshua decided that he wouldtgahe king’s chamber on the third
day.

Joshua closed his eyes as he sat cross-leggée aratm desert sand with his
back resting against a granite block at the baskeeopyramid. The solar disk of Ra
stood directly above the apex of the pyramid, stgris light on the crown of Joshua’s
exposed head. The face of Hermes was still imgulioin the reflective screen of
Joshua’s consciousness. Joshua felt a surgeuadigge energy rise from the base of his
spine to the base of his skull, and then he seagghtle voice like a slow-flowing
stream within the region of his medulla oblongatde not afraid, be strong and have
courage.” As the words resounded within the charabhis mind, he perceived a small
flickering astral flame ignite a fire in the subtarean chamber at the base of his spine.
Within the cave-like chamber, a steady light beamestteam of pictures on the wall:
Joshua saw an older man dressed as a warriogsittithe base of an acacia tree,
instructing two men to view the land and reportkotachim. He watched as they crossed
a river and entered a city where a harlot gave tiefuge. The kind woman told them
that the God of heaven and earth had given theifdaadheir hands. The king of the city
wanted to see the alleged spies, but the wise wdndgtnem on the roof of her house
that was located on the town wall. The courageousan, who claimed to be the



daughter of an Israelite, tired to dissuade thg kiom fighting against the warrior
Joshua and his God, but the king wouldn’t listehéocounsel. Joshua watched as the
dark-haired woman helped the two men escape frenwthdow of her house by letting
them down a cord. Joshua at that moment noticetong familiar about the dark-
eyed woman — she looked just like Binah.

“So you finally recognized me,” softly cooed theve-like voice of the angelic
Binah. “I wondered how long it would take you tecbhme aware of the feminine nature
of the kundalini fire symbolized by the story oftid the harlot and the scarlet thread
she hands from the window of her soul. Didn’t yioimk of the two currents of energy,
the positive and the negative, rising up alongsttedetal walls when you saw the two
men ascend to the roof of the house? Didn’'t yondeo about the personality, the ruler
of the city, which is your mental ego that contritie land of your body? Didn't you feel
a tingle in your spinal cord when the two men wetelown a cord?”

Joshua opened his eyes and realized that thegsdbe was viewing in the cave-
like chamber were actual processes occurring whigrown land, the consciousness of
his inner world. He also realized that in ordecomquer the vast territory of his interior
consciousness, he would need the help and undeirsgaof his personal angel, Binah.

“I thought you were sleeping,” said Yusuf, who lratlrned from an excursion to
the nearby solar boat museum.

“I just took a little journey in my soul body,” iseJoshua with a wide smile on his
face.

“Do you want to walk around the Great Pyramidetstn your legs a bit?” offered
Yusuf. “We haven’t done that, yet.”

“That sounds like a great idea,” accepted Joshtfausiastically. “I can use the
exercise. By the way, how far around is it?”

“According to the tour guide | spoke with, the bad each side is 756 feet long,
which would make the perimeter 3,024 feet,” ansaéfasuf. “And the height of the
pyramid is 453 feet.”

“That’s roughly almost a kilometer or a little neathan half-a-mile around,”
estimated Joshua as he took a step in a clockwsetidn.

“Give or take a couple hundred feet,” added Yukegping in step with Joshua.

“Yusuf, do you think that Egypt was as much a Hahd to the Egyptians as
Israel is presently a holy land to the Jewish pe®phsked Joshua as they slowly strolled
in the direction of the western base of the pyramid

“Yes, | think Egypt was and still is a holy landst like the biblical Canaan or
Palestine was and still is a holy land,” repliedsMiy “Remember that Moses, the great
deliverer, was educated in all the wisdom of thggdEigns, and he passed that wisdom on
to Joshua, who brought it to the Promised LandthBbthe holy lands have a holy river
running through it, and both were divided into tmajor sections: upper and lower
Egypt, and the northern and southern kingdoms.”

“How about the stories where Egypt is a metapbotife land of darkness, and
the land of the Israelites a metaphor for the lafdght?” inquired Joshua.

“I think that sometimes such a comparison refefisandage in contrast to
freedom, or ignorance in contrast to wisdom,” rekadrYusuf. “Perhaps darkness could
even represent the mysterious and secret wisdansthalden in the monuments.”



“Do you think that the builders of the monumemnsd ¢éhe writers of the stories
could have built and written edifices representimgjourney of the human spirit through
life?” asked Joshua. “And that the land would sghize the physical body, and that
liberation from the bondage of the body is theridtemotive of the great works,
including this Great Pyramid?”

“I'm not sure what you mean by liberation from thendage of the body,”
admitted Yusuf.

“I would think that, first of all, you would reale that the real you is not the body
— it's only a garment you wear or a vehicle yoweyrior a house you dwell in — and,
second of all, the real you is the immortal soakplained Joshua as best as he could.

“I prefer the metaphor of a partnership that thggical body and the spiritual
soul have,” expressed Yusuf, “or better yet, théamieor of the dance, where the body
and soul dance together on the journey of life.”

“And yet you would have to say that the body igtaocand passes away, whereas
the soul is immortal and remains from age to agggsoned Joshua.

By the time the two sojourners had run that tapic the ground, they had made
one complete circuit of the Great Pyramid. Thesgae at the southern base of the
pyramid before they called it a day, and then thegded back to their temporary
dwelling place.

The next day Joshua and Yusuf returned to thenpmgraomplex, and Joshua
instantaneously was found contemplating the fadeetlivine Sphinx, who had
witnessed the passing of numerous ages. The agththSphinx revealed to Joshua (in
the circular pattern of the precession of the eoxsis through the great wheel of the
zodiac) was the passing from the age of Taurusttadverthrow of the golden calf
image which Moses accomplished, to the inauguraifdhe age of Aries, the sacrificial
lamb or ram. Through the eyes of the immortal 8phioshua watched the new age
unfold as the new energy and the cosmic forcesgubout through the life-force (the
blood) that flowed from the Celestial Lamb durihg festive time of the Spring
Equinox. He saw his namesake, the warrior Joshnaw deliverer for a new age, wield
the sword of self-mastery over all the centersggjtof the Promised Land of his body,
mind, and soul. In the silence of his heart, Jaskgain heard the voice of the Sphinx (in
the person of Hermes) speak: “Hoshea, son of Nohof the primeval waters from
which the world emerged, in you is the spirit ofdom. Henceforth, you will be called
Jehoshua, the divinely appointed deliverer of tpe shrough whom Yahweh saves all
his children.” Joshua felt invisible hands toulsl trown of his head and the third eye
center in his forehead.

Joshua couldn’t talk the rest of the day. He $spt cross-legged at the western
base of the pyramid and contemplated the immes&enthich he felt he needed to
accomplish. Joshua felt two streams of tears figudown the sides of his face as he
thought of all the battles he still needed to fitjlhwiictory was won.

At noon, when Ra’s rays beamed straight down shu®, and as Joshua
continued to sit cross-legged with his back agargtanite block, a stream of light
descended through his erect spine and ignitecheeflt his sacral region. He felt a flow
of spinal fluid, like a river flowing down, descestnultaneously with the stream of
light. The light-energy and the flowing-watersseel to overflow the banks of the
spinal canal and spread throughout the entire misrsgstem of Joshua’s body, filling



him with a strong current of creative energy. e siimself standing still in the stream
of consciousness that flowed in his spine. Healigad himself as the causal body, the
ark within which all the seeds of his past and fatives resided; he saw the causal body
as Lord of his physical, emotional, and mental bediAll the forces within his being
seemed to stand still when he entered the stredrbe@rame conscious of a living
omnipresence spreading outwardly in all directiodgshua was so enthralled with what
he was witnessing that he hadn’t even noticedHisabreathing and the beating of his
heart had also seemed to have been momentarilgsdsg. When he became conscious
of the supreme stillness in his land, the phydicaly, he took a deep breath again. As he
did so, he felt the stream of light-energy ascenthfthe sacral region up through the five
lumbar and the twelve thoracic vertebrae, and th&sseven cervical vertebrae, to the
place of the skull. He had reversed the flow eflight-energy-creative-waters within

his body.

“You did it!” he heard the sweet voice of Binahhis heart. “You made the
waters of your spinal river stand still and theswflbackwards. You crossed over from
the lower body of physical awareness into the Psethiand of the higher mind, the
higher Self.”

As Binah spoke those words, Joshua’s mental feasuseemed to be illuminated
with a sweet milky white light-substance. A vaahprama spread out before his inner
mind. “Behold your higher Self as the conquerothef lower animal nature!”
annunciated his angel Binah.

Instantaneously, he saw an eighty-two year oldinarise up early in the
morning and move all his forces from Shittim, thiace of the tree of life, to the Jordan
River. After three days of preparation, the phegtausal body) aspect of the warrior
stepped into the sacred river (spine) with the(aokil). The Jordan (flowing downward)
river rose up in a wave of energy-motion, caustrg flow upwards to the city Adam
(place of the skull). All the energized cellularficles of the initiate-warrior passed
through the river (spine) on dry ground (through pimysical body). When every aspect
(every thought, feeling, desire, and unit of cnaatife) of the soul-warrior had been
affected by the passage through the Jordan (spohainn, life-force energy), a memorial
of twelve stones was set up in the river and indkging place in Gilgal (a circle).

“Do you understand what you are seeing?” askedHin

“It's like a pictorial representation of what Igarienced in my spine,” answered
Joshua. “Whoever wrote the allegorical story niaste experienced the same thing |
did.”

“That’s absolutely right,” confirmed Binah in aassuring tone.

“But what do the twelve stones in the Jordan anithé lodging place represent?”
inquired Joshua.

“The twelve stones or vertebrae are enshrineldarspine as the dorsal or thoracic
area, to which are attached twelve pairs of ribgglained Binah. “The ribs make a
circle around the central part of man, namely Hugdcic cavity, within which resides the
soul in the dwelling place known as the heart. Nibwou look at the cosmic picture,
then the twelve stones represent the twelve sifitieeazodiac, at the center of which
dwells the spiritual central sun, or soul of ouivense.”

“The Prime Mover,” reflected Joshua.



“There’s one more thing | need to show you,” sid@&ah. She placed her hand
on his thigh and instantly an urge rose in hisggevmember. A fire in the sacral region
of his spine instantly flared up and agitated mmgonal and mental bodies. An image
of a yoni and a lingam flashed in his mind, anchdlesmade a deliberate choice and
pulled himself away from the desire that flowed &ogvhis generative organ. “That’s
good,” said Binah. “You are now capable of subtimgyour personal desire and
transmuting the creative energy for a higher puggo3he panoramic scene of the
initiate-warrior returned into Joshua’s field oéiin, and he saw the conqueror proclaim
a day of circumcision, a day of dedication of tighlkst power in man — procreation — to
a divine purpose: for complete mastery of the laAd soon as the circumcision or
sublimation of the physical forces in the body amdd of the initiate-warrior was
completed, he was able to partake of the sacretlohedlk and honey flowing in the
creative land of his higher mind.

At that moment his angel Binah displayed to Joshieeptive mind an angelic
being with a flaming sword in his hand. Joshugdslif the shining two-edged sword
was a triple force of energy in his spine, with thwe edges sending the positive and
negative, the warm and cool, currents through tdaypand the central part of the blade
ascending through the central spinal canal to thmb The angelic being spoke to
Joshua’s mind in an inaudible voice: “You havepliiged self-mastery. Now you can
wield the sword of creative energy which residegaar spine.” The angelic being
handed the sword to Joshua, who took the swordsihdnd. As he did so, he thought
that the sword was a caduceus, and the angelig b&is Hermes. “And for goodness
sakes, take your shoes off, for the ground yourésdoly!” spoke the voice and then
vanished.

Joshua immediately stood up and took his shoes off

“What are you doing?” asked Yusuf, who was sittnghort distance away,
reading a book about the pyramids.

“You are right, Yusuf,” said Joshua affectionatefyrhis land is holy. Come,
take a walk with me around the pyramid, and I'll y@u all that I've seen and heard.”

On the third day, Joshua and Yusuf arrived apgramid complex early so that
they would be assured of getting tickets to godeshe great pyramid. After getting
their tickets, they waited at the north face fa tpening of the entrance into the
pyramid. The primary or original entrance, whicasailanked by angled stones, stood 55
feet above the ground level, while the short cttegrte, a forceful intrusive opening
ordered by Caliph EI-Mamoun in th& 8entury, was located below the original entrance.

When the secondary entrance was opened up foodhists, Joshua and Yusuf
entered through the roughly cut opening and deszendth the group of tourists to the
subterranean chamber, where Joshua saw and fetiifiivey pit of dense matter envelope
his soul. His mind was set on the main chambeere/he anticipated a fruitful
resolution to his three-day fast. He followed gdhrough the narrow passageways, up
the steep, narrow steps of the ascending passagewlayrough a long tunnel for a short
stop at the Queen’s Chamber, where Joshua thotiggis othe Egyptian Queen of
Heaven and the Mother of Nature. As Joshua coadiiairough the Grand Gallery to his
destination, he felt as if he had been climbingtigh a suffocating darkness, and he
gasped for air. Finally, as he reached the uplagiopm of the gallery and passed
through a short passageway into the King’'s Chanlmestiua was able at last to catch a



breath of fresh air coming into the large, hightaagular room from air shafts leading
out onto the surface of the pyramid and from ailegrman system.

The first thing that Joshua noticed as he entdre®4 foot long and 17 foot wide
and 19 foot high room was a lidless sarcophagushefwalked to the west end of the
chamber toward the rectangular sarcophagus, heedathat the walls were made of the
same red granite as the red obelisk of ancienbpelis. When he touched the broken
southeastern six-and-a-half inch thick edge ofstreophagus, he realized that it was
also made of the highly energized rose-coloreditgaitie peered into the depths of the
empty tomb-like coffer and saw that he would fiige without any difficulty.

“Are you thinking of re-enacting the rite of deathd rebirth in that stone coffin?”
asked Yusuf, whose quiet presence had been fongoytéhe contemplative Joshua.
Yusuf had read about the initiations that were étaally preformed inside the King's
Chamber in the book that he carried with him. “Dlek I’'m reading says that the
initiate would be symbolically buried in this greatffer, which curiously has the
dimensions of 90” length by 38.79” width by 41.28pth, which equals a volume of the
biblically cryptic number 144,000. Or to be exatsays90 x 38.78509448 x 41.25296125
= 144,000.”

“Yes, | am thinking of doing exactly that,” conéesl Joshua. “It's as if I've
foreseen this moment for many lifetimes, and itfiraaly arrived.”

“Wait until the tourists leave, and then I'll sthguard while you perform the
ancient rite,” cautioned Yusuf, who was beginningihderstand the importance of this
moment for Joshua.

As soon as the last tourist exited the chambehultook off his shoes and
crawled inside the stone coffin, which was pos#idim a north-south orientation. He
laid his head on the north end of the hard suréanxcktook a couple of deep breaths and
relaxed his body completely. He interlocked higyérs over the solar plexus area of his
abdomen. Within minutes he was completely stitl adapted to the dark enclosed
space.

The first image he visualized was of the warritiate Jehoshua, whose tall
seven-foot frame was stretched out to almost calyléll the same sarcophagus in
which Joshua was presently partially entombed. S8we®nd image was accompanied by
a still, soft voice: “Arise, Jehoshua, and behaddr seven-fold body.” He felt his bird-
like soul body step out of his physical body lyingepose, and he saw a candlestick with
seven branches spread out throughout the trurkedagine, with seven golden bowls or
vortices twirling like lotus flowers that were rgatb open up, like almonds coming out
of a shell. The central branch was affixed torthédle of the spine at the heart center.
He saw a hand light the base of the spine, anthteeof Rahab, the harlot, appeared in
the flame-like flower. The hand lit the second bofwrecious oil, and he saw the
warrior Jehoshua step into the spinal waters ofitndan River.

“You are ready for the third center to be openadjd the voice as an etheric
hand lit the light within the lumbar region or #hibranch of the candlestick. Within the
light of the opened ten-petal flower, Joshua waddethe ark of his soul with all seven
of his higher faculties moved around the circuitha inner city, the etheric spinal canal,
with the vortices of each center vibrating with smeind of an active beehive. With each
circuit of the inner city, from its head to its basnd back, the vibrations throughout the
body intensified, and the sound vibrated like &fland then like a harp-string. At the



fourth round of the inner city, the sound of a lpetig through the tube-like central
channel. As the spiritualized forces (seven pg)asthis body completed a fifth
circumambulation of the inner city (the symbolicideo), Joshua felt a thunderous roar,
like the pounding of ocean waves, and he thougtttttie vibrations would break his
eardrums. At the sixth round, as the symphoniadaf the seven-fold vibrations (seven
trumpet sounds) raised the molecular structuré@bbdy to a high degree of activity,
Joshua saw the dark-haired woman Rahab approackhlehand beg for the warrior to
spare her people, and the warrior told her that tidse who saved themselves by flight
would be spared; and so it happened that Rahabemubusehold came to live with
Jehoshua, and the inhabitants of the city tookflfgom the city to the mountains.
Joshua no longer had any consciousness of his Hoelynountain of his mind was the
only consciousness that remained as he watchddghseven rounds of his inner forces
complete the total of thirteen circuits of the inngy; and then he heard a crescendo of a
prolonged OM chant resound throughout the univef$es body and regenerate every
cell in his being. The walls of bodily consciousseavere totally transformed and
consumed by a fire which purified the inner cityldeft only the pure gold and silver and
precious metal, which signified the solar, lunaig a@lanetary influences.

“The tabernacle of your body has been preparethilighting of the fourth light
on the candlestick of your spine,” said the voitéhe hierophant-initiator as his unseen
hand set a flame ablaze in the twelve-petal rasydl of the heart center in the dorsal
area. “You have sacrificed your lower animal naton the altar of the generative region,
and you have cleansed your inner being in the géine waters of your spinal river.
Now, as you watch the lighting of the seven cenvéggur astral body on the etheric
seven-branched golden candlestick of your spinepanidike of the bread of your twelve
positive character traits on the table of eartiyeziences, you will sense a fragrant
essence rise from the altar of your heart to tgbést center of your being, the place
where your spirit dwells.”

Joshua saw the light within the heart center iihate a scene where the warrior-
initiate lifted the spear of his spinal energy giathed mastery of the entire central
nervous system (city of Ai) by purifying it withétfire of his will and conquering it with
the sword of his creative life-force. He saw Jéhuashang the former king and ruler of
the generative spinal energy on a tree, signifyirag henceforth the warrior would rule
the city by raising a great heap of stones on tineegstone of that generative force,
making it a veritable spinal column that would asteto the mount of the brain, where
Jehoshua built an altar (Mt. Ebal) to enshrinedivene self.

Another battle unfolded for the warrior Jehoshtke would have to conquer and
defeat five kings who waged war against the roitglaf the heart (Gibeon). Those five
kings ruled over the five kingdoms of the lande #duditory, the optical, the olfactory,
the gustatory, and the tactual. Jehoshua spake tioigher forces of his land to help him
control those five rulers, whose will and desiresked through the heart center: “Solar
and lunar forces, positive and negative elementisinviny body, be silent and rest from
activity.” As he made the affirmation, the fivenses in his body were disconnected
from the consciousness of the higher mind, just irkksleep, and the two great lights of
the inner sun and moon stood in the midst of tfevées in his head — the solar light of
the pineal gland and the reflective lunar lightha# pituitary gland. As Jehoshua
witnessed the inner celestial phenomenon, he saamiamal-bearing circle revolve on the



dome of his mind around the central celestial suhraoon. The circle appeared to be an
ancient Egyptian sky map, the Zodiac of Denderdtichvhad thirty-six characters
proceed in a counter-clockwise orientation on thieedge of the circle. ‘Isn't it

written in the book of Jasher,” mused Joshua teshlfras he realized what he was
witnessing through the higher mind of Jehoshuahe*Bun stood still in the midst of the
heavens and it stood still six and thirty momentall' of a sudden Joshua realized that
the cryptic thirty-six moments referred to the tsix decans, or divisions of a circle of
360 degrees into thirty-six sections of ten (delsgrees each. Time seemed to stand still
in Joshua’s mind as he looked at the Egyptian sgmtation of the Celestial Day of the
universe on the ceiling of the Denderah temple.

“You have seen the body which encloses all thirgfske the inner voice, “and
now you know that the vision of the calendar ofdélges was revealed within this temple,
which was called the Mount of God or the Templéuofon, the secret house of the
Hidden One.” Joshua realized that the Egyptianmyumad, Sin, was the origin of Mount
Sin-Ai, the holy Mount of God.

A song erupted in the heart of Jehoshua, the wazdoqueror, and its melodic
lyrics were transmitted to the consciousness dfidas

“My goodness and my fortress, my high tower,

I will sing a new song unto thee,

With thanksgiving will | sing to thee,

Thou art the strength of my salvation.

Our tongues shall relate thy might,

We will sing and praise thy wondrous works.

And thy beloved shall be like trees planted ey whaters.”

The following moment the face of Thoth, who wa®alspresented as the moon-
god, appeared to Joshua’s inner vision.

“Look at the light of the remaining three centefyour inner being,” spoke
Thoth, as his hand lit the fifth light at the cesaliarea, and Joshua saw the battlefield
strewn with the bodies of thirty-one kings, whid@presented the innate tendencies in the
body. The sixth light illuminated the cerebrumgaloshua saw the land divided amongst
the twelve tribes or faculties of his inherited fmeadiacal lives, the cities inherited
totaling 365 or one city for each day of the sgkear. The seventh light illuminated the
entire golden seven-branched candlestick of the both the glorious light of a
thousand-petal lotus flower, wherein Joshua sagcapitulation of the entire history of
the warrior Jehoshua, the conqueror of the lartte drown of his head (the biblical
Hazor) was conquered and purified with the ethigngcwhich flowed through his spine.
And in the midst of the lotus flower, he became r@naf the union of the masculine and
feminine, the spiritual and the physical, withie thody of the conqueror: Jehoshua and
Rahab stood side by side, like two pillars in tbede (similar to 18, the moon-goddess,
and_RA the sun, in the house of Fihe celestial IS-RA-EL).

As Joshua’s senses became reconnected with hily bodsciousness, and he felt
his soul reentering his physical body, he heardsthee of Thoth-Hermes say, “Your
final battle will be fought at Megiddo!”

Joshua opened his eyes and looked out of the slepthe sarcophagus into the
watchful eyes of his friend, Yusuf.

“You're back!” said Yusuf excitedly.



“How long was | gone?” asked Joshua, rubbing pese

“You were gone three hours,” answered Yusuf.

“It felt like | was gone three days,” said Joshwap was trying to reorient
himself to his surroundings. He sat up and gotodtihe rose-colored sarcophagus.

“We have to get out of here,” said Yusuf anxiousliythink | hear the afternoon
group of tourists entering the pyramid.” They edithe King’'s Chamber and quickly
descended backwards through the narrow passageway.

“So tell me,” said Yusuf when they finally emerdgeoim the darkness of the
pyramid into the bright light of day, “what happéfe What did you see?”

“Let’s take a walk around the pyramid, and I'llltgou all about it,” said Joshua
as he stepped in a counter-clockwise directionraddhe Great Pyramid.

The following morning the fellow sojourners caugie early morning bus out of
Cairo, Egypt, and headed for Tel Aviv. They folkavthe Great Trunk Road, the ancient
highway that connected Ancient Egypt with the @ations of the Fertile Crescent in
Ancient Mesopotamia. On the third day after tlaeiival in Tel Aviv, they caught a bus
and followed the Great Trunk Road (or Way of tha,%es it was also called), eastward to
Megiddo.

The full moon shone brightly over the ruins of Néktp on the day that Joshua
and Yusuf spent time together there. The mourntlearchaeological site Tel Megiddo
revealed the excavations of more than twenty sobsattlements dating back to at least
six thousand years. Joshua had only one purpas@mimg here: the voice of Hermes
had told him that his final battle would be foughiMegiddo, and he aimed to find out
what that meant. He was familiar with the stoabsut this being the site of the last
battle that would be fought at the end of days bib&cal Armageddon. He was also
aware that the strategic site could be an allefporihe eternal battle between the forces
of light and the forces of darkness. However Jmshua there seemed to be something at
the soul level which drew him to this many-layesextient city.

“Did you know that the name of this place is calleel-el-Mutesellim in Arabic?”
asked Yusuf, who walked through the heap of ruiitk oshua. “It means the Hill of
the Ruler.”

“I wonder if that refers to King Solomon, who rdélbthe city as a royal city to
administer the northern part of his kingdom,” sialeshua. “He collected six hundred
and sixty-six talents of gold in one year to build kingdom, according to the biblical
record of the kings of Israel.”

“That’s also the biblical number that is assodatgth the number of the beast
who would do battle at the place called Har Magealotihe height of Megiddo,”
remarked Yusuf astutely.

“Which could just be an allegory of the innumerabhttles that Man, whose
number is nine or the total of 6+6+6 or 1+8, haldiot on the battlefield of life,
especially the battle to overcome the beast ohtiman animal nature,” expounded
Joshua.

“By the way, did you ever read the book called Boeirce by James Michener?”
asked Yusuf, changing the subject abruptly.

“No, | haven't” admitted Joshua.

“He bases his story on a fictional archaeologsti@, called Tel Makor, which
means the source,” related Yusuf. “It actuallynsgé¢o follow the story of the historical



Tel Megiddo. Anyway, his story begins sometim®jd00 B.C.E., and it's centered
around a well of water.”

“There’s a tunnel that goes to a spring here aMegiddo,” interjected Joshua.
“We should go see it.”

The two explorers went to the tunnel which cubtigh more than 200 feet of
rock to a spring. As Joshua walked through theéyrhe thought he was back at the
Great Pyramid, and again the words of Hermes ecimeid mind: “Your final battle
will be fought at Megiddo!” At that moment, Joshnealized what Hermes meant: The
last battle was judgment day for the soul, wheevtewed all the layers of its lives, and
all the deeds of the heart were weighed againdetitber of truth in the balance in the
Hall of Truth. Here at Megiddo he witnessed thiatatof over twenty ancient cities, each
of which had a beginning and an end. The ultinbatde was for the immortal soul to
transcend the mortal nature of its earthly existeantd to reach the heights of its spiritual
kingdom. And then a final thought occurred to d@shAt the end of each life, the soul
transcends the body and is liberated from the tdrimbndage, and is ushered into the
Promised Land.

Three months later, the battle for the holy lahtsmel was reignited when a
second intifada was announced, and the forcegluf §ind darkness once again did battle
on the battlefield of life. Joshua’s friend Yusudis a victim, or a sacrifice, of the battle
as a bomb blew up the bus he was riding in. Joshast words to his friend, at Yusuf's
burial site in his former home in Shechem, weré/ell meet again, my friend.”

“Little One, today the kingdom of heaven is at th&or you,” said Bannus. His
voice rang out with an apocalyptic fervor in thactber of the cave. Paul’'s body
shuttered with a nervous anticipation as he satilbdss master. “The world as you
know it will come to an end for you, and you wi# born into a new world.” The words
of Bannus vibrated with a profound finality.

“Will 1 die?” asked Paul, his body still shuttegitike a butterfly about to break
out of its confining chrysalis.

“No,” chucked Bannus at Paul's apprehension. “Mallienter a state of trance
where you will simulate what we call the little dea During the trance you will enter a
timeless dimension where your higher self will r@ve you what you need to know.”

“Will | see myself as Elisha ben Abuyah, again8ked Paul, referring to his
recent encounter with, what Bannus explained, wasuae life.

“There seems to be a purpose for your glimpsetheduture,” replied Bannus,
“and the only way to find out is to commune withuyalivine soul, which is a miniature
universe within you. It will reflect to your conisas mind an aspect of your eternal self,
in which the past, present, and future exist siamdbusly.”

Paul closed his eyes and tried to comprehend Baahus was telling him. He
felt a tingle in his forehead, in the area of theepl gland, as he tried to focus his
attention on the light streaming in his mind.



“Lie down, here,” said Bannus, pointing to his leddeeds on which he slept.
Paul lay down on the dry firm reeds in a supinatmsand folded his hands across the
solar plexus area near his navel. He had leam&ddt his master explicitly, and he
trusted him now as he prepared to enter the trstate.

“All your bodily functions will be temporarily spended,” instructed Bannus. ‘I
will watch over you as you venture into the unseend.” Paul's mind attached itself to
the words “the unseen world,” which reminded hinth&f meaning of his Hebrew name,
Saul. He also thought of the other meaning, oiatian, of his name: Sheol, the vast
underworld where Hades and Paradise coexisted.

Paul felt a light breeze as the hands of Bannu&dan circular motions over his
body, sending an electro-magnetic charge througlaimal body and a surge of energy
through his spine. He felt a fiery pulsation at bf@se of his spine ignite a rapidly
spreading inner fire, which sent a heat wave thinoughis spine and nervous system.
The inner combustion seemed to immerse his enbidg i flames, burning away all the
dross of his physical being. And then he feltlaase, as if his soul body was lifted out
of the physical world and thrust in a spiral motigswards into ethereal worlds. The last
thing Paul saw, before his consciousness left éin gplane, was his physical body lying
in repose on a bed of reeds with Bannus’ bark-wawebe covering it.

As Paul’'s inner gaze turned upwards, he saw & $ighped like an equal-armed
cross. The cross of light was affixed to a twedpeked wheel hurling through space.
On the arms of the cross he saw a familiar tetramothe four living creatures with the
appearance of a lion, an eagle, a man, and amox flash of illumination, the four
living creatures became the wheels of a chariotadswl the driving force that carried the
soul of Paul into the heart of his own being. @awheels Paul saw the flaming letters
YHVH: the Y letter emanated the wheel of fire, themitted the wheel of water, from
the V emerged the wheel of air, and the final Hioated the wheel of earth. Now Paul
understood the meaning of the four flaming letteet he had seen in the cave of Hermes
at the base of the holy Mount in the wilderness.

Inside the chariot sat the divine charioteer, &hpeared to Paul’'s inner eye as a
handsome long-haired youth this time. He was wedpp a garment of brilliant
rainbow-colored light. Paul realized that his awecorporeal being was also wrapped in
a similar garment. The celestial messenger ssitance as he mentally steered the
celestial Light-ship, whose counter-rotating fietid®lectro-magnetic energy sent it
spiraling in wide circles upwards to the throneha higher Self.

And then for what seemed like a moment of etesil@ahce, everything stopped
moving. The chariot and the charioteer were gdP&ul’'s consciousness and his
awareness of Self was all that remained. He stacelto face with his own inner being.
In that one blissful moment, he understood thatrues Self was that all-pervasive,
infinite existence.

Within that realm of existence Paul noticed a kmdiight blossom forth into a
six-pointed star, which was encircled by an ethdsedy. When his consciousness
turned to look at the embryonic form emerging freithin the star, he felt himself
descending into that form at the same moment #haiglard a baby’s cry as it emerged
from the womb.

“It's a boy!” exclaimed the midwife.



“Elisha has come!” cried the jubilant father, Alalny who hoped for a boy and
had even picked out a name for him. The fatherdvath made a vow that if his son
lived he would dedicate him to the study of scriptunamely the Torah, in hope that he
would be as powerful a man as the Torah-mindedisattho could bring the proverbial
fire down from heaven. The child lived.

The mother was too exhausted from the delivesagpanything. She was just
glad that it was over. She was hoping for a gfdmehow she sensed that a boy would
have a hard life during the troublesome times ah&de Roman general Titus had just
laid siege to Jerusalem. Nevertheless, the mgtgy songs in Greek and in Hebrew to
the child in hope of stifling any fear. Throughdus life, Elisha would sing those songs
in honor of his mother, whom he lost six weeksrdfis birth.

Four months after the child’s birth, Titus captuderusalem, and shortly
thereafter the Romans destroyed the temple. Téw gevolt of the anti-Roman rebels,
the Zealots, to attain political and religious lityecame to an end. Even the notable
Rabbi Yohanan ben Zakkai could not save his pefopie the ill-fated revolt, which
caused the devastation of the land, the city,eh®pte, and the people. This was the
world that Elisha ben Abuyah was born into.

Elisha’s father, who was an esteemed and richetitof Jerusalem, was forced to
relocate north to the province of Galilee. Heledtin the small city of Migdal, near
Tiberias, along the Sea of Galilee. The father @dow two social circles: the
intellectual Greek world and the legalistic Jewagbrld. The son followed in the
footsteps of his father, learning to read Greekldadrew. By the time Elisha was ten
years old, he was already reading Homer’s lliaGiaek and the Books of Moses in
Hebrew.

A turning point came in Elisha’s life when hisHat died. His uncle became his
guardian. The uncle tried to completely seventheng boy from all Greek influence,
and he burned all the Greek books that the fathdraccumulated over the years.
Henceforth, the intelligent student would be taumgfly Hebrew law and scripture. At
the age of thirteen, Elisha was placed under ttedatge of his godfather, Joshua ben
Hananiah, who was present at the celebration sh&ls circumcision. At the rabbi’s
little house in a valley of Judea, Elisha learredppreciate the vast tradition of his
Jewish background.

When Elisha turned seventeen, his mentor tooktbidamnia, the great Jewish
cultural center, which was located near the Merhitezan Sea, seven miles south of
Joppa. Here he witnessed the resiliency of thésbepeople to regroup and reestablish
the Sanhedrin after the fall of Jerusalem. Thei-s#mcular assembly of the seventy-two
members of the highest judicial and ecclesiastioahcil of the Jewish nation was an
impressive display of scholarly knowledge and legjal prowess. Elisha’s master, Rabbi
Joshua ben Hananiah, indicated to him that somégayoung student might grow up to
be an elder and sit in the throne-like chair, jik&t the rabbi.

Sure enough, Elisha applied himself to his studres quickly mastered the Torah
and the entire corpus of Jewish law, and he waspted as a candidate for ordination.
He became proficient in discussing and interpretivegwritten and the oral law. It was
at this time that Elisha compared his educaticthéonriting on a tabula rasa (clean
slate): “He who learns as a child, to what isike? To ink written on new paper. He
who learns as an old man, to what is he like? nkaairitten on blotting paper.” Little



did he know at the time, but old ideas from Gree&ks were hidden underneath in his
subconscious mind, waiting to emerge from dormancy.

The year 100 C.E. was a momentous year in theflillisha ben Abuyah. The
Patriarch Gamaliel Il laid his hands on Elisha’sved head and endowed him with the
title of Elder and with membership in the Sanhedgrdeclaring him a rabbi. This was
the culmination of a lifetime of diligent study apdrseverance. In his ordination lecture
Elisha gave his sage advice on the study of Hebaemand tradition: “A man who
studies the Torah and does good deeds is like avharaid a good foundation of stones
before he began to build. When the floodwaterse;dhey could not undermine the
building. However, the man who does not studyTtbeah and doesn’t do good works is
like a man who laid a poor foundation, and a hdawiding on it. And when the
floodwaters came, they undermined the buildinglgasi

The ordination overshadowed his recent marriagettaa birth of a daughter into
his household. He soon was a busy man: hearsggsda courts of law, lecturing at the
academy that Johanan ben Zakkai had set up in dapmeiaching in the synagogues, and
attending the council meetings. He made lifelamgnils, including the respected Rabbi
Akiba, and he found a disciple named Meir, who wideg faithful to his master for the
rest of his life. Elisha would spend hours discugscripture with his disciple. They
especially loved to investigate the life of Jobos# trials and sufferings seemed to
mirror the story of the Jewish people.

“What are you studying today?” asked Elisha, stogpy the schoolhouse at
Tiberias where Meir was studying.

“I'm studying the end of Job’s life where it say® Lord blessed his later days
more than his earlier days,” replied Meir, who wgéed to see his teacher.

“How do you interpret that part of scripture?” adkElisha in his customary
teacher’s role.

“I take it to mean what a previous verse statieal the Lord gave Job twice as
much as he had before,” answered Meir in hopehtéditad understood the meaning
correctly.

“You've got to dig a little deeper,” said Elish&Rabbi Akiba would say that
Job’s later days were blessed on account of hiedays. And | would add that he
earned the blessing through the merit of the gaestid that he had done.”

The foundation of Elisha’s faith received its fiijglt when the plague visited the
home of Meir and took his two young boys. Elisheswery fond of them, and his faith
was visibly shaken. Meir accepted God’s rightgodgment and cried, “The Lord gives
and the Lord takes away.” But Elisha inwardly waanguish and began to question,
“Where is the justice and mercy of that righteawdge in regards to two innocent little
boys?”

Other questions and issues began to stand obiedvettlefield of Elisha’s mind:
Was the Jewish way the only truth known to mankardyas truth multi-faceted,
including the Greek approach to truth? Were m@swdf scripture to be taken at face
value, or were they sleight-of-hand performancesagicians? If the absolute authority
of scripture is questionable, does that mean Heattis no firm basis for the tradition that
springs from it? An agnosticism vexed his spfdt,he was no longer sure of anything
that he had formerly believed in without questidie wanted the inner turmoil to go
away, but it persisted in shaking the foundatiohisfbeing to its very roots.



Elisha appealed to his friend Akiba and two ofinends, Simeon ben Azzai and
Simeon ben Zoma, to help him resolve the ragintdebtitat was tormenting his mind and
soul. He asked them to join him on his great qteebuild a solid foundation for their
faith by supporting it with arguments from all ttesources available to them: nature,
philosophy, tradition, scriptures, and logical syss. They would buttress their faith
with irrefutable evidence and remove all doubthea veracity of their Truth and
Tradition. Ben Azzai chose to look into mysticadtimods of approaching their tradition,
ben Zoma agreed to investigate controversial anttadictory scriptural passages,
Akiba decided to approach Greek philosophy withghepose of defending their
tradition against it, and Elisha took up the tatkuwveying pagan philosophy in order to
remove all doubt and arrive at ultimate truth.

At the same time that the four scholars were waykin the monumental task of
building a lasting edifice to Truth and Traditidhe Emperor Trajan was sitting on his
throne in Rome, listening to Rabbi Joshua ben Hah&request to allow the temple in
Jerusalem to be rebuilt. The request was grarfsedn the temple mount in Jerusalem
was swarming with active builders, leveling thewgrd and preparing to lay the
foundation. No sooner was the work started tharctpricious emperor changed his
mind and issued a decree to stop all work on theilding of the temple.

When the four seekers of truth had their next mgdbgether at ben Azzai’s
house, they were surprised to hear of the culnonadf his mystical quest. He told them:
“I have searched in all the wrong places for tresspnce of the Almighty and for a
glimpse of what’s behind the veil that separatefars this world and the world to
come. | fasted and denied myself all the pleasoir#ise flesh in my ascetic attempt to
reach the goal towards which | was striving. Ahedrtit dawned on me. | needed to get
past the illusion of this world that the demiurgeated in order to reach the transcendent
reality. Now | am on the verge of breaking throtigé great barrier, the abyss, and I'm
ready to enter into the light.” Ben Azzai’'s eyelied upwards and only the whites of the
eyes were visible as he withdrew from the visibteld: The last words that he uttered
before his emaciated body slumped to the grouné:w&sod is Light.” The seekers
were shocked to see the consequence of ben Azsdfrmortification. They carried the
lifeless body to his bed.

The outer world (and his inner world) that Elisived in were both in perpetual
agitation. There was talk once again of war as &mplrajan was close to death. Anti-
Roman sentiments were spreading like wildfire cexgain. A new leader of the
insurgent party was organizing an army of menghtftihe Romans, this time in hope of
driving the oppressors away permanently. Thereevags a coordinated insurrection
planned in other parts of the empire. Howeverwitse Rabbi Joshua stepped in and
convinced the insurgents to avoid bringing an alyptia end to the land and to the
people. Palestine was saved for the time beingother parts of the empire were not
spared from destruction.

Elisha decided to jettison his work and begindusst anew, starting with all the
competing sects and divisions running rampant tginout the world he lived in. He
went to the Nazarene congregation and listenedot@lnepigrams and parables attributed
to an itinerant teacher named Yehoshua, whom thdyakcepted as their Messiah.
However, he was not convinced that the followerthefLaw and the Messiah could
prove their case on anything more substantial thiaw faith. He went to the Jewish



Christians and to the Gentile Christians and oalyntl a bitter dispute about the role of
the Law of Moses in their religion. He went to throstics, and he saw the elaborate
symbolism of the temple of Mithra, and he heardtéaehings about the evil demiurge,
the prince of the world, and the road to salvatfoough a secret wisdom. He looked at
a world where there were followers of ChristosApbllos, of John, of Cephas, and of
countless deified saviors and messianic leadeesviélved the entire menagerie of
statuesque figures with equal disdain, all unwodhgtanding on the pedestal of ultimate
truth.

The end of the quest for ben Zoma came when ieisds found him reciting
scripture incessantly. They couldn’t have a cohecenversation with him. It seemed as
if he had reached such a level of mental agilligt he could quote scripture and give
various interpretations with the rapid flutter obnds like the wings of a hummingbird
darting from flower to flower. There was a methodis madness. However, in the end,
it was madness, and it appeared that he had litéoal his reasoning mind and had been
transformed into an automaton.

The end of Elisha’s quest came when he witnessey @lummet to his death
from a tall tree. He had just listened to his éath instructions to get the eggs from a
nest, being careful to shoo the mother bird awéglygaAccording to scripture, such an
obedient boy should have his days prolonged orednth, and yet he was lying dead in
his grieving father’s arms. Elisha felt like a dictive judge himself when he
blasphemed in the presence of witnesses, “There isward for good works, for there is
no righteous judge.”

Henceforth, Elisha was viewed by the people ofLtiv as an apostate, a person
who had fallen away from the faith and was destiioe@xcommunication and perdition.
He had climbed to the heights of being a rabbiantember of the highest council in the
land, and now he had become an outcast. Whentbeedra schoolhouse, he no longer
encouraged the pupils to study the Torah. Insteadold them, “What are you doing
here? You should be a mason. You should be @&ctap You should be a fisherman.”
He told them to pursue practical occupations, ankesdestroyed their love of learning.

There was nowhere that Elisha could find peageiotl anymore. At the scene
of one of the inhumane Roman executions, he savgauhning around with the bloody
tongue of a rabbi in its mouth. Elisha could redtain from saying, “Here was a rabbi
who recited the holy words of the Torah, and lodlatwhas happened to him. There is no
reward for reciting the Torah in this world, nortire next.”

His friend Akiba tried to reason with him. Akibad discovered during his quest
for truth that peace of mind comes from having ashakeable faith in a benevolent
providence that guides men’s lives. Any beliet ttr@arges man’s concept of life and
gives him a purpose in life is better than haviodgelief at all. Even urging people to
believe that there is a divine essence that resitidge heart of man’s being is better than
living a hopeless existence as a mortal with novimtion of a future life. Such was the
theological reasoning that Akiba tried to persugtigha to consider. Elisha turned his
back on his friend and cut himself off from the Gaddis faith and his tradition.

The man whose name meant “to whom God is salvabiecame the
unmentionable one, and his name was not utteréldebgeople who had once looked up
to him as a sage and a respected law-abiding ralgaragon of virtue. One last time,
when he entered a schoolhouse with Rabbi Meir henaisked a child what he was



learning, the child read, “There is no peace unéwticked.” Another child, when asked,
read, “But to the wicked God says, what businesg lyau reciting the laws?”

Even Rabbi Meir couldn’t convince his dear masterepent of his unlawful
ways. When Elisha was riding a horse unlawfullytloe Sabbath, the disciple Meir
asked him to stop and get off. Elisha replied i self-deprecating words: “I heard
the divine voice issue, ‘Repent, you backslidinddrkn, except for Elisha, who knew
my power and rebelled against me.”

In self-defeat, “the Other” (Acher), as he was realled, moved as far away from
his friends and community as he could. He moveairtoch in Syria, where he
reasoned that since he was now barred from thewmrkd, he might as well enjoy
himself in this world. The former world, as he g, was collapsing all around him.
Nevertheless, a new star rose on the horizon adiige-beloved land. Akiba declared
that this new star, Bar Kokhba, was the promiseddiéd, the deliverer of the people
from the oppression of the Romans. Elisha wasiiedt by the Romans to be an
informer against his own people during the enswag His own people were ordered to
violate the laws of the Torah. The Sanhedrin wasreninated. Once again, Elisha
witnessed the wanton cruelty of human nature aedehlization that there was no
reward for virtue.

Amidst the final destruction of his people andlaisd, Elisha realized that he
couldn’t inform against his former disciple MeiElisha was imprisoned by the Roman
authorities, who condemned him to live in shameiafamy for his acts against his own
people. It was while Elisha wasted away in th&kdlangeon where he had been placed,
and where he had reached the lowest point infeisthat he cried out in his soul for
help. He felt the searing tears of a lost so@astring through his being, and the
alienation from his roots caused him to cry outrfarcy. He felt that he was a traitor to
his spiritual mission, and he had wasted the bestsyof his life on a useless quest. He
had tried to bridge the faith of his tradition witre reason of Greek philosophy. All in
vain.

There and then — in a split moment — a light bribkeugh the tear-ravished mind
of the apostate, and in the darkness of the dunigedelt his spirit being lifted from his
chained body and transported up to the third hear@iace where he presumed he had
entered paradise. He thought he was in an orcfartle saw a fruit-laden tree of life
with a river flowing beside it. On an elevated mdun the orchard was an angelic being
sitting on a throne. Elisha hesitated at firsapproach the majestic throne, for he
expected that in heaven only God is seated, andttiee heavenly beings stand. The
thought crossed his mind that there might be twbede which he considered to be a
heresy of dualism. However, when he saw the aitsted hands of the angelic being
beckoning him to come near, Elisha slowly approddhe awe-inspiring presence of
radiant light. As he came closer, the light becémghter and multicolored, and it
appeared as if the colors of the rainbow made e@mavove the throne. Elisha fell on his
face and prostrated himself before the divine prese

“Rise, Elisha,” spoke the being of light. “l amatrGod. Thou shalt worship the
One God only, the invisible Father of us all. | Bim messenger, Metatron, the angel of
the divine presence. | was the angel sent to pres®u and bring you to this place.
This place is the crown of your achievement.”



Elisha suddenly felt the crown of his head lightwith a thousand lights, and he
felt himself transformed into a new creature, anfeif light. He noticed that Metatron
was holding a large book in his hands, and thatd&ewriting the name Elisha ben
Abuyah in it. At the feet of Metatron (within tiields of his vast white robe) sat four
living creatures: a lion, an eagle, a man, andxanThe four living creatures became the
wheels of a chariot, and Metatron motioned forliiso sit in the chariot. As Elisha sat
in the chariot, he felt himself transported to &eotdimension.

The last thing Elisha saw, as the chariot stamesing and vibrating at an
accelerated rate, was a fiery bolt of lightningkstig the grave of Elisha. His disciple
Meir put out the fire with his cloak. The smoksimg from the grave ascended into the
heavens, and the voice of Meir trailed the spiriElisha rising into the air with the
words: “Elisha, the Other One, will be redeemediptpie of his knowledge of the
Torah.”

The voice of Bannus rang out in the cave, “Contkphittle One, come back.”
Paul felt like a lost soul drifting in the outegrens of Sheol for a moment. And then he
felt the chariot of the light-body descend backh® entrance at the crown of his head.
He saw with his mind’s eye the light dissolve batk darkness.

Paul opened his physical eyes and looked at Basmilgg at him.



