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Preface 
 

A new biographical account of the great Nazarene Teacher would 

seem useless after so many have been written for nineteen centuries 

and that continue to be written without interruption. 

 

Moreover, Yhasua of Nazareth, the incarnation of Christ, is not the 

exclusive property of any ideology, but of all of us who recognize him 

as the Messenger of Eternal Truth. 

 

The love that the brilliant dreamer radiated around him to the 

human fraternity created for him a vast circle of ardent loving-beings, 

of persevering disciples. Century after century these disciples have 

provided valuable help with their research, their interpretation based 

on austere logic, and finally, with the inner visions of their souls. They 

were more or less capable of comprehending the great personality of 

the One Sent by the Eternal Law, as Instructor and Guide of the 

terrestrial humankind. 

 

I, as one among many, also bring my glass of water to the clear 

spring of a sublime life, about which so much has been written and 

about which there have been such great divergences in all epochs, 

that the observant and analytical intelligences have ended up asking 

themselves: “Is this personage, of whom so many different pictures 

have been painted, real or mythological?” 

 

The fact that he died executed on a cross because of his doctrine 

does not in itself justify the superhuman exaltation and the triumphant 

greatness of the Nazarene Prophet. How many martyrs of human 

incomprehension were sacrificed for the sake of their scientific, moral, 

or sociological ideals! 

 

The history of humankind, just during the period called the Adamic 

Civilization, was an uninterrupted chain of victims of the Ideal. It was 

a martyrology so abundant and nurtured that the observer would not 

know what is more surprising, the tenacious perseverance of the 

heroes or the hateful cruelty of the executioners. 

 

Therefore, the greatness of the Nazarene Master is not based only 

on his martyrdom, but on his entire life. His life was a great exponent 

of his guiding doctrine of humankind, a doctrine that He founded on 
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two solid columns: The paternity of God and the fraternity of all men. 

 

His whole life was a living reflection of these two mother ideas, on 

which he based all his teaching. Because he was convinced that only 

these ideas can lead human beings to their perfection and happiness. 

To feel God as a Father is to love him above all things. To feel 

ourselves as brothers and sisters of all humankind is to bring heaven 

to Earth. 

 

Twenty years of anxious search in the vast documentation, 

chronicles, and stories of the first century, saved from the ban decreed 

later by Emperor Diocletian, and of persevering research in Palestine, 

Syria, Greece, Alexandria, Damascus, Antioch, and Asia Minor, allow 

us to offer today to seekers of the Truth regarding the august 

personality of Christ, this story whose title: "Eternal Harps", which 

induces the reader to the idea that these sublime lives, brilliant lives, 

are the "eternal harps" in which the worlds sing the infinite greatness 

of the Supreme Cause. 

 

We must acknowledge here the collaboration of the ancient 

Essene archives of Moab and Lebanon, and of the Schools of Wisdom 

founded by the three illustrious wise men of the East: Gaspar, 

Melchior, and Balthasar, who still survive on the Sulaiman Mountain, 

near Singapore (India), in the mountains near Persepolis (Persia) and 

on Mount Sinai (Arabia). 

 

Nor can we forget the brave Tuareg race, lost among the crags of 

the Sahara Desert, whose old stories about the Good Genius of the 

Jordan, as they called the Nazarene Prophet, have given vivid solar 

gleams to certain passages of our historical relation. 

 

This book is written especially for the disciples of the Man-Light, 

the Man-Love. And to them I say, this is not a new paladin coming 

down into the arena with combat weapons. It’s a herald of peace, 

union, and concord among all the disciples of Yhasua of Nazareth, 

regardless of the tendencies in which the faith of the peoples has been 

divided. 

 

We believe that recognizing and practicing his teaching as an 

eloquent emanation of Divinity is the most beautiful love offering that 

we can offer to his admirers and friends, all united by the incorruptible 
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bond of his brilliant thought: “God is our Father. All men are Brothers 

and Sisters”. 

 

Lovers of Christ in the personality of Yhasua of Nazareth will 

undoubtedly find in this modest work the Yhasua they had glimpsed 

in their meditations, the great spirit, symbol of the most perfect moral 

beauty, very clear reflector of the Good practiced with absolute 

selflessness. 

 

— Such are the stars of first magnitude that shed their lights without 

asking anything of those whose paths they illuminate, but that they 

carve out their own future happiness! 

 

And as I extend the olive branch of peace to all horizons, 

symbolized in this new account of his life, I say from the depths of my 

soul: 

 

Friends of Yhasua: I give you with love, the effort of twenty years, 

which presents for your contemplation the most faithful image of the 

Christ of your dreams that is possible for us, little wandering fireflies 

in the immensity of the infinite worlds, to obtain. 

The author. 
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Prelude 
 

It was the right moment, precise, inexorable! 

Time that in the infinite immensity, is synonymous with the day of 

glory, the golden age, the splendor of the sovereign wills that arrives 

when it should, and leaves when it has finished manifesting itself. 

And that something supreme, like the Fiat of the Infinite, was going 

to resonate in the Eternal Harps, like a triumphal hymn that the 

innumerable spheres would hear!... 

The glorious Pleiad of the Seventy Instructors of this Universe of 

Worlds was gathered in a luminous assembly so that the Supreme 

Love may once again anoint its great chosen ones with the glory of 

the holocaust1. Their law marked a third plus one. So, they had to be 

24 in total. 

Where would the long paths open in the infinite immensity?... 

In the archives of the Eternal Light, they were already marked from 

ages past. 

It would be nothing more than the prolongation of a song begun 

and not yet finished. 

It would be nothing more than the continuity of the light from an old 

lamp lit in the distant night of the times that were, that before seeing it 

extinguished, it was necessary to fill the old lamp with oil again. 

It would be nothing more than a new sowing, already many times 

repeated, of divine Love and divine Wisdom, before the last fruits of 

the previous sowing were extinguished. 

In the immeasurable greatness of the Infinite, they were small dots 

marked by fire...! Nothing but dots!... 

 

A small wave crowned with white foam that approaches the beach, 

kisses it, refreshes it, and returns back to the center of the sea, happy 

to have left its refreshing lymph on the dry and calcined sands. 

They were chosen for a new mission of salvation: Yhasua, Venus, 

Alpha, Castor, Pollux, Orpheus, Diana, Jhuno, Beth, Horus, Reshai, 

Hehalep, Regulus, Virgho, Ghimel, Thipert, Schipho, Shemonis, 

Pallus, Capella, Zahin, Malkuadonai, Ghanma, and Sekania. 

Each one was called by the name chosen from their first conscious 

incarnation in their world of origin, which should also be the name 

                            
 

1 In this book the word holocaust is used in its original historical definition: an act of 
total religious self-sacrifice or offering, derived from the Ancient Greek holokaustos. 
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they'd bore in their last incarnation. Names so powerful and strong in 

their vibrations that many of them remained imprinted for long ages in 

the physical worlds where they acted. 

And each one, following the luminous ray of the Eternal Torches, 

which they in turn received from the Magnificent Fires, supreme 

Hierarchs of this universe, saw standing out in the infinite blue, like 

bubbles of light, the globes where pain and sacrifice awaited. 

Each one had made several incarnations there, separated from 

each other by long millennia. 

Each one selected from among the 46 twin Brothers who were free 

in their glorious dwellings those who were to guide and protect him in 

the tremendous test that he had to perform. And sweet Yhasua, 

originally from the second star of the Sirius constellation, who had 

already completed eight stages on planet Earth, chose Ariel and 

Aelohin as immediate guides. Both of them had already been with him 

in the days of Juno, Krishna, and Moses, as Sirius and Okmaya had 

been for Antulius; Venus and Capella for Abel; Isis and Orpheus for 

Amphion, Numu, and Buddha. 

But since the sweet Yhasua had to carry out the final journey, the 

most tremendous, and the one that would close the glorious cycle of 

all his heroic sacrifices, Ghimel, Tzebahot, and Shamed also offered 

to sponsor him. These three due to their high degree of evolution were 

already close to elevate to the abode of the Eternal Torches. 

After the solemn and imposing farewell with the presence of the 

great Sirius, who was the starting point of those magnificent 

evolutions. Sirius gave the volunteer martyrs to drink from the sacred 

cup of the triumphant heroes and blessed them in the name of Eternal 

Love. The 24 missionaries received and were dressed in the gray 

robes of the immolated. And the sweet and tender Yhasua was led by 

his five Higher Guardians to the turquoise portal that leads to the astral 

sphere of the Earth. There he was submerged in the preliminary sleep 

and handed over to the custody of three Candles of Piety, until the 

moment when he entered the material body prepared in advance by 

the Intelligences in charge of directing the physiological processes of 

human generation. 

 

Most of those chosen for the great and sublime holocaust were 

from the Legion of Living Harps or Loving-Beings, a few from the 

Splendors and the Victories, and others from the Wall of Diamonds. 

It was, hence, an overflowing torrent of love that those glorious 



 6 

Envoys hauled with them from the heights of the Sirian2 worlds to the 

globes favored with such illustrious visitors. 

But those spheres were alien and ignorant concerning the divine 

gift that they were going to receive! 

On planet Earth there were four groups of human beings, who saw 

in the smooth sky of their mystical contemplations the approach of the 

Great Missionary. The first group were the Essenes, congregated in 

number of 70 in the great caves of the mountains of Moab, located to 

the east of the Dead Sea. Other portions of the Essenes were in the 

mountains of Lebanon, and the mountains of Samaria and Judea, 

while those who had family and home were scattered throughout 

Palestine, and these formed as a second spiritual chain dependent on 

those who lived alone and in celibacy. 

The second group was found in Arabia, on Mount Horeb, where a 

dark-skinned sage, astrologer had built a Temple-School at his 

expense. With his 84 fellow students and meditators were seeking to 

put themselves in the same wave of vibration as the invisible 

Intelligences, which were the courtesans of the Divine Anointed who 

was entering the preparatory sleep to unite with the physical matter. 

It was Melchior, the dark prince, who having had in his early youth 

a passionate love, deep as an abyss and strong as a hurricane, had 

led him to the unconsciousness of crime. He had snatched from a 

young shepherd the tender woman who should have been his 

companion, thus causing despair and the death of both. 

Melchior, seeking to cure the pain of his guilt, poured out half of his 

considerable fortune at the feet of all the young women of his land to 

cooperate in their weddings and in the formation of their homes. And 

with the other half he built a Temple-School and called men 

disappointed by a pain similar to his, who wanted to seek in the 

serenity of the Infinite: hope, peace, and wisdom. 

It was as if embedded in Mount Horeb, among the thunderous hills 

of Arabia Petraea (Arabia of Stone), a few miles from Dizahab, for 

which the people of this port city called them the hermits of Horeb, 

who were respected and considered as augurs, as astrologers, and 

therapists. 

The third group was in Persia, among the mountains of the Zagros 

Mountains chain, a few miles south of Persepolis, the luxurious city of 

Darius. 

                            
 

2 From the Sirius star constellation. 
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The Temple was on the edge of a stream that was born in the 

heights of the Zagros Mountains, flowing into the Persian Gulf. They 

were commonly called "Rudites" in the region because of Rudian, a 

famous doctor who lived among the solitary, whose cults were like a 

soft resonance of Zend-Avesta, and the origin of the sweet and 

mystical Shiites, who divided their time between meditation, music, 

and manual work. 

It was Balthasar, the Counselor of this School of meditation and 

wisdom. And to this school he had devoted most of his life, which was 

already reaching its sunset. 

 And finally, the fourth group was located in the Sulaiman 

Mountains, neighboring the great Indus River, whose torrential current 

was almost the only sound that broke the calm of that solitude. To that 

place, Gaspar, Lord of Srinagar, and Prince of Bombay, had fled with 

a tomb of love in his heart, to seek in the study of the sidereal world 

and the internal powers granted by God to men, the necessary 

strength to be useful to humankind, calming their own sorrows in the 

study and contemplation of the divine mysteries. 

 

Behold the four portions of humankind to whom it was revealed 

from the spiritual world, the secret of the descent of Christ into a 

physical body, formed in the womb of a maiden of the land in which 

the river flows as at the bottom of an abyss, the Jordan River. 

And in the serene lucidity of their long contemplations, they 

glimpsed a home like a nest of turtledoves among rose bushes and 

myrtle trees, where three beings, three Essenes, sang psalms at dawn 

and dusk, to praise God. They sang to the sound of the zither and to 

enter the vibratory wave of all the just who awaited the arrival of the 

Anointed One announced by the Prophets. They were Joachim, Anna, 

and the tender lily, sprouted in the mature age of the spouses who 

with tears had asked the Almighty for an extension of their lives that 

would close their eyes at the hour of death. 

And it was Myriam, a moonbeam over the serenity of a sleeping 

lake. 

And it was Myriam, a dawn cloud over a garden of blooming lilies. 

And it was Myriam, a mystical lark, when to the sound of her zither, 

she sang in a low voice, psalms of praise to Jehovah. 

And Myriam's hands, traversing her loom, were like white 

turtledoves waving among sands golden by the sun. 

And Myriam's eyes were... Syrian eyes, waiting for love..., the color 

of ripe hazelnuts wet with dew... And they looked with the meekness 
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of gazelles, and their eyelids closed with the softness of petals at 

dusk... 

And the sun rising, like a golden lantern on the horizon, designed 

in shadows her gentle silhouette and her light and brief steps over the 

flowering meadows as she went with the jug on her shoulder to fetch 

water from the nearby fountain. 

And the joyful fountain returned her own image... the image of a 

nubile virgin, her forehead covered in white, as is the custom of the 

women of her country! 

How beautiful was Myriam, in her chaste virginity!... 

Such was the vessel chosen by the Supreme Law at that solemn 

hour, to deposit the matter that the Divine Word would use in his 

glorious Messianic journey. 

And when Myriam was only 15-year-old, Joachim and Anna, within 

just months of each other, slept in the bosom of God, that sleep that 

does not awaken in matter, and the sweet nubile virgin with gazelle 

eyes was taken by her relatives to protect her orphanhood among the 

virgins of Zion, under the cloisters and golden porches of the 

Jerusalem Temple, where the priests Simeon and Eleazar, Essenes 

and close relatives of her father, welcomed her with tender care. 

And sweet Myriam with hands of turtledoves, running on her loom, 

wove white linen for the virgins' tunics and the priestly mantles; they 

ran on the strings of the zither accompanying the serene song of the 

psalms with which they glorified the greatness of Jehovah. 

 

Twenty-nine months later, Yhosep of Nazareth, a young widower 

from the same family, was received at the Women's Porch by the old 

widow Anna of Jericho, Joachim's cousin, and the holy widows of the 

Temple listened to the request for the hand of Myriam for the second 

marriage of Yhosep, whose young wife left by death her place empty 

in the home, where five small children called “Mother... Mother!” 

without finding her on Earth. 

 

And Myriam, the nubile virgin with bronzed hair and hazel eyes 

covered with dew, dressed in an alb tunic of linen, and crowned with 

white roses, joined her right hand with that of Yhosep of Nazareth 

before the priest Simeon of Bethel, surrounded by the choirs of 

widows and virgins who sang verses from the Song of Songs, a 

sublime love poem between sister souls found in Infinity. 

And to all those verses, Myriam responded with her lark's voice: 
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 “Come down, Lord, to bless the nuptials of the Virgin 

of Sion.” 

 

After the solemn ritual, the sweet virgin received on her forehead, 

which was crowned with roses, the kiss of her companions and her 

teachers. Then she kissed the threshold of the house of Jehovah 

which sheltered her orphanhood and followed Yhosep to his quiet 

abode in Nazareth.  

The sublime archangels of God, guardians of the sweet Yhasua 

who waited lulled by a resplendent legion of Loving-Beings or Love 

Beings, wrapped Myriam in the nuptial veils that they weave around 

pure and chaste wives, the Superior Intelligences called Eternal 

Spouses or Creators of Forms. And while she was walking with her 

husband towards Nazareth, this question was arising from the 

innermost depths of her being: — “What do you want from me, Lord, 

that you command me to leave your Temple, to follow one of your 

servants who offers me love, his roof and his bread? 

And after a short silence, she thought she heard a voice that she 

could not determine from whither it came, if down, from above, or if it 

was the murmur of the meadows or the echo of the wind among the 

palms and sycamores: 

 

“Myriam!... Because you have been faithful in keeping 

your virginal chastity in the paternal house and the 

Temple of Jehovah; because your hands only moved 

to weave the linen and pluck melodies from your zither 

accompanying the praises of God, you will see the 

most sublime Light that can come down to Earth come 

out of you.” 

 

And with her short and light steps, she followed her husband on the 

way to Nazareth, absorbed in her thoughts, so deep that they forced 

her into an obstinate silence. 

— What are you thinking about, Myriam, that you aren't talking to 

me? —Yhosep asked her, looking at her tenderly. 

—I think I see myself following you, not knowing why I'm following 

you —she answered, making an effort to modulate her words. 

Because the nuptial veils of the radiant archangels, Creators of 

Forms, increasingly enveloped her physical being, which remained as 

an oval of light in the center of a splendid pink cloud with golden 

reflections. 
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And the silence deepened as they approached the little house in 

Nazareth, silence of human voices but full of harmonies, resonances, 

sweet, soft, and infinite vibrations!  

They sang around Myriam the Legions of the Loving-Beings, while 

the ideal beauty of a human form already floated on the formidable 

wave that is Light and Energy. By means of which the lofty 

Intelligences forgers of every plastic form in the vast Universe, come 

and go, rise and fall!  

And as soon as Myriam entered under Yhosep's roof, she went to 

prostrate herself on the floor of her bedroom, and from the depths of 

her being, she raised this simple prayer to the Divinity: 

 

 — “Lord... Lord!...  

From your Golden Temple,  

you have led me to this humble abode,  

where I will continue singing your praises,  

weaving the linen and working the bread of those who 

surround my table.  

Lord... Lord!...  

Myriam will be your surrendered slave,  

in any condition of life  

in which you want to place her! 

 
— What are you doing, Myriam, and why do you have tears in your 

eyes? –Yhosep told her when he saw her on her knees in the middle 

of the bedroom and with two liquid pearls on her white cheeks. 

—I pray to Jehovah, that I may be the bearer of peace in your home 

–she replied. 

And led by Yhosep, she went to find next to the fireplace that was 

burning in bright flames, Yhosep's five little children, who dressed in 

their best clothes were waiting anxiously for the sweet little mother 

that their father promised to bring from the Holy city of kings of Judah. 

The little boys, ages ten, eight, six, four, and two, clung to Myriam's 

white robes as they rose on their tiptoes to kiss her on the mouth. 

And a Legion of Loving-Beings sang invisible around the virgin, 

mother of five children that another mother brought to life, and who, 

without a doubt, wept with happiness, seeing her tender offspring 

caressed by the beautiful blond virgin who would love them as a 

mother. 

The humble home of the craftsman was seen with the arrival of 
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Myriam flooded with uninterrupted waves of light, peace, and love. 

The children always laughed, the merry and boisterous swallows 

nested on the roof; the turtledoves fluttered cooing among the 

luminous greenery of the orchard, the larks and thrush bird sang at 

dawn, intoning the psalms of Myriam, who accompanied them with the 

melodies of her zither. 

— How beautiful life is by your side, Myriam! —Yhosep told her 

when he finished his work as a craftsman. He would sit next to the 

loom where his wife wove or next to the fire where she baked bread 

and seasoned delicacies. 

—It seems to me that you are always wrapped in the light of 

Jehovah and that I have him under my roof ever since you are by my 

side. If the law did not say “You shall not worship any image or figure, 

but Me who am your Creator”, I would be about to worship you, 

Myriam, as a bit of God. 

And when Yhosep began to outline in his words his thoughts of 

admiration, Myriam, blushing, narrowed her eyes, while putting her 

little pink fingers over Yhosep's mouth, to tell him to be quiet. 

Her usual state was a sweet and soft silence because the powerful 

irradiation of the astral form of the radiant Divine Spirit that vibrated in 

infinity fluttered around her, getting closer, and had her so seized and 

absorbed in her own thoughts, that she barely descended to the 

exterior world, whose vibrations were heavy and harsh compared to 

the intense and smooth harmony of her inner world. 

Myriam!... Sweet and tender Myriam! How could the Nazarene 

women, who always talked and laughed in happy groups when they 

were spinning or weaving, when they were gathering firewood and 

hay in the meadow, when they were harvesting their vines and fig 

trees, when they were hurrying to fetch water from the fountain, how 

could they understand you in your silence? 

– Myriam! Why are you sad?... Myriam!... When are you going to 

laugh? Myriam!... Don't you have anything to say to us?... 

— Aren't you happy, Myriam? 

To all these questions asked spontaneously and without 

premeditation by the Nazarene women, Myriam responded with a soft 

smile or with these words: 

– I am so happy, that if I spoke, it seems to me that my own words 

would interrupt the internal melody that always lulls me to sleep! 

How could the Nazarene women understand Myriam, if she alone 

was the mother-of-pearl vessel chosen to receive the Love that is a 

universal, ineffable, and eternal song? 
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Love sang in her, hidden like a lyre under her white headdress! 

 

Love sang for her, as she knelt in the gloom of her lonely bedroom, 

praying to Jehovah to send upon Israel the Savior promised to the 

Prophets! 

Love sang with her when her meditation was deep, and beautiful 

visions came out of the clear mirror of her mind not shadowed by any 

breath, but only the sovereign breath of love that sought a nest in her 

bosom! 

Love sang in her eyes, caressing when they looked, which her 

modesty or her ecstasy squinted like petals wet with rain and then 

kissed by the sun! 

Love sang in her hands crossed in deep, profound, and intimate 

prayer, with which her chosen soul responded in idyllic psalms, during 

all the hours that went unraveling from her days like white, blue, 

golden pearls! ... 

In her pure innocence, Myriam thought: 

 

“Even in my luminous days of the Holy Temple of 

Jehovah, I did not feel as absorbed in Divinity as today, 

that I find myself immersed in the monotonous work of 

a housewife. 

"You could say that Yhosep's house is also a small 

and humble temple, where Jehovah's breath descends 

in torrents to purify creatures through Faith, Hope, and 

Love." 

 
Christian Churches, as if inspired by the hidden knowledge of the 

profound Truth hidden in these extraordinary events, worship without 

defining why, the solemn and unique days of anxiety in the life of a 

woman, which they have called "days of Expectation of the Virgin 

Mother”. 

Days of glory, peace, and love incomprehensible to ordinary 

people, but of a clear and manifest sublimity for Myriam, who saw 

magnificent and radiant golden visions gliding around her, speaking 

to her in soundless voices, about ultra-stellar skies, from where 

moment by moment the Light descended upon her. And Love took 

complete possession of her; and the eternal harps sang within herself, 

as if her whole being were a vibration with a life of its own, a divine 

hymn, taking tangible forms at intervals, or fading into the ether with 

the whisper of soft kisses after having flooded her with such divine 
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happiness, such as she never dreamed of, not even in her most 

glorious days among the Virgins of Zion. 

And this state of semi-ecstasy in Myriam sometimes saddened 

Yhosep, who, unaware of the high divine plans for his companion, 

harshly judged himself as an unworthy possessor of that living temple 

of God, like a bold worm that had dared to approach the nubile Virgin 

that descended upon his home of an artisan like a ray of the moon on 

serene nights; like a snowflake slipped from distant peaks neighboring 

the heavens, like a bird of paradise perched on his roof... 

How poor and sad Yhosep, in his unawareness of the sublime 

destiny of Myriam, brought to his side by Divine Law, because his 

honest probity as a just man made him a worthy protector and shelter 

in that extraordinary and unique hour, in Myriam’s life!... 

Most of the early biographers of such events did not correctly 

interpret Yhosep's sadness either, attributing it to the fact that dark 

and erroneous thoughts about his wife's sanctity had passed through 

his hallucinated mind. Nothing of that! 

Yhosep never thought badly of his holy companion, but on the 

contrary, he saw himself as too imperfect next to her; too much a man 

next to her who was an angel in the form of a woman, and he even 

thought of running away because he judged himself unworthy of 

staying even one more day with that celestial creature, which he 

himself petitioned as a wife in the Atriums of Jehovah's Temple. 

But the love that sang in Myriam, also sang in a dream one night 

for the saddened Yhosep, who, falling from his bed bathed in tears, 

prostrated himself on the cold pavement of the bedroom, adoring the 

designs of Jehovah who had taken him as a means of carrying out on 

the physical terrestrial plane, what the Eternal Will had decreed from 

the heights of his Immortal Kingdom!  

  

And the infinite sweetness of a fatherhood that made him like God, 

sang divine melodies in the soul of Yhosep, for whom the mystical veil 

that hid the incarnation of the Word of God in the chaste bosom of 

Myriam had been lifted. 

Now everything is understood and felt!... Already the gray nebula 

of musings has been scattered in dust of gold and blue, and the 

spouses of Nazareth happily wait for the Divine Light to overflow under 

the humble roof that shelters them. 

And the Eternal Harps sang closer and closer and in ever more 

solemn tones: "Glory to God in the heights of the infinite heavens, and 

peace on Earth to men of good will! 
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1.   The Glory of Bethlehem  
 

The days flew by!..., they flew like flower petals carried by the wind 

through valleys, mountains, and meadows; and each one of those 

days, a shred of light shredded by the inexorable fingers of time, it told 

Myriam in a soundless voice that the great event of her divine 

motherhood was drawing near. 

A radiant vision the color of amethyst and gold had sung to her in 

an autumn evening, a melody never heard by her: 

 

“Hail, Myriam!... full of Grace!... Blessed are you 

among all women!... And blessed is the one who will 

come out of you, who will be called the Son of the Most 

High! 

“Hallelujah, Myriam!...Hallelujah!” 

"Sing, woman of silence, sing because your glory 

surpasses all glories, and in this solemn hour your 

route of stars has been set for ever and ever!..." 

 

And the celestial voice seemed to be losing itself in the distance, 

as if the one from whom it arose was rising higher and higher in the 

infinite blue. 

 

Some humble Nazarene farmers and shepherds, who spent the 

nights of autumn under the gigantic oaks, with bonfires lit, taking care 

of their sheepfolds or their maturing crops, believed they had dreamed 

of songs like those of the virgins of Zion, in the solemnity of Easter in 

the Jerusalem Temple. 

And other nocturnal passers-by in the silent Nazarene city claimed 

to have seen little pink, blue, and gold clouds of dawn, going down 

and up, spreading like a filigree of tenuous threads of the colors of the 

rainbow on the grayish roof of the house of Yhosep the artisan. 

And in a low voice, versions charged with mystery, enigmas, and 

astonishment began to run, making the most varied and picturesque 

comments, which, expanding more and more, reached the marvelous. 

Some kind of powerful magician must have been involved in all that 

—they said stealthily. 

And feminine curiosity wove subtle nets, the work of imaginations 

of uncultivated minds and without lucidity. Sweet Myriam, harassed 

by questions, was becoming sad and alarmed, seeing that her little 

house-temple was taken as the scene of something that those good 
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people were unable to understand. And Yhosep took the prudent and 

discreet measure of taking Myriam to Bethlehem, to the house of 

Elkanah, united in marriage with Sarah, younger sister of Anna, her 

mother, who had a true reverence for her virtuous and beautiful niece. 

Yhosep had discussed the journey with the merchant caravan that 

periodically descended from Caesarea Philippi to Jerusalem, who 

rested by the fountain, on the outskirts of Nazareth.  

And when the full moon was at its zenith, Yhosep and Myriam, 

mounted on a camel, followed the caravan heading south, while 

Yhosep's children, in the care of a female relative, continued to light 

the fire under that roof–moldy from the years–and that so many 

beauties had seen transpire in the seven months of preparation for 

the great event. 

—What happened in the carpenter's house? —the Nazarene 

neighbors wondered, —that the saws and the hammers of the 

laborers of Yhosep are not heard. 

—Could it be that the angels of the Lord took sweet Myriam to the 

seventh heaven, who is perhaps going to be the mother of a new 

Prophet sent by Jehovah to strike down the dominating despots of 

Israel? 

Such questions arose from the minds without malice of those who 

had heard the assertions of some clairvoyants, who were surprised by 

the strange glows over Yhosep's house.  

But the majority wove a dark mesh around the sweet woman of 

silence with malignant suppositions. Someone even announced that 

she had lost her mind; that an atrocious dementia had been taking her 

from shadow to shadow wrapped in her tenacious silence, towards 

that dreadful mental darkness that we call madness. 

 

And after three days of marching, Yhosep and Myriam found 

themselves in the city of David, the mystical shepherd king, who to the 

sound of a golden lyre sang psalms of praise to Jehovah and psalms 

of sorrow for its sins: cries of anguish! crying out for pity and mercy 

for their great mistakes! 

—Myriam..., Anna's daughter!... —Sarah, her aunt, exclaimed, 

hugging her tenderly on her doorstep. —What glory is this that comes 

with you, Myriam, chosen woman of the Most High? 

And Myriam, looking at that woman with her big eyes full of divine 

dreams, said to her with her usual sweetness: "Do you, Aunt Sarah, 

surround me with miracles and enigmas? If I was chosen to be the 

mother of a prophet, like all the mothers of prophets in this land of the 
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Lord where there were so many. Is that what you mean?” 

—It's just that Elkanah, my husband, and I have had strange 

dreams about you, Myriam, daughter of Joachim and Anna.” 

“Let us go in, and I will tell you everything by the hearth.” 

Aunt Sarah, followed by the young woman, went to sit on the bench 

in the home, while Elkanah and Yhosep arranged suitable lodging for 

Myriam, who came to await her maternity under her Bethlehemite roof. 

"We dreamed, Elkanah and I, that we saw you standing on top of 

a hill in the vicinity of Nazareth, and that from your chest a stream of 

crystalline waters sprouted that widened until it formed a bluish 

stream, where multitudes of people came to drink because those 

wonderful waters cured all diseases. 

“Then you were no longer seen, but only the little stream that 

became a mighty river, and then a sea of golden and resplendent 

waters that flooded from Idumea to Sidon. 

“Another time, we dreamed that you and Joseph entered the 

Jerusalem Temple for the Passover ceremonies, and that the Temple 

was filled with a rosy glow as if there were flames the color of amethyst 

inside and out. That you two were going out, and the brightness 

remained there, causing stupor to the priests and doctors, because 

that vivid light illuminated them to the depths of their consciences, 

where they found their sins exposed and asked Jehovah for 

forgiveness and mercy. 

“And the third time we dreamed that you alone, on top of a 

mountain, said in a cry that broke our hearts in two: 

"People who pass through these paths!, look and decide if there is 

pain comparable to my pain". 

— Oh, what strange dreams are yours, Aunt Sarah! 

And Myriam, the Essene, reserved and silent, discreet, and 

prudent like all of them, remained silent in compliance with that old 

law of the Order that said: 

"The Essene will never speak of himself, if he is not compelled to 

defend the truth." 

And through her lucid and serene mind passed in a harmonious 

parade many visions, announcements, and prophecies she had had 

regarding the great being who should call her Mother.  

 

“Myriam!... –the Light-Spirit himself had told her the 

unforgettable day when she was crowned with roses to 

marry Yhosep– Myriam!... The Eternal Law of 

Universal Love allows me to associate you with the 
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redemptive mission that will soon bring me to Earth.” 

 
It had happened at dawn on that memorable day, when, following 

the sacred liturgy, the virgin who was to be married made the offering 

of frankincense and myrrh for the last time on the Altar of Perfumes, 

a symbol that she was offering Jehovah the sacrifice of her virginity to 

become a wife and mother. This was another form of priesthood also 

consecrated by the Divine Law, eternal preserver of the human 

species on the Planet. 

And the Spirit-Light who would be her first-born, told her in the most 

intimate hidden and secret language, known by souls cultivated in the 

high faculties of the human psyche: 

 

“Myriam!... My approach to you will be your glory 

forever and ever, but it will also be your martyrdom, so 

profound and so deep, that men will call you: 

Sorrowful, and your symbol will be a heart... Yours, 

pierced by seven swords." 

 
“Myriam!... The Apostle of Redemption drags behind 

him the pain, opprobrium, and anathema of the 

unconscious humankind to whom he brings the divine 

message; pain that reaches all those who most closely 

share the divine charge of Light and Wisdom, of which 

He is the bearer. 

 
“Paladins of Truth, Wisdom, and Love, we come to the 

immolation, and whoever gets closer to us, the more 

harshly immolated one will be. 

 
“Myriam!... In this incense and myrrh that you burn on 

the altar covered by your white, orange blossoms, 

comes to Me the heroic acceptance of your soul, of 

being the most intimate ally in the redemptive mission 

that brings Me to your side. 

"Be blessed forever, woman divinized by Love, by 

sacrifice, and by motherhood!". 

 

Sarah, her aunt, a simple and virtuous Bethlehemite, saw Myriam 

absorbed in her thoughts, and reflections of the internal clarity that 

always illuminated her seemed to intersect on her pink and ivory face. 
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And while events unfolded on the physical plane, unusual 

movements were also being prepared in the outer world. 

The two largest planets in our solar system, Jupiter, and Saturn, 

were slowly approaching with the sovereign majesty of stars of the 

first magnitude to unite in magnificent conjunction, as if that formidable 

marriage of the heavens should have repercussions on that other 

marriage of the terrestrial plane, between Divinity and human nature, 

which was gestated in the bosom of Myriam, the sweet woman, living 

harp of the Eternal Law. 

And Jupiter and Saturn continued their nuptial march through the 

infinite spaces having as courtiers and spectators, the thousands of 

stars and suns of this Universe visible from Earth. 

It was the 747th year of the founding of Rome, 8,967 from the 

beginning of the Adamic Civilization, the only exact dates and possible 

verification that we can give for the guidance of scholars. 

Both planets were heading towards the zodiacal domain of Pisces, 

closely linked at that time to the destinies of the great people who 

followed Moses. 

The land of promise, given by Him to the people of Israel between 

the sea and the Jordan, seemed to have a strange attraction for the 

two radiant heavenly travelers, who ran to celebrate their formidable 

marriage precisely in the sidereal field that constituted their heritage. 

And the sages and students of the great Occultist Fraternities 

followed with ecstatic gaze that great stellar march, which they had 

known for centuries that it should mark the precise time of the 

appearance of the Man of God on the Planet. 

Where would the two radiant travelers meet? In which of the 90 

zodiacal palaces would be the magnificent nuptial chamber of celestial 

Loving-Beings? And the gaze of the wise penetrated the abysses in 

search of the great truth. 

— Pisces! —they all shouted at once, when they saw them give 

each other the supreme embrace, while the winter solstice covered 

with snow the land of promise envisioned by Moses. And in the blue 

ether, the reddish Mars, also rushed towards Pisces to cover with the 

purple of its floating curtains, the resplendent marriage of Jupiter and 

Saturn. 

The meeting of the three planets was the eternal clarion call that 

marked the exact, precise, inexorable hour in which the Man of God 

opened his human eyes to physical life on Planet Earth for the last 

immolation, the one that would crown his glorious and long career of 

Messiah-Instructor of humanities. 
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And from the great Schools of Divine Wisdom, bold pilgrims set out 

on a journey towards the blessed land, where the Son of God was 

born in flesh of man! 

Six centuries before, Isaiah, one of the greatest seers of Israel, had 

sung on his bronze-stringed harp, whose vibrations shook souls: 

 

"And you, Bethlehem of Judah, are not small, but 

great among the cities of Israel, because the Savior of 

men will be born from you." 

 
And since that night, the seventh of the winter solstice, many 

remained awake to contemplate the great spectacle announced by 

the Assyrian and Chaldean astronomers, some of whom even feared 

a stellar cataclysm that would produce the disintegration of several 

worlds, including the Earth. That was how the Bethlehemite 

shepherds also kept watch, and due to their simplicity of customs and 

fervent prayer to Jehovah asking for mercy, the most sensitive 

captured the wave of divine harmony emanated from the Great 

Intelligences that allowed the entrance of the Man of God to the 

physical plane; radiant wave of light and glory, which poured over the 

Earth like a musical waterfall, the unforgettable song of Love and 

Peace: 

 

"Glory to God in the Infinite Heavens and Peace on 

Earth in the Souls of good will!" 

 

Myriam, Yhosep, Sarah, and Elkanah, the only human beings who 

witnessed the advent of the Word of God, fell into ecstatic hypnosis 

due to the force of vibration of the great spirit that took possession of 

his matter for a terrestrial life. 

The subtle and penetrating fluids of the purest Intelligences that 

sponsored the planetary conjunction that we already know, could not 

be resisted by the weak physical matter of the four beings present, 

and so closely immediate to the event. 

Yhosep and Elkanah sooner shook off the very soft and deep torpor 

that invaded them, and which they unconsciously described as 

lethargic sleep, produced by an excess of incense and myrrh that 

were burned in the embers of a cauldron. They woke up Sarah, 

because the newborn moaned quietly, very soft, a cherub of rose and 

mother-of-pearl, lying in the whiteness of the mother's bed, still 

submerged in the radiant mists of hypnosis. 
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Sarah!, humble and good woman..., it was your laborious hands 

that first touched the sacred body of the newborn Christ, and they 

would also be the last that perfumed his corpse, 33 years later, when 

Myriam, fainted in deep and painful fainting, fell on the chest of the 

maddened Magdalena, when the holy corpse was torn from them to 

take it to the grave! 

Sarah! Hard-working and self-sacrificing woman, ignored in your 

silent and obscure greatness before men, who seek your summit 

along lonely and forgotten paths, where little flowers sprout that no 

one covets, seeks, or ambitions; homey paths that very few see, and 

even fewer, value and understand!... 

But, no one will erase from your hands the sacred gold flower 

stamped on them, by the divine contact of the newborn body of the 

Son of God! 

Three middle-aged Essenes, whose dwellings were built in the 

eastern suburbs of Bethlehem, kept vigil around the lit bonfire next to 

a window that allowed them to contemplate the grandiose and 

perhaps threatening spectacle of the union of the two great planets in 

the infinity blue. 

The three heads of household, Alphaeus, Josiah, and Eleazar were 

gathered in the house of the latter, because having a large family 

including his elderly parents, he needed to be helped in the feared 

event that a sidereal cataclysm turned the house into rubble. 

Meanwhile, Alphaeus and Josiah, both widowers, only had the 

servant guardian of the cattle. Their wives were dead, and the 

children, already married, formed a separate family. And behold, when 

the planetary conjunction was perfect, they saw that intercepting the 

light of the two sidereal love-beings, some little clouds of purple and 

snow, of blue and gold, seemed to approach in serene and majestic 

flight, until they could clearly distinguish human forms as if painted on 

the blue of the skies by an artist's hand. 

They seemed to have lutes and zithers producing a harmony far 

away... very far away and faintly perceptible. 

The three Essenes were all eyes and ears and seemed like three 

clay figures cut out in the window listening and looking without being 

able to move. 

The radiant human figures of a subtlety that at times vanished in 

the blue gloom of the night, seemed to fly towards the sleeping city of 

Bethlehem, which roofs were covered in snow as were the tops of the 

centuries-old trees that surrounded it, appeared in the distance like an 

immense herd of white elephants rendered to the night’s rest. 
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Occasional light from some observation ogives cut at intervals the 

white monotony of the city sleeping under the snow. 

Alphaeus and Josiah, who, being freed from family ties, attended 

more frequently the hidden Essene temples in the mountains, had a 

more developed clairvoyant faculty, and could perceive with some 

clarity that the beautiful radiant figures hovered over the house of 

Elkanah the weaver, in whose interior the golden light of the lit bonfire 

could be glimpsed. 

—The masters —said Josiah, —are announcing to us the arrival of 

a Redeemer, an event that would be preceded by extraordinary 

manifestations in the heavens, and perhaps this is the moment." 

And walking through the city on its eastern side where the house 

of Elkanah was located, they witnessed that the splendid visions 

disappeared or vanished there. 

—But how could he have been born there —Alphaeus added, —if 

Elkanah lives alone with his wife and they only had one son who is 

already married and lives in Sebaste?" —And hovering around the 

weaver's quiet and peaceful abode, they listened. 

It was the precise moment that Elkanah and Yhosep were shaking 

off the hypnotic torpor that the approach of Superior Intelligences had 

caused them, and the three anxious external observers heard 

Elkanah’s voice:  

— Sarah!... Sarah!... Wake up, the child has been born and is 

starting to cry! 

And knocking softly at the door of the workshop, next to the 

bedroom, from outside they said: 

—Elkanah, Essenes are knocking at your door. Open us up please! 

Hospitality is one of the great laws of the Essenes and Elkanah 

opened his door. 

— What happens in your house, that all the lights of the heavens 

descend on it? — the visitors asked. 

— Lights, you say? While keeping vigil we had fallen asleep, and 

we have woken up with the groans of the child – Elkanah responded. 

—But what child are you talking about?... Is it your wife’s?... 

—No, Myriam’s, our niece, who came from Nazareth to await the 

birth of her child here. 

—Elkanah! —Josiah said to him, —you already know that the 

Elders have announced the coming of a great Prophet over Israel. 

Couldn't it be this one? 

—Come in and we'll talk. —And the three visitors heard from the 

lips of Elkanah the weaver, the story of the dreams that he and Sarah 



 23 

had had regarding the son of Myriam and Yhosep who had just been 

born. 

 

— There is no doubt that it is him!... –they all affirmed at the same 

time, and their conviction was greater when Elkanah told them 

everything Myriam had learned, through the mouth of Yhosep her 

husband, regarding the virtue and silence of the sweet woman, whose 

life seemed like a continual interior contemplation, even during the 

painful chores of the home. 

 

And a little later they were taken to Myriam's bedroom, who was 

sitting on her bed, holding her tender newborn on her lap. 

And those austere men, Essenes with radiant souls of faith and 

hope, fell on their knees, in order to on their knees kiss the warm little 

hands of the pink and mother-of-pearl cherub that slept in profound 

stillness. 

Yhosep cried with happiness. Essenes, all of them, could value 

exactly what it meant for the happy parents to see their home blessed 

by the birth of an envoy of God. 

Myriam, the woman of sweetness and silence, looked at everyone 

and looked at her child. And she kept silent, sinking back into her 

internal contemplation. 

She finally broke everyone's meditative silence: 

—It seems to me that my son tells me from the depths of his soul: 

“sing a hymn of thanks-giving because the will of the Most High has 

been fulfilled.” 

And those seven humble Essenes sang in chorus some fragments 

of the psalms of praise and gratitude, because the Savior of men had 

come down to Earth. 

 

 And retiring from Myriam's bedroom to let her rest, they gathered 

around the fire that burned in happy flames, the five men with Sarah, 

who full of care and possessed of holy enthusiasm, took the cup of 

the sacred libations that the Essene rite accustomed for great events 

of a spiritual order. This cup was what we would call a double-handled 

vase and it had to be made of gold, stone, or clay, depending on what 

the financial situation of each family allowed. Elkanah was in a median 

position and his cup was white marble. He, as head of the house, took 

the glass from Sarah, his wife, while she put white cloaks on 

everyone's shoulders, a symbol that a great purity should cover them 
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in those solemn moments.3 

 

And all standing around the bonfire crossed their hands on their 

chests and bowed their foreheads in adoration of the Supreme before 

whom they recognized their sins in an act of sincere repentance. And 

Elkanah, head of the house, repeated the phrases of the ritual: 

—The Most High has received our confession and our repentance. 

"His mercy, pours on us the divine waters that wash away the sins 

of men." 

“His eternal love for us opens the doors of his temple of wisdom.  

"And may this juice of the vine that we drink together on the night 

of the incarnation of the Divine Avatar, be health and blessing, 

holiness and justice for all the days of our lives." 

 

And the white cup of sacred libations ran through all the hands in 

the most austere silence. And when everyone had drunk, Elkanah 

emptied over the burning flames of the home hearth, the rest of the 

liquor that remained in the bottom of the glass, while he said: 

— “May the home of the Essene always burn to give light and 

warmth to those who arrive at its door.” 

 

After the religious ritual, intimate confidences began about the 

happy event that brought them together that night around the Elkanah 

home fire. 

They all pressured Yhosep to reveal even the smallest details 

observed in Myriam since he took her out of the Temple on the day of 

her betrothal. 

 

As the story progressed, everyone came to the full conviction that 

the child who had just been born was not a simple Prophet of Jehovah 

but the Divine Avatar, that is, the incarnation of the Son of the Most 

High awaited for centuries by their Essenes teachers. And Alphaeus, 

Josiah and Elkanah resolved to leave the next day to the mountains 

of the Dead Sea, where, hidden in deep crypts, lived in study, prayer, 

and work, the 70 Essene Elders who formed the Supreme Council of 

                            
 

3 The accounts of these eyewitnesses of the events of that dawn of the Christ on 
Earth, served as arguments worthy of faith to the first biographers; we can 
mention two whose names have passed to posterity as great friends of the Savior: 
Joseph of Arimathea and Nicodemus of Nicopolis. 



 25 

the Fraternity. Neither Eleazar nor Yhosep could accompany them, 

due to the sacred duties that bound them both to their respective 

families. 

 

When the travelers took the crook and adjusted its strap to start the 

trip, the far-sighted Sarah gave each one a backpack with bread and 

dried fruits, since the rugged aridity of those mountains threatened 

with hunger those who ventured through them without a bag of 

provision. 

Eleazar ran to his little house on the outskirts of Bethlehem to share 

with his family the great event. His old parents, his wife and his 

children hurriedly ran to the house of Elkanah the weaver, to offer 

Myriam and her divine infant everything they had, thus giving real life 

to the most tender stories that the oldest tradition has preserved 

regarding the simple gifts of the Bethlehemite shepherds, first 

connoisseurs of the sublime mystery of the Divine Avatar made man 

on Earth. 

 

The happy news spread under a stealthy secret through all the 

Essene families of Bethlehem. And the modest house of Elkanah was 

visited by an immense and uninterrupted pilgrimage from all the 

neighboring counties. 

 

And those who did not know the secret said: 

—Jehovah has blessed the hands of Elkanah and Sarah, his wife, 

whose exquisite woolen fabrics attract people from neighboring 

towns. 

 

The sweet and silent Essenes kept quiet, because such was the 

advice of the teachers not to cause alarm among the Roman or Jewish 

rulers, who could see a near danger in the great being who had 

descended among the people of Israel. 
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2.  The Essenes  
 

Let us follow the three travelers on their way to En-Gedi on the 

western bank of the Dead Sea, where there was an ancient and 

hidden Essenian Sanctuary. It was the residence of some solitaires, a 

kind of trusted delegates of the Supreme Council, in order to facilitate 

the Brothers of Judea to attend the assemblies on special days, as 

there were also on Mount Ebath (aka Ebal) for those of Samaria, on 

Carmel and Tabor for the Galileans, and on Hermon for those of Syria. 

The Great Council of the Seventy Elder leaders of the Essenian 

Fraternity had their habitual residence in the Mountains of Moab, on 

the eastern shore of the Dead Sea. There, human beings only arrived 

from year to year to ascend to a new degree or analyze the tests 

designated for each grade, because the simplest queries were 

attended by the Essenes of the small Sanctuaries that have already 

been mentioned. 

En-Gedi was an ancient and gloomy-looking village, because that 

salty and arid region offered very few charms to travelers. Among the 

last houses, towards the east, was the home of two strong young men, 

who lived with their old mother from the making butter and cheese 

from a large flock of goats they owned, in addition to the load of 

firewood that they transported on donkeys' backs to neighboring 

villages. 

This house was known to all as the Farm of Andrew. He had been 

the head of the family but had passed away several years ago. 

Our travelers knocked at the door of this house at nightfall the day 

after they had set out on their journey. 

A small shutter at the top of the door opened and through it, 

Elkanah entered his hand making with it the sign of recognition of the 

Essenes, while he said the words of the password: "Voice of silence". 

The sign was the closed hand with the index finger raised upwards. 

The door was immediately opened, and the shivering travelers 

brushed the snow from their thick camel-skin breeches, and rushed to 

the fire, which burned in reddish flames. 

An old woman with a noble face was baking bread and several pots 

were smoking by the fire. 

When they took off the heavy fur hats that covered a large part of 

their faces, the three were recognized by Andrew's family, since they 

made that same trip once a year. 

—You must have great novelties when you have come on this 

harsh day when not even owls come out of their burrows, —observed 
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Jacob, the oldest of the young men. 

—Great news! –exclaimed Elkanah–. And so, we beg you to let us 

pass into the presence of the solitaires. 

—Not before you have eaten with us first –observed the old 

woman, whose name was Bethsheba. 

—This way you will give time for the Elders to also finish their 

dinner, which is precisely at this same time –added Jacob. 

—Well, Brothers, we accept your offer –the travelers answered. 

And then those six modest characters surrounded the simple table of 

the Farm of Andrew the woodcutter, who spent his entire life in that 

cabin serving as a gatekeeper at the underground entrance to the 

temple of the Essenes; humble task that his widow and children 

continued to fulfill, also for their entire lives, since among the Essenes 

the missions of this order were like an honorable spiritual investiture, 

which passed from father to son as a sacred inheritance to which they 

were entitled until the fourth generation. 

The frugal meal, goat's milk with roasted chestnuts, dried figs, 

cheese, and honey, was soon over; and Jacob, lighting a waxed wick 

in the hearth that served as a torch, said: 

– I'm at your service. 

—Let's go —answered the three travelers. 

—Go with God and see you tomorrow —said the mother and the 

youngest son at the same time, a young man 17-year-old, whom they 

called Bartholomew. 

The three travelers, preceded by Jacob, passed from the kitchen 

to a barn, at the end of which was the immense goats stable. 

Behind a huge pile of dry hay, and weaving between sacks of 

wheat and vegetables, Jacob removed a sheet of stone from those 

that formed the wall, and a black hole came into view. 

It was a small platform, from which a stairway carved out of the 

living rock led up to 10 steps. At the end of them, there was a small 

iron door that barely gave way to the body of a man. From inside the 

door protruded the end of a rope. Jacob pulled the rope, and far in the 

distance there was a twang of a bell that echoed softly. A little while 

later the shutter of the door opened and the light from Jacob's torch lit 

up a white face of the Elder who was peering out. 

 

— Voice of silence! Essenian brothers bring great news and ask to 

speak with the Elders. 

He saw Jacob's face and smiled kindly. —Okay, okay... Wait a few 

minutes. 
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The little door opened heavily after a short time, and the three 

travelers entered a low, irregular room, from the ceiling of which hung 

an oil lamp. Seven middle-aged Essenes sat waiting on the stone dais 

that encircled the room. 

—The travelers stay here for tonight —said the Essene porter to 

Jacob. —Go to sleep and come get them tomorrow before noon. And 

the young man withdrew. 

A freshly lit fire blazed in one corner of the room, and a thick 

vegetable fiber mat and a few sheepskins gave the rustic enclosure a 

comfortable appearance. 

And on small stools in front of the dais, the travelers sat in deep 

silence. 

—May Divine Wisdom enlighten our minds, and may Truth move 

our tongues. Speak. 

These solemn words were spoken by the Elder who took center 

stage. 

—So be it —replied the three travelers. 

Elkanah immediately related everything the reader knows from the 

dreams of him and his wife, the arrival of Myriam and Yhosep at their 

house, and everything that had happened there. When he finished, 

Josiah and Alphaeus in turn related what they had seen while 

observing the conjunction of the great planets. 

From a cupboard-shaped hole, whose little door was a stone that 

could be moved, one of the Elders extracted a roll of waxed cloth, 

wooden and clay tablets, and in the deepest silence, they began 

among the seven to go through those writings. 

—Truly, Brothers, your news is of transcendental importance, —

the Server or Servitor Elder, as they called the chief or elder of the 

house, finally said. 

—The time had come, and the conjunction marked the last hour of 

last night over the constellation of Pisces, that adopts the country of 

Israel —added another of the Elders. 

–Such an event has been verified by all of us —observed a third— 

and the Seventy must be waiting at any moment for this 

announcement that you bring us. 

— How much time do you have for this mission? —asked the 

Servitor. 

—The time that you deem appropriate — answered the three 

travelers at the same time. 

—The sacrifice you have made on this harsh snowy night, the firm 

will and the firmest adherence to our Fraternity well deserves to my 
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judgment, a spiritual compensation on our part. What grade are you 

in the Order? 

—Six years ago, we entered the first one: “hospitality and silence”; 

and I for one think I have complied regularly –answered Elkanah. 

—I —said Josiah —have lacked hospitality only once in the case 

of a prisoner from the Antonia Tower, who appeared at my door, who 

was sought by justice with a mandate to deliver him dead or alive. " I 

gave him bread and fruit and asked him to pass by so I wouldn't have 

to hand him over. My wife was still alive, and my daughter was not 

married, and I believed that my life was necessary to them. 

—You did not sin before God or before the Fraternity, Brother, 

which never forces others to sacrifice themselves. It would have been 

another situation if you were alone in the world. 

—And I —said Alphaeus, —have failed to comply with the silence 

rule in a case in which I was not able to control myself. There was a 

fight between two shepherds because of me and if it had not been for 

my own intervention and that of other neighbors, we would have had 

to regret a death. 

“I had been observing for some time that a shepherd was extracting 

milk from his neighbor's breeding goats, and his little goatlings were 

getting thinner and dying in the cold season. The unhappy shepherd 

complained of his bad luck and called it an injustice of God that only 

his goatlings were languid and emaciated, when he worked so hard 

to take care of their mothers. 

“As I had spent more than a year swallowing my tongue to keep 

silent, one day I couldn't take it anymore and said to the victimized 

shepherd: Come, watch from my barn. And from there, he saw what I 

had seen for over a year. And here it was that the drama occurred, at 

the end of which the bad neighbor was sentenced to compensate for 

the damage caused, with the threat of being expelled from the region 

if the case was repeated. 

—Neither have you sinned against God nor against our Fraternity, 

Brother, because there was damage to a third party, and that third 

party would have a wife and children to support, and in the long run, 

all of them would suffer misery and hunger if that situation were 

prolonged indefinitely. Speaking when it is just, is not a sin. Speaking 

without need or use for anyone is what is prohibited by our law. 

"And since we are authorized in this Sanctuary to ascend to the 

third degree, let us go to the Sanctuary where you will receive from 

the Most High the gift that you have conquered." 

The Essene porter who was one of the seven of that small Council, 
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approached the travelers handing them three cloths of the finest linen. 

The three of them quickly blindfolded themselves. 

Then the Servitor extinguished the oil lamp, covered the fire with a 

clay bell, and in the deepest darkness, the running of a stone from the 

wall was heard, and then the creak of an opening door. 

The three travelers, joined by hands and led by the porter, walked 

some 20 paces along a smooth pavement covered with soft grit, at the 

end of which they felt another door open, and they entered a warm, 

incense-scented environment. 

The Servitor removed their bandages and the three fell to their 

knees, speaking the words of the ritual as they bent down to kiss the 

paving slabs: 

— “Be blessed forever and ever, O Holy of Holies! Merciful God 

who has allowed me to enter this sacred place where your voice is 

heard. 

Immediately afterwards, three Essenes covered them with the 

white mantle of consecration and brought them closer to the great 

candlestick with seven candles, in which only one was lit: it was the 

first degree they had. 

Immediately the thick white curtain that fell from the ceiling behind 

the lamp was drawn back, and seven large open books appeared on 

a white stone altar. Above each one of them the names of the great 

disappeared Essene masters were written in bronze letters: Elijah, 

Elisha, Isaiah, Samuel, Jonah, Jeremiah, and Ezekiel. 

And above the seven books appeared carved in stone, a copy of 

the Tablets of the Eternal Law engraved by Moses, whose original 

was in the possession of the Seventy in the Sanctuary of the Moab 

Mountains. The repeated captivities of the Hebrew people and the 

devastation of the sanctuaries of Shiloh, Bethel, and Jerusalem forced 

the disciples of Essen to safeguard that sacred legacy of Moses in the 

deep caverns of Mount Moab. 

And suspended from the ceiling, illuminating the Tables of the Law, 

a silver star shone, whose five points were oil lamps that burned 

without ever going out. That was the Sacred Symbol of the great 

Essenian Fraternity, whose hidden meaning was: the Divine Light that 

illuminated Moses, on Mount Horeb and Sinai, from where the Law 

emerged that remains to this day as the eternal compass of this 

humankind. 

And in the seven enormous books of waxed cloth, the life and 

teaching, prophecies, and clairvoyance of each one of those beings 

revered as teachers of the Essenian Fraternity were written. 
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The zithers of the Essenes resounded all covered in white cloaks. 

The Servitor attached to his forehead by means of a blue silk cord, 

a five-pointed silver star that symbolizes the Divine Light, which 

implored upon him when making the consecration of the three 

Brothers who arrived at the Sanctuary seeking to get closer to the 

Divinity. 

Spirals of incense rose high, from cauldrons placed before the altar 

of the seven books of the Prophets. 

With austere and deep voices, they sang in chorus the psalm called 

the Miserere. 

Their voices as one asked to the rhythm of the zithers and lutes, 

the forgiveness of their sins and divine mercy on all men on Earth. 

The mournful psalm was a deep lamentation of the human soul that 

recognizes its errors and repents of them. After it was finished, the 

Servitor uncovered the pilaster of water that was to the right of the 

great lamp with seven candles and invited those who were going to 

consecrate themselves in the second degree of the Fraternity, to 

immerse their hands in it up to the elbow. 

This was known as the ablution of the hands, a ritual that marked 

the entrance to the second degree, as the ablution of the face was the 

initiation to the first degree that they had already passed. Those 

waters, strongly vitalized by 70 days of transfusions of high and pure 

energies, produced a gentle, sweet current for those who submerged 

their hands in it, which they then left to dry without any contact with 

any cloth. 

After they were brought before the great lamp, the Servitor 

pronounced the words of the Consecration: "Almighty God, who have 

vitalized with your divine energy the hands of your servants so that 

they work in favor of their helpless and needy Brothers, listen to the 

sacred vow they make to you; to work two more hours each day in 

order to support lepers, paralytics, and orphans who cross their path”. 

And the consecrated said, each one separately: “Before God-

Creator of everything that exists, I make a solemn vow to increase my 

working hours by two, in order to support lepers, paralytics and 

orphans who cross my path”. 

Then an Essene lit the second candle in the great sacred lamp. 

And the Servitor, putting his hands on the head of each one, said: 

— “If your life is in accordance with the Law, the beneficial energies 

that your hands have absorbed on this day will serve to relieve the 

physical pain of our Brothers.” 

Immediately afterwards, the newly consecrated arrived at the great 
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altar of the seven books, and throwing incense into the cauldrons, they 

evoked their great prophets and pronounced their names, more with 

their souls than with their lips. And it always happened that one of the 

seven prophets appeared in a spiritual state, more or less visible and 

tangible, depending on the strength of vibration that the evocation 

had. 

And this time the sweet Samuel appeared to them. He advised 

them to be selfless and generous towards all their fellow men who 

were prevented by any circumstance from procuring their own 

sustenance. — “It is the second degree of the Essenian Fraternity —

said the noiseless voice of the spiritual apparition—, and you will 

spend seven years practicing it unless some special circumstance 

favorable to you impels the Elders to shorten the time of your trial. And 

because you have made the effort to announce the Birth of the Word 

of God, the Divine Law will allow you to closely follow him in his life 

and accompany him until death. 

"From the spiritual world your Essenes masters bless you in your 

work, in your families, in your cattle, in your fields, in the water of your 

fountain and in the fire of your hearth". 

The three of them had fallen on their knees before the great stone 

altar, and their emotional and very soft tears had run until they wet the 

stones of the cold pavement. 

Their emotion had been so deep that they were unable to move. It 

was necessary for the Essene porter to shake them by the shoulders, 

while he presented them with cloths to blindfold. 

The other Elders disappeared behind the heavy white curtain which 

fell again, and the three travelers were led back along the same path 

to the room in which they had first been received. 

It was already late at night. The fire was lit again, and the Essene 

arranged for them, beautiful beds with skins on the dais. He left them 

bread, fruit, cheese, and wine, and disappeared without a sound. The 

great silence announced to them that they were already alone, and 

taking off their blindfolds, the three of them embraced as if in an 

explosion of fraternal love. 

The reader can imagine the comments of the three travelers, but 

no matter how much the imagination runs, it will always be behind 

reality. 

It was then, a time of sublime religious feeling in the people of 

Israel, designated at that time to receive the last incarnation of the 

Divine Avatar on Earth. And the current of faith and love emanating 

from the Essenian temples hidden between arid mountains, kept 
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many souls in a high degree of homogeneous vibration to which the 

Superior Intelligences emanated, so that the perfect conjunction were 

possible between the extreme subtlety of the Verb of God and the 

physical nature, that would serve as a vehicle for its ultimate 

manifestation. And the Essenes, like the Dactyls of the time of 

Antulius, and the Kobdas of the time of Abel, admirably fulfilled their 

role as precursors of the Son of God. 

 

Yohanan the Baptist was but the formidable echo of the great voice 

of the Essenian Fraternity that spoke to humankind of Palestine, as 

the most immediate to the birth of the Man of Light on that corner of 

the Earth. It is therefore not surprising that our three humble 

characters manifested themselves possessed of such extraordinary 

religious fervor, which made them capable of great sacrifices and 

unheard-of efforts. 

Sensitive beings of a regular evolution, identify themselves with 

and penetrate so much the high spiritual currents of certain propitious 

times, that they sometimes take great flights, although later they stop 

in the progress achieved, when times of adverse currents weigh 

heavily on them.  

The story of King David and of all those great repentant ones who 

made of their lives a holocaust of atonement and penance, when their 

awakened conscience accused their sin, are an example of the 

assertion we make, so that readers do not be tormented by doubts 

concerning the progressive advancements of souls. If Christ was 

subjected to such formidable struggles with the heavy currents that 

harassed him at given moments, despite the spiritual and moral height 

in which he found himself, it is not surprising the falls and deficiencies 

of those of us who have been following him, behind at such long 

distance. 

In the middle of the next morning, Jacob, the son of Andrew, 

knocked at the door of the lodging room where the travelers were. And 

opening the small iron door themselves, they followed him, not without 

first looking around, in case any Essenian appeared to say goodbye. 

But the men of silence did not speak a word more than they had 

already said in the performance of their duty. They took, as was 

practice, the three linen cloths with which they were blindfolded before 

entering the Sanctuary. That was the only proof they had left that what 

had happened that night was not a dream or a hallucination. 

—We already have two cloths like these —Elkanah warned, as he 

carefully folded it and kept it on his chest under his thick leather jacket. 
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—May God keep us alive until we gather seven just like these, —

said Josiah, who seemed to have a premonition of a long life. 

– So be it! –answered the others, while they also kept next to their 

hearts what was for them a sacred relic. 

—You have a festive face —the good and hard-working Bethsheba 

told them when she saw them arrive brimming with joy. 

— Indeed, Mother Bethsheba, indeed! 

—Those holy Elders are the repositories of all the happiness of the 

heavens because that is how they make it overflow on whoever 

reaches them. 

—I think, Brother Alphaeus —said Elkanah, —that as they do with 

us, we should do with those who come to our abode, if we really are 

Essenes. 

—Well, because I want to be —said the good woman, —I beg you 

to sit here by the fire so that you can eat my warm bread with butter 

and honey, while the midday meal finishes cooking. 

— Do we have a party, Mother Bethsheba, apparently? –asked one 

of the travelers. 

—Poor lumberjack party! —Jacob added, helping his mother to set 

the table and remove from the fire the large pot where the chestnuts 

were cooked in wine and honey, and another one, in which the stewed 

lentils with pieces of goatlings were steaming. 

— Essenes killing little animals to eat!... —The guests exclaimed 

when they realized it. 

— Calm down, Brothers!..., the Essenes do not kill, but rather 

collect what the mountains kill –Bethsheba replied, making the parts 

in large clay dishes on the table. 

—And I almost killed myself —added Bartholomew, —when 

yesterday afternoon Jacob hung me with a rope from a peak of the 

Quarantine, to go down to the bottom of a gorge where three precious 

little goats had fallen and lost their lives. 

—And there are three of you, and so you will take the three little 

white skins for Myriam's child, and the best pieces of meat so that she 

regains strength and raises the Welcome One as a joy of God —said 

the good woman, illuminated with joy, in who the quality of giving was 

greatly developed. 

— Are we to think that the innocent little goatlings wanted to offer 

their lives to the holy child who comes to Earth to save all men? Josiah 

asked his companions. 

—Maybe so —Jacob answered, bringing benches closer to the 

table, and making the guests sit down. —That could be the case, 
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because I don't remember a triple death occurring since I opened my 

eyes to the light. 

—Once in a while this happens when a hungry wolf approaches 

the country and the goats swarm as they smell his approach. And so, 

they themselves fall off the cliff or drop their goatlings to the bottom of 

the ravines. Years ago, this was very common, because the wolves 

often visited us up to the fence that surrounds the house. My poor 

Andrew and I have gone through a lot to defend our cattle from them. 

How happy we would have been if Andrew was still alive for this great 

event! –The good woman exclaimed, while in her pupils appeared the 

shine of tears which she didn’t let flow. 

—Mother —the young Bartholomew intervened —you always 

forget what the Essene master of Mount Hermon told us, when he 

came with the sad news that you still regret. 

— What did he tell you if we may know? –asked Elkanah looking 

for a pious idea to comfort Bethsheba. 

—Let mother say what she told us —insisted the young man. 

—That my Andrew was surprised by death in the north of the 

country on a trip he made ordered by the Elders of the Quarantine. 

And the Servitor of Mount Hermon sent one of the Essenes of that 

Sanctuary to bring us the last messages of Andrew, who gave his soul 

to God in the arms of the Elders, grateful for his sacrifice. 

—Tell us about the heroic action of our Brother Andrew, so that we 

can also learn to sacrifice ourselves if the case arises, —Alphaeus 

said, showing his desire to learn about the virtues of others, a very 

common thing in the Essenes, that is, to comment on the noble and 

beautiful actions of their neighbor. 

—The Elders here —continued the good woman —needed a 

trustworthy man who would go with a herd of donkeys to bring cereals 

and vegetables, dried fruits, and olives from Galilee, which is so rich 

in all these products that this arid land lacks. They had received notice 

from the Sanctuary of Mount Hermon, that they had already compiled 

everything that had to be transported here. And my Andrew was 

chosen for this delicate mission. Full of joy he said when saying 

goodbye to us: 

— “What happiness for us, Sheba (short for Bethsheba), that I am 

the one chosen to bring sustenance to the servants of God! 

“Far was he from thinking that he would lose his life on this. He took 

three men to help him, but one of them sold himself for some silver 

coins, and he disclosed to some outlaws who robbed travelers, that 

my husband was carrying barrels of gold and silver mined by the 
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Elders in these mountains, with which he would pay the products to 

bring. Andrew suspected it and hid the barrels between the sacks of 

hay and acorns, which hung from the head of the donkeys during the 

hours of the ration. 

“And so it was that, not finding the gold in the tent, they got tired of 

beating him, in such a way that the two faithful servants had to carry 

him half dead on a donkey. As much as the Elders there treated him, 

he was badly injured, and he died as a result not being able to see us 

on Earth anymore. 

—He was an Essene martyr to his silence and his fidelity —

Elkanah said, with reverence and piety. 

The three guests stood up to pay homage to the brave Brother who 

preferred to allow himself to be mistreated, before handing over the 

treasure entrusted to him. 

—May the merciful God have him in his Kingdom of Eternal Light 

—Josiah exclaimed. 

—So be it —they all replied. 

Poor Bethsheba wept silently. 

Suddenly Alpheus and Josiah, both clairvoyants, saw an astral 

silhouette like a whitish cloud that was condensing more and more 

next to Bethsheba. She, feeling something like the touch of a cool 

breeze, turned her head at the same time as the fluidics hands of the 

vision took her head and kissed her tenderly. 

—You wouldn't cry like that, woman of my youth, if you knew how 

happy I am for having purchased with my life the sustenance for the 

servants of God and for all of you. Console yourself with the news that 

I bring you: as soon as our Jacob takes a wife, I will be his first-born 

son and you will call me Andrew again. I will be your first grandson. –

And tenderly kissing everyone, he disappeared. 

And the happy Bethsheba who shortly before wept with sadness 

because of the bitter memory, now wept with happiness because of 

Andrew's announcement that he would return close to her as her first 

little grandson! 

—Blessed be the Eternal Law, which has such great 

compensations for the righteous! —Elkanah exclaimed. 

— Blessed be it! —They all answered, their spirits overwhelmed by 

what they had just witnessed. 

And after the meal was over, they started back, but not before they 

had to accept as many gifts good as Bethsheba wanted them to take 

for themselves and for Myriam's child, as they used to say when they 

still didn't dare to say aloud: for the Christ– child born at Bethlehem. 
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When Andrew's family learned that the happy mother of the 

newborn planned to stay for a long time at Elkanah's house, until the 

contingencies of the arduous journey did not offer any danger to the 

child, they announced a visit, because it was not possible – they said 

– that a single Essene family would remain without knowing the divine 

envoy of God, sent to save men. 

It had been so many years that their Elder teachers urged them to 

pray at all hours of the day!: 

“Send, Lord, your light over the Earth, which perishes in its 

darkness! 

“Send us, Lord, the water of your mercies because we all perish 

from thirst! 

“Give us, Lord, your bread made from fine flour because the hunger 

for justice hunts us! 

“Remember, Lord, your promises, which we hope to see fulfilled in 

this hour of our lives! 

How, then, was the great Essene family scattered in the mountains 

of Palestine not to sing a triumphant hosanna, when in a low voice the 

great desired news was running from one to another? 

It would seem that the Eternal Law had wanted the descent of the 

Divine Avatar to be as close as possible to the Great Essene 

Sanctuary, repository of the treasures of ancient Wisdom, and where 

were incarnated great and faithful friends of the Man of God who 

arrived. 

There was Hilkar of Talpaken with the name of Eliezer of 

Esdraelon. As in the mountains of prehistoric Attica, he had been the 

faithful guardian of the Wisdom of Antulius, until the Word returned to 

Earth again in the personality of Abel, he now guarded the Wisdom of 

Moses, until the Missionary of Love arrived again in the personality of 

Yhasua, son of Myriam and Yhosep. Miraculously escaping from the 

massacres of the Hebrews in the early days of Roman domination, he 

had fled to the mountains almost as a child, with his mother and elderly 

grandfather. Together with them, he was forced many times to collect 

oak acorns destined for the herds of pigs grazing in the fields of Judea. 

A traveler coming from the country of Harran found them sheltered in 

a cave in the mountains of Lebanon, and putting the old man, the 

woman and the child on his cart pulled by three mules, he took them 

to En-Gedi, which was the final destination of his journey.  

That traveler said that he was an illustrious doctor, a therapist who 

came to the salt pans of the Dead Sea to bring those poisonous salts, 

from which drugs were made to cure certain infectious diseases in his 
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country. 

And that is how those three unhappy fugitives reached the Essenes 

of Mount Quarantine, and from there to the Mountains of Moab, when 

the boy, already young, began his career always climbing high peaks. 

There was also that Kobda Adonai, Pharahome of the Nile in the 

time of Abel, and this time with the name of Hezekiah. Both, with five 

younger Essenes, were in charge of the Archives, in which there was 

an enormous number of writings from many countries and in the most 

varied languages. Entire lives were spent by the Essenes in 

deciphering those scriptures, more for spiritual illumination than for 

pure analysis, and translating them all into Syro-Chaldaic, which was 

then the most widespread language in Central Asia. 

In the immense Sanctuary of Mount Moab, which was like a citadel 

of huge caves dug by ancient mining operations, advanced spirits of 

the covenant of Christ in his respective physical manifestations on 

planet Earth seemed to have made an appointment to meet there. 

The sailors, who were the slave-freerers of Juno, the magician of 

storms; the Prophets-doctors of Numu, who were called the lifesavers 

by the people of that time because of their great knowledge of 

naturalistic medicine with which they performed wonderful cures; the 

White Prophets of Amphion (originally spelled as Anpheon), the Holy 

King, who were instructors and teachers of an entire Continent; those 

of the Anthulian School, later called Dactyls, who forged in the 

sciences and arts the glorious prehistoric Attica, cradle and origin of 

later European civilization; the first Flamens of India or Land where 

the sun is born, who took their name and their wisdom from the 

dictates of Krishna, to his disciple Arjuna, origin of the deep Vedic 

philosophy that even today is not interpreted in all its breadth and 

hidden wisdom; the Buddha's Mendicants, who in order to avoid the 

persecutions to which their high teaching was the object, hid it under 

the humiliating clothing of pilgrim beggars, who collected alms to 

sustain their lives; and they were teachers of souls who were leaving 

in each conscience, a spark of light, and in each heart a fire of love 

for humankind. And finally, the therapeutic prophets of Moses who 

spread from the Nile to the Mediterranean coast, especially to the so-

called Land of Promise, that is Palestine, Syria, and Phoenicia, 

because it was known for many centuries that the last manifestation 

of the Divine Avatar would appear in those latitudes. And the Essenes 

who arrived to the birth of Yhasua, were the extension of these 

therapeutic prophets of the Mosaic School. 

In the Essenian Archives a compilation was found of all that Christ 
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had contributed to terrestrial humankind of light, science, and 

knowledge, through the immense legions of his disciples and 

followers. 

How strange can we find that Seventy men spent their whole 

lifetime cataloging, ordering, translating, and interpreting that vast 

Archive of Divine Wisdom, which for so many thousands of centuries 

had run across the face of the Earth? 

The Essenes of Mount Hermon in the Lebanon chain, those of 

Mount Ebath in Samaria, those of Carmel and Tabor in Galilee and 

those of Quarantine, were obliged by a common law to all the 

Sanctuaries. This law consisted in sending substitutes and 

replacements for those who fell ill or died in the Sanctuary of Moab, 

where the Seventy Elders from whom Moses formed his high School 

of Divine Wisdom, should never be absent. 

Essenes were the Christians of the first and second centuries, until 

human unconsciousness began to obscure the sublime figure of the 

Man of God, and to persecute as heresiarchs those who fought to 

preserve his doctrine just as they had imbibed it from their superior 

Intelligence. 
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3.  Scenes of the Infinite 
 

As the three travelers return step by step down the rough hills, 

loaded with their inner joy and loaded at the same time with the gifts 

that the family of Andrew sent for the son of Myriam, let us 

contemplate with the speed that is allowed through the lines outlined 

on pages of paper, two completely different scenarios that 

encompassed large expanses of land and very diverse and distant 

countries. 

The song of peace, love, and glory that resounded in the immensity 

of infinite spaces, had resounded in each soul, which with the internal 

light of Divine Wisdom awaited the arrival of the Man of God. Glory to 

God in the infinite heavens and peace on Earth to men of good will! 

And just as it had resounded for all the Essenes who had taken 

refuge in their Sanctuaries, it had also resounded in the Hidden and 

Secret Schools of Gaspar, Melchior, and Balthasar, and in the regions 

where these schools existed for years. An unusual movement 

throughout Syria, Phoenicia, and Palestine joyfully stirred souls with 

various forms and manifestations of joy, according to the prism 

through which each one looked at the great event. 

Those who were already adhered to the Essenian Fraternity, but 

only knew of it that they were continuators of the teaching of Moses, 

accepted the interpretation given by the priests related to the future 

coming of a Messiah, Savior of Israel. 

The people of Israel had been dominated by Rome, which was the 

queen and mistress of the civilized world at that time. And this 

domination was so bitter and hard for the Hebrew people, who 

believed themselves endowed with all the prerogatives of the chosen 

people, so that no event was greater for them than the appearance of 

a Messiah Savior. 

And from this point of view, they interpreted all the announcements, 

all the prophecies from the very remote age of Adamu and Evana, that 

is, from the beginning of the Adamic Civilization. 

Many of these announcements and prophecies had been verified 

in the various sojourns of the Light-Man on Earth. Some had been 

fulfilled in Abel, others in Krishna, others in Moses and Buddha. 

But, for the Hebrew people it was all one aspect at that time: a 

Messiah-Savior who, wielding the scepter of David and Solomon, 

would raise Israel above the powerful dominator of peoples: Rome. 

If some verse of the Sacred books inserted in their enigmatic 

songs, phrases like this: "The Lord said: I sent my son to lead my 
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people." It was interpreted without a doubt, in the sense that the Envoy 

of God would be a glorious prince, before whom all the kings and 

powers of the Earth would surrender. And it was simply an inspired 

allusion to Moses, who brought the Hebrews out of the slavery in 

which they moaned captive, in the arrogant Egypt of the Pharaohs of 

that time. 

In some of the several captivities and dispersions that the race had 

suffered, some sensitives, prophets, or Hebrew ascetics, had heard 

of an apocalyptic song that referred to the great Being who would 

come, and who would be called "Prince of Peace". And this allusion 

that a clairvoyant from ancient Persia had received regarding Krishna, 

was applied to the present time, and further reinforced the dream of 

the Hebrew people, that the Messiah should be a powerful king who 

would dominate all the kings of the world. And in this order, the great 

hopes of the Hebrews in general were raised on wrong grounds. 

Only the Essenes, from the first grades, were exempt from this 

mistaken thinking, due to the instruction they received year after year 

in the Sanctuaries of the Fraternity. This is why they remained in their 

silent recollection, keeping silent whenever they heard this senseless 

dream of the mobs in general. 

Only the Essenes knew that the Man of Light would appear on 

Earth to give the final touch to his magnificent canvas, in which he had 

sketched with his divine Martyr blood, the ideal of fraternity, love and 

peace that he dreamed for his Brothers of this planet. Only they knew 

that terrestrial humankind was touching the limit of tolerance of the 

Divine Law, which marks the annihilation of the incorrigible rebels who 

after thousands of centuries have not learned to love their fellow men, 

not even enough so as not to deliberately cause them harm. All the 

guides of humanities, the elevated instructors of worlds, know and 

understand the terrible process of the Eternal Law, when they have 

exceeded their measure, their time, the expiration of their term, after 

immense ages of impassive, serene, imperturbable waiting. 

Only an infinite wave of Divine Love could transmute the 

tremendous cataclysm of souls brutalized by evil, of intelligences 

disturbed by crime, by hatred, by the implacable enjoyment of sin. 

Only a scrap, a shred of Divinity detaching itself from the Great 

Universal Whole and descending into human misery like a star into a 

quagmire, could operate the stupendous transmutation of the 

formidable currents of annihilation, ready to unload on humankind on 

Earth. And that shred of Divinity was torn from its Eternal Garment of 

light, to drag along with it, like a radiant tide, the irresistible current of 
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Creative and Life-giving Love, at the impulse of which arise systems 

of planets, myriads of suns and stars, thousands of universes of 

thousands of worlds. 

How could a shred, a flower of the Divinity, not save small worlds 

from their imminent ruin, which, like the Earth, demanded the kiss of 

Eternal Love so as not to be annihilated? 

That is why the Essenes did not expect a Messiah King of Israel, 

but rather an incarnation of Divinity, a radiance of the Uncreated Light, 

a reflection of the Supreme Justice, a living breath of Sovereign Love: 

a God made man. 

Such is the mystery of the Word made flesh, about which 

philosophers of all ideological tendencies have filled libraries and 

more libraries, without yet having managed to make themselves 

understood by humankind. 

The word of bronze and fire of Christ: "God gives his light to the 

humble and denies it to the proud", is fulfilled through the centuries 

and ages. For this reason, the great doctors of Israel, leafing through 

files and more files at their lavish ebony and mother-of-pearl desks, 

under purple canopies in the Temple of Jerusalem, could not 

understand or assimilate the magnificent and luminous truth that the 

Essenes, in their rock caves or scattered in their craftsmen's or 

shepherd's huts, had seen shine like a rain of stars, in the pure and 

clean horizon in which they lived their lives. 

And it is still questioned in all shades of dialectics, in the subtle 

spheres of theology and metaphysics, to the point of forming the most 

unlikely mental monstrosities that do not resist the severe analysis of 

rationalist science, nor even the most elementary logic. 

From here the incomprehensible enigma of the Trinity has arisen, 

that is, of the Triune God in person and One in essence, the only way 

found by theology to explain what this concept of Man-God was. From 

this same misunderstanding also arose the anti-scientific and anti-

rational affirmation that a human body was formed in the womb of a 

virgin without the help of any man. As if motherhood and fatherhood 

ordained by Nature, which is the most perfect manifestation of Divine 

Wisdom, were a detriment or a blot for humankind created by His 

Omnipotent Will; a detriment and blot that theology wanted to free the 

divine incarnation of the Word from. 

In all these heavy speculations of minds short of Divine Light matter 

has been taken into account and the spirit very little. Seeking to 

magnify the sublime personality of the Christ-man, his physical matter 

was covered with the intangible breath of the miracle from the moment 
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of his conception, without taking into account that radiant Intelligence, 

vibration of God-Love that was great, sublime, most pure by itself, 

without the phenomenon surrounding his birth being able to add an 

iota to that magnificent plenitude in the whole of his divine qualities. 

But what did the doctors and pontiffs of Israel know about the 

infinite scale of the Superior Intelligences or pure spirits that in an 

endless ascent form with subtle vibrations of ineffable harmony, the 

Great Whole, that infinite ocean of Energy, of Power, of Wisdom and 

Love? 

From that Infinite Ocean a torrent broke off towards the Earth 

inhabited by a humankind so inferior in its great majority, that it was 

necessary to enclose that torrent of the Divinity in a clay vessel that 

was within the reach of the terrestrial man, who could drink in him, 

seeing his rude image reflected in that crystalline lymph, touching him, 

feeling him, loving him, listening to him, following him as you follow a 

light that illuminates our path; as the child follows the one who gives 

him bread, as a lamb follows the shepherd who leads it to the meadow 

and to the spring. 

The doctors of Israel did not know that this crystalline and pure 

torrent of the Infinite Divine Ocean had broken off nine times in 

different ages and epochs, to drag behind it all the Love of the Divinity, 

all its Wisdom, all its Mercy, all its Light, its immutable Truth and 

Greatness. If some of the old Essenes of a priestly family had been 

able to remain under the temple courts, under the protection of a 

rigorous unknown identity, they buried their principles of Occult 

Wisdom in the deepest secret. How far, then, was the people of Israel 

from even imagining the grandiose truth! 

And the time has come, reader who is following me along this 

humble and hidden path that God-Love reveals to you, for you to meet 

and know what Yhasua was, the Christ who came down to Earth. 

In the magnificent work "Moses, The Seer of Sinai", in the reading 

of the chapter "The Hierophant Isesi of Sais", great living pictures of 

the highest regions of Suprahuman Intelligences and their radiant 

Mansions in the immense Infinity are admired. Written for the newly 

Initiated, of the future next generation, it has been able to 

accommodate in its pages certain very deep truths that are far 

removed from everything that the physical senses can perceive and 

feel on this inferior plane. 

Let us therefore enter, beloved reader, guided by emissaries of 

Divine Wisdom, into the Infinite Kingdom of Uncreated Light in search 

of Yhasua, the Anointed Savior of Terrestrial Humankind. 
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When on serene nights of spring or summer you contemplate the 

blue space, think that far beyond what your gaze perceives, the 

Almighty keeps its unfathomable secrets, reserved for those who 

search with perseverance and love. 

You see rolling through the immense veil of turquoise, millions of 

millions of radiant globes. Astronomical Science tells you that they are 

constellations of stars and suns, some, centers of Systems, planets 

and planetoids, satellites and asteroids, fixed stars and wandering 

stars, wandering comets that cross space as if impelled by an invisible 

hurricane. Astronomy has said a lot, but always within what the 

telescope can reach and the systems for calculating the distances and 

speeds of the stars on their eternal routes. 

The modern philosophy based on good logic has said a little more: 

that these sidereal globes are rooms for humanities. Because it would 

be childish to think that the Earth, like a hazelnut in space, is inhabited 

by intelligent beings, and that the other stars are not, some of which 

are in many aspects, superior to our Earth. 

 

The time has come for the Schools of Divine Wisdom to lift the veil 

that conceals the secrets of the Great All, so that the man of the New 

Cycle who is reaching the gates of life, knows what is beyond the 

atmosphere that surrounds him. 

Some occult fraternities of antiquity taught the divine secret to their 

highest Initiates. But since they were ahead of their time, everything 

disappeared under the mass of ignorance, unconsciousness, and 

fanaticism of all times; and the bonfires, the scaffolds, and the 

dungeons buried for life the great truths, as a corpse is buried so that 

it turns to dust in the depths of the Earth. 

The "Universal Christian Fraternity" anointed with Love and Faith, 

lifts again the Great Veil for the new humankind that arrives, and that 

will be by law of this hour, the mother who receives and shelters in her 

bosom the great Yhasua, who lets himself be seen by her as he is, in 

the infinite Eternity of God. 

The great suns or stars called of the first magnitude are for the 

physicist centers of energy and vital force that drag behind them 

innumerable globes tied to them by the laws of attraction. For the 

Intelligence illuminated by a superior light, which asks all sciences and 

all things: Who is God? without, until today, no one has answered to 

satisfaction; There is an eternal poem that has not been written yet, 

and that men have not read: The poem of God and souls. 

With divine favor, I will dare to sketch it. From the most insignificant 
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being endowed with life to the most perfect man there is a very long 

ladder of ascension, which Psychic Science calls Evolution. Above 

man, what is there? Beings who were once men and who, following 

their evolution, have continued to rise and rise during cycles and ages 

that we cannot measure until arriving in innumerable graduations to 

unify with the Great Everything, with the Supreme Energy, with the 

Eternal Light. 

This glorious scale has its hierarchies, each one forming more or 

less numerous legions. 

 

I will define them concretely; First hierarchy: Guardian Angels. It is 

the first degree in the Scale of superior perfection that a man who has 

achieved his purification can reach. 

Intelligences of this Legion can incarnate on the physical plane of 

the Earth and globes of equal advancement. Its general 

characteristics are incapacity for evil of any kind and the 

predisposition for all the good that a being clothed in flesh can do. This 

is so when they are living as men on Earth. 

Now, in a spiritual state, their very name indicates it. They are the 

guardians and caretakers of all the works that are carried out for the 

benefit of humankind in the worlds of learning and testing such as 

Earth. They are ordinarily the inspirers of all good deeds, the 

consolers of all the pains of incarnated men and disembodied men 

who inhabit the astral sphere of the physical planes, and they are the 

intermediaries between terrestrial human pain and the divine sources 

of consolation and of relief, if they deserve it. 

Those who are on guard around a planet ordinarily remain in their 

astral sphere or stratosphere and can go down and up at will and in 

justified cases, and always to tend to the good. And therefore, they 

take the name of Candles of Piety. They have long periods of rest in 

the Light to acquire greater knowledge and powers, because the 

Intelligences of this Legion can take different paths and directions 

according to the inclinations and wills of their Higher Self. 

Their state is one of perfect happiness and the degree of their 

understanding and knowledge of all things far surpasses the most 

advanced spirits incarnated on Earth. 

The stars, the planets or advanced suns have, in addition to the 

astral sphere immediately adjacent to the atmosphere, several fairly 

subtle radiant spheres depending on the degree of evolution to which 

the star has reached. And it is in these concentric and superimposed 

spheres where the purest Intelligences that we call Guardian Angels 
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have their usual abode. Governed by powerful Hierarchs of their own 

Legion, they placidly obey the mere reflection of the thoughts of those, 

who, of course, are framed within the laws and missions of the great 

phalanx, which is the most numerous of all. Each subdivision displays 

in its ethereal and subtle clothing one of the colors of the rainbow, so 

it is understood that there are seven great phalanxes, under seven 

Hierarchs of the same Legion. 

Beloved reader, if we question any of these Hierarchs of the Angels 

of God, where we find Yhasua, the Christ, he will answer us as 

Yohanan the Baptist answered, when they asked him if he was the 

Messiah announced by the Prophets. 

— “We are not worthy to untie the strap of his sandal. You will find 

him at a level much higher than us. Keep ascending.” 

And ascending to the radiant subtle spheres that surround sidereal 

globes of great perfection we will find among endless seas of light of 

indescribable beauties, of which the most admirable beauties of the 

Earth are opaque reflections, another hierarchy of numerous purified 

Intelligences that radiate love, power, and wisdom, to a much higher 

degree than the previous legion. They are the Archangels also called 

Diamond Towers or Murals, according to the language in which such 

names are written. These are the lords of the elements or powerful 

forces, which sometimes appear on the physical planes. They are the 

ones who govern the dispositive currents of incarnations of spirits in 

certain worlds, between one or other races according to the degree of 

their evolution and according to the height of the civilization with which 

they must cooperate. 

They keep the book of life and death. Mark with precision and 

justice the collective expiations of peoples, nations, or continents. 

Although rarely, they also incarnate in the physical planes, especially 

when some great Missionary spirit must remain there, in fulfillment of 

a Superior Message of great importance. 

They also have their great Hierarchs, who in a Council of seven, 

distribute the missions or the works to be carried out. 

They also wear subtle tunics of the most splendid and radiant 

original colors, but unlike the previous ones, they are provided with 

large white antennae in the form of wings, which seem to be woven 

from resplendent snow. In them reside the powerful forces that make 

them owners and lords of the elements. 

If we ask any of these Hierarchs of the radiant Archangels if 

Yhasua the Christ is among them, they will respond in the same way 

as the previous ones: — “Keep ascending, farther up, because we are 
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only his servants when he is on a mission”. 

And we will continue running, friendly reader, towards more radiant 

and subtle spheres and planes, where the Splendors and the 

Victories. They are the adolescent spouses whose reciprocal love 

complements them for the constant and permanent creation of forms 

and types of whatever manifestation of life we observe in the complex 

and wise combination of Nature. They are the lofty conductors of the 

magical wave, which is neither fire nor water, but radiant matter. From 

it all the suns and all the most splendid stars take their light. From it 

the principles of all sound, all harmony, all voice, come into being, 

capable of delighting the most delicate soul. Wave that comes and 

goes in rhythmic and eternal swing and between whose luminous 

undulations those incomparable radiant spirits of beauty, harmony, 

imaginative and creative force in their same ineffable softness vanish, 

rise, fall, intertwine, float. They think of a form, a type, a sound, a color, 

and from the formidable wave of radiant matter in which they slide and 

live as in their own element, their thoughts emerge, made forms, 

types, sounds and colors. So that the Eternal Mother Nature 

conceives in her fertile womb, those divine manifestations of life that 

no terrestrial artificer is capable of forging, not even in likeness. 

And if these beings, whose supreme happiness lies in the 

contemplation of their eternal creations in order to populate the worlds 

and universes with multiple forms of life, thus propelling the evolution 

of all organic and inorganic beings, would listen to our question: Is 

Yhasua the Christ by any chance among you? They would answer us 

without stopping the harmonic movement of their little hands like lilies: 

— “Yhasua the Christ is a living harp that always vibrates among 

the Love Beings”, and from its eternal vibration of love, we aspire the 

sublime and tender notes to shape sweet, loving, and subtle 

creations..., to forge the cry of love of a mother, the love song of a 

daughter, the eclogue of immense tenderness of a wife who knows 

how to sacrifice herself for a love that surpasses all things. We, you 

see, create the form, the type, the sound, the color... But Yhasua, 

create Love stronger than pain and death!... Climb to the heaven of 

the Loving-Beings or Eternal Harps, and there you will find him among 

the heroic and brilliant Loving-Beings, who give life in themselves to 

the Love that leads them to death, for those who neither know nor 

want to love!...  

“From our creations arise all forms and types of life, beauty, color, 

and harmony that you observe in the worlds you inhabit; but from the 

Loving-Beings, Eternal Harps of God, perpetually emanates the Love 
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that is consolation, peace, hope, and salvation in all the worlds of the 

Universe. And they are the ones who can only be called Saviors of 

humanities. Keep ascending, go up to the divine heaven of the Loving-

Beings, where Yhasua the Divine Christ that you come looking for 

lives the glory of their heroic loves! 

We ascend to the Constellation of Sirius, not to count the 

thousands and thousands of others that are abodes of light and glory 

of the Eternal Harps of Divine Love.  

And long before reaching the joint astral sphere of that most 

beautiful constellation, we are surprised by a motley and compact 

multitude of very subtle luminous fibers, of the rosy color of dawn 

when a summer sun is about to rise; fibers, rays or trails that seem to 

be born in the very globes of that radiant System. Whoever reaches 

such heights for the first time, imagines that those infinity of luminous 

rays are like defenses that prevent the arrival of the profane, just as 

some famous fortresses of antiquity appeared bristling with points of 

extremely sharp spears and sometimes poisoned, like a formidable 

defense from unknown, but potential enemies. 

And the guide..., because no one can reach there unless led by an 

expert Instructor, tells us: "Do not fear, these rays do not hurt anyone 

but caress them with infinite sweetness." 

— What then are these rays and why are they forming a forest of 

fibers of rosy light around these magnificent suns? -we asked. 

— “They are the formidable antennas, which, born from the solar 

plexus or center of perception of the Loving-Beings or Eternal Harps, 

traverse the entire immense astral sphere of this Constellation 

inhabited by them and remain perennially extended towards the 

spaces that surround them, in all directions, in order to easily capture 

the Love and Pain of all the worlds of the Universe to which that 

Constellation or System belongs. And these Living and Eternal Harps 

are perceiving the human pains of those who from remote and distant 

worlds ask them for mercy, consolation, and hope..., and they, gods 

of Love and Mercy, emit with formidable energy the consolation, hope, 

and love demanded from them. 

Behold, the wonderful and immediate effect of a prayer, thought, or 

orison, addressed to such sublime and pure beings. Loving-Beings!... 

Eternal Harps of the Infinite!... They live eternally loving, and when 

their antennas pick up desperate cries of anguish from worlds 

threatened by cataclysms that only Love can remedy, they rush from 

their heights of unfading happiness, like birds of light among the 

darkness of the worlds of pain and trial, to save at the cost of 
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tremendous sacrifices and even of life, what can still be saved and 

redeemed!” 

And now we have found Yhasua the Divine Christ. Nine times 

savior of terrestrial man!... 

Yhasua, the sublime Love Being who loves above all things and 

beyond pain and death!... 

Yhasua, the one who sows seeds of Love in all the souls of the 

Earth, and after many hundreds of centuries comes back to look for 

them and see if they have blossomed!... 

What is Yhasua doing in his diaphanous sky of the radiant 

constellation of Sirius? 

Does he live delighting infinitely in the fullness of happiness that he 

has conquered?... 

Does he live immersed in the ecstatic contemplation of the Divine 

Beauty that is his possession for all eternity? 

Does he live absorbed by new and newer solutions to the profound 

arcana of Divine Wisdom that opened wide the doors of your temple? 

All that unfading greatness and glory is before him, Yhasua the 

Loving-Being, but he does not fill his life with only that in the heavens 

of peace and happiness that he has conquered. 

Yhasua the Loving-Being has stretched out the radiant strings of 

the divine harp that he carries within himself. And those cords are 

antennas of subtle perception that make the most imperceptible groan 

of souls reach the heart of Yhasua that complain, cry, suffer, suffer 

disappointment, hatred, abandonment, opprobrium, the lack of love of 

loved ones, injustice among the humankind of the Earth, his daughter 

of centuries. It's all that dark and gloomy plethora of miserable human 

pains, which he has drunk to the bottom of the cup in each stage of 

his on the terrestrial globe. 

Yhasua understands everything, perceives everything, feels 

everything! 

His sublime spiritual state prevents him from suffering but leaves 

him ample freedom to love. And in such a way the uncontrollable 

waves of his sovereign love overflow over those who love him, that in 

very sensitive beings they manifest themselves in various ways 

according to the modalities , the aptitudes and degree of evolution of 

these terrestrial Loving-Beings: The poets write divine verses of love 

to Yhasua; The musicians break down dreamlike and fantastic poems, 

overflowing with allegories and symbols, in which Yhasua's love 

performs prodigies of heroism, self-sacrifice, supreme beauty; The 

brush and chisel artists capture on canvas or marble the most 
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beautiful images of the Christ-man, of the Man-Love, whom they may 

not fully understand, but who they do imagine as the most finished 

and perfect prototype of the love taken to the apotheosis. 

And nobody knows on Earth that if the poet, the musician, the 

painter, and the sculptor have been able to give humankind those 

works that are like a rainbow of love of infinite sweetness, it is because 

Yhasua, the divine Loving-Being, has overflowed his amphora on the 

Earth's humankind, and the most sensitive have drunk a few drops..., 

many drops..., a torrent perhaps, of His sovereign overflow. 

Oh, Yhasua, the divine Loving-Being!... Nobody knows on Earth, 

that if there are clear streams in it where man can quench his thirst, 

they were born from your womb.... Because you, Yhasua, the brilliant, 

sublime and eternal Loving Being, you alone sow in the Loving-Beings 

of this Earth the divine seeds of that love of yours as great as the 

Infinite, stronger than pain and death! 

The Sirius Constellation is one of the largest and most beautiful 

with which the Universe visible from Earth is ornamented, to which our 

small solar system belongs. And having in said Constellation, of which 

Sirius is the great central sun, a considerable number of globes of 

second, third or fourth magnitude, inhabited by humanities of various 

degrees of evolution, logically, we cannot think that all the attention 

and Yhasua's Love is only absorbed by our Earth. 

The sublime Loving-Beings form a radiant legion of harmony, of 

peace, of infinite softness, and those divine effluvia spread throughout 

all the globes of that Constellation. And if the Earth receives and 

perceives more of its powerful vibrations of love, it is because in nine 

times of having incarnated Yhasua in it, it has created strong spiritual 

bonds; ties of love that can never be broken. And the same thing 

happens to each of those Eternal Harps with the humanities amid 

which they have taken on the nature of men. 

The Loving-Beings who are better known to us because Yhasua is 

among them, inhabit the second star of the first magnitude of the 

Sirius Constellation, cataloging them from Earth, an observation point 

for this humankind. How true it is, that the stars and the souls are alike, 

in their eternal routes of universal solidarity! 

Going back more and more in the knowledge of the Higher 

Intelligences, we find more and more solidarity, more and more 

understanding between them, more and more unification. It is that 

they advance slowly, but inevitably towards Eternal Universal 

Harmony. 
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All their happiness is in Love. All their greatness they owe to Love. 

All their Wisdom they drank in the cup of Love! 

 

Love is Piety. 

Love is Mercy. 

And Love is also Redemption. 

 
Here then, friendly reader, the cherub of gold and roses that was 

born in Bethlehem, coinciding with the triple planetary conjunction of 

Jupiter, Saturn, and Mars, and that caused the great Essene 

movement in the peoples of Palestine that was its cradle. And why 

was the domain of Israel its cradle and not other places, where the 

sciences, the arts and all the great manifestations of human capacities 

flourished with greater exuberance? 

Rome, Greece, Alexandria in Egypt, Antioch in Phoenicia, were at 

that time emporiums of civilization, splendor, science, and wealth. 

Why did the divine splendor of the Loving-Beings heaven fix its 

attention on the humble mountain ranges on the shores of the Jordan? 

It is that the seed of the Divine Unity sown by Moses had taken root 

among the generations of Israel, who, believing themselves to be the 

preferred people of God, heroically rejected even sacrificing their 

lives, the idea of the multiplicity of gods in a perennial struggle of 

fratricidal hatred, of some against others. 

The people of Israel with its unshakable idea of a Unique God, 

Immaterial and Intangible Essence, Eternal in its greatness and in its 

perfections, opened the door to that great hope in the infinite, in that 

Sovereign Unique God, who watched over his people, over whose 

sorrows a Savior was to command. And this great hope of Israel and 

the deep prayers and evocations of its seers, its prophets, its great 

enlightened ones, for centuries and centuries, attracted the thought 

and love of Yhasua towards that people, amid which he had lived 

many centuries ago, and who with all his misunderstandings and 

deficiencies, loved him without understanding him, and sought him 

without having learned to follow him. And that love, stronger than 

death, in Israel, attracted Yhasua to the valleys of Palestine, the Land 

of Promise, which in his life as Moses he envisioned as the final stage 

of his great apotheosis as Savior of men. 

Because Yhasua's paths were one from the beginning to the end; 

a single doctrine; only one his ideal; only one beautiful and eternal 

reality that he was looking for: human fraternity, a principle that fits in 

harmony and Universal love. 
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The great Intelligences that already throb and vibrate within the 

Great Divine Idea, never vary or twist their path, because it is part of 

that same Eternal Divine Idea, for which Yhasua could say with all 

truth: "The Heavens and the Earth will pass away, but my words will 

not pass away.” 

And the little cherub of mother-of-pearl and gold, of milk and roses, 

as the Song of Songs would say, dozed quietly on Myriam's knees, 

watched over by the Angels of God, and unable then to think that a 

formidable divine sanction weighed on him: He was Savior of 

terrestrial humankind. 

Much has been said and even more has been written about the 

miraculous birth of Christ. And if the qualifier is applied to any 

exceptional event that far exceeds human understanding, we can say 

with all truth that it was an event of a very high spiritual order, within 

the ordinary framework of the purely human. The intimate and 

profound essence of such an event can only be understood in its 

stupendous reality by the spirits of the sublime heaven of the Loving-

Beings... Eternal and Living Harps of God-Love! Who are advanced 

in the paths of Divinity. 

How can we grasp, with our limited mentality, the idea that an 

advanced Entity of the Seventh Abode, in the ascending scale of 

purified beings, can be reduced to the tender and weak smallness of 

an infant, which fits in a basket of reeds? 

Unconscious humankind wanted to find the miracle in the formation 

of that small portion of human physical matter, but the most 

stupendous prodigy was far above all that. It was in the sovereign 

Love of a glorious and pure spirit, which already in the antechambers 

of Divinity itself, suspends, by his own will, the powerful activities that 

are inherent to him, to temporarily sink into the shadowy regions of sin 

and pain, dragging with it like a purifying torrent, all the love of its 

heaven... Here is the superhuman prodigy of faith, hope, and Love. 

Yhasua, the sublime Loving-Being of the Seventh Heaven, was 

capable of dreaming of the sublime greatness of that prodigy!... of 

dreaming it and realizing it! 

Here is the sublime mystery of the Christ-man that terrestrial 

human incomprehension has disfigured with rough brushstrokes and 

with rude and coarse concepts, perhaps due to the same dazzling that 

produces a great sudden clarity among black darkness! 

Such is the sovereign amplitude of Eternal Love when, absolute 

owner of a being, it turns it into an aspiration to the infinite..., into an 

immense palpitation of life..., into a light that does not go out..., in a 
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vibration that does not end! 

Such is Yhasua, the Christ-child who sleeps at Bethlehem under 

the roof of a craftsman, in a basket of reeds! 

And to lull her dream of God incarnate, the Angels of the Eternal 

sing: 

"Glory to God in heavenly highest and on Earth peace to people of 

good will."  
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4.  To the Mountains of Moab 
 

The Essenes who had already climbed the Fourth degree of the 

Fraternity were called candles, since they should have the 

characteristics of a candle: to spread the light of Divine Wisdom and 

heat of the sacred fire of the Love, that leads to death if the redemption 

of souls is to emerge from it.  The Seven Candles of the small Temple 

of Mount Quarantine that we have already known were: Ishmael, 

Abiathar, Henan, Joel, Zadok, Manasseh and Amos. 

We meet them again, the same morning that Elkanah, Josiah, and 

Alphaeus set out for their homes at Bethlehem. 

Accompanied by psalters and zithers, they sang beautiful psalms 

of thanks-giving, while the sun rising in the east let an oblique ray of 

its golden light penetrate through a skylight in the rocky roof. And as 

in all the Essenian temples, that ray of dawn sun was going to be 

projected, even if only for a few minutes, on the Tables of the Law, 

which, as is known, were on a huge stone lectern, immediately behind 

the Seven Books of the Prophets. 

Profoundly aware of the powerful planetary influences, in 

conjunction with human thoughts, the Essenes built their temples in 

such a way that a golden light from the sun and the silver light from 

the moon were associated with their most solemn moments of 

evocation of the Infinite. 

And at the precise moment when the sun's ray emptied its radiance 

over the Tablets of the Law, the figure of Moses appeared, who with 

his index finger wrote the divine mandates with fire, being able to 

clearly notice that those words: You shall love your neighbor as 

yourself, seemed to throw sparks of light so bright and alive, that the 

human gaze could not resist it. 

And his voice was clearly heard like a vibration of bugles saying: 

“Loving men to the point of dying for them, is the program that I have 

come to develop together with you. Will you be able to follow me?" 

The seven Essenes stood up and placed their right hand on each 

of the Seven Holy Books while answering: 

— “We swear, by our major Prophets. Speak, Lord, and it will be 

done as you command." 

—Cast lots —said the voice of the apparition again, —and three of 

you go to the temple on Mount Moab, to give notification to those who 

await me, that the great day of Redemption has begun. 

The seven bowed their foreheads to the Earth and when they 

raised it again, the sunbeam had passed, and the vision had faded 
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into the gray gloom of the rock temple. 

They cast lots as they had been told, and Joel, Zadok, and 

Abiathar's identification cards came out. 

A few moments later, they dressed in a pilgrim's tunic, made of 

coarse camel skin and a mantle of dark wool. And taking the crook 

and the bag of bread, cheese, and fruit, they received the blessing of 

the Servitor and went out to the outside world through the little door 

that we know, that gave way to the barn of the Farm of Andrew. 

The sun was beginning to melt the snow on the mountains and the 

tortuous and slippery paths offered great danger to those who 

ventured down them. Their old chronicles told of many Essenes who 

had lost their lives on the journey they were going to make. 

Leaving En-Gedi to the north the journey was better, but it meant 

going all the way around the Dead Sea and bumping into towns 

where, although they had some Essene families, it would take them 

much longer to reach their destine, the Mountains of Moab. 

It was therefore preferable to take the En-Gedi Road to the south, 

that is, travers the desert only interrupted by the gloomy Masada 

Fortress, a frightful prison for the most audacious outlaws in the entire 

region. They had to cross the great salt pans and then the turbulent 

stream of Zarek which, descending from the heights of Acrobin, 

rushed with the fury of a torrent to flow into the Dead Sea. 

Those frightening places were infested with wild beasts and human 

beasts, since those who had escaped from the Fortress sought refuge 

in the deepest and darkest caverns, where the three Essenes would 

also seek shelter from the snow that fell abundantly over the entire 

region. 

But they had sworn on the Seven Sacred Books of their Prophets, 

to follow the one who came from the heights of their Seventh Heaven 

to save humankind. After all, was it much for them to cross a few miles 

through snow, mountains and rugged deserts inhabited by beasts? 

What was humankind to him, Holy of Holies, who came to save it and 

die for it? 

It was also a desert populated by beasts, poisonous serpents, 

wolves with hungry jaws!... 

Even more: it was a humankind with developed intelligence, with a 

will used in evil; capable of love and hate, capable of revenge and 

crime!... 

And Yhasua had not seen any of this, nor had he hesitated, nor 

had he stopped, nor had he thought that his immense sacrifice might 

be useless... Sacrifice of a Seraph of the Seventh Heaven in favor of 
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Earthly men, who only showed the ability to hate each other, to harm 

each other, to devour each other like rabid beasts!... 

This is how the three Essene travelers meditated, while they 

advanced breaking the snow along the dangerous paths that they 

necessarily had to travel. 

Between En-Gedi and Masada Fortress lay a dim valley, sparsely 

vegetated by the Anien stream that ran through it from east to west. 

Until past noon, the stream was turned into a sheet of frost, 

impossible to wade through or appreciate the dangerous depths it 

might offer. So, they sat down on the shore on the sparse grass and 

opened their bags to take some food. No sooner had they begun their 

frugal meal than a half-naked man emerged from a thicket of dry 

bushes that concealed the entrance to one of the many caves in those 

arid mountains. 

His matted hair, and the torn clothes that half covered him, gave 

him the ferocious look of a bear standing on its hind legs. 

—I've been eating raw roots and lizards for 50 days —the man said, 

his voice cracked and hard. —If you are not beasts like those that 

populate these mountains, please give me a piece of bread. 

The three Essenes held out their bags to him, saying: 

—Take whatever you want. 

—I am not safe here —he added, —come to my lair which is 

warmer than this moor. 

They followed him. The man parted the thorny branches of the 

bushes with a stick and gave them a free entrance. 

It was a cave carved in the living rock but so black and somber that 

it wrung the soul to think that it was the room of a human being. 

—Eat —the Essenes told him —And tell us what we can do to 

improve your situation." 

—While the sun melts the frost from the stream, we have time to 

listen to you." 

—I understand well that you are not men capable of harming even 

the lizards that run through these thickets, and I know that you will not 

give me away. 

—No, Brother —they replied. —Our duty is to do good to everyone, 

not evil. We are the pilgrim therapists who travel through the regions 

hit by epidemics, and we search the mountains for medicinal plants. 

—Your mission is sad; waste your time and your health, in curing 

men who devour each other like beasts. Why don't you rather cure 

mangy sheep and dogs? 

The Essenes smiled and kept silent. They understood too much 



 57 

the wounded soul of that man, undoubtedly a victim of human evil. 

—I've lived here for about 14 months now because I want to pay 

myself a debt. I must kill a man who has reduced me to the condition 

in which you see me, after having stolen my wife and having locked 

her in a dungeon in that fortress with the two children who were the 

only joy in my life. From here, I go out like a hungry wolf to spy out the 

right moment to strike. He is the Procurator, and he has my wife in the 

tower, deceived that I've died along with my children in a street riot 

that took place a year and a half ago. But I'll rip out his entrails and 

feed them to the dogs!... —And the unhappy man turned red with rage. 

The Essenes thought and kept silent. 

—Tell us the name of your wife and your children —Abiathar, who 

was the oldest, told him, —And if the Lord is with us, we will do 

something for you and for them. But start by not thinking about 

revenge anymore, because it will lead you to greater misfortunes, and 

your bad thinking will prevent us from acting in your favor. 

—My wife's name is Sabad, and my children are Gedolin and 

Ahitub. What do you plan to do? 

—This is our business. Do you know this stream well? 

– I crossed it so many times! Do you want to wade through it? —

asked that man. 

—Such is our desire and our need —answered the Essenes. 

—Follow me then and thank you for the food you have given me —

and he returned their bags, almost full. 

—Keep its contents —Joel told him, —Because the Lord sustains 

us like the birds of the field, and he emptied the three bags on a stone 

at the entrance of the cave. 

—You can starve if you go far —the caveman repeated. 

—Don't worry about it, Brother. Guide us to the path you know of 

the stream –Abiathar insisted. 

The man went into his cave followed by the Essenes who lit their 

torches to be able to distinguish something in the terrible darkness. 

They walked for a long time, bending over so as not to hurt their 

heads on the sharp outcroppings of the rock. From time to time, they 

felt suffocated, but some cracks in the rock that let in light and air, 

produced a small relief. Great was their surprise when they saw an 

exit hole gleam like a slice of sun-gilded sky through the shadows 

around them. And greater was their surprise when they saw some 50 

paces away the black walls of the Fortress, which by the ordinary 

road, would have taken half a day to reach. 

– Brother! —exclaimed Zadok, — what a good deed you have done 
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for us! Here is the Fortress, 50 paces from us. And the creek? 

—It meanders its way the other way, but I discovered this passage, 

and you see it's pretty good. 

—Very Well, stay here and we'll bring you news of your wife and 

children." –And the three began to walk, while the solitary man stood 

looking at them with startled eyes. One of the Essenes turned his head 

and saw him at the exit door of the cave following them with his eyes. 

He waved his hand in friendship and trust and kept walking. 

The man let himself fall on the withered grass of that sad spot, and 

two large tears rolled down his weather-beaten cheeks, and were lost 

in his matted beard. 

–Not all men are bad, – he murmured– There are still righteous on 

Earth... I begin to believe that God exists in the highest heavens. —

And closing again the rough bush that hid that exit, he lay down on 

the ground and waited. 

The three Essenes circled the black stone wall until they found the 

great entrance gate. When they were before the gate, they pulled the 

rope of the bell that resounded as if from the bottom of a tomb. 

A small lattice gate opened, and the grim face of the concierge 

appeared with an investigating gaze. 

— Who goes? –someone was heard asking at the same time.  

—Pilgrim therapists who ask to visit the sick if there are any. 

— Oh, welcome! There are a few cubs here with the devil of fever 

in their bodies that make me feel bad. I'll open right away. 

And after a great screeching of bolts and keys, a small door was 

opened, barely large enough for a man to pass through. 

The three Essenes entered. 

The concierge seemed to have a great desire to talk, and he was 

talking to himself. The Essenes and we, reader, will listen in silence. 

—The warden isn't here. He was called by the Procurator a month 

ago and I don't know when he'll be back. I have almost all the 

prisoners in the lower dungeons, sick, and a crazy woman in the tower 

who drives us all crazy with her crow shrieks. 

“Brothers therapists, you got me the pardon of the peccadilloes of 

my youth in exchange for accepting this position but believe me that 

bad and everything as I am, certain things revolt me, and I would like 

to send everyone to the Valley of Josaphat and escape from this life 

of hell. 

—Look, Uriah —Abiathar advised, —you know that the powerful 

lord who wanted to ensure with your death the secret that he was 

interested in keeping and that you possessed is still alive." He believes 
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that you are plunged into a dungeon of this fortress for all your life, 

and with this belief he lives in peace, and you remain alive and 

healthy. Jehovah inspired his servants with this way of saving you, 

and at the same time helping to correct you by leading an orderly life, 

although sad because this is a mansion of pain. But your captivity here 

will not last forever. 

“On our return from this trip, we will obtain a nice change for you. 

Take us to see the sick because we are in a hurry to continue our 

journey. 

He made them go down to the dungeons, where among the sick 

they found two children, 11 and 13-year-old, sons of the man from the 

cavern. An infectious fever due to poor nutrition and a complete lack 

of hygiene had them prostrated on a dirty bed of straw and 

sheepskins. 

When it came to the sick, the pilgrim therapists were an authority 

in the prisons, even compared to great personalities. They were 

recognized as wise doctors and under this concept they held them in 

great esteem, since they cured without demanding any gratification. 

And so, the therapists ordered the sick to be taken to a large upper 

room, full of air and sun, with a change of diet, and with a good 

cleaning as the first ordinance before healing them. 

The two sons of the man from the cavern were ordered to go up to 

a room in the tower that had a window in the direction of the exit from 

the underground path. When the concierge with his assistants made 

all these changes, the Essenes asked to visit the sick woman in the 

tower. 

—She's mad and furious —answered Uriah, the concierge, —but if 

you insist, do the miracle of getting out of her clutches safe and 

sound." You do so many miracles, do this one too! 

—Leave us alone with her —the three doctors asked, —and don't 

come until we need you. 

The unhappy woman unburdened her terrible pain with them, 

which made her scream desperately and was about to go crazy 

indeed. 

The reader will understand that the Essenes who possessed the 

secret of the entire tragedy soon filled the soul of that woman with 

peace and hope. She was reunited with her two children who had 

been taken to the next room, and the reader will already imagine the 

scene that took place between the mother and the children separated 

for nearly a year and a half, with no news of each other. 

After that explosion of pain and joy at the same time, the Essenes 
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combined the way in which the three would lead their lives in the tower 

without giving rise to suspicion of any kind. 

The Fortress of Masada was a scene all too familiar to the 

Essenes, who had entered there for years as doctors, and as 

comforters of the unfortunates who were condemned to the gallows, 

which was located in the depths of the rock on which the building was 

based. It was an enormous cavern destined only for the execution 

chamber, since heads were cut off, hanged, quartered, and those 

sentenced to death were burned at the stake. 

That gloomy abode was a silent witness to the prodigies of 

ingenuity and self-sacrifice of pilgrim therapists, to avoid torture and 

save many unfortunates condemned to the last sentence! 

How many lives saved and how many souls redeemed, without 

anyone on Earth knowing this aspect of the heroic apostolate of the 

Essenes! 

It was relatively easy for them to arrange things in such a way that 

the mother and children could be together part of the day and night, 

and at the same time the three could be seen by the solitary man of 

the cavern through the large window, that overlooked in that direction. 

A stone that moved from its place just by introducing the point of a 

knife in the assembly of one stone with another, was enough to give 

way to the body of a man, and the Essenes used this procedure so 

that the two sons could reunite with their mother. 

They charged them to have great prudence and caution until they 

could find the means to completely annul the injustice of which the 

family had been the victim. And in order not to forget the solitary father 

who allowed them to realize such an excellent deed, they left the wife 

one of the three empty bags, so that tied to the end of a string, she 

would lower to her husband every night a part of the food that they, as 

doctors, would order to be given to the three patients in the tower. 

And then they called Uriah the concierge, to speak to him in the 

presence of the sick: 

—You see, concierge Brother: this sick woman will no longer 

bother anyone with her screams, and she will continue to improve if 

you bring her two large portions daily, one at noon and one at night. 

Rest in peace, Brother, until our next visit, which will be soon. 

And that procedure was used by the Essenes with respect to the 

other patients; and they recommended not to move them from the 

rooms designated by them. 

In the great book of medical observations, they wrote: 

"The lower dungeons cannot be inhabited because of the humidity 
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and filth, which can develop a deadly epidemic for all the inhabitants 

of the Fortress." 

Then the concierge, according to their orders, gave a bag of good 

supplies to the pilgrim therapists and, kissing the edge of their dark 

wool cloak, opened the door for them, recommending that they not 

forget him, since the position of caretaker of that sepulcher of the living 

was too much torture for him. 

The three Essenes emerged from the fortress, which seemed to 

have been illuminated upon their arrival. It is so true that when the 

Divine Light and Divine Love are in a being, everything around him 

seems to bloom with peace, consolation, and hope! 

Taking a few detours, they tried to approach the solitary man of the 

cavern, to give him good warm clothing and some woolen blankets, 

which they asked the concierge for a sick beggar who was sheltering 

in a neighboring cave. 

And full of joy the unhappy man heard from the Essenes the story 

regarding his wife and children, and the way in which they could 

communicate until they looked for the means to reunite them again, 

under the roof of an honest and industrious home. 

The God-Love hidden in those souls, continued to sow peace, 

comfort, and hope!... 

They were fourth degree Essenes, and they were really Candles 

that gave light and heat!... 

They continued their journey along the coast of the Dead Sea to 

the south, crossing the great salt pans and all those arid places 

without a plant, without a weed, without rumors of life, without anything 

that could provide the traveler with solace and rest. 

With their souls seized with fear, they remembered what the old 

traditions told of that most beautiful valley of Shidin, where five 

flourishing cities had been destroyed by fire. 

—Divine justice over so much human evil!... —exclaimed one of 

the three, contemplating the overwhelming aridity and devastation 

produced in those regions, through which it seemed to have passed 

like a hurricane, a terrible destructive force, of which they had not 

been able to free themselves in so many centuries that have passed. 

They finally reached the enormous crags then called Height of 

Acrobin, between which the Zarek stream tumbles, jumps and runs, 

whose presence in those rugged places puts a note of life and joy in 

the dead place. Stingy bushes, thistles, and some of the more rustic 

species of cacti studded with thorns could be seen peeking out from 

between the gray rocks, as if to say to the traveler: don't expect to find 
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anything here on which to lay your weary head. 

The crossing of the stream did not cost them great efforts because 

it carried little water, which left large stones exposed, through which 

they slowly passed with the help of their holm oak staffs that they used 

for long trips. 

And when they finally saw the lofty peaks of Abarim and Nebo, they 

fell to their knees blessing God who allowed them to reach the Holy 

Temple once more. All the Divine Wisdom that had descended to 

Earth was locked there, like messages from the infinite heavens for 

the miserable human creature, almost always incapable of 

understanding it. 

So deep was their loving evocation towards the Seventy Elders of 

the Sanctuary, that shortly after, they saw descending through a 

narrow gorge in the mountains, three mules with riding gear. They 

were led by the bridles an enormous white dog, which in the distance 

looked like a little goatling. 

—Our fathers have received notice of our arrival and they are 

sending us the beasts that are to lead us —said the travelers. 

And they sat down on the stones of the path, to take a little breath 

and rest, since they were sure that they were coming for them. 

It took more than an hour for the horses led by the enormous 

mastiff with the long white wool to arrive. 

The Essenes tenderly caressing him, taking their memory to an old 

chronicle of past ages, half lost in the immense accumulation of time 

said: 

— Noble and beautiful creature of God! It would be like you, the 

heroic and beautiful quadrupedal animal with long curly white hair very 

similar to the reindeer of the polar lands, which saved the great Sirius 

Father, when wading through a mighty river he was about to drown!  

“Today you are a white mastiff dedicated to helping and saving 

Essenes from the treacherous rocks... What will you be in the coming 

centuries?... 

Feeling loved, the animal placidly shook its tail like a tassel of white 

wool, and the Essenes, thoughtful and silent due to the great memory 

evoked, had at the same time this mental vision: 

A monk in black robes with his hood pulled down to hide his face, 

descending between snow-covered mountains, illuminated by a 

lantern, and guided by a tan-colored dog with provisions and water 

tied to its neck. They went in search of a traveler buried by snow in 

the high Pyrenees mountains, between Spain and France. And the 

three understood without having spoken a word, that in a future of 15 
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centuries, the white mastiff that they caressed would be making its 

evolution in the human species and would continue the mission that 

had begun in the Mountains of Moab as a savior of men. He was an 

unknown monk of the Cistercian order, dedicated especially to 

hospitalizing travelers who crossed the dangerous mountains. 

Each one silently wrote in his pocket folder the mental vision that 

they had had, which they kept carefully to be examined and analyzed 

in the seven-day assembly, which they held in the Grand Sanctuary 

on the promotion of degrees. 

And when it seemed to them that the mules were rested, they 

undertook the trip again, taking the intelligent Snowy (in Spanish 

Nevado) as their guide, as they called the white mastiff so beloved in 

the old Sanctuary, almost like a human being. 

The descent was as dangerous as the ascent to the high peaks of 

Mount Moab, which seemed covered with a white blanket of snow 

veiled with golden gauze, because of the afternoon sun's rays. 

Those lofty promontories covered with snow fired-golden by the 

sun, were the magnificent and grandiose chest that hid from all eyes, 

the treasures of Divine Wisdom guarded by the Essenian Fraternity, 

the last School that accompanied Christ in his final apotheosis as 

Redeemer. 

A whole parade of great thoughts was gradually absorbing the 

minds of the travelers, as they climbed those dreadful gorges, in which 

a slight deviation of the mounts meant death. That narrow and 

tortuous path climbed obliquely in an irregular spiral to the highest 

peaks. In the middle of the path, one suddenly came across an 

enormous beach of rock, as if a gigantic scythe had cut level that gray-

black mass, which seemed chosen for room or tomb of a royal dynasty 

of giants. 

That platform was the forced rest of the nervous tension suffered 

by the traveler, constantly seeing the precipice at his feet and for the 

mules, visibly exhausted from too much effort. 

Nature had left a mother's smile there to soften the terrifying 

hardness of the landscape, in a crystalline slope that was born from a 

black and shiny crack opened in the living rock. It would seem that 

some thaumaturgical Moses had touched it with his rod to make the 

water sprout in a crystalline spring, which parked in a small pool or a 

natural pond, later overflowed and was thrown with impetus 

downwards forming the Armon stream, which ran without stop until it 

empties into the eastern shore of the Dead Sea. In a cavity in the 

rocks, the Essenes had piled up a large quantity of dried herbs, grains 
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and acorns for the horses, cheese, and wild honey for the travelers. 

— A short break and up! –the Essenes said to Snowy and the 

mules while they gave them their corresponding ration– and may the 

night not surprise us in these gorges due to our laziness. 

And when the sun was about to sink into the sunset, the three 

travelers dismounted at the great gateway to the Sanctuary of the 

Essenes. 

Can you imagine, dear reader, an enormous door of chiseled silver, 

or of burnished bronze, or of wrought iron with hammer blows? 

Nothing of that. It is the door of an Essene Temple that reveals 

nothing to the outside and only those who have ever entered it know 

that it is a door. It was an enormous stone with curved lines whose 

somewhat irregular shape was flattened on some sides and which at 

first glance seemed like a caprice of the mountain or the enormous 

head of a giant petrified by the centuries. But it was the case that this 

immense stone sphere turned on itself on two projections whose ends 

were embedded in the rocky walls of the entrance. And the movement 

was from inside to outside, by a simple combination of thick chains. 

The sphere then opened towards the outside and gave way to those 

who Snowy announced by pulling a bell cord with his teeth. The cord 

was hidden among the bushes about 20 steps from that original door 

and no one other than Snowy could enter through that labyrinth of wild 

cacti and thorny brambles. As soon as the enormous stone turned 

outwards, the golden light of several oil lamps could be seen that 

illuminated the spacious entrance gallery, that is, a magnificent tunnel 

painstakingly worked by true stone artists. 

No audacious mountain-climbing traveler who would have had the 

courage to climb those rugged mountains, whose steep slopes made 

them almost inaccessible, would ever have imagined that beyond that 

black hollow they could find beauties, art, sweetness, softness, and 

harmony of any kind. 

In that dark tunnel, lit only by lamps that never went out, beautiful 

high-relief works and writings in Egyptian hieroglyphs, translated into 

Syrian-Chaldean, could be admired. 

In high relief the main passages of the life of Moses could be seen, 

beginning with the floating of the basket of reeds, in which he was 

thrown into the waters of the Nile to hide his origin, ...the passage of 

the Red Sea followed by the Hebrew people, the crossing of the 

desert, the visions of Mount Horeb, from where he came down with 

the tables of the Law engraved with a burin by himself, in use of his 

internal powers over all things in Nature and feeling at the same time 
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that a voice from on high dictated to him that divine message that we 

have called: Decalogue. 

It was amazing to think of the years and the lives that would have 

been spent on that gigantic work. 

That gallery ended in a spacious semicircle, from which two paths 

also lit with oil lamps started; the one on the right was called: “Porch 

of the Prophets” and the one on the left: “Porch of the Infants”. The 

Essenes who lived in common and in celibacy entered through the 

first path. Through the second, those who lived abroad and formed 

families. If some of these reached the fourth degree and wanted to 

live in the Sanctuary due to widowhood, they could enter through the 

“Porch of the Prophets”. It was called that because the main passages 

of the life of the Seven Major Prophets, whose names the reader 

already knows, were engraved on those walls. 

While in the "Porch of the Infants" exemplary episodes of young 

Essenes from the first degrees, who had performed heroic acts of self-

sacrifice for the benefit of others, had been recorded. 

Both paths led to the Sanctuary that was at the end of them. Its 

entrance platform was announced by an enormous chandelier with 70 

candles, which hung from the top of that dome of gray rock that was 

patiently carved and polished, and bordered with the golden glow of 

so many lights. 

The great door was a block of granite that turned on a vertical axis, 

without any noise or difficulty, but only by an impulse that was given 

from the inside. 

Snowy had taken the three mules to some stables or mews, which 

were around a bend in that labyrinth of mountains and enormous 

caverns, in the middle of which hidden little valleys opened up and 

watered by trickles of water that came down from the highest hills, 

formed by melting ice or by hidden slopes. 

The travelers were announced through a small hole made in the 

rotating block, which was the tube of a bronze horn that repeated, like 

a long echo, every phrase that was pronounced there: 

—Messengers from the Quarantine; Essenes of the fourth degree. 

The Elder who stood guard at the entrance of the Sanctuary, turned 

the granite block and the travelers fell to their knees kissing the 

pavement of the Temple of Wisdom. 

The Seventy Elders, covered in white cloaks, appeared in two rows 

to receive in their arms the brave Brothers who had faced the dangers 

of the arduous journey, to bring them a message of great importance. 

That scene had such a deep emotional vibration due to the great 
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love for the Brothers who were fighting abroad, that they burst into 

tears as they passed through the loving arms of those 70 men. All 

Seventy men were over 60-year-old and only lived as lightning rod 

amid humankind; like lit lighthouses, whose thought scaled the 

highest heavens in demand of piety and mercy for criminal 

humankind; like streams of life-giving waters, which descended 

incessantly to bring their freshness, their peace, and their consolation 

to the victims of human evil. 

They were the terrestrial Loving-Beings, who, in imitation of the 

Loving-Beings of the Seventh Heaven, tried to be eternal harps on the 

terrestrial plane for the love of men, who were the inheritance 

sheltered by the Christ. 

I seem to feel the thought of the reader who asks: 

What motive, what original and strange idea led the Essenes to 

hide their Great Mother Sanctuary, in such wild and terrifying 

mountains? If they were looking for mountains, there were so many in 

that land, that covered with beautiful vegetation, they were a splendor 

of Nature, like the chain of Lebanon and the mountains of Galilee and 

Samaria. 

The Essenes were the most direct branch of the great tree of the 

wisdom of Moses, who had, among the Levitical tribe that he 

organized before reaching the so-called Land of Promise, a young 

man who conquered the unusual privilege of the tenderness of the 

great heart of the Legislator. He was like a lark on the wings of an 

eagle; it was like a flower of the air attached to the trunk of a gigantic 

oak tree; it was a small flowering cactus on the top of a mountain. This 

young man became a man at the side of the great Emissary Man of 

the Divinity, and he deserved Moses' confidence so much that in hours 

of bitterness and profound uncertainty, he used to tell him: —"Essen, 

child of wax and honey, take your zither and clear my mind, that a 

great storm has ruffled the waters of my fountain”. Essen played the 

zither, and Moses prayed, cried, clamored out to the Divinity, which 

overflowed over him like a great spring of stars and suns. 

This humble being who chose the hidden life at that time, as an 

atonement for past greatness that had hindered his spiritual life, had 

accompanied Moses when his Guides, that is, the great Intelligences 

that godfathered his incarnation, announced that the time had come 

for his freedom, that he climb the Abarim Mountain Range, that among 

it he seek Mount Nebo and the summit of Pisgah, where he would see 

the glory that Jehovah kept for him. Essen followed him without Moses 

knowing, until he was at the top of the steep mountain. It accompanied 
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him until the detachment of his spirit in the ecstasy of his prayer on a 

full moon night. And when he was sure that his Master would no longer 

awaken to physical life, he collected his lifeless body, which he buried 

in a little valley called Beth-Peor, shaded by flowering myrtle trees 

embroidered with wild lilies, where larks and thrush bird nested. It 

seemed to him a worthy grave for that exceptional being whom he had 

loved so much. And in order not to reveal anything of what had 

happened according to what he ordered, he took refuge in a cave and 

did not appear again to Josue the successor of Moses, for which he 

and the Princes and the Priests took into account what the Great 

Prophet told them. He had said: “If after 30 days I have not come down 

from the Mountains, do not look for me on Earth because the Lord will 

have transported me to his eternal dwellings.” 

This young Essen from the priestly family of Aaron, was the origin 

of the Essenes who took his name. 

The summit of Pisgah where Moses had his great visions, Mount 

Nebo where he died, and the valley of his tomb, was the sacred place 

chosen by the Essenes for their great Living Rock Temple, which 

lasted long after Yhasua of Nazareth. That is why the roaring 

mountains of Moab had been chosen as the gigantic chest of all that 

had belonged to Moses. There were those two tablets that he had 

engraved in an ecstatic state and that he himself broke in two because 

of the indignation caused by coming down from Mount Horeb and 

finding that the people worshiped a golden calf and danced drunkenly 

around it. Essen had collected those broken tablets, and they were 

the ones kept in the Great Mother Sanctuary of the Essen Fraternity. 

Having made this succinct explanatory story for you, friendly 

reader, let us also enter the immense temple of rocks where the 

Seventy Elders live their lives of blessed candles, consuming 

themselves before the altar of Divine Wisdom so that light will never 

be lacking for the men of this Earth, inheritance of the Christ to whose 

ideals they had sacrificed their lives so many times!... 

After the emotional scene of the reception in the interior porch of 

the temple, an immense arch could also be seen carved in the rock, 

which appeared to be covered with a large curtain of white linen. 

In that first porch appeared large stone benches with their 

corresponding lecterns to open the books of Psalms, where they sang 

the glories of God or claimed his mercy for terrestrial humankind. 

This was the site of the Seven Day Assemblies to examine the 

works, the deeds, the spiritual, mental, and moral progress of the 

Brothers who had to rise to a higher degree. 



 68 

During those Seven Days, the Brothers who had to ascend wore a 

violet robe of penance and covered with a hood, their faces could not 

be seen, nor could they speak at all. 

They handed over their folder where their deeds and the divine 

lights appeared, and the gifts that God had given them in their 

concentrations, and the weaknesses they had incurred, and the 

development of their superior faculties. They listened to the 

deliberations of the Elders who spoke freely as if the interested parties 

were not listening to them, and they also presented their favorable 

decision or not, depending on the case. 

If the ruling was favorable, the graduates raised their caps, and the 

great veil of the Temple was drawn back so that all could pass into the 

Tabernacle of offerings. There, the Great Servitor would light a bonfire 

on a stone table with a candle of the 70 that burned there, and the 

folders with the last confession of the graduates were burned in it. 

The officiant said aloud: — “The fire of God reduces everything to 

ashes, the great and the small, the good and the bad. And the ash is 

oblivion, it is silence, it is death”. –And they sang the Psalm of Mercy 

or Miserere, throwing incense and myrrh to the embers while the 

officiant added–:  

“May the offering that these Brothers have just made of the seven 

years lived in your Law, be pleasing to You, omnipotent Creative 

Energy, Supreme Cause of all life, of all good. These Brothers claim 

from your immense Mercy, the gift of being approached to you for new 

purifications, which will many more holocausts in favor of humankind, 

inheritance of the Christ”. 

Immediately afterwards, they dressed them in white linen tunics 

and tied a purple ribbon to their foreheads with as many five-pointed 

silver stars as degrees they had passed. And around their waists they 

were tied with a purple wool cord called the Cincture of Chastity, 

whose pendants had as many knots as degrees had passed. 

Then, and only then, did the graduates ascend the seven steps of 

the Tabernacle, where a great chest of chiseled silver was found, 

which the Great Servitor opened. There were seen the Tablets of the 

Law broken by Moses and carefully held together by small gold 

staples. 

With deep emotion they were putting their lips in reverent kisses on 

those characters engraved by the Great Anointed. Engraved more 

with the force of his thought and his will put into action, than by his 

finger converted in a punch of fire that pulverized and burned the 

surface of the stone. 
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Here were the original five manuscripts of Moses in Egyptian 

hieroglyphics, which Essen had collected from the great miracle 

worker's robes after his death. 

They were five small papyrus folders enclosed in a leather pocket. 

They were open for the titles to be read: Genesis -Exodus -Leviticus -

Numbers -Deuteronomy. 

Beneath the five sacred books of Moses was a papyrus spread out, 

the ends held in place by small silver hooks, which read in ancient 

Hebrew: 

"I, Essen, son of Nadab, of the blood of Aaron, who fled to the 

height of Nebo in pursuit of Moses, my Lord, swear by his sacred 

memory that he commanded me to collect these scriptures from his 

body, when I found him death. And he declared to me that the voice 

from above advised him to take them with him so that they would not 

be destroyed and adulterated, as they were already planning to do 

once the author died. Because he had had a vision that the faithful 

copies that he ordered to be made for the use of the priests and the 

people had been burned. My father Nadab, son of Aaron, high Priest, 

was killed on the altar of burnt offerings for offering incense on the 

embers and propitiatory bread and for refusing to slaughter beasts, 

repudiated by the Great Prophet. And I fled after him, because his law 

was replaced by another law for the benefit of the Priests and the 

Princes of Israel, owners of the cattle that they prescribed to sacrifice 

for their business and profits. May the Almighty and Righteous 

Jehovah, before whom I am going to appear within a short time, testify 

that I speak the truth by sending me a servant of him to close my eyes, 

and collect the writings of Moses, which I his servant have preserved.” 

Further down was a new line written in thicker, trembling 

characters: “I weep for joy and bless the Lord, who bore witness that 

I spoke the truth and brought into my solitude these six Levites who 

flee from the abomination of Israel, dedicated to the slaughter in towns 

they want to inhabit, denying the Law of Jehovah that says: "You shall 

not kill". And then with different letters it read: “We testify that all this 

is true. And six names: Zabdiel, Jonathan, Saul, Asahel, Nehemiah, 

and Azur." 

Following the six signatures, it read again: “The love of these 

servants of Jehovah has cured the fever that consumed me, and He 

grants me life for some additional time. Praised be Jehovah, Essen, 

servant of Moses.” Then, a date denoting 14 years later, it read: 

"Jehovah has called our Brother Essen into his Kingdom and we have 

buried him at Beth-Peor beside the tomb of Moses our Father." 
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At the top of the Tabernacle was a five-pointed star, symbol of the 

Divine Light formed with five oil lamps that burned without ever going 

out. 

To the right was a large cupboard also carved into the rock with 

many compartments, above which was read: Books and Memoirs of 

the Great Prophets. And each box had a name: Elijah, Elisha, Isaiah, 

Ezekiel, Samuel, Jonah, Jeremiah, Hosea, Habakkuk, Daniel, etc.. 

To the left there was another one like it, above which one could 

read: "Chronicles of the Fraternity and memories of the Elders who 

lived and died in this Sanctuary". And on one side and the other of the 

great central Tabernacle were two pilasters of waters that were filled 

by springs from the Pisgah slopes and were drained by an aqueduct 

that went out towards the little valley of the stables. Those powerfully 

vitalized waters were taken abroad by pilgrim therapists for the healing 

of many physical and mental illnesses. 

Once the Temple of the Essenes has been described in detail, let's 

go on, friendly reader, with the three travelers who, following the 

Elders, entered through a small gallery also illuminated with lamps, 

towards the interior of the Sanctuary. Above each lamp could be read 

an engraving with a sentence, with advice full of prudence and wisdom 

of the great Essene teachers and prophets. 

They all entered the bathing pools to perform the immersion 

ablution, which as a measure of hygiene and cleanliness was ordered 

by law before the night meal. Then they went together to the dining 

room, a place where recreation and relaxation were allowed during 

the meal, and there they reported all the news that the travelers 

brought from abroad. 

And our three traveling Essenes reported everything extraordinary 

they knew about the birth of the son of Myriam and Yhosep. 

After listening to them attentively, the Great Servitor, who was the 

one who distributed and served the delicacies that had been placed 

beforehand in large bowls and clay pots, told them: —“When 

yesterday at noon we had a spiritual announcement of your arrival, 

we knew that the Divine Avatar was already incarnated in the city of 

Bethlehem, and that the Brothers of the Temple of the Quarantine 

Mountains came with the news.  

“Some seers have seen you since you left Masada Fortress 

heading this way. 

“When we have finished the meal that God gives us, we will 

examine together with you what our inspired and auditory ones have 

written in their pocket folders, and we will be able to see the 
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corroborations. 

"And when it is time for the full moon to shine on the Tables of the 

Law, we will make the Supreme Evocation so that our Father Moses, 

returned to Earth, gives us his blessing again." 

Greatly animated, the spiritual conversation of the Elders 

continued, about the great event that was happening among terrestrial 

humankind, without it being aware of it. 

—Poor blind and unconscious girl! —exclaimed one of the Elders. 

—She has been about to be annihilated and led to the worlds of 

darkness and she did not realize it! 

As they thus spoke, two of the Elders and one of the recently 

arrived Essenes, Zadok, took out their pocket folders and wrote. 

On all three folders were these words: “Not here, but in the cave of 

Mount Nebo you will receive the gift of God. Elysium". 

When they all heard the message, the Great Servitor said: 

—Then there is no time to lose because the journey is long, and 

we will barely reach the moonbeam. 

—Come on then —they all said. 

And wrapping themselves in their thick white woolen cloaks, and 

lighting the crooked tarpaulins, they passed from the dining room to a 

circular room dimly lit by a lamp hanging from the ceiling. Three cedar 

wardrobes could be seen there, which without a door, revealed 

numerous violet penitential robes, white robes and mantles and purple 

cords. 

Above the cloakrooms, it said on one: “Mount Nebo”; in another: 

"Beth-Peor" and in the third: "Pisgah". 

Partially opening the hanging clothes, one entered dark corridors, 

which led to the temple of Mount Nebo, to the valley of Beth-Peor and 

to the summit of Pisgah. On Mount Nebo the Essenes had 

transformed into a sepulchral temple, the great cavern in which Moses 

died, where he had prayed so many times when his people camped 

on the slopes of the mountains, he fled from the tumult to seek God in 

solitude. 

In a cave on the summit of Pisgah, Moses had written his admirable 

Genesis, not the one shown in the Hebrew Bible that we know, but the 

true gestation of our planetary system from when it was only a bubble 

of gas in the immeasurable immensity, and that was designed for him 

in one of his magnificent visions. 

In the valley of Beth-Peor where Essen buried Moses, the Elders 

had a Refuge-School for boys and girls, orphans, children of slaves, 

emaciated, consumptive and lepers, to cure and educate them. 
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And that most beautiful valley surrounded by mountains and 

watered by the slopes of Pisgah; they called it the Garden of Moses. 

And he was in the care of an Essene family consisting of a father, 

mother and three children: two boys and one girl. Just like the family 

of Andrew who guarded the entrance to the Temple of Mount 

Quarantine, and who succeeded each other from father to son. 

Through that valley, which was only a day's journey from the Dead 

Sea, one could go out to the neighboring towns. 

The message told them that it was in Mount Nebo where they 

would be visited by the glory of God, and without wasting time they 

headed for the black hollow that would take them to the indicated 

place. 

Our three travelers had traveled that same path, only once in their 

lives, that is, when they ascended to the fourth degree they were in, 

and their excitement increased in tone as they approached. That 

gallery was winding and sometimes widened enormously, forming 

great natural vaults, some of which had openings in the roof through 

which the light of the moon filtered. 

Leading the way was the Elder who was on guard duty at the 

entrance gates. They walked at a good pace for about an hour and a 

half, those 73 men muffled in white cloaks, and with lighted torches 

forming a fantastic silent procession that seemed to slip into the 

shadows. 

A layman would have thought that they were wandering souls 

seeking the exit to a plane of light in the darkness. But you reader and 

I know that they were men of flesh, dedicated to a sublime ideal of 

human liberation, and they did not stop at sacrifices when faith and 

hope of a spiritual conquest flourished in it. 

And there they went like ghosts of the night through the bowels of 

the mountains, to inebriate with Divine Light, with Eternal Love, with 

Infinite Wisdom!... 

At last, they heard the murmur of glass colliding and breaking; It 

was the falling of the waters of a spring into a natural pond that 

received them, letting them overflow through a kind of groove in the 

living rock, which took them around an immense cavern, where seven 

oil lamps burned and where a soft aroma of flowers pleasantly 

impressed everyone. 

In the center of the cavern was a large chest of white stone, set on 

four blocks of carved granite polished to a shine. On the gleaming 

chiseled copper lid, it said in large letters: Moses. 

At the foot of this simple monument were large bouquets of 



 73 

bayberry, lilies of the valley, white and red roses. Those delicate floral 

offerings contrasted with the rugged rusticity of the cavern that had 

been preserved as the eyes of Moses saw it in mortal flesh, when he 

went there so many times to pray, to think, and then to die. 

To one side was a ledge of rock, forming something like a dais two 

feet high, three feet wide, and 10 feet long, but with jagged contour 

lines. And above it was engraved on the living rock: "On this rock, 

Moses our Father slept and died." 

"Essen his servant." That huge stone was used as an altar for 

offerings, and as soon as they arrived, they lit a small fire on it to offer 

incense of adoration to the Supreme Creator. 

The thrushes and the doves entered and left freely through the 

opening that the Essenes had made so that the moonbeam and the 

sunbeam would enter at certain times and would fall like a kiss of 

astral light on the mummy of Moses, asleep in his long dream of stone 

in the marble chest that kept him. 

Towards the opposite side of the dais was an opening that gave 

way to another cavern, which was used to entomb the Elders who died 

in the Great Mother Sanctuary. Their dissected mummies were shown 

standing up, attached to the cave walls by copper brackets. 

This multitude of mummies dressed in linen robes and with white 

hoods, in the flickering light of the matches, seemed as if they were 

about to start walking to receive the living visitors who had just arrived. 

— Dead are they and dead are us, for what humans call life! Long 

live them and long live us for true life, which is Hope, Love and 

Knowledge! –said the Great Servitor who caught the wave of gloomy 

fear of the three traveling Essenes not yet familiar with that motionless 

white and mute family, who stood guard over the sepulchral cavern of 

Moses. 

The Great Servitor, assisted by the Elders of the highest degree, 

lifted the lid of the sarcophagus of Moses and the mummy was 

revealed. 

It was already a sallow color like too old ivory, and parts of it were 

shadowed like smoke. 

He had been a tall man with a handsome head topped by a genial 

forehead. The son of the Egyptian princess and the Levite Amram, a 

Hebrew sculptor, still revealed in his petrified corpse, beauty traits of 

both races. 

His long, thin hands were stretched out on his knees, and on his 

bare feet was a thick scroll of papyrus wound around a silver hoop. 

They were the writings of Essen on the life of Moses and the life of his 
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disciples, who after his death took refuge in those mountains. On the 

pavement of the cavern, almost under the dolmen of Moses, was a 

slab of a lighter color than the rest of the rocks and written on it and 

already half blurred by so many feet that had stepped on it, this name: 

Essen servant of Moses. 

There slept his long dream the mummy of the “wax and honey boy”, 

who played the zither when the Light-Man had the waters of his inner 

fountain rippled. 

That love had truly been stronger than death. 

As soon as the mummy of Moses was discovered, the Elders 

began to sing the so-called Psalm of Mercy, while they waved censers 

around that immense cavern. 

It is Psalm 136 and whose original lyrics read like this: 

 

"Let us praise Jehovah because only He is good,  

for His mercy endures forever ". 

"Let us praise the God of gods,  

for His mercy endures forever." 

"Let us praise the Lord of lords,  

for His mercy endures forever." 

"To God who does great wonders,  

for His mercy endures forever." 

"To Him who by his wisdom made the heavens,  

for His mercy endures forever." 

"To Him who spread out the land upon the waters,  

for His mercy endures forever." 

"To Him who covered the spaces with great lights,  

for His mercy endures forever." 

"To Him who in our affliction poured peace on us,  

for His mercy endures forever." 

"Let us praise the God of all heavens, in the night and 

in the day, in vigil and in sleep, in calm and in anguish, 

for His mercy endures forever ".  

So be it. 

 

When the psalm was finished, each one remained quiet and silent 

in the place where each one was. 

— May God be merciful amid this holy convocation! – exclaimed 

the Servitor with a solemn voice, raising his open arms to the heights, 

which was the supreme sign with which the great Masters evoked the 

Divinity. 
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A radiant little cloud began to flutter like a whirlwind of the colors of 

the rainbow over the Moses dolmen, which disappeared from the sight 

of the bystanders. The radiant cloud turned into a living flame, which 

gradually filled the immense cavern with its reflections of gold, ruby, 

and amethyst. 

The quiet, motionless, silent Essenes perhaps thought: 

—"This divine fire is going to consume us completely." And they 

also didn't move. They no longer saw each other because everything 

had been filled with the living flame. Even the neighboring cavern of 

the white mummies in great multitude, was invaded by it. But it was a 

flame that did no harm, but transported the soul, flooded the mind with 

divine clarities, nullified the physical senses, refined matter to the point 

that the Essenes each thought: 

— “My body was consumed by the fire of God, and only my Inner 

Self lives, the one who knows how to love him and can come to 

understand him.” 

And a divine joy flooded them, because they thought that they no 

longer lived the gross life of the senses. 

And then they saw between the living flame, the face of Moses as 

they had seen him other times, with those two powerful rays of light 

that emanated from his forehead, and whose brilliance the human 

gaze could not resist. And around him the 69 Loving-Beings 

companions, who, extending their right hands over Moses, seemed to 

fortify more and more with the powerful irradiation that flowed from 

their fingers, the two powerful sources of light that sprouted from his 

forehead, and which was what had lit the living flame that filled the 

cavern. 

The Essenes thought: 

— “Only the forehead of our Father Moses bears two springs of 

light.” —And the solemn voice of Moses answered that thought of the 

Essenes: 

— “I was anointed by the Eternal Torches of God, to bring the 

Divine Law to this Humankind in that hour of my Messiahship, and that 

is why these powerful rays of light emanate from my forehead.” 

“Until then, the Divine Will was only the patrimony of a few, who 

sensed it in their hours of anxiety for the infinite. But, since then, the 

Divine Will fell on the humankind of this planet with the force of the 

Supreme Law, in such an absolute way, that whoever commits an 

offense against it casts upon himself a load of darkness for 

innumerable centuries.” 

“The white Prophets of Amphion, the Dactyls of Antulius and the 
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Kobdas of Abel, were but the first sensitive ones who caught the wave 

of the Eternal Law, which hovered like a purifying flame beyond the 

astral sphere of the Planet. 

“And my incarnation in Moses was the conductor of the Eternal 

message that marked the path of terrestrial Humankind by fire. 

“Today is another day in the Eternal immensity of God: it is the 

great day of Love, of Mercy, of infinite Mercy. The great day of 

Forgiveness and Peace. That is why I am no longer Moses, the bearer 

of the severe Divine Law, but simply Yhasua the Loving-Being, the 

one who will envelop in the immense wave of Merciful Love those who 

have offended against the Eternal Law brought by Moses. And 

because that Law was forgotten, terrestrial humankind would be 

transported to abodes of darkness to live lives of monsters or lives of 

stones and of rolling sand and ashes, until new sparks lit the lamps 

that Eternal Justice extinguished with its irrepressible gale. 

“But, Yhasua the Loving-Being has arrived with the message of 

Forgiveness, Mercy, and Salvation for all those who receive him, seek 

him, and love him. Right after his dead in this same cave that today 

floods the glory of God, the people chosen to be the first-born of the 

Divine Law, were the first prevaricator against it, as proven by the 

frightful deeds awarded to my name, in which it is done waste of death, 

victims, and blood, right there where the divine mandate pours its 

eternal clarity: You shall not kill. 

“It is no longer the day of the burning sun of Moses, but the sweet 

dawn of Yhasua the Loving-Being. Behold!..." 

And while saying so, the splendid vision was completely 

transformed. The living flame of gold and ruby vanished like a fire that 

suddenly goes out, and only a Moses remained, enveloped in a rosy 

cloud without rays on his forehead, and alone, absolutely alone, 

without the radiant entourage that had accompanied him. — “I am 

Yhasua, the Loving-Being, who comes to you like a meek lamb to 

graze in your orchards of lilies in bloom!... I am the Loving-Being who 

anxiously seeks his loved ones!... I am the tender friend who looks for 

his long absent friends!... I am the light for those who walk in 

darkness!... I am the clear water for those who are thirsty!... I am the 

bread of fine flour for those who feel hungry!... I am Peace!... I am 

Mercy!... I am Forgiveness!...  

“I will come to these mountains to seek your wisdom, like a 

beardless apprentice,... I will come to this same cave, already young 

and strong, to ask for the Divine Light to decide my path, and you will 

be on Earth, the Masters of Yhasua, who enveloped in matter and on 
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a plane of life in which everything will be adverse to him, he will toss 

and turn indecisively like a weak vessel in a stormy sea, like a 

wounded deer in a waterless desert..., like a nightingale forgotten 

among a steppe of snow! 

"Silent Essenes of Moses!... I tell you: Be prepared to help Yhasua 

to find Himself, to fulfill his destiny, to arrive without hesitation at his 

apotheosis of Redeemer!". 

Raising outstretched hands that shone in the night like patches of 

moon in space, he exclaimed in a musical voice, as if it were the 

resonance of divine psalters vibrating in the distance: 

— “Glory to God in the infinite heights and peace to men of good 

will!...” 

The vision was fading in the distance and his voice of distant music 

could still be heard: 

—"Wait for me, I'll come! Like the lonely bird to its nest! Like the 

beloved to the loved one who is waiting!... Like the son to the mother 

who is waiting for him with the lamp lit!... 

"Wait for me, I'll come!..." 

The vision disappeared, leaving behind a soft trail of light and a 

sweet vibration of harmony, as if the prolonged echo of an indefinable 

psalmody could not be completely extinguished!... 

Without knowing how, or why, or when, the Essenes all found 

themselves on their knees with their arms raised as if embracing the 

void and their eyes filled with tears!... 

It was the divine weeping of the soul, whom God has visited on 

Earth!... After a long mental soliloquy of each one with the Divinity, 

and of each one with himself, the silent and meditative Essenes 

returned along the same path to the Sanctuary and each one sought 

the imperturbable stillness of his alcove of rocks to rest.  
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5.  A Child was Born 
 

Let's return to the serene stillness of Bethlehem, the quiet city 

where David the shepherd-boy anointed as king of Israel by Samuel, 

the Essene prophet, … King David of the mournful and moaning 

psalms, when his sincere heart understood that he had sinned. 

Let us return to the little house of Elkanah the weaver, in one of 

whose bedrooms, Myriam and Yhosep were with their Divine child..., 

the God made man! And the Law gives us permission to listen to their 

conversation. It is already late at night, and everyone has gathered in 

their sleeping rooms. 

Yhosep wakes up, because he feels that Myriam is crying with 

contained sobs, perhaps not to attract his attention. 

He lights a lamp, and he reaches Myriam's bed, whom he finds with 

the child in her arms. 

— What's the matter, Myriam, that you're crying like that? Is the 

child sick? 

—No, —she says. —He sleeps. Look at him. 

—Well, if he's calm and asleep, why are you crying? 

—Tomorrow will be eight days since he was born. 

—It's true, I've already thought about it and Elkanah too. The two 

of them will take him to the Synagogue to circumcise him and I will 

stay with you. 

Myriam gave a great moan and her sobs deepened. Yhosep, 

saddened to the extreme, could not guess the cause of that pain. 

—A voice woke me up in my dream, —Myriam finally said, —and 

that voice told me: 'Your boy will not be circumcised.' 

—How can that be? —exclaimed Yhosep. —If it is the law of 

Moses, received by himself from Jehovah! True, this is a Prophet to 

all appearances; but all our Prophets I think were subjected to that 

law; how can we sin against the law of Moses? 

—Yhosep, sit here by my side and I will explain to you what has 

happened to me. I woke up because the child's basket was full of light, 

and I thought it was you who had lit the lamp to watch over him. And 

then I understood that it was not lamplight but a soft glow that came 

from my little boy, and this light illuminated the venerable and beautiful 

faces of several white-robed Elders, who gazed at him with ineffable 

tenderness. Finally, seeing that I was watching them, one of them said 

to me: 

— “Woman, remove that thorn from your heart, because your son 

will not be hurt by the priest's knife. 
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— “It is Jehovah's law”, —I said. —And he added: —It is not the 

law of Jehovah, nor is it the law of Moses, but of unconscious men 

who seek divine affiliation in gross material rites. All human creatures 

have divine affiliation, because we emerged from God like a spark 

from a bonfire. 

—"Who are you who talk to me like that? —I asked them. 

— “We are –they answered me–, the depositories of the books of 

Moses who, from him until today, inhabit dark caverns in wild 

mountains, so that the Divine Wisdom brought by him is not corrupted 

and erased from the face of the Earth. We are the Elders of the great 

Essene Temple of Moab, and in dreams we visit you to announce you 

of the Divine will. And in proof of this being true, tomorrow the Hazzan 

of the Synagogue will be sick, Yhosep will find a priest who comes 

from Jerusalem, Ezra, who belongs to us and whom we have just 

visited, like you, to come to this Synagogue. Go to him a little before 

noon, and bring the boy to him, for he knows what to do.” And saying 

this, the radiance and the Elders disappeared. Have you heard, 

Joseph? 

—Yes, Myriam, I have heard, and I am very much afraid that this 

is a deception of a spirit of darkness. To say that circumcision is not 

Jehovah's law received by Moses, is a serious matter! 

—That is why my affliction has been great, and I have long cried 

out to the Lord with tears so that he gives birth to his servant who 

wants nothing more than what He wants. 

— Myriam!... console yourself, that this will be clarified tomorrow at 

the first hour of the day. I will go out on the road that comes from 

Jerusalem, and I will ask the first priest who arrives: Are you Ezra, the 

priest that God sends to Bethlehem to circumcise a child born eight 

days ago? And from his answer we will understand the will of God. 

And it happened just as the Elders had said. 

And Ezra was an Essene of the fifth degree who came to 

Bethlehem, alerted by the Elders of Moab in a dream, to prevent the 

physical clothing of the Divine Avatar from being profaned with a rude 

rite, unbecoming even of beasts, much less of beings endowed with 

intelligence and reason. 

They took the child to the Synagogue but since the Hazzan in 

charge was sick, Ezra with Elkanah and Sarah performed the rituals 

of practice. The name of the child and his parents with the date of his 

birth were noted in the great book, but not his body was wounded 

because Ezra was an advanced Essene and knew all the secrets of 

the great temple of Moab. That is, the true books of Moses and all the 
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Divine Wisdom, which is the Eternal Law for the men of this planet. 

And as Myriam had said that the child should be called Yhasua (Jesus 

in Spanish), and Ezra also knew that he should be called that, that 

name was imposed on him. Elkanah and Sarah returned with the child 

to their home, where Ezra also went that afternoon to calm Myriam's 

soul, regarding the vision she had had. 

—Tell me, Myriam —Ezra said to her, —if you can remember, what 

was the investiture of the Elders like that you saw at your son's 

cradle?" 

—Oh... I remember them well, yes! —she replied. —They had long 

white hair and beards where there was no trace of scissors or knives. 

They wore tunics tight with purple laces, on their foreheads a white 

ribbon with seven five-pointed stars that shone with bright light. 

—And tell me, have you ever seen one of our Essene temples on 

Mount Carmel or Mount Hermon? 

—No..., not yet, because Yhosep and I are Essenes of the first 

degree and the pilgrim therapists who instruct us tell us that when we 

have risen to the second degree, they will allow us to enter an 

Essenian Sanctuary, which for us would be Mount Tabor or Mount 

Carmel. 

— How long have you been in first grade? 

—Yhosep, my husband, entered seven years ago together with his 

first wife Deborah; but I dipped my face in the holy water on my way 

out of the Temple of Jerusalem, when I married Yhosep, 17 months 

ago. 

—When you return to your little house in Nazareth and the child is 

older and stronger, you will go up together with me to the Essenian 

temple on Mount Tabor, and there you will be able to see some Elders 

just like the ones you saw in your dream. 

Myriam looked at him with her big, sweet eyes, like hazelnuts wet 

with dew..., glances in which the uninterrupted wave of her most 

intimate emotions was transparent, which peeked out from her pupils 

and seemed to peek out from her lips, but which she always kept as 

if she feared they would evaporate when they were exteriorized. But 

in the end, all of them were condensed into this simple question.  

—But... who is this child that was born to me? 

– Who is this child? Blessed woman for ever and ever! –exclaimed 

the Essene priest, who if he was a doctor of the Law in the Temple of 

Jerusalem due to his descent from an ancient priestly family, he was 

more an Essenian by conviction, by education, by intimate affinity with 

the Essene wisdom passed down from his mother. 
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— Blessed woman! This child is the Uncreated Light made man; it 

is the Divine Love made flesh; it is the infinite Mercy made human 

heart. He is a Christ-man! Do you understand Myriam?... 

—I only know and understand that he is my son; that it is a piece 

of my own life, that this little body of milk and roses gradually formed 

inside my breast, where it has been hidden for nine months, and that 

when it reaches the outside world, it still needs me to give it life with 

the sap of my own life. He is my son!..., he is mine!..., more mine than 

anyone's!, he lives from me, and I live..., I live for him! 

The Essenian Ezra understood that Myriam's immense maternal 

tenderness would not allow her to understand without alarms and 

shocks the great and superhuman idea of a Son who was God. 

How could this most tender mother barely out of adolescence 

assimilate the supreme truth, nor the stupendous spiritual greatness 

of her son, who for being what he was could well be described as a 

gift made by Divine Kindness to all terrestrial humankind? 

How could she understand the tremendous immolation of her name 

as Mother on the altar of Eternal Love? That one day she would say 

to her with the immutable voice of past events: “All delinquent 

humankind can say like you, Myriam: — It's mine! !..., he lives for me, 

and I live for him!... 

It could be said that in the most recondite breasts of her intimate 

self, Myriam had a presentiment of the future, without having any 

notion or idea of the divine arcanum that had its fulfillment and 

realization on the physical terrestrial plane, in terms of the son that 

had just been born to her. And hence the secret alarm that made her 

always and suddenly utter these same words: — “It's mine more than 

anyone else's. He is my son, and he lives from the sap of my life, and 

I live for him.” 

Sometimes she would add: —Why do so many people come to see 

him?" Isn't he a child like the others? 

“The priests of Jerusalem hide themselves to come to see him and 

say: “Do not say that we were to see this child. Do not reveal to anyone 

what happened before and after his birth. Lest the ignorance of men 

hinder the fulfillment of divine designs!...” 

“All this enigma that surrounds the son of my entrails terrifies me! 

What do people see in him?..., what do they see? I only see one thing: 

that it is the treasure that God gives me..., that it is the most beautiful 

thing on Earth for me!... That it will be the holiest and the best thing 

on Earth because I have offered it to God so that it may be all his!..., 

because being his, it is mine, since God has given him to me. Only 
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God the Universal Father can own my son without tearing him away 

from my love!... 

A kind of feverish delirium was taking hold of Myriam as she spoke, 

and her words betrayed the fear that her son would be ripped from her 

arms because of the great interest and enthusiasm that his birth 

aroused. And Ezra said to her: 

—Yes, Myriam, my daughter, calm down, it's yours, God has given 

it to you and because he has given it to you, you are blessed forever 

and ever. The people who know the spiritual greatness of your son 

feel the desire to see him, to touch him, but no one thinks of ripping 

him away from you, Myriam, live calmly that his arrival means divine 

blessing for you. 

He made great recommendations to Elkanah and Yhosep 

regarding the care of the child and told them that in everything that 

happened to them, they should notify the pilgrim therapists so that it 

could be remedied immediately. Then he returned to the Temple of 

Jerusalem, his soul overflowing with consolation and hope, because 

he had seen the fulfillment of Jehovah's promise made to Moses on 

the summit of Pisgah: "All that land that you see, from this Mount to 

the Great Sea, will be the inheritance of Israel, but you will not enter it 

at this time, when there will be death and desolation, war and 

devastation. You will step on that land at the hour of your final victory, 

when you will have defeated the evil that torments humankind on the 

planet.” 

And Ezra, the Essenian of the fifth degree, walked that night like a 

ghost through the porch of the Priests to converse with Nehemiah, 

Habakkuk and Eleazar, priests and Essenes like him, about the 

fulfillment of the prophetic writing of Moses. 

What would they not give to be in the Great Sanctuary of Moab 

amid the Masters Elders, in those solemn moments for the Essenian 

Fraternity, which would be the spiritual mother of the Divine Avatar 

incarnated amid humankind? 

But the Eternal Law had entrusted to them the mission of 

safeguarding the religious ideals of the true servants of God, the 

faithful interpretation of the Divine Law, that is, the Ten 

Commandments of the Sacred Tables, which was the only thing that 

Moses said that had not been adulterated, misrepresented, or 

misinterpreted. 

They saw with pain the horrible profanation that had been done 

century after century of the Scriptures of Moses, especially of the 

Books called Leviticus and Deuteronomy, where not only formidable 
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contradictions with the Ten Commandments of the Divine Law are 

found at every step, but that boasts of an unprecedented ferocity, 

where revenge, crime, fire, and the devastation of towns and cities 

that the Hebrews would like to conquer for themselves are incited. 

And all this, with the preceding assertion: 

"And God said to Moses", to transmit it to Israel... And here the 

mandates to raze towns, cities, without leaving one alive (*textual 

words), neither men, nor women, nor children. And that God had 

spoken to Moses on Mount Horeb to have him engrave in stone his 

Ten Commandments, among which there are two, the first and the 

fifth that say: "Thou shalt love God above all things and your neighbor 

as yourself". And the fifth that says: "Thou shalt not kill." 

And in these adulterations of the books of Moses originated the 

persecution of the true and faithful disciples of the great Lawgiver, who 

were forced to hide in the caves of the mountains, or to live incognito 

in the Synagogues and in the Temple, with serious risk of being 

discovered and paying with their lives for the beautiful illusion of 

rebuilding the spiritual work of Moses. All the Essenes who allowed 

themselves to feed this dream had been sentenced to death, accused 

of being innovators, sorcerers, disturbers of order, sacrilegious. 

Among them the most audacious of all: Hillel, an Essenian in the sixth 

grade who, without caring about his life, toured Palestine speaking in 

streets and squares of the true doctrine of Moses. This happened 50 

years before Yhasua's birth. And then came Yohanan the Baptist who, 

like a gale of sacred fire, wanted to lead Israel to the true doctrine of 

Moses, based on the purity and sanctity of life, not on the exorbitant 

number of bloody sacrifices that they made of the Temple of God and 

House of Prayer, which had become a filthy slaughterhouse, where 

blood ran down altars and pavements, and stained red the white 

priestly vestments and the veils of the virgins and widows who sang 

the praises of Jehovah. And because the Temple had been profaned, 

Yohanan led the people to the banks of the Jordan, under the serene 

light of the stars, under the shade of the trees, at the edge of the pure 

and crystalline waters of the river, so that those peoples would find 

again the God of Moses, in the sublime beauty of all His works in 

which they should love him above all things... And the head of 

Yohanan the Baptist, the seventh grade Essene, fell into the darkness 

of a dungeon, and his death was blamed by some, in revenge for 

Herodias who had abandoned her husband who was not a king, to 

illicitly unite with her brother-in-law who was king. By others, to the 

passionate love of the young Salome who won through a dance, the 
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right to ask the king whatever she wanted..., and at the insinuation of 

her mother Herodias, she asked for the head of Yohanan the Baptist. 

Such was what happened, but the true story says that the death 

sentence of the Baptist was requested by the Doctors of the Law and 

the High Priest because they saw that the Temple was left without 

slaughter for the sacrifices. And the merchants, profit agents of the 

priests, complained about the few sales made, since an impostor 

dressed in sackcloth and camel skin, told the people that purification 

should be born from their own interior, through effort and the will for 

spiritual improvement, and not by kill a bull, a lamb, a calf, and water 

the altar of God with its blood, and then burn the throbbing and warm 

flesh of the victim. 

And the Essenes, in their secret and intimate conversations at that 

time, said: "Behold, the majority of this humankind had deserved to be 

taken to the Dwellings of Darkness, to return to non-being and begin 

a new its evolution from the grain of sand or the atom of dust, blown 

away by the frightful adulteration and contempt of the Divine Law 

brought by Moses"... Hundreds of his disciples had met death in 

defense of his doctrine without having achieved anything. 

And Moses, moved by pity for his martyrs who had sacrificed 

thousands..., moved by pity for this human inheritance that the Father 

entrusted to him, leaves his radiant heaven, The Seventh Heaven of 

the Loving-Beings, and descends for the last time to Earth to save 

humankind that was headed for chaos and destruction. Will 

humankind listen to him? Will humankind recognize him? 

Will they put on the robe of penance and fall to their knees before 

him, acknowledging their sin? 

Will Yhasua go to pagan and idolatrous Rome, to lead her to the 

worship of the true God? 

And will Yhasua unleash all his stupendous powers there, and 

perform superhuman wonders like Moses in Egypt, so that Caesar, 

like Pharaoh, says to Yhasua: “I see that God is with you; do as you 

will?" And will Yhasua then be the Instructor of all humankind who will 

follow him docilely like a flock of lambs? 

In this holy conversation were present the four Essenian priests in 

the dim light of a lamp, when the right hand of Nehemiah began to 

tremble on the table. 

He quickly took up the writing stick and on a piece of his linen cloak 

he wrote: “Flee by the ramp that leads to the tombs of the Kings, 

because two Levite spies heard your conversation, and you are 

threatened with death before dawn. Run away, Elisha." 
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The lamp suddenly went out, and the four Essenes sank into a 

black hole that opened at the bottom of an immense cupboard, a 

repository for incense burners, vessels, and fountains used for 

worship, and of which only they possessed the secret. Had they not 

been familiar with that gloomy corridor, they would have gone mad 

trying to find their way out through the gloom, for they had no time to 

search for lamps or torches or candles. In other occasions they had 

fooled espionage and denunciations of that type, through this 

subterranean exit from the Temple of Jerusalem, which was the work 

of an Essenian prophet named Ezra. Ezra, being among the captive 

Hebrew people in Babylon, gained the trust and love of the King of 

Persia and Assyria, Artaxerxes, who authorized him to rebuild the 

Holy City and the temple, destroyed by the invasion ordered by 

Nebuchadnezzar, when he razed the city of David with blood and fire 

and the Temple of ivory and gold built by Solomon. 

And when Ezra the Prophet did the reconstruction, he made them 

do that secret exit with Essene workers, because as a good disciple 

of Moses he dreamed of returning to Israel the doctrine of its great 

Legislator, and that the Essen Masters who inhabited the caves of the 

mountains, would again take the spiritual direction of the souls, 

forming the high priesthood of the Temple. Cautious and fearful, Ezra, 

that the covert enemies of the Mosaic doctrine would also return, had 

this secret corridor opened in the direction of the east that would lead 

to the Tomb of Absalom, an ancient monument carefully carved in the 

living rock of the first hills of the Mount of Olives, of which the Garden 

of Gethsemani was a part. 

Pilgrim therapists came and went through it to bring messages from 

the Masters of Mount Moab to the Essenian priests, who by reason of 

their ancestry could not avoid the temple service when it was their 

turn. 

Among the psychic faculties of Ezra, the Prophet, premonition 

stood out, sometimes even reading a distant future as if in an open 

book. And perhaps he saw in his deep and lonely meditations, the 

persecution and death to which his Essenes Brothers would be 

subjected, despite them being the most selfless and tireless workers 

in the reconstruction of Jerusalem and its devastated temple. 

And the divine magic of heavens allows us to see Ezra the Prophet 

in the solitude of the night under a half-ruined portico of the Temple 

examining a sketch of the Holy City and its surroundings by the light 

of a lamp to find the orientation and most convenient exit to the rescue 

corridor, which later took its name: Path of Ezra. Studying the pros 
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and cons, the Essenian seer understood that the way to the east with 

exit to the Monument of Absalom offered greater facilities and 

advantages. This monument, abandoned and half-ruined, no longer 

interested anyone, since it was just a disgusting charnel house where 

only lizards and owls inhabited. In addition, he offered the immense 

advantage of proximity to the Mount of Olives, on whose great rocky 

plateaus there were good caverns and that those lands up to Bethany 

were the inheritance of Essene families that had been passed down 

from father to son for many generations. In the caves of those 

mountains, numerous Essene families had been saved from the 

Assyrian invasion and continued to live there, while most of the young 

and strong people lived enslaved in Assyria. 

In the mountains to the north of the Holy City was the so-called 

grotto of Jeremiah, well known to the Essenes for having been the 

refuge and prayer room of one of their great prophets, the inimitable 

singer of the Dirges. But it was very far away, which made the effort 

to be made doubly great. 

The tomb of David, as an exit option, was also to the south but 

apart from the long distance, it was a very frequented place, because 

there was an aqueduct that fed the pools of Siloam and the road to 

Bethlehem. 

And while during the light of sun, the Essene Prophet had the city 

and the Temple rebuilt with thousands of workers, a hundred Essene 

stonemasons opened and fortified the narrow underground corridor, 

through which the disciples of Moses could continue to illuminate 

consciences, feeding the faith of the Jewish people that were faithful 

to their great Instructor, and at the same time, being in contact with 

the Elders of Moab. 

This path of Ezra was followed by the four Essenian priests of 

Jerusalem, on the night of the same day that the child of Myriam was 

given the name of Yhasua. It would seem that the intelligences of evil 

unleashed their destructive forces to begin again the annihilation of 

the Mosaic legions, the same day that Yhasua was presented to the 

world, when writing down in the books of the Synagogue the name 

with which he would come forever..., to them, who had buried under 

hideous errors, the law written on stone tablets by the fiery finger of 

Moses... 

They arrived at the old funerary monument, where among piled 

slabs, were hidden skins and blankets, and small sacks of dried fruit, 

and vials with honey. They lit a fire and lay exhausted on beds of hay 

and sheepskins. 
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Three hours later the hues of dawn shone. 

When the sun rose on the horizon, they headed for Bethany 

dressed as travelers, and thus entered the city by different routes. 

Nehemiah and Eleazar immediately went to the temple to take turns 

in the Divine Service, while Simon and Ezra remained in their private 

homes. 

The stratagem of escaping through the underground path, served 

to undermine the denunciation to the Sanhedrin. Most of the members 

of the Sanhedrin were favorable to the High Priest, a hard and selfish 

man, who profited from his high position and fought to root out what 

he and his henchmen called sentiment or sentimentality of a 

diminished generation, of priests unworthy of the divine strength of 

Jehovah. These depressing qualifiers were applied to those of 

Essenian affiliation. And in the precincts of the Temple, any shrewd 

observer would have noticed the two tendencies clearly defined, 

which the High Priest had described as “Bronze Priests and Wax 

Priests”. 

The wax priests were the Essenes, who unfortunately formed the 

minority; but a minority that sometimes acquired such prestige and 

superiority amid the faithful people, that those of bronze lived 

mortified, spiteful, so from time-to-time unleashed strong storms that 

took great care not to let it go outside. 

The wealthy classes of society were with the bronze priests and 

the humble classes with those of wax. The reader will already 

understand that the former sought personal gain and increased wealth 

in the service of the Temple, and of course they were strongly linked 

to the wealthy classes who owned large tracts of land populated with 

cattle. And in the law relative to bloody sacrifices, the number of 

victims to be sacrificed was always increasing, since the owners were 

particularly interested in this. These sold at a very high price to 

intermediary agents, placed by the priests in the atriums of the temple, 

as merchandise vendors do in a public market, and the priests 

themselves who had double profit: that offered by the intermediaries, 

and that produced by the sale of the meat of the victims that the Law 

of Moses, according to them, destined for the consumption of the 

priestly class. 

Impossible for the priests and Levites to consume that enormity of 

animals that were slaughtered every day on the altar of burnt 

offerings, which numbered several hundred, especially on the 

solemnities of Passover and on the anniversaries of the departure 

from Egypt, and of the returns from the captivities that the people of 
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Israel had suffered three times. These meats destined for the 

consumption of Priests and Levites, were taken from the Temple to 

their private houses, which always had a very hidden little door in the 

most invisible corner of the garden, destined to take out there in 

leather sacks, those meats sold to third-party traders, as if they were 

sacks of fruit or olives. 

On the other hand, the Priests who were on the qualified side of 

Doctors of wax, prevented those fat businesses of dead meat, 

because the faithful who made inquiries with regards to offerings of 

holocausts, were always answered in the same way: 

— “Bring a loaf of fine flour, drizzled with olive oil, and sprinkled 

with frankincense and myrrh, or a branch of almond blossom, or a 

sheaf of wheat, or a basket of fruit, because it pleases the Lord that 

the perfumed smoke of these first fruits of your sowings go up to him 

together with your thoughts and desires to live consecrated to his 

divine service, fulfilling the Ten Commandments of his Law”. 

Because of this, the priests who were Essenes by their beliefs, 

were in shifts of one or two each day, because otherwise they ruined 

the business of the beasts, which was a serious threat to the priestly 

coffers and their intermediary agents. 

In the period we describe, within all that numerous priestly and 

Levitical body, there were only 14 priests who were Essenes, that is, 

the number seven multiplied by two, and 21 Levites, three times 

seven, which was insignificant, compared to the hundreds that made 

up the Priests and Levites from the side of the Bronze Doctors. 

These meticulous and heavy clarifications, if you will, are intended 

for the reader to be the absolute owner of the ideological scenario in 

which Yhasua will act within a short time, that is, the time it takes us 

to relate his first approaches to the Temple of Jerusalem. 

Forty days after his birth, the Essene Simeon of Bethel and the 

Levites, Ozni, Haper, Jezer and Nomuhel, were on duty at the divine 

service to assist him in his ministry. There were also other priests and 

auxiliary Levites on duty that day, but let's hear what had happened 

in the little house of Elkanah the weaver, three days earlier. 

It was midnight and everyone was asleep. Only Myriam kept watch, 

because the moan of her child had woken her up, and after nursing 

him she continued to rock him in her arms, while she whispered a soft 

lullaby to him in a low voice: 

 

Sleep, that the angels of Jehovah  

Over your sleep they watch!... 
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The little angels that embroider 

The immensity with lights. 

 

Sleep, that the angels of Jehovah  

Over your sleep they watch!... 

And they pour on your cradle 

Their white roses of peace! 

 

Sleep, until the day turns on 

its ruby torches. 

And the stars leave 

Through the turquoise seas 

 

Bunch of lilies 

In the orchard of my love 

Sleep my dear child 

Until the sun wakes up. 

The Child-God fell into a deep sleep. Myriam saw a warm pink 

cloud wrap around him like a gauze cloth that billowed around his 

delicate little body. And suddenly a vaporous image of matchless 

beauty appeared standing by the bed. He was a blond teenager with 

topaz eyes that cast the softest light. 

—Myriam!... —he told her in a voice that seemed like a whisper. —

Do you love me? 

—Who are you asking me that question? 

—The same one that sleeps on your knees. 

—What mystery is this, blessed Jehovah? 

—It's not a mystery, Myriam, but the truth. Do you fear the truth? 

—No, but my son is a one-month-old baby, and you are a 

youngster... And I don't understand what my eyes see. 

—Myriam, Divine Kindness led you to the priesthood of 

motherhood that will require painful sacrifices. Within three days the 

law obliges you to present yourself to the temple for purification and 

to consecrate him to Jehovah. 

“Motherhood has not stained you, nor do I need consecration from 

men, since before I was born from you, I was already consecrated to 

the Divinity. But, as it is a rite that does not offend God-Love. You will 

go like all mothers and your holocaust will be a pair of turtledoves that 

are sold in the atrium destined for sacrifice. You will go at the second 

hour when you will find at the altar of incense the priest Simeon of 

Bethel with four Levites. 
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“You will simply tell him these words: “My child is Yhasua, son of 

Yhosep and Myriam”. 

"He knows what to do." 

And the soft, sweet vision bent over Myriam, whose brow his subtle 

lips barely brushed; she bent like a lily-blooming wand over the 

sleeping little body, and it gently faded into the warm, silent shadows 

of the bedroom. 

Everyone was asleep, and only Myriam was awake in meditation 

on the enigma that her son contained. 

She remembered what the mothers of the ancient prophets had 

seen and felt, before and after the birth of their children, according to 

tradition. She remembered what her relative Anna Elhisabet, mother 

of Yohanan, born a few months before Yhasua, had told her: 

— “My chest jumps with joy because of what you carry in your 

bosom.”. 

"What do you know, woman? 

— “Rays of light come out of your womb that envelop the entire 

Earth. You bring the fire, and you don't get burned. You bring the 

water, and you don't drown. You bring the strength and you come to 

me, tired. Oh Myriam! Blessed are you, in the one who comes with 

you!” 

And lighting the lamp, Myriam illuminated the face of her sleeping 

child. He was like always, but this time he was smiling. 

And she, pressing her heart with both hands because it was 

beating too hard, murmured: 

— “Calm down, my heart, your treasure will not be taken from you 

without taking your life! 

“Sleep too, my heart, as your child sleeps, for if he is chosen by 

Jehovah, he himself will be your guardian. 

"Sleep heart in the stillness of the just, because what God unites, 

men do not separate." 

And Myriam lay down on the bed, and with the child in her arms 

she slept until dawn. 

Two days later in the early afternoon, Yhosep and Myriam 

undertook a trip to neighboring Jerusalem to comply with the Law that 

ordered the purification ceremony for the mother, 40 days after the 

birth of her son, whom she at the same time should consecrate to 

Jehovah in his holy Temple. 

The pair of donkeys in which Elkanah and Sarah for years made 

their trips to Jerusalem on the Passover festival, were the drivers of 

the Nazarene family in this journey of law. 



 91 

Elkanah had her widowed sister, Leah, in the Holy City. She was 

the mother of three daughters who were not yet married: Anna, 

Susanna, and Veronica, all three raised in the severe moral customs 

in which the Essene families educated their children. 

They lived in the neighborhood of the eastern gate, that is, in the 

direction of the pools of Siloam, where today is the Moorish Gate. 

Along with them lived her old uncle Simeon, brother of Leah's father, 

who had two Levite sons: Ozni and Jezer, who were precisely on duty 

on those days as helpers of the old Simeon of Bethel. 

To this good Hierosolymitani4 family, Myriam and Yhosep, with their 

little son, were recommended as guests. 

 

Leah and her three daughters lived from the work of their very 

skilled hands in spinning and weaving linen and wool, which they then 

dyed the latter in large skeins of crimson, purple and violet, depending 

on whether the orders were for the priestly vestments of the Temple, 

or for the Essenian Sanctuaries, which used white and deep violet. 

Old uncle Simeon drew his maintenance from the rights of his two 

Levite sons to the tithes and first fruits that the people contributed for 

all the Levitical families. Like them, consistent with their Essene 

ideology, they did not take part in animal sacrifices, they only received 

the first fruits and tithes of oil, olives, fruits, wheat flour and other 

cereals that were harvested in the country. 

Widower also, the elderly Simeon, and alone, he joined his life to 

that of his niece, who was left without a husband at a very young age 

and with three teenage daughters. The presence of the elderly uncle 

was always a protective shadow for the young widow and her 

daughters. 

As can be seen, all this family lived from the work that the Temple 

gave by means of weaving and manual labor in general. They also 

had a share in a beautiful and extensive orchard of vines, cherry and 

orange trees that formed a delightful valley in the chain of mountains 

called Mount of Olives, which encompassed the entire eastern part of 

the country. It was the Garden of Gethsemani, owned by a nucleus of 

Essene families who together cultivated it. Leah's family was what 

might then be called a comfortable and tranquil well-to-do family. 

The travelers arrived without prior notice, but the letter from 

Elkanah that Yhosep delivered upon arrival was worth more than any 
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the premonitory and auspicious announcements that could've been 

made. 

It read like this: 

 

“Silence and peace of the Lord in your home, my dear sister 

Leah. Together with this I send you the greatest treasure that the 

Brothers of Silence could covet.” 

“Myriam and Yhosep, our relatives, bring to present to the 

Temple their first-born Yhasua, in whom according to all 

probabilities and in the judgment of the Masters, the Divine Avatar 

awaited by the sons of Moses for so many centuries is enclosed. 

I believe, then, that knowing the guest that I sent you, I do not 

need to make any recommendation to you, since silence for us is 

not advice but a law. As for Myriam and Yhosep, you'll see them; 

They are like the loaves of propitiation that are allowed to be 

consumed without noise on the altar of the Lord. Whatever you 

do for them, you do for me. 

“With a big hug from Sarah and me, I say farewell. 

"Elkanah" 

 

Leah read the letter from Elkanah, her brother, and hid it in her 

bosom. 

And although she had received her guests with great benevolence 

in the living room, Leah hurriedly ran towards them and kneeling 

before Myriam who had her little son on her lap, she began to cry with 

intense emotion over the little body of the child wrapped in thick little 

blankets. Myriam who was also moved, did not hinder the loving 

outpouring of her distant relative, whom she had not seen since she 

was a child. 

While this scene was taking place, Yhosep with Elder Simeon, 

settled down the beasts in the stable. 

The beautiful virtue of the Essene hospitality made the trips so 

pleasant that each one came to find himself at home, in the house of 

his Brothers of ideology. It was no concern or shock for any of them 

to travel without a single drachma in their empty purse because it was 

even an offense to the owner of the house that his guest thought of 

giving him material compensation. 

In every Essenian pantry there was always a spare fund called "the 

traveler's portion", which was not touched except to exchange it for 

fresh provisions recently harvested. 

— Blessed are you, Myriam, in the son that the Lord has granted 
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you and blessed be this house that gives him hospitality! In the 

sadness and mourning of my widowhood, I never thought that the joy 

of God would come like this to illuminate my dwelling. 

— Where do you get such words to address my son and me? —

Myriam asked, afraid that this woman had also penetrated the enigma. 

—From my brother Elkanah's letter —Leah replied. 

—But... I beg you silence —added Myriam. 

— Silence until God's time comes! —Leah answered with almost 

prophetic solemnity. 

And looking into the workshop where her three daughters were 

spinning and weaving on their looms, she told them: 

"Come kiss the beautiful child of your relative Myriam." He is her 

firstborn. According to tradition, he brings luck to the house that hosts 

him. 

The three young women rushed in. Veronica and Anna were twins 

and were 13-year-old. Susanna, the eldest, was 15, and she stood 

watching the boy while the two younger ones knelt beside Myriam to 

kiss the little one, who was sleeping peacefully. 

Suddenly Susanna said, with an accent that seemed to come from 

her intimate self, her face overwhelmed by an internal and indefinable 

pain: 

—With so much love and joy you kiss him now and one day you 

will dry his blood and kiss him dead... —And she fell faint into the arms 

of her mother, who held her. 

—My God!... What's wrong, Susanna?... Bring water, please —she 

said to her daughters, who hurried to moisten the fainted young 

woman's forehead. Myriam had perceived something of those terrible 

words and the tender soul of her sensitivity was overwhelmed with 

horror. 

—Is your daughter a prophetess? –She asked Leah. 

—No, none of that has ever been known to her. Yes, she is very 

impressionable and sometimes she gets scared by a faint noise and 

even by her shadow. 

—It seems that she spoke something referring to my child, as an 

allusion to an accident. Will we be run over by some popular riot 

tomorrow when we go to the Temple?... 

— Oh, Jehovah will not allow it! Don't think like that, Myriam, 

please! It's just that this daughter sometimes has these episodes of I 

don't know what extravagant delusions –said her mother making 

Susanna drink small sips of water. She finally revived and was going 

to speak, but the intelligent eyes of her mother silenced her. 
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—Come here, Susanna, —Myriam said, taking the girl's hand. —

Tell me, did you see my child in an accident? Why did you say those 

words? 

—No, Myriam, no. It's that I suffer from imaginary visions that 

sometimes make me suffer a lot. I saw a man lying here, badly 

wounded and dead, who caused me unspeakable horror and pity. 

That's it. 

—But that has nothing to do with Myriam's child —the mother 

added, trying to put an end to the matter. —I only regret –she said– 

that in this moment of so much happiness, she has come to mix up 

this little incident. It's nothing, it's nothing. —And the widow Leah 

threw into the fire of the hearth: incense, myrrh, and a fresh apple tree 

fruit, while saying: “May Almighty God cast out the spirits of evil from 

this ward and send us messengers of peace and love”. 

—So be it —they all answered. 

The entry of Yhosep and old Simeon calmed things down. 

And before nightfall the two men went to the Temple to find out 

from the Levites, sons of Simeon, the fixed time at which the Essene 

priest was on duty the next day, which was the one prescribed by law 

for the presentation of Myriam's child. 

It was therefore agreed that at the third hour the priest Simeon of 

Bethel, an Essene of the fourth degree, would wait at the door that led 

to the court of women, with the Levites Ozni and Jezer as assistants. 

And very softly the Levites told Yhosep and his father that the night 

before Elders of Moab had notified the priest Simeon of Bethel and 

them, that the next day the Divine Avatar, would make his first 

entrance into the Temple. And that he should make sure not to offer a 

blood sacrifice for him, but to accept the turtledoves presented by 

Myriam and release them into one of the Temple's ogives. 

Old Simeon, father of the Levites, like a good Essene, kept silent, 

but in his intimate self a great question began to arise: 

— Who is that child that the Elders of Moab care for him in this 

way? 

A first grade Essenes, like Yhosep, he knew how to keep the Ten 

Commandments, pray the psalms, and show hospitality. His religious 

instruction did not go further. 

Yhosep was already more in the secret of his son's superiority, due 

to the supra-physical phenomena that had manifested since before 

the child was born. But he was a good Essene and said nothing. 

When they returned to Leah's house, Myriam, who had left the child 

asleep in the basket, came out to greet them and her first question 
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was this: 

— Is there a tumult in the center of the city? 

—No, everything is calm —the two men answered at the same 

time. 

—It's been so long since the tumult ended, –Simeon said–, 

because the great lords of the country found a way to get along with 

the rulers, and the people got tired of riots in which they always lose 

out... Why do you ask? 

—I haven't been in the City of David for so long and I thought it 

might be like in my childhood days —Myriam explained—. 

Yhosep, on the other hand, saw something in Myriam's anxious 

eyes, around which he thought he saw a purple shadow. And entering 

with her to the bedroom where the child slept, he questioned her. 

—I fear for our child, — she replied—. Ever since they made me 

understand that there is something superior to the other children in 

him, I live fearful and full of concerns. 

—For this same reason that there are Jehovah's designs on him, 

we must think that he will be doubly protected than the others. Live in 

peace, Myriam, your bliss is great for being the mother of such a son. 

–And kissing her tenderly on her hair, they both went to sit by the 

hearth fire, where the whole family was already gathered for dinner. 

Susana had stayed in bed because of the little nervous breakdown 

she had that afternoon. 

Simeon, as the oldest, blessed the bread and broke it among the 

guests according to the Essene custom, doing the same thing with the 

amphora of wine, of which he put a part in the silver vessels that were 

on the table. 

Myriam in turn presented the offerings that Elkanah sent from 

Bethlehem to her sister Leah, consisting of goat cheese, butter, and 

honey from the mountain. 

 

An abundant stew of lentils and a large bowl of black olives from 

the Garden of Gethsemani, seasoned with goose eggs roasted on 

embers, made up the meal that the hospitable Leah presented to her 

guests. 

Myriam wanted to carry a small cup of honey and a piece of cheese 

herself to the bed where Susanna rested. 

—Poor thing!... —she told her. —I'm sorry you got sick on our 

arrival. Sit down and eat this honey that your uncle Elkanah sends, 

and perhaps you will feel better. –And she helped the girl to sit up in 

her bed. Susana ate and when she had finished, hugging Myriam's 
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neck, she begged her: 

—If you bring your child here for a little bit, I'll be completely 

healed." I saw in a dream our great Prophets, Elijah and Elisha who 

wrapped your child in fire so that no one would harm him. Your son 

must be a great prophet, Myriam, haven't you thought about it? 

—Since before he was born, I have been seeing extraordinary 

manifestations that sometimes make me fearful of all that greatness 

that they announce to me. Well, I only know that he is my son, and I 

don't want his greatness to ever separate him from my side. I'll bring 

it to you. 

And a few minutes later the little boy rested on Susanna's knees 

who was sitting on the bed. She stood motionless contemplating the 

beautiful cherub of mother-of-pearl and roses asleep on her lap. 

Myriam was looking at her. She saw her pale intensely, but she 

refrained after a sign of silence that the young woman gave her. 

She noticed that her gaze became vague, as if looking into a misty 

distance... After a few moments, she gently lifted the little boy up to 

her lips and kissed him on the forehead as one kisses a sacred object. 

– Tell me the truth, Susanna! You have seen something in him, 

what have you seen? 

—A madness, Myriam, of the many that continually harass me: I 

saw that I was walking along a road following the funeral procession 

of a relative whose death caused us great pain, and that this boy, 

already young and beautiful, stopped the procession, ordered the 

dead man to raise from the coffin and returned him to his mother alive 

and well. Could it be that your son is a great prophet or that I am 

completely crazy? 

— No!..., you are not crazy, but in my child there is something so 

great..., so great, Susanna!..., that I live full of fear, like the women of 

Israel when they saw the lightning and felt the thunder in Horeb and 

Sinai... Things that are too great frighten timid souls like mine... 

And taking Myriam her little son who was waking up at that 

moment, she said to him with her eyes filled with tears: 

— Why are you so great, my cherub, if your mother is small and 

weak as a lamb, who only visits the fountain to drink? 

And silently she took the child to the bedroom. 

And by the hearth fire, while the mother and daughters arranged 

everything that had been used for dinner, Simeon and Yhosep talked 

about the hopes of a forthcoming liberation for Israel. 

—Some maintain that Elijah will come again to bring down fire from 

heaven, which will consume in the blink of an eye the rulers who 
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impoverish the people with their taxes. And others say that Moses will 

also come to perform the wonders that frightened the Pharaoh and set 

the people free. —So said Simeon. 

— What is said of all this in the Temple? From your children you 

can know it –Yhosep answered. 

—My sons hear every day that the time has come for the Liberator 

of Israel to appear; but it seems that hopes are slowly fading, because 

in the direct blood lines of David, there is no knowledge of a male 

being born on the date expected by the Doctors of the Temple. 

—One of my sons went with other Levites to Levant; others to the 

West, others to the North and South of the country, to look at the 

registers of the Synagogues, in search of the desired event. 

– How come!... And no male has been born in Israel from the 

descendants of David? —Yhosep asked, surprised. 

—No, it's not that!... It's clear that you're not involved in priestly 

intimacies —said Leah's old uncle affably. —It’s that not only a male 

is expected in the descendants of David, but a male born on the date 

marked by the stars that preside over the destinies of the Hebrew 

people. Furthermore, that extraordinary child must be the firstborn of 

a newly married maiden. And even when some prophecy exists, it 

seems to indicate that he would be born in Bethlehem, that would be 

overlooked, in attention to the fact that some little thing has happened 

for the telltale stars of the event. However, it is the case that several 

males have been born from the descendants of David, but they are 

third, fourth or sixth children of marriages, parents of numerous 

offspring. 

— And the priestly agents did not go through Bethlehem? —

Yhosep asked a little uneasily. 

—Naturally yes, and they were among the first synagogues 

inspected. The priest Ezra was there for greater security. 

And without result? —Yhosep asked again. 

—The same as everywhere, because in the bilateral branch that 

exists in David's descent, there was no birth of a first-born male on 

the indicated date. And in the Sanhedrin, there is a stupendous 

unease for this reason, because King Herod, who gets on very well 

with the Great Priest, made himself give all the pertinent explanations 

to these matters. And he begins to make fun of all the prophecies, and 

even forbade that absolutely nothing be spoken to the people about 

the liberator, King of Israel, who was to be born in these times. 

“When the last agents arrived with negative news, and the King 

learned of it, he forced the Sanhedrin to give him a signed declaration 
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that the time announced by the stars for the birth of the Messiah-King 

of Israel had passed, and that therefore, the people, through the 

Sanhedrin which is their supreme authority, renounce all their hopes 

and rights in favor of Herod the Great and his descendants. 

—And did the Sanhedrin sign it? —Yhosep asked with some 

anxiety. 

—The Sanhedrin appreciates more the friendship of the King who 

makes great concessions to the high priestly body, than to maintain a 

hope that until now has been in vain. 

And lowering his voice as if afraid of being heard, Yhosep asked: 

—And the Essenian priests, what do they say to all this? 

—They are the minority and they do not question this matter. 

Furthermore, they do not expect a King-Liberator, but a Messiah-

Prophet and Thaumaturge in the style of Moses to restore his doctrine 

and refine the Law. 

—These issues are deep for us to deal with, Brother Simeon —

Yhosep alleged, cutting the conversation short, since several times 

during it, he was about to talk about the extraordinary manifestations 

that had been noticed since before birth of his son. 

Leah, who had listened in silence to all that conversation, 

remembered the letter from her Brother Elkanah, an Essene of the 

second degree, like her and her already dead husband, and thought 

it best to keep the secret as her brother recommended. 

She thought very correctly: “If Yhosep, who is the father of the child, 

does not speak; if the priest Ezra, an advanced Essenian, is silent; I, 

poor woman who do not know if my revelations would cause a 

disaster, with even more reason I should keep silent. 

And very surreptitiously she arranged the logs of firewood that were 

crackling in the hearth, and threw her Brother's letter into the flame, 

thus burying in the fire that secret that was hurting her. 

In the heart of Leah, the only Hierosolymitani woman who knew 

this, the divine secret of the Christ-man was buried under her roof, 

which was very close to the Great Temple, in the middle of the Holy 

City, while the proud Sanhedrin and other Prince Priests racked their 

brains thinking “how could it be that the stars and the ancient 

prophecies of the seers of Israel had failed.” 

The oldest priests said, tearing their clothes as a sign of dire 

omens: 

—When the stars and the prophecies have failed, a new misfortune 

threatens Israel. These are terrible signs that in another hour were 

announcements of dispersion, of fires and of death. Perhaps the 



 99 

coming of the new century will find us all in the Valley of Josaphat and 

our captive children in a foreign land. 

Such was the atmosphere in the Temple of Jerusalem the day the 

humble couple arrived: Myriam and Yhosep with the Christ-child in 

their arms. It was shortly before noon, and a golden sun fell like a rain 

of myrtle trees on the magnificent dome of the temple, which received 

the Christ-man under its naves, without those sumptuous priests 

realizing it, whose regal clothing of purple and precious stones left far 

behind the petty kings of Palestine. 

By spiritual revelation, the Priests and the Essenes Levites were 

informed, and the news was confirmed by Simeon's two sons, who 

learned it the day before, from their father and Yhosep when they went 

to ask the time when they would be attended. And all of them agreed 

to join together to offer on the altar of the perfumes, holocausts of 

floured bread drizzled with the purest olive oil aromatized with 

essences, pure grape wine with frankincense and myrrh, apple fruit, 

orange blossoms and as many scented flowers and fruits they could 

gather. They pretended that it was the anniversary of when Moses 

made freshwater flow from the rock in the desert. The two Essenian 

priests on duty, Simeon and Eleazar, could perform that liturgy which 

was used annually. 

 

The maidens of the Temple were invited to sing psalms to the 

sound of their zithers and lutes. The 14 Essene priests with their 21 

Levites, equipped with golden censers, were circling around the 

Tabernacle singing at the precise moment that Yhosep and Myriam 

reached the atrium. 

Once the purification rite had been carried out, Myriam with her 

child in her arms entered the Temple to the place where secular 

people were allowed to enter. The great veil of the Temple, severely 

drawn, did not allow them to see what the Priests and Levites were 

doing behind, in the Holy of Holies. The virgins on a high dais with 

bronze bars, sang the most vibrant psalm of praise to Jehovah. And 

when Myriam and Yhosep delivered the doves of the holocaust and 

Simeon took the divine child in his arms to offer him to God, without 

anyone knowing the reasons, the great veil of the Temple was lowered 

to one side, as if a powerful gale had blown the silver rings that held 

it on a long rod of the same metal. 

All those present felt overwhelmed with respect and admiration, 

seeing how a current of powerful affinity produced what could well be 

taken as an extraordinary spiritual manifestation, which revealed the 
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sublime greatness of the being that was offered to God at that 

moment. 

Simeon of Bethel, meanwhile, had the child raised high at the foot 

of the incense altar and added to the phrases of the ritual those words 

that tradition has preserved: — “Now, Lord, you can throw dust in the 

eyes of your servant because they have seen your Light on Earth.” 

An old, paralyzed woman named Anna, who was carried every day 

on a stretcher to the interior of the Temple to pray to Jehovah to send 

her Savior Messiah, ran by her own means towards the altar of 

perfumes, and did not stop until she fell on her knees at Simeon's feet, 

shouting for joy and announcing to everyone: 

—Behold the Messiah Savior of Israel, whose approach has cured 

my illness of 30 years ago 

 

To silence her and not cause any alarm, it was necessary to let her 

kiss the child's little hand and promise right then and there to keep the 

deepest secret. 

The rituals ended and everything returned to its usual stillness and 

silence, but the fact that the veil of the Temple had been drawn for no 

visible and real reason, transcended other priests who were not in the 

secret, and was the cause of the Sanhedrin calling to a consultation 

assembly on what could be the reasons for that strange phenomenon. 

Some of them thought that Moses himself had attended, invisibly, 

the celebration of that anniversary of one of his great manifestations 

of the hidden power he owned. 

Given this opinion, the bronze priests felt spiteful that such a 

manifestation had been received by the wax priests together with the 

virgins who sang the psalms. Others believed that there had been a 

small level deviation in the large rod where the rings that held the veil 

ran. And there were those who affirmed that at that time there was a 

great wave of wind and that by opening the door of the women's atrium 

put the currents in communication with the other atriums, which 

produced the manifestation. 

In order to sound out the opinion of the bronze group, Simeon of 

Bethel said: 

— And could it not be supposed that this phenomenon was an 

announcement of the arrival of the Messiah-Savior? 

—Impossible...! —exclaimed the Pontiff. —Our agents have gone 

through all the synagogues in the country and not a single firstborn 

male in David's dynasty has been found. 

—Nevertheless —Simeon argued again, —I have just offered 
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Jehovah a firstborn son born at Bethlehem. 

—But who is it? A son of beggars...! —The High Priest snapped. 

—From craftsmen —Simeon corrected. —Wasn't David a 

shepherd? 

— But do you think that the Messiah King of Israel is going to be 

born of artisans, when all the Princes, Priests, and Levites of the royal 

dynasty, shortly before the conjunction of the stars, have taken virgin 

wives of noble lineage to give the Messiah an opportunity to choose 

his house and his crib? 

“To hold otherwise would be to distort the meaning of the 

prophecies and to renounce even common sense. 

“Do you think that the Messiah Liberator of Israel, is going to come 

out of the dregs of the people, to be the scorn and mockery of our 

dominators? 

“The Messiah-King will come out like a golden flower from the great 

families of the Hebrew aristocracy, or he will not come out at all. 

—And how will we explain then that the prophecies have remained 

unfulfilled and that the stars have lied? —asked Ezra the Essene, who 

felt sorry for the blindness of those men. 

—I think —replied one of the bronze doctors, —that the entire year 

of the astral conjunction may be suitable for the arrival of the Messiah, 

because the influence of these planets may reach the Earth in a fairly 

long period. Can we chain the will and the thought of Jehovah? 

—That was exactly what I thought —Simeon of Bethel added, —

that neither we nor anyone else on Earth can chain Jehovah's thought 

and will when He wants to manifest Himself to men. 

—But what do you mean by that? —asked the same doctor who 

had expressed that thought. 

—I mean that if God wants to send his Messiah Savior to Earth, we 

cannot impose our will on him to appear in a family of high aristocracy 

or a humble family of artisans. 

I say this, because the reason for this assembly is the fact that the 

veil of the Temple had been drawn by itself at the precise moment that 

I was offering Jehovah a Hebrew firstborn. And what's more, the 

paralyzed old lady that we have all seen for 30 years glued to the 

ground like a mollusk to a rock, came up running until she reached 

where I was with the child, and in her joy at seeing herself cured, she 

began to shout like a madwoman: “Behold the Messiah Savior of 

Israel who has healed with his presence my illness of 30 years”. And 

she couldn't be silenced or shaken off until she was allowed to kiss 

the child. These are facts which if they confirm nothing by themselves, 
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they are still worthy of study and our attention since we're meeting to 

discuss this. 

The High Priest and others with him frowned, but Simeon's logic 

was uncontested. 

— Have accurate details of his family and background been taken? 

asked the High Priest. 

—I —said Ezra —was, as you know, at Bethlehem to inquire about 

those born in that city, and because the Priest of that Synagogue was 

sick, I was the one who acted when they took this child to be 

circumcised." His parents are artisans of comfortable position and 

have their means of livelihood in Nazareth. Both are originally from 

Jericho and descendants of a priestly family. They were Bethlehem 

visiting some close relatives of the wife, who was one of the virgins of 

the Temple where she was educated precisely because of her origin 

from a priestly family. And Yhosep, the husband, sought her among 

the virgins of the Temple out of fidelity to the custom that the sons or 

grandsons of priests seek a wife among the virgins of the Temple, and 

Yhosep is the son of Jacob, son of Eleazar, a priest that some of us 

here present have known. That's all I can say. 

—Well then —the Pontiff ordered authoritatively —let three 

members of the Royal Genealogy Commission take charge of 

studying this matter and then pass on the corresponding report. —

And without further formalities, this matter was considered canceled, 

which was not touched on again, because at the time that the 

country's politics were going through with Herod the Great at the head, 

the presence of the Messiah King of Israel, was not opportune, as it 

would of course provoke a formidable popular uprising against the 

Idumean usurper. 

—It is convenient that this matter does not transcend abroad —

added the High Priest —and that this family does not even remotely 

suspect that we have dealt with that child whose security lies in 

silence." Time will take care of revealing the truth. 

—Time will reveal the trut —the Essene priests repeated as a fact, 

fully convinced that those words were prophetic. 

And so it was that the advent of the Christ-man went unnoticed 

throughout Palestine. 

God gives his light to the humble and denies it to the proud. For 

many centuries the people of Israel had been waiting for a Savior 

Messiah. And when he came like a radiant star to illuminate the paths 

of men, only the little ones recognized him, those who hid to live in the 

bowels of the mountains, or in the modesty of their homes dedicated 
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to work and prayer.  



 104 

6.  Love Bloomed for Yhasua 
 

When Myriam and Yhosep were leaving the Temple, they found in 

the outer porch a group of Levites waiting for them in the most remote 

place behind a thick column. Among them were the two sons of 

Simeon, Leah's uncle. They were a group of Essene Levites, the most 

resolute among them approached Yhosep and said: 

—Let us kiss your child because we know that he is a Great 

Prophet of God. 

Yhosep agreed, but the gentle eyes full of fear with which Myriam 

looked at them, filled them with compassion. 

—Do not be afraid, woman —the Levite told them —We are your 

friends. Don't you recognize me, Joseph. 

“Think of the old priest Nathaniel, of the synagogue of Arimathea, 

the one whose life you saved when he was swept away by the 

runaway horses... 

—Oh, oh —Yhosep exclaimed. —And were you the sick young 

man in the car? 

—Exactly, that was me. 

And the two, Yhosep and Joseph, embraced each other tenderly. 

For the young man was Joseph of Arimathea, later known Doctor of 

the Law. 

Then Myriam opened her cloak and revealed the little boy quietly 

in her arms. Since he saw him awake, he took him in his and holding 

him close to his heart with unspeakable tenderness, he told him: 

— I know who you are, Yhasua!..., I know who you are! And 

because I know it, I swear to you by the Tabernacle of Jehovah that I 

will be your defense shield until the last drop of my blood! 

—You too, swear it —he begged his companions, presenting the 

child to them so they could kiss him. 

—We swear it —the Levites were saying as they kissed the rosy 

cheeks of Myriam's little boy. 

The last one to approach was a handsome, slender young man, 

whose dark eyes full of sadness made him interesting at first glance. 

He took the little boy in his arms and said to him with a solemn accent: 

— If you are who you are, save me because I feel lost! 

They all looked at him in astonishment, almost in amazement. 

The little boy unconsciously rested his golden head on the chest of 

the young Levite who was holding him. Everyone thought that the boy 

was tired of going from arm to arm and that he was looking for rest 

and support. Only the one who had him understood that his request 
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had been heard. And, returning the child to his mother, he opened the 

tunic on his chest and showed them a cancerous ulcer that he had 

there. What wouldn’t be his astonishment when he saw that only a 

pinkish spot appeared at the site of the sore, as thin skin usually 

appears in a recently healed wound! 

The young Levite hugged the joined heads of Yhosep and Myriam 

while his eyes misted with tears. 

—Because of this cancerous ulcer —he confessed when he was 

able to speak —I would have had to leave the temple the next moon, 

losing all my studies and this career, the hope of my old mother and 

my two brothers. My illness could not be kept hidden any longer, and 

you already know the severity of the Law towards illnesses of this 

nature. 

—This is miracle number three —Joseph of Arimathea certified, —

and it must be announced to the Temple tribunal. 

—Don’t do it, for the mercy of my son and me! —exclaimed Myriam 

full of anguish. —The pilgrim therapists have told us to keep quiet 

about what happened before the birth of this child. Be silent out of pity 

you too because it is the advice of wise men. 

—We promise —they all swore at once —if you will allow us to visit 

you while you are in Jerusalem. 

—Come visit us —Myriam and Yhosep told them at the same time. 

—We are guests of our relative Leah and her uncle Simeon, father of 

these two –they indicated, pointing to the Levites Ozni and Jezer. 

The young man with the ulcer on his chest was from a wealthy 

family, and he handed Myriam a purple silk pocket of gold coins. 

Myriam refused to receive it, saying: 

—We are happy with our modest position. We don't need anything. 

— Take it, please! It is the offering of pure gold that we 21 Essenian 

Levites make to God made man, as a basis for his future apostolate.  

“But if you need it before he grows up, use it without fear. There 

are seven coins for each Levite of the 21 that we are. We want to be 

the first foundations of the Sanctuary that he will create. 

—In that case —agreed Yhosep, —we accept it, to keep it as a 

sacred deposit until the child is older. 

The Levite with the ulcer on his chest was called Nicodemus of 

Nicopolis. 

Tradition has preserved his name together with that of Joseph of 

Arimathea, for the sole reason that they asked Governor Pilate for the 

body of Christ. But, before this tremendous tragic hour, many times 

we will meet them as with many others, whose performance was lost 
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in the dust of centuries, due to the concise evangelical story and the 

kidnapping that from the third century was made of all the stories, 

chronicles, and narratives written by disciples and friends of the 

Incarnate Word. 

Myriam and Yhosep returned to Leah's house in the early 

afternoon.  

—Praise be to Jehovah that we have finished with the prescriptions 

of the Law. 

“I'm anxious to lock myself up at home and not show up where people 

are anymore —Myriam sighed, letting herself fall with signs of great 

fatigue on a bench next to the fireplace. 

— Why, Myriam, do you talk like that? Were you hurt by anyone in 

the Temple? –Leah asked somewhat alarmed. 

—No, I received no harm, but fright and horror, yes. 

– Can I know?... 

—The pilgrim therapists never tired of recommending silence, 

secrecy, and discretion; but it is the case that everywhere we go, this 

secret is being divulged, and soon will not be secret for anyone. And 

I fear so much for this son!... 

Myriam recounted what had happened in the Temple, from the time 

they arrived until they left. 

Myriam's account was truly, faithful, and exact of the events that 

occurred on the physical plane, as perceived, and felt by the bodily 

senses. But, the esoteric and real aspect, from the point of view in 

which we are analyzing all the matter, had other more defined reliefs, 

other much broader and more sublime scopes. 

The five Superior Intelligences that sponsored Yhasua in his last 

messianic incarnation, had descended together with him to the astral 

sphere of planet Earth with the ethereal investiture used by the Piety 

Candles5. And it is easy to understand that during the infancy of Christ 

they had to pay great attention to awakening the consciences of 

humankind, which he was approaching. 

They had to observe the Essene field as well as the Leviticus and 

Priestly, to prepare for Yhasua the most convenient stage for the final 

victory of his work. 

The powerful thought and will of these Superior Intelligences, 

                            
 

5 Piety Candles is the name given to certain spirits of great advancement that 
voluntarily remain in those planes to help in certain works, to which they devoted 
their activities since long ago. 
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placed in the affined and sympathetic current of the Essenian priests 

who acted in the Temple at the entrance of the Christ-child under their 

naves, were the true operators of the supernormal phenomena that 

everyone could observe at the moments of the presentation of the 

Christ-Child to the Divinity. 

Among the innumerable forces of the Universe, which are 

completely unknown to the majority of those incarnated on planet 

Earth, is the so-called Sympathetic Wave or Sympathetic Current. It's 

a formidable force that, when it is perfectly unified, alone can bring 

down mountains, walls, cities, bridges, and temples however strong 

and well-founded they may be. Do men know at all what forces acted 

in the opening of an Atlantean mountain range causing the first 

invasion of the waters on that continent? Do men know, at all, the 

tremendous forces that produce many of the great cataclysms, that 

have filled people with terror and fear in various epochs of 

humankind? 

That is why we have always said that the interruption or disorder of 

natural laws does not exist. What exists is a cluster of forces subject 

to immutable and precise laws that are in the universe, and that 

managed by Intelligences of great powers, can produce the wonderful 

effects that man describes as miracles. Having made this brief 

explanation, the three events that occurred on the day of the 

consecration of Yhasua to the Divinity, are small manifestations of the 

divine power acquired by Spirits of great evolution that have become 

lords of themselves, lords of the elements and of all the species of 

currents and forces that vibrate eternally in the universe. 

What purpose impelled those Superior Intelligences to produce 

such facts? It is easy to understand. It was the divine call to the minds 

and consciences of the high leaders of the faith and religious ideology 

of the Hebrew people, whose education in the Divine Unity made them 

the most suitable to collaborate in the messianic work of that hour. But 

they remained blind and hard due to their excessive attachment to 

gold, and in general, to material conveniences. And they gave rise to 

the fulfillment in them of what Moses perceived in his radiant ecstasy 

on Mount Horeb, which he traced on fire in chapter 30 of his 

Deuteronomy, one of the few paragraphs that has not been 

interpolated or transformed in the many translations made. 

In that formidable chapter, Moses announced to the Hebrew 

people that they would be scattered throughout the face of the Earth, 

to be persecuted and hated by all men, if they turned a deaf ear to the 

voice of Jehovah when he called them to a new pact. 
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They acted just like that Egyptian Pharaoh, Seti I, who even when 

he saw the effects of the tremendous currents of justice on him and 

his people, due to the harsh slavery in which they had chained Israel, 

continued inveterate in evil, saying: "I, Pharaoh, with my court of 

Gods, I will defeat the God of Moses”. 

There are those who will say that all peoples and all races have 

more or less committed crimes against the Divine Law. It is true. But 

the Hebrew people were the ones who received the divine mandate 

from Moses and were led by Moses to the fertile region in which they 

were to practice that Law: Love God above all things and love thy 

neighbor as thyself! … And as soon as Moses died, and even before 

setting foot in that land of promise that flowed with milk and honey 

according to the biblical phrase, the Holy Law was forgotten and 

despised by a ferocious code of revenge, slaughter, stoning and 

extermination from everything that stood in his way. 

Twenty centuries will soon be completed from Yhasua to the 

present day, and the people of Israel scattered throughout the world, 

cursed, persecuted, and hated, have not yet been able to return as a 

nation to the promised land for their happiness, land which he watered 

with innocent blood. Only Israel had heard from the lips of Moses the 

divine mandate: You shall not kill. You will love God above all things 

and your neighbor as yourself. 

But the Hebrew people said: Jehovah is great and glorious in 

heaven. But the gold is on the Earth, and without gold we cannot build 

tabernacles and temples of Jehovah. 

And today, after 20 long centuries, the gold to which they sacrificed 

their faith and their law, has crushed, destroyed, annihilated them. The 

frightful persecution of the Hebrews today does not recognize any 

other cause than the desire of ambitious tyrants to strip Israel of all 

the gold accumulated by their race over the centuries. How much 

more would it have been worth to the Hebrew nation, to collect as 

breadcrumbs from heaven, the words of the Great Anointed: 

— “Do not pile up treasures that rust consumes and thieves steal, 

but treasures of Truth and Justice that last until Eternal Life”. 

Having clearly and logically explained the esoteric part of what 

happened in the presentation of Yhasua to the Divinity, let us continue 

our narration: 

A few days after what happened, Simeon of Bethel, the Essene 

priest who consecrated Yhasua, appeared at Leah's house 

accompanied by three Levites: Joseph of Arimathea, Nicodemus of 

Nicopolis and Ruben of En-Gedi. This latter was another of the group 
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who waited for the Divine Child at the exit of the Temple and witnessed 

the healing of Nicodemus. There they had the immense satisfaction 

of meeting three of the seventy Elders of Mount Moab, with one of the 

pilgrim therapists from the small sanctuary of Quarantine. All of them 

dressed as pilgrims in dark clothing, such as those used in all their 

excursions abroad. 

In this beautiful and tender fellowship of beings, all belonging to the 

alliance of the incarnate Christ, new and more intimate alliances were 

naturally manifested. Because in the radiant clarity of the one who 

brought Light to Earth, souls met without looking for each other, they 

loved and followed each other for a lifetime. 

The three young Levites: Joseph of Arimathea, Nicodemus of 

Nicopolis and Ruben of En-Gedi, found their soulmates in the three 

daughters of Leah. Joseph looked at Susanna, the sensitive one, the 

one who always meditated looking for the bottom of all things, and she 

lowered her eyes to her loom on which she weaved white linen thread. 

But that look from soul to soul made them both discover themselves. 

And they loved each other as those who from before being born to 

physical life had offered themselves in a solemn pact to each other, 

must necessarily love each other. 

Anna, the second, approached Nicodemus, the one with the deep 

eyes, to offer him the basin of scented water to wash his hands before 

taking the afternoon meal, according to custom. And their faces united 

in the crystal-clear water, at the precise moment when the Levite was 

going to dip his fingers in it. 

–Too bad to break the charm of the two united foreheads! –he 

exclaimed looking into her eyes. She blushed and was about to drop 

the container full of water. Nicodemus noticed this and immediately 

washed his hands, accepting the white wiping cloth that hung from the 

young woman's shoulder. He took the basin and said to Anna: 

–Tell me if you have a myrtle plant to pour this water into its root. 

– Why that? –the young girl asked timidly. 

—Because the myrtle will keep the charm of foreheads united in 

the water on our retina. 

And he followed Anna, who led him a few steps from the door that 

led from the great dining room to the garden. 

A leafy myrtle, whose small leaves seemed to whisper love songs, 

received all the water from the basin that Nicodemus threw at it. 

–Myrtle, good plant, creature of God! –exclaimed the young man. 

–Whether or not it is true that you maintain the charm of love unions 

all your life, Anna and I will always water you, if you sing for us some 
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of your immortal poems. Isn't it true, Anna? 

–Yes, it's true!... –she replied, blushing. 

 

That was all the declaration of reciprocal love of Anna and 

Nicodemus at sunset that day, next to the leafy myrtle of Leah's 

orchard. Nicodemus returned to the cenacle and Anna hurriedly went 

into her bedroom. She pressed her heart that seemed to jump out of 

her chest, and she murmured in a very low voice: 

— Lord!... Lord!... Why did I go to show him where the myrtle 

was?... 

She heard her mother call her name and went to help her sisters 

set the table. She observed that Ruben, the youngest of the three, 

drank a glass of cherry juice that Veronica offered him, after having 

also offered it to the elderly and other relatives of hers. 

– What's your name? –he asked her. 

–Veronica, at your service –she replied gracefully. 

– Beautiful name! It seems to me that we are the youngest in this 

meeting, and if you allow me, I will help you serve the guests. 

–As you like; but I don't know if my mother will allow it –she warned. 

—I allow everything, my daughter, on this fiftieth day of the divine 

Child of Myriam. What did you want? –Leah asked joyfully, putting the 

finishing touches on the feast table. 

–I asked Veronica to help her serve the guests –Ruben said. 

–Very well, begin then –Leah consented, going into the room. 

–First, as a sign of eternal friendship, let's drink this cherry liqueur 

together. The Persians thus consecrate their friendships. 

–Although we are not Persians... let us drink together if you 

please." –And the beautiful young woman barely wet her lips in 

Reuben's glass. 

–But these youngsters are celebrating an engagement! –exclaimed 

Myriam, entering the dining room with her child in her arms, and 

looking at the three young women who, without searching for it, were 

near the three Levites. Myriam's sensitivity had undoubtedly 

perceived the wave of love that arose from her child and returned to 

her child after producing very soft and subtle vibrations in the prepared 

souls of the three Levites and their three chosen ones. 

The young women blushed at Myriam's words, and the three boys 

beamed with happiness. 

And old Simeon, Leah's uncle, with the peculiar little smile of the 

old when they see their distant past reflected in the young, said: 

— ¡Lively love, is like the nightingale that sings hidden...! What do 
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we know if there is a hidden nest in our garden? 

— “Choose during your youth the companion of your life and let 

love be the vine that shades your door until the third generation”, says 

our Law – one of the three Elders of Moab solemnly recalled. 

—Could it be that without intending it and without even suspecting 

it, I brought three turtledoves, whose companions were here? –asked 

Simeon of Bethel, the priest. 

— “When the spouse is near, the flowers put on their clothes made 

of petals, the little birds sing and the souls meet”, our father Essen 

sang in his prophetic poems. And behold, with the Anointed One of 

Love, who is the spouse of all souls, being under this roof, what else 

can happen, but that love shines like a flowering of stars descended 

on this orchard? –These words spoken by another of the Elders, were 

hardly heard by the three Levites who spoke in a low voice with 

Simeon of Bethel, who, standing up in the middle of the meeting, said 

to the widow Leah: 

—These three young Levites have just authorized me to ask for the 

hand of your three daughters as their wives: Susanna for Joseph of 

Arimathea; Anna for Nicodemus of Nicopolis, and Veronica for Ruben 

of En-Gedi. 

–Our boy brings a feast of love to all hearts – Yhosep confessed to 

Myriam, sitting at one of the heads of the table. 

–But I didn't expect this surprise! –Leah declared looking 

alternately at her three daughters–. Did you know something?... 

– No, mother, no! –answered the girls who looked like three red 

roses. 

–The Christ-child is responsible for everything! –exclaimed the 

third Elder who had not yet spoken. –Do we not know, perhaps, that 

he comes to bring fire of love to Earth? So let the flame rise up and 

consume all the dross. 

–Very well –Leah added –then this simple meal is a betrothal 

celebration. May Jehovah bless you, my children, if you do his holy 

will with this! 

The eldest of the three Elders blessed the bread and distributed it 

among all. He and his two companions occupied the other head of the 

table, while the three young couples, Leah, her uncle, and the other 

Essenes, occupied the lateral sides. 

–We are 15 people! –exclaimed Uncle Simeon who had counted 

them. 

–There are 16 of us, uncle –Myriam corrected, placing her little boy 

like a rose and mother-of-pearl flower on the table. 
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— True... true!... Blessed! Blessed be! Let him preside at the table! 

 

All these exclamations arose at the same time from all their lips. 

–He will preside over it many times when we have silver threads in 

our heads –Susanna predicted with her lost gaze as if on a distant 

horizon. 

– Keep on, girl, saying what you see –said the eldest of the Elders 

of Moab, who was realizing the spiritual state of the young woman. 

– I see a great Prophet presiding over a wedding meal where 

Myriam is at his side. I see him in the luxurious cenacle of an illustrious 

character, and that a disconsolate blonde woman anoints the 

Prophet's feet with fine essences and dries them with her hair. 

“I see him presiding over a dinner by the light of a 13-candle lamp, 

after which the prophet washes and dries the feet of his disciples. I 

know that this is a farewell dinner, because he is going to..., leave for 

a trip that has no return. 

– No! Not that! – Myriam exclaimed as if in a cry of anguish, picking 

up her son and tucking him under her blanket. 

— Enough of the visions, girl! Jehovah bless you. And you, Myriam, 

fear nothing, that your son is wrapped in the Divine will, as in a strong 

armor, nothing will happen to him but what he wants for himself. He is 

Lord of everything that exists on Earth, and everything will obey his 

command. And precisely there will be the merit of his final victory. – 

These words were spoken by the oldest of the three Essenes of Moab. 

Simeon of Bethel and the other Essenes had taken notes on 

Susanna's clairvoyance. 

And the meal began amid the tender emotions of an unexpected 

betrothal, and the misty prospect of a distant future full of promises of 

glory and sad uncertainties. 

When supper was over, the eldest of the Elders said: 

—We know that three travelers, illustrious for their wisdom and 

their works, advance slowly along the roads of the East. And they are 

sent by three hidden Fraternities like ours, to pay homage to the 

Christ-man, whose advent the stars announced to them. They will 

arrive three moons from today, therefore, it is convenient that Yhosep 

and Myriam return to Bethlehem before that time, so that their arrival 

does not cause alarms in Jerusalem. 

“Some watch in heaven and on Earth, but it is better to act with 

prudence and caution. 

– Bless, Great Servitor, the love of these children if it is Jehovah's 

will that they be united – Leah requested. 
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Then, everyone stood up, and the three couples with their hands 

together and their foreheads bowed toward the table, all received and 

listened to the blessing customary by Moses: 

—Be blessed, in the name of Jehovah, in the fruits of your love, in 

the fruits of your land, in the fruits of your livestock, in the waters that 

fertilize your seeds, in the sun that gives them energy, and in the air 

that carries its pollen to all your domains; like bread, honey, oil and 

wine, may it all be for you, if you fulfill the will of the Most High. 

– So be it! – They all answered. 

The three Levites kissed the foreheads of their chosen ones, and 

served from the same amphora, the nuptial wine to all those who had 

witnessed the ceremony. 

–Let the child also drink our wine –Nicodemus added as Myriam 

drank. She then dipped her fingers in the red liquor and placed them 

on the little pink mouth of the sleeping child. 

Thus, ended that unexpected betrothal party which, in truth, was a 

tender communion of souls linked for centuries by strong spiritual ties. 

It was an ancient custom that the maidens who were promised for 

wives of the Levites would spend at least seven moons in the service 

of the temple, thus they asked Leah to intern their daughters for that 

time. 

Her mother lamented the separation from her three daughters at 

the same time, and for so long, in view of which, the Essenian priests 

thought that there was an exception also agreed by custom and 

tradition. 

It consisted in the fact that the seven moons could be reduced to 

three, when the bride maidens had been consecrated within the 

paternal home to also serve the Temple, in the weaving of linen and 

purple, in the embroidery of gold and precious stones for the 

ornaments of the worship. And this was the case of the daughters of 

Leah, whose home in the shadow of Uncle Simeon, was one of the 

most respectable homes in Jerusalem, within her modest and average 

position. 

And so, they agreed that each of the three would be admitted in 

turn, so as not to leave the mother alone. 

Yhosep and Myriam returned a few days later to Elkanah's house 

in Bethlehem, to wait there for the arrival of the three characters who 

were coming from the Far East, according to the notice of the Elders 

of Moab, and to wait until the boy and the mother were in a state 

appropriate for traveling to the province of Galilee. Urged by the needs 

related to his carpentry workshop, and the children of his first wife, 
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Yhosep made a trip alone to Nazareth, leaving Myriam and the child 

recommended to his relatives Sarah and Elkanah. 

In addition, the friends: Alphaeus, Josiah, and Eleazar, were daily 

visitors to the happy home, which for about a year sheltered under its 

roof the Christ-man in his early childhood. 

These humble families of shepherds and artisans were 

eyewitnesses to the great spiritual manifestations that overflowed 

onto the physical plane around the child while he slept, and that 

ceased when he was awake. 

What phenomenon was this? One day it was also witnessed by two 

therapist pilgrims who came down from Mount Quarantine, and they 

gave them the explanation: 

—The sublime spirit of Light, enclosed in the clay vessel of its 

matter, launches itself into infinite space as soon as the physical sleep 

closed its eyes. And to retain it in the terrestrial atmosphere itself, the 

five Superior Intelligences that sponsored it, form true waves of light, 

of love, of infinite peace in the Elkanah house and its surroundings, 

emitting beneficial rays of harmony, sweetness, and benevolence to 

the most remote regions of the country, which produced a true time of 

blessing, of abundance and prosperity everywhere. 

People who ignored what was happening, even if they were 

overflowing with human knowledge, attributed everything to human 

causes as well. The governors praised themselves for the good 

administration of the public treasuries, the clever and skillful 

merchants for how they handled trade; the ranchers and farmers, for 

their industriousness and success in carrying out all their jobs. Only 

the Essenes, silent and indefatigable workers of thought and students 

of Divine Wisdom, were in the secret of the cause of all that flourishing 

of well-being and prosperity over the country of Israel. 

And as if a powerful burst of vitality and energy passed like a 

beneficial wing brushing the country of the prophets, there were much 

fewer plague-stricken; light and mild illnesses were easily cured; Many 

outlaws and people of bad living who were hiding in wild places of the 

mountains, had calm down, because a bandit captain, named Dimas, 

had met Yhosep, Myriam and the child, when they were returning to 

Bethlehem. 

The man had been badly injured on the side of the road and had 

dragged himself into a bush for fear of being caught. But when he saw 

the harmless appearance of the three characters, he asked for help, 

because he was losing a lot of blood and was burning with thirst. He 

had a javelin wound on his left shoulder. 
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Myriam was going to leave her child on the mossy path to help 

Yhosep bandage the wounded man, but he told them: 

—I am a bad man who has taken the lives of many people; but I 

promise you for your child that I will never kill anyone. Give it to me 

and I will have it on my knees until you heal me. 

Myriam, without any fear, left her sleeping child on the knees of the 

wounded bandit. While they were preparing bandages and lint from a 

child’s diaper, they saw that the man bent down to kiss his little hands, 

while thick tears ran down his beautiful but weathered face from 

always living outdoors. As he felt great pain in the wound, he lifted the 

boy up to his neck and his little head brushed against his wounded 

shoulder. 

He did it unconsciously, no doubt; but as soon as he did, he yelled 

loudly: 

—It doesn't hurt anymore; the child has cured me. He must be 

some god in exile, or you are magicians from Persia. 

–Good man –said Yhosep –if our child has cured you, it will be 

because of the promise you have made not to kill anyone. Let us, then, 

bandage you and continue our journey. 

Their astonishment was great when, upon opening Dimas's 

clothes, they saw that his wound was closed and only appeared a line 

more reddish than the rest of his skin. 

Yhosep and Myriam looked at each other. Then they looked at 

Dimas, who was on his knees, with the child in his arms, kissing him 

and crying loudly. 

— What beneficent God are you, that you take pity on a miserable 

man? –he asked the boy who continued submerged in the sweetest 

dream, while the forces and currents emanated from his own spirit 

detached from matter, acted powerfully on the soul and body of that 

man. He finally handed him over to his mother and getting up he 

insisted on accompanying them to Bethlehem, after they gave him 

their word not to report him to justice. 

—If God has had mercy on you, we, who are His servants, will not 

do otherwise. 

Dimas took the bridle of the donkey on which Myriam, and the child 

were riding and pulled it by the halter until they reached the city. 

It was almost nightfall and Yhosep said to Dimas: 

–It's not fair that you go without eating. –Enter with us into this 

house of our relatives where you have nothing to fear. 

–Give me instead, bread and cheese, and I'll continue to the 

mountains of Bethsura, where my men are waiting for me. 
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Yhosep and Elkanah handed Dimas a small sack full of provisions 

and let him go. This man was no more than 19-year-old, and he looked 

30, his tanned physiognomy almost covered by a thick beard and 

shaggy hair. 

 

A powerful lord of the city of Joppa had murdered his father and his 

mother, to rob his sister, whom he had precipitated into disgrace and 

the greatest misery into which a woman can sink in her florid youth. 

This fact had pushed Dimas into the abyss of abandonment and crime 

in which he found himself submerged. 

 

Elkanah and Yhosep had the diligence of removing the guest's 

blood-stained clothes, and gave him a coat, backpack, and breeches 

of those commonly used by shepherds. And it was due to this 

circumstance that he was not recognized by the investigators, who 

had been following him from Rama. 

Although that young man kept his word about the Holy Child, never 

to kill anyone, he spent the rest of his life on the run through the most 

arid and rugged mountains, because as the head of a dozen men, he 

had taken the goods and the life of almost all the members of the 

family of that powerful lord who caused his misfortune. 

 

One act in the life of a man, marks routes sometimes for the rest of 

his days, however long and numerous they may be. 

Yhosep and Myriam around the hearth fire of Elkanah, recounted 

in minute detail what had happened to them in the city of the Kings 

and the Prophets. 

In the humble house of the weaver, where the three Essenes we 

know met daily, the golden filigree of the extraordinary life of the 

Christ-man began to be elaborated, from his first steps on the physical 

Earth plane. 

If unconsciousness and antagonisms had not wasted that beautiful 

set of memories and traditions, and the biographers of the Anointed 

had had the wisdom to glean in that field, what a more complete and 

finished story humankind would have had of Yhasua's terrestrial 

passage!, the Christ Savior of Men! 

The pilgrim therapists who passed by every week were the ones 

who collected in their waxed cloth folders, how many events of a 

spiritual order were reported by those who closely observed the child 

who was the Word of God. 
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7.  From the Far East 
 

Meanwhile, the grandiose marriage of Jupiter and Saturn, to which 

Mars joined shortly after, had activated the enlightened minds of 

Divine Knowledge of men who, on this small planet strewn with 

selfishness and hatred, had been able to keep up with the times. You 

will see the crystalline currents, where the infinite skies are reflected, 

and you drink from the waters that quench all thirst. 

In ancient Alexandria of the Nile valleys, a Philosophical School still 

existed as a distant remembrance of the prehistoric Kobdas. It was a 

few fathoms to where the revered Sanctuary of Neghada had once 

stood. This School had been founded centuries ago by three Hebrew 

fugitives, who finding themselves attacked by a long fever that brought 

them to the gates of death, did not want nor could they follow the 

exodus of the people of Israel when they left Egypt. And so that they 

would not die among the pagans, out of mercy, they had been led to 

the immense ruins that existed already almost covered by the silt and 

the fallen leaves dragged by the waters of the great river, on the very 

shore of the sea. They were the 1000-year-old ruins of the Kobda 

Sanctuary of Neghada, of whose memory there was no longer the 

slightest trace among the inhabitants of the Nile valleys. 

From these ruins, many centuries later, stone blocks and column 

bases were used for the great pharaonic constructions, and even to 

build ancient Alexandria. In one of its best Greek-style buildings, after 

the death of Alexander, a sumptuous pavilion was installed: which was 

Museum-Library, sepulchral pantheon, and at the same time temple 

of sciences. There, in the first centuries of our era, a corpse of a 

mummified man who filled the civilized world with his glorious feats of 

conqueror could be seen in a glass and silver urn: Alexander the 

Great. 

No one knew what ruins those were, around which innumerable 

fantastic, tragic, and terrifying legends were woven and unwoven. 

Only the owls and the bats disputed the black hollows full of shadows 

and echoes of those terrifying ruins. Some malefactors who had 

escaped human justice also mixed with the birds of prey, which 

squawked between the ruined arcades, and where from time to time, 

new landslides produced frightening noises like distant thunder, or 

mountains falling into an abyss. 

The pious conductors of the three sick Hebrews, believing them 

already in a dying state, and the Israelite crowd that was leaving them 

three days ahead of them, left them on their stretchers, in a kind of 
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sepulchral crypt that they found at the foot of those terrifying ruins. 

They were more dead than alive in that place. But, nevertheless, they 

left three jars of wine with honey and a basket of bread beside them, 

in case one of them woke up alive the next day. 

And there, dying, and exhausted, in the old crypt of the ancient 

Neghada Sanctuary, pride and glory of the prehistory of the Nile 

valleys, the three abandoned dying men came back to life. Such a 

circumstance united them in such a close and strong alliance, that 

could never be broken; Zabai, Nathan, and Azur, were the ones who 

unintentionally founded the famous Philosophical School of 

Alexandria, from which a single individual obtained the honors of 

celebrity as a high-flying philosopher, a contemporary of Yhasua: 

Philo of Alexandria. 

The three dying men came back to life. They were stone, wood, 

and metal engravers by trade, and therefore they knew quite a bit 

about the hieroglyphic writing of the Egyptians and their own Hebrew 

language in all its derivations and variants. They therefore began by 

opening a small workshop in the suburbs of the city of the Pharaoh, 

disguised as Persian workers, so as not to be recognized as Hebrews 

and suffer reprisals from the Egyptians. And as they continued to visit 

the funerary crypt where they came back to life, they made discoveries 

of great importance. 

They copied the beautiful inscriptions of the sepulchral slabs and 

in some that were in ruins, they found papyrus rolls with beautiful 

legends, hymns inspired by poetry and of sublime greatness and 

emotion. Enclosed in copper tubes, between the white bones of the 

sarcophagi, or between mummies that looked like bodies of stone, 

they found a manuscript in ancient hieroglyphics. And when they 

deciphered it, they understood that it was without a doubt the law 

observed by a fraternity or School of solitary sages, who were called 

Kobdas. 

Such were the humble and unknown origins of the Philosophical 

School of Alexandria, which acquired glory and fame in the immediate 

centuries, before and after the advent of Yhasua, the Christ Savior of 

terrestrial humankind. 

How many times did the young and audacious conqueror 

Alexander expanded with the solitary Mosaists. These, out of gratitude 

to Moses who saved their compatriots from oppression, took his name 

as a shield and as a symbol and called themselves: Servants of 

Moses! The School was formed first of engraving apprentices, and 

little by little it rose to philosophical, astronomical, and moral studies. 
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Two years before the birth of Yhasua, Philo of Alexandria, who was 

a young man of 25, was sent with two other companions to Jerusalem 

to seek contact with the ancient Essene Fraternity, which, although 

hidden in Palestine, was known even in distant countries by travelers 

and merchants, by the persecuted and fugitives who always found 

shelter and hospitality in it. Since then, the School of Alexandria was 

considered as an extension in Egypt of the Essenes of Palestine. 

It was thus, that from the School of Divine Wisdom of Melchior, in 

the mountains of Paran, on the shores of the Red Sea, a messenger 

left for Alexandria to scrutinize the knowledge of the Servants of 

Moses, regarding the advent of the Divine Avatar announced by the 

stars. The messenger took three moons and returned accompanied 

by one of the solitaries of Alexandria, to undertake together the great 

journey towards golden Jerusalem, in search of the Welcome One. 

During this delay, Gaspar, and Balthasar, who had come from 

Persia and the Indus, met without seeking each other at the same 

place where Melchior was waiting for the caravan to continue this long 

journey with more company: in Sela, at the foot of Mount Hor. 

The great merchants' tents, where foreigners from all countries 

met, were propitious scenarios for the happy meeting of those, who 

without knowing each other and without having agreed, were traveling 

to the same final point: Jerusalem of the Kings and the Prophets. 

How did they discover each other? Let's see it. 

Each one in his own tent was absorbed by the sole cause of the 

long journey made. None of them were interested in the merchants' 

shops, where untold riches were displayed. Desiring solitude and 

silence to interpret the prophetic announcements of their respective 

augurs and sacred books more clearly, at a midday fair when the 

entire city was a bustling market, Gaspar, Melchior and Balthasar 

headed separately towards a hill on the neighboring Mount Hor, with 

their folders and rolls of papyrus, and each one looked for the place 

that seemed suitable for his work. They found the coincidence strange 

and moved by an internal impulse they approached each other. 

After some attempts to understand each other, they made it 

through the Syrian-Chaldean language, which was the most 

widespread among the Semitic races. 

And each one explained the prophecies and announcements of 

their clairvoyant and inspired ones, the foundations of their respective 

philosophies, the ideals of human perfection with which they dreamed. 

In short, everything that a man can reveal about his Self, one man to 

another man. They ended up understanding that the philosophies of 
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Krishna, Buddha and Moses were basically the same, that is: seeking 

to approach the Divinity and seeking the perfection of all men, through 

love and the sacrifice of the most advanced men towards the weakest 

and most retarded. 

At this point, the three of them wondered at the same time: 

— Where are you going? 

And the three answered: —To the country of the Hebrews, because 

the stars have indicated it as the designated land to receive the Divine 

Avatar, who comes again and for the last time towards men. 

–In Jerusalem –Gaspar observed, –the people must be crazy with 

joy at such a great event. 

–If they are aware –added Balthasar – because we have an ancient 

occult tradition that says: "No one ever saw where the eagle keeps its 

nest. And whoever discovers the eagle's nest will be able to look at 

the sun without hurting his eyes. Which means that there are very few 

who discover the Son of God incarnated among men, and that those 

who come to discover him can see the sun of Truth without being 

scandalized by it. 

–I think I can assure you –said Melchior, –that the glorious event is 

not known to the people, because I am linked to a philosophical 

School of the valleys of the Nile, which is in turn in communication 

with the Essenian Fraternity of Palestine that traces its origins to 

Moses. 

“The Hebrew people await a Messiah King, liberator from the 

Roman yoke that has promoted such fierce struggles among the 

children of Abraham. 

“But the students of Divine Wisdom, we all agree that the Son of 

God does not come to liberate the people from a foreign domination, 

but to save the human race from the annihilation that has been 

conquered with its errors and iniquities. 

“Isn’t this the great secret truth? 

–Yes, it is –answered the others at the same time. –And we know 

that it comes dragging behind it an immense wave of advanced 

Intelligences, which under the auspices of the great Hierarchs of the 

superior heavens, flood the Earth with as much love as the hordes of 

darkness flooded it with hate. 

Through these conversations at the foot of a hill of Mount Hor, they 

came to understand each other in such a way that since then a strong 

brotherhood was established among them and their respective 

Schools of occult knowledge. Two days later, the three of them and 

their companions set out for Jerusalem along the well-trodden 
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caravan road, in search of the Welcome One. 

They traveled by dromedaries and camels as far as Bozrah and 

Thopel, the first stages of their long journey, but upon reaching the 

mountainous country of Moab, they were forced to leave their great 

beasts for the little mules and donkeys trained for crags full of 

precipices. 

This was a long journey of study and meditation, in which the three 

sages passed on the knowledge of their schools, expanding their own. 

The Persians’ cult of the fire went back to the prehistoric Flamens, 

which with the fire lit perennially on the sacred altar, they represented 

as symbol the human soul always living as an eternal aspiration to the 

Infinite. And their very name, Flamen, was a variant of Flame, which 

made them say, when questioned about their ideals and way of life: 

we are flames that burn without being consumed. 

Those Lemurian Flamens predisposed southern Hindustan for the 

advent of Krishna, together with the Kobdas of the Nile, who 

emigrated through the Persian Gulf to Bombay. 

Thus, for our travelers, the remote origins of Persian and 

Hindustani philosophy were defined. 

It remained to find the connection that would lead to the discovery 

of the philosophy of the country of Arabia where Melchor originated. 

Melchior unrolled an ancient and yellowish papyrus and read: 

— ‘In a very remote age, in the mountains of Paran of Arabia 

Petraea, there was a flourishing civilization twin to that which 

flourished in the valleys of the Nile, for they both emanated from the 

Wisdom of the Kobdas, the greatest beneficent Institution that made 

flourish three continents. And on Mounts Horeb and Sinai, which in 

prehistory were called Mount of Gold and Rock of Sindi, they had 

remained hidden like eagles in the hollows of the rocks: The Kobdas 

were persecuted by the conquerors of upper and lower Egypt. Then, 

Moses, who in his youth had to flee, falsely accused of murder, was 

in the country of Midian, to which these mountains belong. And the 

Divine Law put him in contact with the solitaries of Sinai and Horeb, 

and it was there that he forged the liberation of the Hebrew people 

that would serve as the root and foundation for the eternal and great 

truth: the Divine Unity. In those mountains, Moses received by divine 

illumination, the Great Law that marked new routes to terrestrial 

humankind. 

‘From the hidden teaching of these solitaries, we have nurtured our 

spiritual life for centuries and centuries. Whoever finds this papyrus 

and the others that accompany it, knows that he is obliged by Divine 
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Law to open a School to spread the sacred teaching that gives peace 

and happiness to men’.  

‘Signed: Dizahab – Marvan – Elimo-Abad’. 

“This is the origin of our current School in the Mount of Paran, –

said Melchior–. And the obligation to open it fell to me, because in a 

cruel moment of desperation I looked for a precipice to throw myself 

from a the top of the hills and hearing a pitiful moan at the bottom of 

a cave. I went into it thinking if it was possible that there was a being 

more unfortunate than me. I found a poor old man suffering from fever 

and already unable to get up to fetch water to drink. His moans were 

from the thirst that seared him. To help him I forgot a little about my 

cruel pains. 

“He lived another three days because of the care I gave him. He 

was the last survivor of those solitary men. 

“He told me that by order of tutelary geniuses he took the name of 

Marvan. And he pointed out to me the place where all the solitary men 

who died before him, were buried, and the hole in his cave where 

these documents were found in an oak chest. 

“You now know everything, my friends from this long journey. What 

do you say to all this? 

–That the origins of all higher order teachings are common and 

come from the same source –Balthasar asserted. 

–And that this source is the Divine Word in its different Messianic 

incarnations on our planet –added Gaspar. 

– Justly! We are in a perfect agreement –Melchior continued–. And 

in my land, agreements are celebrated by friends drinking from the 

same glass and breaking the same bread. 

And as this agreement was made in the tent of Melchior, the dark 

prince, he served his friends. And, giving each other a close hug that 

united them for many lives, they departed late at night to continue their 

trip the next day. This happened in the suburbs of Thopel, where 

dromedaries and camels were left in a hostel that took care of them. 

Until that point the guides of the caravans had served them well; 

but to cross the rugged mountains of Moab, they took practical guides, 

who were at the same time the owners of the donkeys and mules, 

which were jointly contracted for the dangerous crossing. 

They began to climb the winding path carved into the living rock, 

which wound up sometimes to the right, other times to the left, and yet 

other times in a relatively tight spiral. 

However, they clearly saw that this trail was carefully guarded for 

the safety of travelers. From time to time, they had planted in the 
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interstices of the rocks, a strong wooden pole with a wooden tablet 

written on the top with useful indications such as these: "Water in the 

bend on the left." "Behind this rock there is a cavern to spend the 

night." "Dangerous Path". "Take a light torch on from nightfall." And all 

along the way they found warnings that lessened their difficulties. 

— Who takes such good care of the travelers? –Gaspar asked, 

surprised by what he was seeing. 

–It is said – answered one of the guides –that in the dens of these 

mountains, there are charitable geniuses or souls in pain who purge 

their sins by doing the travelers good. And there is a legend that says 

that when the Great Moses walked along these same roads leading 

the people of Israel, those who died on the road due to infidelity to the 

Law, received from the Prophet the mandate to watch over this path 

until their return to the Land. 

The three sages, initiated as they were in great hidden truths, 

looked at each other with intelligence, while they waited their turn to 

drink the fresh water from the spring that the tablet had announced to 

them. 

The legend of the caravan guide had a hidden background of truth, 

since those who were in charge of taking care of the roads were 

actually souls that purged guilt. It was a kind of brotherhood 

dependent on the Essenes of Moab, formed by the repentant bandits, 

whom the Essenes saved from the gallows, in exchange for them 

undertaking a better life in hidden caverns prepared in advance. They 

were held there for some time until they could join human societies in 

the populated centers of the region without danger to themselves. 

They were called Penitents. Every two moons, two of the Seventy 

descended from the Great Sanctuary of Mount Abarim to visit the 

penitents and provide for their consolation and needs. 

For them there was no other law than this, engraved in the caverns 

that covered them: 

“Do not do unto your neighbor what you do not want done to you. 

And God will watch over you." 

In the caverns indicated by the written tablets, they found soft beds 

of dry hay, large quantities of firewood, sacks of acorns and chestnuts. 

But they did not find any human being who would tell them: I am 

the author of these requests. 

And so, they arrived at Kir, Aroer, Dibon, Ataroth, and Beth-Peor, 

where there was a school colony for leprous and consumptive 

orphans, which the Essenes were in charge of caring for through their 

therapists from abroad. 
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The population of Beth-Peor had become unfriendly to travelers in 

general due to the panic with which all looked at their incurable 

diseases. 

But our travelers looked at the great human pains from another 

point of view and they wanted to pitch their tents precisely in the 

shaded square of trees that was in front of the colony. The therapists 

who were among them went out to offer attention and services to 

travelers. 

–If you want to save yourself the trouble of setting up your tents for 

a day or two –the Essene told them, –come to our guest room where 

there is comfort for all of you. Our patients are confined in pavilions 

away from the entrance door. 

Such a kind and friendly invitation could not but be accepted, and 

the travelers entered the great guest room that opened onto the 

exterior portico. 

Moses' breath seemed to vibrate in all tones as soon as one 

entered there. On the main wall facing the entrance was a facsimile 

of the Tablets of the Law, the ten commandments carved in stone. On 

another wall, the famous Blessing of Moses for the faithful observers 

of the Law was engraved. And his sentences or thoughts appeared 

on small wooden plates in all the places where it was appropriate, like 

a severe ornament of that room. In the center, a large table 

surrounded by rustic benches and around all the walls, a wide stone 

dais covered with vegetable fiber mats, skins, and blankets, indicating 

that they served as beds for guests. 

–You are the owners of everything here –the Essenian who invited 

them told them, while another Essenian entered followed by two 

youngsters, carrying baskets with delicacies and fruits that they 

placed on the large central table. 

They stayed there for two nights and two days. But the people of 

the colony were so discreet and silent that the travelers had no 

opportunity to engage in any conversation about the issue that 

concerned them. Did they know or were they unaware of the great 

event that compel them from such long distances? 

–Perhaps –the travelers supposed, –on the other bank of the 

Jordan we will find the enthusiasm that is nowhere to be seen here. 

One of the therapists felt the pressing question that the travelers 

radiated without speaking and approaching them when they were 

already beginning to say goodbye, he told them. 

— Is it indiscreet to ask what part of Palestine you are heading to? 

–To Jerusalem –they answered immediately. –There must be great 
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rejoicing there. 

–I arrived from that city five days ago and I didn't notice anything of 

what you say –answered the Essene 

–But is it possible? Is the announcement of the stars unknown in 

the city of wise Kings and great Prophets? Have Jupiter and Saturn 

said nothing to the city of Jerusalem? 

–There is no blind man blinder than the one who closes his eyes 

so as not to see –answered the Essenian. –The Jerusalem of today 

cannot listen to the voices of its Prophets, because the sound of the 

gold that runs like an overflowing river through the porticoes of the 

Temple has drowned out all other sound than that of the precious 

metal. 

— And the astrologers?... And the Kabbalists?... And the disciples 

of the Prophets are also silent? asked another of the travelers. 

—The disciples of the Prophets live in the caverns of the mountains 

to protect their lives, and they remain silent so as not to hinder the 

divine designs. 

–I come from a Hindustani School near the Indus, and this fellow, 

from the mountains of Persia, and this other from Arabia Petraea, who 

is accompanied by an Initiate of Wisdom in the School of Alexandria. 

And we all come because of the announcement of Jupiter and Saturn. 

You know it too, because your words have allowed the light that 

illuminates you to shine through. 

—Tell us in the name of the Most High: Has the one the stars 

announced already been born? –Balthasar insisted. 

–Yes, he was born already. I have seen it and I have held it in my 

arms –answered the Essene. 

At these words the travelers fell to their knees and kissed the 

pavement. 

–Let us adore the land on which he treads – they said, shedding 

tears of internal emotion. –Tell us where he is. 

—I saw it in Jerusalem, because the great event surprised me in 

Bethany, where I went to pick up leprous and consumptive children 

who had been abandoned by their relatives. 

“He was born in Bethlehem of Judea but was taken by his parents 

to Jerusalem to be presented at the Temple, since he is the firstborn 

of a male from a priestly family and a mother who served the Temple. 

But I do not know if he will still be in the Temple when you arrive to 

the big city. 

“Come to the Temple to make offerings of bread, incense, myrrh, 

and olive branches, and ask for Simeon, Ezra and Eleazar, priests of 
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the altar of incense, and say to any of the three these single words: 

“May these offerings be pleasant to the Savior of the world and may 

he show us his face. 

“Those are the signal words for you to be recognized as Loving-

Beings of Welcome One. 

The reader will already understand the formidable wave of 

enthusiasm and energy that rose in the soul of the travelers. They had 

been about to leave without a word, except for the telepathic force that 

made the Essene feel the longing vibration of the travelers, who 

wished to inquire about the great event. 

A close embrace sealed the friendship of the travelers with the 

Essene, who added as he said goodbye: 

–Any of the three names I have given you will serve as an indicator 

for all that you must do. And silence! Because in Jerusalem, silence 

is like the woolen fleece that dulls all arrows and annuls hatred and 

death. Do you understand? 

–We understand –they said. And giving the Essene a pocket of 

gold coins for the maintenance of the sick orphans, they left before 

noon. 

The last two stops before reaching Jerusalem were Baal and Beth-

Jesimoth. Then came the valleys and lush forests of the banks of the 

Jordan, which were like an enchanted wall of emeralds and sapphires 

that hid from their sight the golden city of David and Solomon. 

Let's leave our travelers for a few moments to observe a different 

scenario, where characters act who are the reverse of the coin, the 

opposite pole of those we have found until today: Herod the Great and 

his inseparable Rabshakeh, Chaldean magician, whom he called his 

family doctor.  Rabshakeh docilely lent himself to satisfy all the whims 

of his royal master, even at the cost of the most appalling crimes. And 

all this was done quietly and discreetly, so that the unsuspecting 

people continued to believe that, despite the excessive taxes and 

tributes and their scandalous orgies, the Judean kinglet partially 

deserved his nickname of Great, even if it only were for the care, he 

put into endowing the country with populous Roman-style cities. 

Let's listen to the King's conversation with his favorite doctor, 

shortly after the conjunction of Jupiter and Saturn. 

–Lord, your council of Assyrian and Chaldean astrologers have 

seen in heavens a danger to your throne and your dynasty. 

–What's up, Rabshakeh?... Are you coming with another smoke 

ghost as usual? –Herod replied. 

–No sir. The stars announce the birth in Judea of an extraordinary 
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being, of a super-man who will change the course of humankind. 

"And if he is born here, lord..., surely it will not be to live hidden 

behind a door!... 

– You mean … that he will instead seek a throne? 

–You say it, my lord... 

–Well then, since you and my council of astrologers follow the steps 

of the stars so closely and claim to know even what the eagles say in 

their flight, you will be able to easily find out in what precise place that 

character is born and from what family he comes. 

— Lord!..., understand that the world is large, and already 

specifying that he will be born in Judea, is enough knowledge. Of all 

the lands inhabited by men, Judea, which is smaller than a 

handkerchief in your vast wardrobe!... 

–Fine. I understand, but I recommend that you find out as much as 

possible about it. And woe to you and your companions if I get to know 

through another channel that the subject is my neighbor and you, lazy 

hounds, hadn't sniffed anything! 

–Don't worry, sir, not a fly will fly that we don't know about. 

—Go, and don't come with lies, because you already know that I 

don't like evil spells. 

And the magician left the royal chamber cursing the king's bad 

humor and his unfortunate fate, which forced him to live between fear 

and crime when he could enjoy peace and tranquility in his remote 

home village. 

And so it was that when our travelers from the Far East entered the 

city, one of these spies, went with the news to Rabshakeh about the 

foreigners who had come from distant lands, and that when entering 

through one of the city gates, they had kissed the ground while 

exclaiming: 

— “Blessed land that has received the King of Kings!...” 

And Rabshakeh put himself on the trail of those men who must 

surely knew something about the cause of all his worries. 

He saw them go to the Temple and in the atriums buy offerings of 

bread, fine flour, incense, myrrh, and olive branches. And approaching 

humbly and with great reverence, he offered them his services as a 

guide, to accompany them through all the places and monuments of 

the great city and outside of it. 

–Surely you have come in search of the King of Kings, whose birth 

the stars announced. 

The travelers looked at each other strangely and Balthasar 

answered with great discretion: 
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—The stars did not announce a King of the Earth, but a divine 

messenger who brings the light of the Eternal Truth to men. 

–He will be a great Prophet...! –exclaimed Rabshakeh. –Anyway, 

my lords, if you are lucky and find him, do not forget this humble 

servant, who will feel happy to kiss the ground that his feet walk on. 

Every day, you will find me at the Temple of Jehovah's door, waiting 

for your news. 

–May God be with you and yours, good man –the travelers replied 

and entered the Temple. 

Meanwhile, the magician, left one of his agents, to ensure that 

when the travelers left, they did not lose sight of them. 

A Levite led them to the altar of incense where Ezra offered the 

customary burnt offerings, while the virgins sang psalms and the 

Levites waved censers. 

As the travelers presented their offerings, they repeated to the 

priest the words taught to them by the Essene from the Beth-Peor 

orphan colony, and Ezra fixed his inquisitive gaze on each of them. 

–When your offerings have been consumed, we will talk —he said 

to them in a very low voice. And he continued the services while the 

travelers, a few steps away and motionless, adored the Invisible One, 

who makes itself felt by souls who have come to understand that God 

is the breath of life that vibrates in all beings and in all things whether 

under the golden domes of that Temple, or under the star embroidered 

sky, or among the whispering leaves of the trees. Simeon of Bethel, 

the Essene who consecrated Yhasua, left the inner rooms of the 

Temple and when Ezra finished the liturgy, he approached and told 

him: 

—These travelers are Initiates from Holy Schools, sisters of our 

school, who come in search of Yhasua. Don’t let them go out through 

the atrium because there are spies of the King, whose magicians have 

announced the birth of a King of kings. When the Levites leave the 

censers, we will send them out through the secret path. Our Father 

Jeremiah has just announced it to me in prayer. 

–We will do as you say –Ezra replied. Simeon returned to the room 

of censers, where the secret door to the underground path to 

Absalom's tomb was located. 

After Ezra left his ceremonial garments, he turned to the travelers 

and said: 

–You will not go out through the court where you entered because 

you have spies following your steps. You should know that we children 

of light must live in the shadows, until the light is so alive that it 
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penetrates darkness. 

– And where do we go out? –Melchior asked with some concern. 

–Rest in us and wait a few more moments. 

When all the Levites had left their censers and the room was 

deserted, Ezra ushered the travelers down the underground path that 

led to Absalom's tomb. 

Meanwhile, Simeon of Bethel had arranged with two of his most 

trusted Levites to hide the horses of the travelers in the farms of 

Bethany together with their baggage. 

–What country is this? –asked Balthasar, walking laboriously 

through the dark underground, lit only by the candles that they carried 

instead of torches so as not to trip over the protruding points of the 

rocks, which acted as supports in that rustic underground 

construction–. What country is this, in which the Divine Avatar 

descends, and those who know it and wait for it, must hide as bandits 

persecuted by justice? Among the son of Iran, the whole town would 

be partying. 

—It’s because the Jewish people, exasperated by the humiliations 

of vassalage, are delirious for a Messiah King and Liberator, judging 

that no greater good can be expected than the free sovereignty of the 

nation. And the sagacious Idumean who currently occupies the throne 

of Israel, which does not belong to him, lives restlessly thinking that a 

man capable of unifying the people and taking up arms against him 

may emerge from one day to the next. 

“His magicians have deciphered the language of the stars, and he 

has released spies like a flock of vultures throughout the country to 

find out the appearance of that Liberating Messiah that Israel awaits. 

–In this way Ezra tried to explain the strange phenomenon observed 

by foreigners. 

Of a people that awaits the Messiah and from whom the arrival of 

the Messiah must be hidden! 

— Who could make the masses accept the sublime superiority of 

a man who is surrounded by no material greatness? –asked Gaspar 

in turn, with that experienced old man’s accurate vision in the ways of 

seeing and appreciating people and things, when they do not appear 

enveloped in that splendor at first sight that so seduces and draws the 

crowds. 

–Krishna was a prince of the reigning dynasty in Mathura -

Balthasar added–, and because of that he was able to overcome the 

great difficulties that the geniuses of darkness unleashed in his path. 

“Buddha was the prince of the reigning dynasty in Nepal, and the 
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masses always feel subjugated by the great figures that appear on 

thrones. 

“Moses was a hidden son of princess Thimetis, daughter of the 

Pharaoh, and that is why his life was respected, and that the Pharaoh 

feared the punishment of his gods, if he shed his own blood. But 

Yhasua is an infantile son of the people, without royal ancestors, 

without any material greatness. Because this should be the crowning 

of all his messianic lives, he must establish once and for all, the great 

principles of equality and human fraternity, and that the only existing 

difference between men is that conquered by the mental and spiritual 

effort of each one. What else do you think an obscure prophet of Iran 

wanted to express when he enigmatically wrote verses like these? 

"In the hay of the green fields on the eastern shore of the Great 

Sea, the blue bird will nest one day, to whose song archaic 

civilizations will collapse and new ones will arise." 

“In the sands of the fields he will leave the footprints of his feet and 

the dust of his plumage.” 

“He will eat the brown bread of the humble and will himself pull the 

chestnuts out of the ashes”. 

"None shall receive wages from his hands, nor shall he ever be 

carried on the shoulders of his slaves. Do you understand? 

–Your unknown prophet, in my opinion, meant that the Divine 

Avatar would be born and live among the anonymous or ignored 

masses of the people —answered Melchior. 

—Precisely, that is the belief that the Secret Schools of Persia have 

in general. 

–And this is the reality –added Ezra. –The blue bird has hung its 

nest in a craftsman's orchard, although some ancient scriptures and 

traditions claim that its distant ancestors descend from King David. A 

long millennium of years has necessarily blotted out the glitter in that 

hazy genealogy. Time pulls down royalty and power. 

Thus speaking, they continued their underground journey until they 

went out to the tomb of Absalom. There were already waiting for them, 

the Levites who had hidden their baggage and horses in an old farm 

in Bethany, whose owners were Zephaniah and Deborah, close 

relatives of some of the Essenes who served as priests and Levites in 

the Temple. 

Zephaniah and Deborah, parents of that Lazarus that traditions 

give as resurrected by Christ, began to lend their abode in his service 

from the earliest childhood of the Welcome One, as if their intimate 

selves had marked out their route beforehand to be firm and decided 
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allies for the whole life of Yhasua on Earth. 

The travelers of Orient were led to that home, until after a few days 

of hiding, they were able to reach Bethlehem disguised as sellers of 

olives and dried fruits, carried in large sacks on donkeys. These 

products were sent by Zephaniah and Deborah for the house of 

Elkanah, where the carnal family of the Christ-man was housed and 

for the Solitaries of Mount Quarantine, whose Servitor was the brother 

of Zephaniah. 

And Herod's spies could not recognize in the rustic drivers of that 

herd of donkeys, loaded with fruit products, the serious philosophers 

of Orient, who at the cost of so many sacrifices were searching on 

Earth for Yhasua the Christ. 

Such was the fact that the ancient traditions have called: the 

Adoration of the Magi. 

This is how those Heads of Schools of Divine Wisdom who came 

from the Far East arrived at the birthplace of King David, only to make 

sure for themselves that the Great Anointed One had descended to 

planet Earth, just as the stars had announced. The child was already 

10 months and 25 days old when they came from the East to his 

cradle. 

They were accompanied on this trip by the Levites Joseph of 

Arimathea and Nicodemus of Nicopolis, to serve as introducers, since 

they had made friends with Myriam and Yhosep, in the abode of the 

widow Leah, from Jerusalem. 

Before being introduced, they changed the rustic clothing of street 

vendors for the serious and severe clothing used in their respective 

schools for the days of great solemnities: white and gold of the 

Hindustani; white and turquoise of the Persian; white and purple of the 

Arab. And their diadems with as many five-pointed stars as many 

ranks they had climbed on the inflexible scale of purifications and 

conquests of the spirit. 

The two Levites, accustomed to the rich fabrics of silk, gold, and 

precious stones of the priestly vestments of the Temple of Jerusalem, 

found the ceremonial garments of the Eastern travelers too simple and 

humble, but one of them who caught the wave of such thoughts, 

suddenly said when they were already heading towards the bedroom, 

where Myriam was rocking her son's wicker basket: 

—To be disciples of Divine Wisdom, it is not necessary to have the 

splendor of temples, wherein gold shines everywhere. It is enough for 

us to dress our soul and body in white linen. This is how Yhasua will 

dress, who will become Master of Masters. 
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Myriam's surprise was great when she saw those seven characters 

enter through the small door of her bedroom, since each one had a 

trustworthy scribe or notary. Joseph of Arimathea and Nicodemus 

approached her to remove all fear from her with these words: 

—They are Essene Brothers who travel from remote regions, 

risking their lives to see this child Envoy of God up close. 

–Don't be afraid, woman –Elder Balthazar told her –we would 

happily give up hundred lives if we had them, to preserve your son's, 

which we have long awaited. Didn't you know that the troubadours of 

Iran have been singing to him for many centuries, when they had only 

seen him in the premonitions of their souls charged with divine 

reverie? 

–And there, in distant Hindustan –Gaspar added –in all the caves 

where Buddha lived during his missionary raids, his radiant image 

appears to clairvoyants to tell them: 

"Do not look for me anymore with this clothing that belongs to the 

past and is a mist that was diluted in the Uncreated and Eternal Light". 

"I will go down to the shore of the Great Sea of the West and then 

you will find me in the depths of yourselves, like the same Eternal 

Flame that encourages our life". 

–And in my Arabia of Stone–said Melchior –the inspired bards sang 

strange verses like this: 

"I will descend like an eagle that nobody knows where it hides its 

nest, over the flowery meadows of the land of promise, dreamed of by 

Moses, and when I take flight, I will drag with me all those who want 

to fly towards the invisible unknown." 

And forming a closed circle around the child's cradle, the seven 

foreigners with the Levites and their relatives began the meticulous 

examination that the ancient schools of Higher Knowledge used to 

make sure that the little body met the physical conditions proper for 

an incarnation of the Divine Avatar: the lines of the head, the forehead, 

the eyebrows, the eyes, the nose, the mouth, the chin, the structure 

of the chest, the width from shoulder to shoulder, the structure of the 

feet. And the notary of each School compared with the very old sacred 

scriptures, where the wise occultists and astrologers left recorded the 

result of the same examination made with Krishna, with Buddha and 

with Moses. 

And the divine child, calm and quiet with his large amber eyes 

open, as if to absorb in them everything that was happening around 

him, seemed to accept without fear that pious and reverent 

investigation, until finally he stretched out his little arms to his mother, 
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who was quietly crying without knowing why. Was it fear? Was it her 

devotion and mystical spiritual anointing, that led her to believe she 

was before the Divinity itself?” 

— What will become of this son of mine, who seems to be linked 

to such complex and unknown feelings? –She finally asked, tenderly 

hugging little Yhasua. 

—This son of yours, woman —said Gaspar sententiously—, is 

among many things, one that is above all: he is the Divine Love that 

saves Humankind. 

They then reviewed in silence the notes of the scribes, and after 

signing and sealing them with the seal-rings of the respective orders 

or Schools, they went to the dais next to the lit hearth, to accept the 

offering of Elkanah's hospitality. 

–Now that you have shared my bread, my wine, and my poor 

delicacies –said Elkanah –I dare to ask you: who are you and why 

have you observed in such a minute way the child of these, Brother 

and Sister, who have been my relatives and my guests since before 

their birth? 

– Have you taken it badly? –Melchior inquired, somewhat alarmed. 

–In no way. Our Law forbids us to think badly when the evidence 

does not authorize us to do so –answered Elkanah. 

–Your question is, then, friendly and cordial, and it is fair to satisfy 

it. 

And Balthazar the Persian, who was the oldest of the foreigners in 

age and rank, since he was a Consultant to the Supreme Council of 

Instructors of his School, whose divided and subdivided branches had 

spread throughout the country, told the story of the way and how they 

were receiving announcements from the Higher Intelligences, by 

means of augurs, by sibyls or fortune-tellers, by premonitory dreams, 

that the hour of Divine Mercy had arrived for this delinquent 

humankind, which had forged with its iniquities a frightful current of 

destruction for itself. 

—For years we have known that the conjunction of Jupiter and 

Saturn with the concurrence of Mars in the background, would mark 

the precise moment of the advent of the Word of God to the physical 

plane. 

“If we have observed him in such a minute way, it is to verify that 

we are in possession of the great truth. 

“In each human body, the degree of evolution of the Intelligence 

that animates it is unequivocally engraved; the capacity for love, 

sacrifice, self-control, its mental force of irradiation and its force of 
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attraction, its spiritual magnetism and its personal magnetism, the 

power of assimilation of all the living forces of the Universe, and the 

power of transmission of those forces to all beings and all things. 

“And we have found all this to a superlative degree in this little 

body, a child of 10 months and 25 days. Together with all this, his birth 

at the precise moment of the planetary conjunction already 

mentioned, from a mother who is a living harp of subtle vibrations, 

where evil thought never had room, the truth is so manifest, that it 

would be necessary to be very poor of intelligence not to comprehend 

it. 

–In a case like this, doubt is absolutely impossible –Gaspar added. 

“The great truth is even more manifest than it was in Moses. Due 

to a frightening impression of his mother when the child was about to 

be born, he was about to be born mute, a defect that was corrected 

by the Superior Intelligences. Nevertheless, a certain difficulty 

speaking remained in him which accustomed him to that calm and 

slow speech of the elderly in general. And in Krishna, a slight 

deficiency in the visual organs was noted due, according to some 

sages, to the long period of darkness in which the mother spent locked 

up in a dungeon until the birth of the child, persecuted by a usurper 

since before birth. But, Yhasua had to be by supreme logic, the sum 

of all the moral, spiritual, and physical perfections. That is: the sublime 

overcoming of the man who crosses the last lintel of the human 

kingdom, to enter to form part of the Divine Kingdom. That is, nothing 

more than a powerful receiver and transmitter of the Eternal Energy, 

of the Uncreated Light and of the Supreme Love, cause and origin of 

all that breathes in the Universe. And in the body of this child, it is 

written that he will be all that. 

–Oh, Yhasua!... Yhasua!... –Melchior exclaimed, falling on his 

knees at Myriam's feet, who had the child in her arms. And kissing his 

little feet, which were at the level of the lips, trembling of emotion, of 

the dark prince. –Yhasua!... Yhasua!.. Who gives human matter the 

final kiss, because you have overcome it forever by dint of self-

sacrifice and heroism!... 

And the foreigners, one by one, did the same since the great truth 

had been verified. They paid homage to the Divinity made man, like 

the perfume made flower, like the spark turned into a bonfire, like the 

ray of light into golden twilight!  

Myriam was given numerous recommendations regarding his diet, 

which should be based on milk, honey, fruit, fresh vegetables, 

legumes, cereals, and spring water. She was taught to make liqueurs 
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from orange, cherry, grape, and apple juice. They recommended she 

make a concoction of grape juice with pure olive oil, and to give the 

child a gentle rub every two days: on the chest and solar plexus, and 

on the spine. 

And during the orange season, the same procedure with very ripe 

orange juice and pure olive oil. From the persevering combination of 

both procedures, the perfect normality of the blood circulatory system 

would result, as well as a perfectly calm and serene nervous system. 

And the wise teachers added: 

—The carnal mother of the Word of God must know how delicate 

this divine maternity is and that having given physical life to a God 

made man implies a host of responsibilities. 

And handling a pocket full of gold coins to her, they said: 

—This is so that your personal care and that of your son lack 

nothing. Every 20 moons a messenger sent by us will come, who will 

bring us information about you and the child. He will come among the 

merchant caravans and make himself known to you by a ring like this 

one. 

And they left one of these rings for Yhasua's parents to identify the 

origin of the messenger. 

— Blessed are you among all women! –They told her before 

leaving. 

“Let no concern or fear shake your soul while the child feeds on 

your breast. Even when you see that nature denies water to the fields 

and that your trees do not bear fruit due to drought, and that your 

orchards are exhausted and dry, or that hail ruins your legumes and 

cereals, or that your husband finds himself full of difficulties in his 

means of livelihood... Just think that Divine Providence has spread its 

nets around you. And that everything has already been foreseen by 

the beings chosen by the Divinity as his instruments, so that his 

designs may be fulfilled in this child-Savior of humankind. 

And Myriam, sweet Myriam listened to them, looking at them with 

her big eyes wet with tears, and wondering to herself, if those 

venerable travelers were not archangels of Jehovah, like those who 

visited the ancient Patriarchs in solemn moments of their lives. 

She, so insignificant and small! felt seized by astonishment, at the 

magnanimous request of those foreigners who came from such 

distant lands!... 

During the farewell feast that Elkanah and Sarah insisted on 

offering them, which was attended by their intimate Essene friends, 

they all resolved to take the travelers along the road to Mount 
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Quarantine and leave them at that small Essene sanctuary. From 

there they would be taken to the Great Sanctuary of Moab. The 

Seventy were waiting for them to put together a vast preparation 

program, so that all the Schools of Divine Wisdom would support the 

apostolic work of the Great Divine Messenger, who had descended 

amid humankind. 

The two Levites who led them to Bethlehem could not prolong their 

absence from the Temple any longer and returned to Jerusalem. 

Alphaeus, Josiah and Eleazar, those three Essene friends who 

witnessed the astral and etheric manifestations the night of Yhasua's 

birth, offered to lead the travelers along the same path they did. 

Eleazar, father of five small children, entrusted his offspring to his 

companion Elkanah, and Sarah, who took them to their house until 

their father's return. Hospitality was always the outstanding virtue of 

the Essenes, and one of the most beautiful manifestations of fraternity 

that humankind will achieve in the coming century. 

And as soon as spring began with the chirping of the birds and the 

blooming of the wisteria and lilies, Myriam and Yhosep also prepared 

to return to their abandoned house in Nazareth. 

They took advantage of the trip of six therapists from Beth-Peor 

who were on their way to Samaria and Galilee in search of sick and 

abandoned children they had been notified of. On the way, they 

stopped one day in Jerusalem for a farewell visit to Leah and her 

daughters. 

They found that old Simeon was suffering from acute rheumatism 

in his legs, which caused him to moan in pain at any movement. 

Sensitive Susana took little Yhasua in her arms and running to her 

uncle's bed, placed him on his aching extremities, saying: 

–The Christ-child will heal you, – the child fell asleep and after a 

quarter of an hour, the old man was asleep as well, waking up without 

any pain. 
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8.  On the Summits of Moab 
 

Two paths appear before the reader of "Eternal Harps", both of 

which depart from Bethlehem, the city of the Shepherd King, and 

head: one towards the north of Palestine, that is, the enchanted Eden 

of Galilee with its hills covered with orchards, where vines, fig and 

orange trees fill the air with aromatic emanations; The other to the 

south, the arid Judean desert, with the gloomy panorama of the Dead 

Sea and the shaggy, bare rocks, of the Quarantine mountains and 

their derivations. 

Through the latter, we will follow, friendly reader, the travelers from 

the Far East who, led by Eleazar, Josiah and Alphaeus, are headed 

to the Sanctuary of Mount Quarantine that we already know. Our 

friends would only accompany them there, since the solitaries would 

take care of leading them to the high Mountains of Moab, where the 

Seventy awaited them. 

The foreigners understood that in those simple shepherds and 

weavers there were spirits of a long evolutionary career through the 

centuries. And with the clairvoyance developed by years of methodical 

and persevering exercises, they saw their three travel guides forming 

part of the portions of humankind that had listened to the Divine Word 

in its different terrestrial stages, from Juno to Moses. 

This enabled them to open up to them about the high and deep 

esoteric teachings of their respective schools. And in the three days 

of travel between cliffs, caverns and steep hills, the owls and barn 

owls, heard the serene and measured words of those men who came 

from distant lands. They conversed with the Bethlehemite shepherds 

and weavers about the arduous metaphysical questions in relation to 

the great event that brought them together: the ninth and last 

incarnation of the Divine Word on Earth. Those nights spent in the 

caverns by the light of a fire, and lying on beds of hay and skins, were 

nights of school, learning, and mental development. They were also 

nights of evocation, of distant memories, because the foreigners 

wanted to compensate with psychic discoveries, the sacrifice of their 

drivers. And so it was that the three masters of occult sciences 

received identical manifestations referring to the three Essenes 

friends. 

And the travelers finally reached Andrew's Farm, from where they 

were led along the hidden path we know, to the little sanctuary on 

Mount Quarantine. 

The three Essenian friends returned to Bethlehem after a day of 
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rest, taking with them the stories written by Melchior in the Syrian-

Chaldean dialect. And as a souvenir of those masters of the East, they 

took some rings of great value that they were forced to accept, to 

“improve the situation of their old age”, according to their own words. 

The solitaries of Mount Quarantine had, during the snowy season, 

a hidden path that was like a great tunnel with exits to the open field, 

to little valleys of paltry vegetation. They were tortuous mine galleries 

abandoned many centuries ago, but which greatly shortened the 

distance to the Moab Mountains. They feared taking foreigners along 

the paths of the Masada fortress, thinking quite rightly that the spies 

of Herod's magician were everywhere. And at times through 

underground galleries, at times through gorges and crossroads of the 

arid mountains of Moab, they arrived after six days of travel to the 

Sanctuary of the Seventy in Mount Abarim. 

Two Essenes from the Quarantine had served as their guides, and 

there were seven foreigners since each teacher had his own scribe or 

secretary. Two Persians, two Hindus, two Arabs, and an Egyptian 

from Alexandria; plus, the solitary Essenes, thus formed number nine. 

The underground gallery through which they had arrived was 

connected to the stables of the Sanctuary, where "Snowy", the 

intelligent mastiff that we know, also had his dwelling. Clinging to the 

call rope with its teeth, Snowy rang the sonorous bell that announced 

the arrival. The Rock Sanctuary opened a few moments later, and the 

weary travelers found themselves amidst the double row of flaming 

torches and the Seventy Elders awaiting them in their ivory-colored 

robes and mantles, the purple girdle and seven-star diadem, symbol 

of their great spiritual conquests. They led them to the resting room, 

where on platforms covered with tapestries and skins, they forced 

them to rest, while they sang in chorus the hymn called "Praise", in 

which each verse ended as follows: 

"Praised be the Lord of the heights because you have united us in 

your Thought and in your Love". 

The travelers were left alone for a few moments, after which one of 

the Elders returned bringing syrups and hot food, bread and fruit as 

presents to them. And because the walls of that room were covered 

with wood, from them small tables came out, by means of original and 

simple procedures, which opening in front of the dais, could be used 

for eating as well as for writing.  

—Your palace of rocks seems to be a work of magic —said 

Gaspar, seeing the series of small comforts of great utility that the 

solitaries had been preparing for innumerable centuries. 
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–Look –answered the Essene, pointing to the polished wood, worn 

on the edges by dint of prolonged use. –How many heads will have 

rested on this support! How many feet must have stepped on these 

platforms! How many arms must have rested on these tables!... 

 

— How long ago did you start this sanctuary? –Balthasar asked. 

–Seven years after the death of our father Moses –was the reply. 

–A long chain of 15 hundred links! –Melchior exclaimed, as if 

overwhelmed by the enormity of time and the perseverance of the 

disciples of Moses. 

— Fifteen centuries! –Repeated Philo of Alexandria, the youngest 

of the foreigners who, considering himself as an aspiring apprentice 

to the studies of hidden wisdom, remained always silent to listen more. 

—Fifteen centuries of digging in the mountains to perfect the work 

of nature or of unconscious miners of the most remote past, who did 

not suspect for sure that the caverns opened by them in the bowels of 

the rock would later serve as a temple of Divine Wisdom, and to 

shelter the humble little bees that cultivate it –added Gaspar, while 

sipping the hot wine with roasted chestnuts. 

 

And those men, who even in the moments they dedicated to bodily 

nourishment, could not annul the activities of the spirit, continued 

weaving the golden filigree of past memories. The Elders of Mount 

Abarim who returned to the resting room after having stripped off the 

ceremonial vestments, contributed invaluable elements to this 

conversation. Among them were seven Scribes or Notaries and they 

brought their large portfolios of cloth, papyrus, clay, or wooden 

plaques. 

–This will eventually bring us to an agreement –acknowledged the 

Great Servitor, resting his right hand on those very old documents. 

–And aren't we already? –Balthasar asked. 

—Not yet, with the desirable and desired foundations. Perhaps 

neither you nor we know everything there is to know in order not to 

disagree in the slightest. 

And the Essenes Scribes took down from the walls all the tables, 

which were set up before the dais, and placed there all the portion of 

scriptures that made foreigners think: "We will need many moons to 

know all of this." 

The Seventy wanted to establish that the Schools of Divine 

Wisdom of the East were part of the great book of Superior Knowledge 

that, over the centuries, had brought the Divine Word to the physical 
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terrestrial plane in all the stages it had realized. 

The School of Melchior, the dark prince, was Kobda-Mosaic, born 

as a golden cactus between the mountains of Horeb and Sinai, where 

the great Moses woke up to the understanding of his Messiahship, 

among the last Kobdas of the Rock of Sindi. 

The School of Balthasar, the Persian, was a derivation of 

Hindustani Krishnaism, since Zenda, Arjuna's cousin, fled to the 

Sulaiman mountains after the death of the Prince of Peace. He fled to 

escape the persecution of those who fought to maintain the abolition 

of castes and slavery, which was necessary to the priests of the god 

Brahma for their life of comfort, lavishness, and domination. And the 

Zend-Avesta of the Persians was pure Krishnaism; varied and 

adulterated throughout the centuries and with the incomprehension of 

men. 

The School of Gaspar, lord of Bombay, was Buddhist. Buddha, like 

Prince Siddhartha, had abdicated all his titles to a nephew to dedicate 

himself solely to Divine Wisdom. 

And Philo, the student of Alexandria, was a Ptolemaist in his 

fundamental principles. Which is the same as an Aristotelian, since 

Ptolemy was a disciple of Aristotle, and the latter of Plato, who in turn 

was a disciple of Socrates; Beautiful white ball of yarn, whose original 

extremity we find it tied to the Mount of Bees in prehistoric Greece, 

where the Dactyls preserved and spread the Wisdom of Antulius, the 

great Atlantean philosopher, for centuries. 

They compared the old texts of each School, purging them of 

malicious or unconscious adulterations, which disciples without 

capacity and without spiritual lucidity had introduced into them, 

resulting in such a wonderful, perfectly unified body of doctrine, which 

later allowed Yhasua to say before the crowds that listened to him:  

“Love God and your neighbor as yourself, for the whole Law is 

contained in it”. 

And the famous Sermon on the Mount was nothing more than this 

great Law of fraternal love radiating like a golden glow from the soul 

of Yhasua. Living Law sent by the Divinity to Earth, to prevent 

delinquent humankind from sinking into chaos where all intelligence 

that is obstinate in evil logically ends up. 

Let's see, friendly reader, what a great castle of Divine Science 

arose from the conclusions of the five spiritualist branches of that time: 

the Essenes were Mosaicists; Melchior was Koptic; Gaspar was 

Buddhist; Balthasar was Krishnaist; and Philo was Anthulian. 

The Great Servitor of the Essenes was the one chosen by all to 
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direct the deliberations of that assembly of Divine Wisdom, made up 

of 77 men consecrated to study and mental work for many long years. 

After a solemn evocation to the Universal Soul, source of Life, Light 

and Love, the Great Servitor proposed that they begin with the 

definition, basis, and foundation of all spiritual science: 

"Knowledge of God." 

And Balthasar defined it according to his Vedic principles, inherited 

from Zenda, the second disciple of Krishna: 

"God is the vital breath that, like a soft and inextinguishable fire, 

animates everything that he lives on the planet." 

And the 10 Scribes wrote down the definition of Balthasar, the 

Krishnaist. 

Gaspar spoke, and defined God according to his Buddhist 

principles: 

"God is the unified set of all the Intelligences that have reached the 

Supreme perfection of Nirvana". 

And Melchior, the Sinaitic prince, spoke according to his Kobda 

philosophy: 

"God is the Uncreated and Eternal Light that sets in vibration 

everything that exists." 

And the young Philo of Alexandria, an Anthulian Aristotelian, said: 

“God is the formidable and Eternal consortium of Love and 

Wisdom, from which all power, all strength, all clarity and all life flow”. 

And the Elder Servitor added Moses' definition at the end: 

“God is the Universal Creative Power, and since the Universe is his 

domain and his work, he is the author of the stupendous laws that 

govern it and that we men cannot understand.” 

After the five definitions were thoroughly studied and analyzed, 

they were able to verify that they were not in conflict, but that they 

complemented each other admirably, as if a magician's hand had 

written isolated pages, and that together they formed an admirable 

poem, perfectly unified and complete. 

– Why then –they said–, so many ideological divisions, so many 

religious struggles, so many physical and moral tortures, so many 

gallows, so many martyrs, if we are a single Universal Whole, that like 

an immense swarm of bees, follows routes ignored by us ourselves, 

but always within the limitless radius of that Supreme Power: God? 

The young Philo of Alexandria, shaking the hands of Gaspar the 

Buddhist, said: 

—You have lifted an enormous weight from me, because until 

today I had thoroughly doubted that Buddha had been a radiance of 
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the Eternal Truth because I judged him to be an atheist, a supporter 

that there is nothing but a pure illusion, in all the manifestations of 

universal life. 

— And today you judge the Master in a different way? 

– Completely! Your definition of God makes me see that the Divine 

Avatar in the personality of Buddha poured out the hidden essence of 

the Eternal Truth to spill it on the face of the Earth. But it was such a 

subtle, delicate, and complex perfume, that for some it was rose, for 

others: jasmine, for others, violets and yet for others, myrtle. It seemed 

that humankind was still too clumsy and coarse to inhale that perfume. 

The Buddha's light was a glow like that of the rainbow, which has all 

the mother colors, but which must be defined on the retina during the 

short time that this phenomenon of light lasts, because then it fades 

into the Infinite. And those who saw it, only preserve the vision of the 

whole without hitting an exact definition. 

–Not only you –said Gaspar –have mistakenly thought of the 

Buddha, but many thinkers and students of the Occult Sciences have 

also thought so. And yet, nothing is more in line with the Truth than 

the Buddhist definition of God: 

"It is the unified set of all the Intelligences that have reached the 

Supreme Perfection of Nirvana.". 

“I will allow myself to unravel this subtle thread of silk and gold: 

“We know that through a long series of cycles, of ages, called 

kalpas, the Intelligences ascend as they are purified. Worlds and more 

worlds, globes and more globes serve as appropriate abodes to their 

degree of evolution, until they coalesce like sparks in a fire, like drops 

in an infinite ocean, or golden sand on a shoreless beach. By force of 

unification, individuality is to a certain extent, transformed into power, 

energy and vitality, inseparable and indestructible sets. And all that 

group of Thoughts, Vitality, Love, Energy, is God. From all these joint 

forces, all the creations, all the powers, all the immutable laws of the 

Universe arise. The union of all Intelligence with God makes it perfect. 

Buddha denied a personal God, a limited being, because his 

internal illumination by certain astrological conjunctions were so 

propitious to his mentality that he developed the maximum of lucidity 

and clarity to understand the abstract of the Divine Idea. And this 

clarity, like a dazzle, prevented him from understanding the Divinity 

under more perceptible aspects, let us say, such as that of Light, 

Energy, Fire, and Force, with which the other doctrines have 

compared it. 

“In his famous meditations, under the symbolically called: Tree of 
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Science, he understood in magnificent visions this great supreme 

truth: he saw the superior worlds populated by extremely powerful 

Intelligences until reaching the Supreme Magnificent Fires, which 

sustain with their thought the great universal machine. And around 

them, he saw nothing but millions of myriads of worlds that received 

power, energy, light and life from them. How strange is it, then, that 

he should give that hidden and profound definition of God? 

“It would seem that Buddha was not a Teacher for the multitudes, 

but a Teacher for teachers of Divine Wisdom. Hence, no doctrine was 

more disfigured and distorted than that of the Buddha, whose lofty and 

completely abstract metaphysics could only be assimilated by 

advanced spirits in Divine Science. And so, the Buddhic Nirvana is for 

the multitudes the absolute rest of nothingness. And they say, 

believing they are pronouncing a great truth: "The atheist Messiah of 

Hindustan, the supporter of nothing, the spectral phantom of the Idea 

with no possible reality anywhere." 

“At a glance, Buddha understood the entire infinite plan of 

Evolution, and from that point of view, he said: Everything is illusion, 

because everything happens and transforms continuously. Nothing 

remains. 

“Illusion: that of those who believe their property rights over 

individuals or people to be absolute, or that they harness the chariot 

of their arrogance, because it is only like a fleeting moment in the 

eternity of the Infinite. 

“Illusion: the nobility of the blood, the purity of the dynasties, the 

rancidity of the ancestry, the ancient rights to this or that portion of 

land, which is called a Homeland and a State; since yesterday's king, 

is today's slave and vice versa. And he who once was born in 

Hindustan, in another time was born in China, in Africa, in Europe, in 

the Pole or in the Tropics, in the heat of Ecuador or among the polar 

snows. Aren't these really illusions forged by the poor human mind 

that feeds on them, like the butterflies on flowers, whose ephemeral 

life doesn't manage to see the light of a sunrise and a sunset? 

“Buddhism rest is based on the annulment of desire, insofar as it 

disturbs mental stillness and inner peace. 

“Whoever has thoroughly studied the Simple Sutras will find 

similarity between the profound metaphysics of Buddha, and the 

esoteric doctrines emanating from all the personalities of the Divine 

Word. And only in the monasteries of Nepal are the true Buddhist 

books, without alterations of any kind, with the signature and seal of 

the five main disciples of the great Master. 
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“The “MahaVastu” is in my opinion the most important and 

complete, as a text of Divine Wisdom. In the "Lalitavistara" is the true 

biography of Buddha, but this Book is the one that has been most 

abused by fanaticism for the marvelous, reaching an improbable 

legend to circulate everywhere. Only proper names and some places 

that were the scene of that great human life are true in it. By dint of 

wanting to divinize his life, they turned it into a skein of fantasies 

impossible to accept. 

“The Vajracchedika, the Meghasutra, and the Lotus of the Good 

Law are stories, episodes, and isolated thoughts, complementary to 

the basic work: the “MahaVastu”. 

"Whoever makes the comparison of these authentic primitive texts, 

with the Mahabharata, the Puranas, the Bhagavad-Gita, the 

Upanishad and the Rig-Veda, compilations of the disciples of Krishna, 

finds basically the same truths; The same hidden principles from the 

Antulian doctrine, preserved by the Dactyls, as the Kobda philosophy 

of the time of Abel, and as the authentic books of Essen, spiritual son 

of Moses”. 

And the seven foreigners and the seven Scribes were comparing 

the various texts quoted by Gaspar, in which the same truth stood out 

as diamond of top quality among the golden sands of the symbolism 

of the Vedic hymns, of the radiant descriptions of Antulian transports, 

of the metaphysical conclusions of the Buddha, of the mystical dreams 

of Abel the Kobda, and of the luminous and magnificent visions of 

Moses. 

All these delicate and profound studies kept them occupied for 

seven weeks, after which they drew up a document whose first copy 

was engraved on the front wall of the Great Essene Sanctuary, next 

to the place where they kept the original Tablets of the Law. And each 

one of the foreign masters made a copy on small wooden planchettes, 

arranged in a way that, joined by the lateral edges, and easily 

disassembled, offered ease of transport, and the security of being 

preserved without adulterations and without changes. 

The solemn act with which those great deliberations were sealed 

was conceived in these terms: 

“Twelve moons after the first year of the advent of Yhasua the 

Christ, the undersigned, gathered in the Great Essene Sanctuary of 

Mount Abarim, in Moab, laid down the following foundations of a vast 

spiritual organization, with the purpose of facilitating the redemptive 

work of the Great Send". 

"Having verified that it is the same truth, the one exposed in the 
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five doctrines known today, that is, the Ptolemaic of Alexandria, the 

Koptic of Arabia, the Zend-Avesta of Persia, the Buddhism of Nepal 

and the Essene Mosaicism, we impose the sacred duty of tending to 

the perfect unification of these five branches of Divine Wisdom, to 

facilitate the redemptive mission of the Christ in his last approach to 

Earth”. 

Hezekiah of Sichem, Great Servitor of Mount Abarim’s Sanctuary. 

–Gaspar of Bombay, First Teacher of the Star of the East School. –

Balthasar of Susian, Consultant of the Hidden Wisdom Congregation. 

–Melchior of Horeb, founder of the Kopt Fraternity of Mount Horeb. –

Philo of Alexandria, a fifth-grade student at the Ptolemaic School. 

And then the Essene Scribes and the three Notaries of the foreign 

masters also engraved their names. 

With this, the historical and scientific definition of the Word of God 

was completed. 

–We are still missing the spiritual communion with our elders –

observed the Great Servitor –and it is only fair that it be the golden 

clasp with which we seal the great book of our solemn covenant. 

–Accepted –they all replied. 

–Tonight, will be the feast of the bodies –continued the Great 

Servitor –and tomorrow at sunset we will go to the Sanctuary of Mount 

Nebo, where our Father Moses lived his last days, and where the 

angels of the Lord collected his blessed soul. There, rests the physical 

urn of Our Father; there we have accumulated energy and love for 15 

centuries; there we, all the inhabitants of this Sanctuary, are led to die, 

and I believe that there we must go to look for the Divinity in this 

solemn hour of our alliance with her Eternal Word. Do you agree with 

me? 

–Completely in everything and for all –was the unanimous reply. 

In the great hall-dining room that we already know, and where only 

the Essenes could talk about world events and family matters, 

Essenes and visitors met that night for a meal of confraternization and 

companionship, which was not without charm and animation, despite 

being mature men who had already left the seductions of life far 

behind. They were only friendship and understanding, the good white 

fairies that crowned venerable heads with roses, and flooded souls 

with clear spring water. 

The Elders wanted to know the state of the civilized world at the 

time of Yhasua’s arrival. Most of them hadn't been out in the world for 

many, many years. Those who had arrived last, had not left for 20 to 

25 years; there being many from 30 to 50-year-old without having 
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come down from those rocky summits. Some news reached them 

from time to time, by the Essenes who were going to replace some of 

the Seventy who died, but this news generally referred to the peoples 

of Palestine, from Syria to Idumea and to the proud Rome, whose 

domination absorbed everything. And naturally it was of great interest 

to the Seventy, that evening in which the canvas of the narrations was 

spread to the most distant countries, where the Roman eagle had not 

yet reached. And they were much more interested in the ideological 

and spiritual component. 

The Hindustani peninsula was largely Brahmanical, since the 

powerful clergy of the Brahma cult had persecuted the Buddhists to 

death, who were relegated to the region of Nepal. From there, they 

managed to pass to South China, where the teaching of Lao -tse had 

prepared furrows conducive to the spread of Buddhism. Other 

Buddhist groups had fled to the great islands of Ceylon and Java, in 

the South Seas, where they had schools and temples of great 

importance. Buddha's missionaries settled in the Archipelago of the 

Rising Sun, under the protection of some emperors, who in their 

refined egoism, thought that it was an easy thing to govern people 

who were taught to renounce all material greatness. The Himalayas 

were populated by Buddhist monks, and although numerous schools 

with varied rites and cults were formed, much was preserved of the 

Buddhist spirit: soft, meek, and silent. 

Persia, more homely than given to public issues since the time of 

Alexander, was a mixture of customs and ideals, where Greek, 

Macedonian, Medes and Chaldean hues were fused. But above all 

this, the clarity of Zend-Avesta floated like diffused light that kept alive 

that small flame of human consciousness, which marks good and evil. 

And in the Nordic races, one or another luminous point, allows us to 

glimpse among the eternal snows, paths that the centuries had not 

been able to erase. To the northeast of the Pontus Euxinus6 and 

almost at the foot of the Caucasus Mountains, there was a strange 

cult, whose great ceremonies were carried out in caves, about which 

there were countless, fairly fantastic, legends. It was said that those 

caverns had been in prehistory, an underground city, in which a 

dynasty of just kings had taken refuge to escape the wild hordes of an 

evil queen, an incarnation of the demons, who had emerged as a 

blood monster, from the waves of the Caspian Sea. In those cave-

                            
 

6 Today the Black Sea 
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temples, they worshiped the rising and the setting sun, which they 

called Apollon, who seemed to have the delicate taste of only allowing 

female hands to approach his altars, for which there were priestesses 

denominated Walkyries. And as they ascended towards the North 

Seas, they also discovered some ancient temples, where the worship 

to Nature and to the home predominated, transmitting to those 

peoples a kind of dependence on natural manifestations, such as the 

rain, storms, solar aspects, the phases of the moon, etc. 

Cults that, to tell the truth, seemed to keep the peoples in a long 

childhood, but like children they were harmless. And all this was 

attributed by those men, to the fact that in remote times, small or large 

branches of the Kobda Wisdom existed in those regions, brought from 

the valleys of the Euphrates to the vast domains of Lugal Marada, the 

Great Aitor of the countries of the snow. 

That night in the dining room in the Sanctuary of Mount Abarim was 

a night of ancient and modern history, in which networks were 

discovered that had been half-hidden by the centuries, with the ashes 

of their eternal swing. And as these nets unraveled, the luminous 

figures of a young Kobda could be glimpsed: Abel, who filled with elixir 

of Wisdom the alabaster amphora of a young princess, destined to be 

the guide of Nordic humankind: Walkyria of Kiffauser, seconded by 

that eternal couple: Alexis and Astrid, a magnificent continuation of 

Adonai and Elhisa, of the Kobdas of Neghada on the Nile7. 

The meal ended with the customary thanks-giving at the altar of the 

Seven Books, where the radiant thoughts of the Seven Prophets, 

whom the Essenes revered as their true teachers of Divine Wisdom, 

seemed to float like luminous wings. 

At sunset the next day, foreigners and Essenes undertook the 

journey through the dark galleries among the mountains that we 

already know, to have spiritual communion with the Masters, as they 

said. 

The snow fell on the mountains like a copious defoliation of white 

roses. It was the full moon and the eve of the first anniversary of 

Yhasua's birth. 

At what more auspicious time those beings congregated; those 

beings who, ignored by humankind, met in the dens of the mountains, 

representing the five religious ideologies prevailing in the civilized 

                            
 

7 Story contained in the work "Origins of the Adamic Civilization", by the same 
author 
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world! 

And humankind was unaware that in that remote corner of the 

Earth, among a small group of men, the immortal statue of faith in the 

future, was being carved. 

How could the humankind of that time assimilate that a flame had 

detached itself from the Supreme Atman which, individualized on the 

physical plane, was a God made man? 

Even less should men be expected to comprehend the 

fundamental importance of that underground congregation in 

preparing the paths of the Christ-man who had come. 

Once they arrived at Mount Nebo, from the underground gallery 

they climbed the rustic stone staircase that had access to the 

sepulchral cavern of Moses, which awaited them flooded with golden 

clarity. The immense chandelier with 70 candles resembled a great 

flower of dazzling and trembling light, whose reflections fell on the 

ivory face of the ancient mummy, imposing in its austerity. Seven 

bronze cauldrons hung from the roof lit a short while ago, were 

releasing like captive clouds with transparent and whitish spirals of the 

purest Arabian incense. It brought back the living memory of his Horeb 

Sanctuary to Melchior. 

— May God bless the Brother who walked the path alone, to wait 

for us with lighted candles and burning cauldrons! –said the Great 

Servitor aloud. – Who could have been?  

No voice answered his, because the Essenes were not 

accustomed to discovering their own good deeds, except when the 

good of a fellow man demanded it. 

The foreigners scrutinized all the faces with their eyes and found 

only the serene placidity of one who gives importance only to the 

imperishable and eternal. 

The great spiritual assembly began with the prelude music, 

composed expressly for the prophetic songs of Isaiah, of which a choir 

sang the fragments alluding to the Divine Word, glimpsed by the 

Prophet six centuries before his arrival. 

“As a child is born to us; The Son of Jehovah is given to us, he 

carries the principality on his shoulder and they will call him Admirable, 

Counselor, Son of Mighty God, born of the Eternal Father, Prince of 

Peace. The length of his empire and the peace will have no end on 

the throne of David and on his kingdom, for the Lord will establish him 

in righteousness from now on forever. Chapter 9. “How beautiful on 

the mountains are the feet of the one who brings glad tidings, the one 

who publishes peace, the one who proclaims good, the one who 
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spreads health, the one who says to Zion: Your God reigns over you! 

"Sing praises and rejoice, solitudes of Jerusalem, because the Lord 

has remembered your people, has comforted them, and has 

redeemed them." 

"Jehovah lowered his holy arm bare before the eyes of all nations, 

and all men on Earth shall see the glory of our God." Chapter 52. 

Immediately they silently settled on the dais, around the great 

cavern-mausoleum of Moses. And with their thoughts open to the 

Infinite, like a lotus to the dew of the night, they submerged 

themselves in that bottomless and shoreless sea of Uncreated and 

Eternal Love, which forges worlds and beings in the irrepressible 

whirlwind of its Energy and Power. 

Those with the greatest psychic developments and the greatest 

intensity of love, quickly joined their Egos in search of their voice of 

advice and wisdom; and their Egos told them with their noiseless, 

unmistakable voice: "You will have among you, the splendid radiation 

of the Christ, in the five terrestrial incarnations that have given rise to 

the five religions that you represent at this hour." 

But they kept silent and waited. 

And while they wait in the deepest recollection, let us see through 

the most subtle veils of the astral sphere of the Earth, the stupendous 

fluidic and ethereal works performed by the Superior Intelligences. 

Performed through those who were intimate disciples of the Christ, in 

each one of the personalities in which his sublime Intelligence 

manifested itself to men. 

Ubiquity is a divine power acquired by Intelligences that have 

reached the magnificent and complete spiritual development reached 

by the Instructor spirit of terrestrial humanity. This power consists in 

the fact that it is easy for them to clothe the subtle ethereal body of 

various personalities, which in a fairly distant time were a reality on 

the physical plane. 

And the five Superior Intelligence guides of Yhasua in that 

incarnation, put themselves at the head of the five spiritual legions, 

which having been in contact with the Messiah in the respective lives 

in which he would manifest, were in the necessary conditions to 

extract from the eternal planes of the Light, the sharp and clear vision 

of events that occurred in remote times, and separated from each 

other for long centuries and even for millennia. 

Suddenly the cavern turned into an infinite blue, in the center of 

which shone a huge gold and brilliant inscription that said: ecstasy. 

The inscription lasted a few moments and was quickly diluted in the 
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ether. 

They all understood that they needed to be in that spiritual state 

that was indicated to them, to be able to see and hear what they 

wanted. 

And they let themselves be submerged in the waves of topaz and 

amethysts of that great spiritual detachment, which in the superior 

mystical language, is called ecstasy. 

Those who, due to their physical state or lack of necessary 

cultivation, could not reach ecstasy, were invaded by a deep sleep, so 

that, detached from matter, they could see what, in a waking state, 

perhaps they could not. 

Under a large portico open in all directions, and which seemed to 

be made of sapphires and diamonds, appeared on a porphyry 

pedestal, a statuesque figure of a young and handsome man, with a 

dull physiognomy that approached the brunette, illuminated by dark 

eyes of infinite depth. His pale gold tunic and violet mantle moved 

gently as if undulated by a breeze that was not perceived there. As 

soon as this figure was designed, another one was shaped next to it, 

as similar to the first one as twins usually are on the physical plane. 

Only this one was dressed in a pale turquoise blue, and his hair was 

blond, and his eyes were the color of dry leaves. 

A third figure appeared on the infinite sapphire stage, and it was 

that of a Hindustani prince, his shield and cuirass shimmering with 

jewels, and poised to shoot his bow at a monster, which was bearing 

down on him furiously. 

The monster was a hideous mud-colored dragon, and it bore on its 

back the name, "Usurpation." 

Then there appeared, standing on a granite pedestal, a man 

beautiful in his virility, of extraordinary energy, holding in his right hand 

two huge stone tablets like two sheets of paper, where the Ten 

Commandments of the Law were engraved. 

And finally, an immense tree whose branches were bright 

emeralds, and sitting in its shadow, a young man dressed in a humble 

sackcloth the color of dry bark. From his hazel eyes, he radiated 

infinite pity, and sometimes there also flowed thick tears, which shone 

like sparks of stars, which sank into the folds of his hermit's robe. 

And the five radiant personalities manifested their thought 

according to the time in which they acted on the physical plane: 

Antulius, the great Atlantean philosopher, called Philo of 

Alexandria by his name and said to him: “Young man, you are 

indicated to repeat, at this hour, your life as Joseph son of Jacob, to 



 151 

light your lamp again in Egypt, because you will be the first precursor 

of Yhasua in his last messianic apostolate on Earth”. 

“The Anthulian wisdom that dazzled in its time because it was the 

most advanced that was known in the temples of science, is not 

different from those that, many centuries later, seemed to be founded 

on new principles and norms. 

“The Eternal Truth is only one, and it is the incomprehension of 

men that weaves different plots, with different colors, but woe to those 

who disfigure the Eternal Truth, to mold it to their greed and 

selfishness! 

“Socrates, Plato, Aristotle, and Ptolemy are the last four reflectors 

of the Antulian Wisdom. I want you to be the fifth, that is, the point of 

connection with the teaching of Yhasua, from the mountains of 

Palestine.'' 

That sonorous vibration as golden bugles faded into the silence, 

and Antulius's right hand rested on Abel's shoulder, the one with 

golden hair and topaz eyes. 

–The Wisdom of the Kobdas –he said. –That old legacy of the 

Lemurian Numu was more a song of fraternal love than a radiance of 

the Eternal Wisdom. The evil of men had found powerful weapons in 

the profound principles of Antulius to develop evil to its highest 

degree, and Divine Goodness gave rise to the Kobda Fraternity, 

whose fraternal love led to heroism, served as a curative elixir for the 

collective poisoning of cities and continents. 

"Science, perversely applied, had made men capable of all evil 

arts, and the pious Love of the Kobdas had to make them aware of 

their universal fraternity." 

“Melchior of Horeb, you represent the wisdom made mercy and 

love, of the Prehistoric Kobdas; may your School be the first radiance 

of Divine Unity in all the peoples of your race, which is called to spread 

out over several continents.” 

"Your approach to the cradle of Yhasua, forces you to be the link 

that unites the immense Kobda chain of the past, with the Christians 

who will arrive." 

And amid a silence full of softness and spiritual delight, the figure 

of Abel leaned his right hand on the shoulder of Krishna, the 

Hindustani prince, whose emerald tunic highlighted the contours of his 

golden breastplate, which admirably modeled his handsome manly 

silhouette. His tanned physiognomy gave him a look of strength and 

energy, which contrasted with the tender sweetness of Abel, Evana's 

son. 
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— “In the invincible justice of Krishna, the savior of humankind 

could also fit Love and Pity. The wonderful prism is the divine essence 

spirit, when it has climbed the peaks to which it is called to climb. 

Wisdom, Love, Mercy, and Justice are twin sisters born from the 

Supreme Atman, who under innumerable aspects, a blow of his 

sovereign breath forges laws, principles, and mandates, according to 

the degree of evolution of the humanities arising from his infinite 

plenitude. 

“Krishna with his bow outstretched destroying evil, which in multiple 

forms devours human creatures, was a symbol of Divine Justice that 

protects the little ones, the weak, the humiliated and outlawed, like 

another Juno from the lost ages in the remote Neolithic age. 

“Balthasar of Susian; Zenda of the days of Krishna, the Prince of 

Justice and Peace; last offspring of my allies from that distant hour; 

the union of the East with the West is entrusted to your care, as head 

of a School of Divine Wisdom, which has been based on my doctrines 

and principles, and which, already disfigured, has created 

separateness, which is destruction and death. From the royalty of 

Krishna's blood, the foundation was taken to forge the royal caste, the 

most privileged of all, forgetting that Krishna only used his princely 

powers to defend the most despicable social classes. From relatives 

who established themselves as founders of majestic liturgies, the 

priestly caste arose, which, twinned with the first, soon became iron 

chains for the people who one day heard the infinite softness of the 

Vedic hymns. But I know that you will one day respond to my voice, 

that will urge you to be a defender of the oppressed classes of 

Hindustan. Krishna is justice and he is peace. You will be too." 

The same silence of melodies without noise, and the polished hand 

of the Prince of Mathura, rested on the shoulder of Moses, radiant, 

who with his white and purple clothing, like a piece of snowy mountain 

reddened by the rising sun, seemed to wait his turn. 

The rays of light that emanated from his forehead acquired such 

intensity that they caused dazzle. 

— “I am the Law burned into the consciences of men! I am the 

inexorable and incorruptible Law that does not admit corrections, nor 

modifications, nor transformations, because it is the eternal 

conception of the Supreme Legislative Power, for all the globes of the 

Universe”. 

“You will worship the Lord your God, with all your soul, with all your 

strength, and him alone you will serve. And you will love your neighbor 

as yourself. It is a crime against your God, to take the Holy Name of 
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him in false oaths; it is a crime not to give your body respite or rest; it 

is a crime to abandon those who gave you life and deny them 

sustenance; all material and moral damage to your neighbor is a 

crime; the theft of another's treasure and the slanderous lie is a crime; 

adultery that throws mud on the honor of your neighbor is a crime; it 

is a crime to covet the property of others and deprive from their bread 

someone who, like you, has the right to life.” 

“I am the Infinite Law, vibrating like an eternal palpitation that never 

stops, and even though thousands of years and centuries roll like sand 

carried by a hurricane, it will always be the same, without change or 

variation. 

“Elder Essenes of Mount Nebo, who preserve this Law as a 

treasure, whose ten commandments I engraved on a stone, on a day 

that the Eternal Light preserves as an immortal epic. Yhasua will sing 

by your side his last melody of love for this humankind, who received 

him as Protector and as Instructor, as Judge, as Counselor, as Guide 

and as Savior, and who after each stage, destroyed his works and his 

doctrine, after having destroyed his life, as if it were possible to kill the 

Law, kill the Truth, kill the Idea, kill Love! 

“May your legendary silence be his shield, his strength, his spiritual 

formation, his awakening to his heroic Messianism of this hour, 

because it is in the country that sleeps at the foot of these forgotten 

hills of Moab, where he will open the furrows for his final sowing.” 

And when the radiant figure stretched out his arm and bent down 

to put his right hand on the shoulder of the hermit in the rough 

sackcloth, seated under the emerald tree, he rose quickly. And his 

sackcloth took on iridescent hues of many colors, as if opening his 

eyes half-closed in meditation, his eyes had woven with clarity the 

rustic threads of his dress. 

— “I am the annulment of man's inferior self, I am the silence of his 

beastly instincts, the destruction of desire, and the renunciation of 

everything that is temporary and ephemeral in the deceitful gardens 

of life. Humankind was sinking into an abyss of gold and mud, due to 

ambition and sensuality, taken to extremes of madness, barbarism, 

and crime. Pain, misery, and premature death, rule human societies, 

threatened with the fury of an avalanche that would drag everything 

to the abyss. 

“By Divine Law, Buddha understood like no one else, by internal 

illumination, that human pain is caused by desire. 

“What is pain but an unsatisfied desire? The one who loves, 

desires, the one who hates, desires, the king desires, and the vassal, 
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the rich and the poor, the young and the old, the healthy and the sick, 

the winner and the loser, all desire. 

“And from all this effervescence of tumultuous and contrary 

desires, man forms such a horrendous and gloomy psychic vault, that 

it makes impossible the infiltration of any light, any knowledge, any 

peace and any good. That's why I sought in the annulment of desire, 

the good of humankind. And by taking the measure of renunciation to 

extremes, I proved that every man can limit his desires to what is just, 

in order to annihilate evil, and tend to good on Earth. Buddha's life in 

other terms, was the perfect fulfillment of that eternal "Love your 

neighbor as yourself. " 

“With the price of just one of the robes of Siddhartha, Prince of 

Kapilavastu, a hundred human creatures could live without misery and 

hunger for a year. My luxuries were a mockery to the disinherited; my 

satiety of everything, was their hunger; my ornaments were their 

nakedness; my joy, their tears; and while I rested by the incense-

scented bonfires, they shivered with cold in the mire and frost.” 

“Renunciation opened the infinite heavens to the Buddha. And like 

Antulius, in his sidereal transports, I saw in my meditation, sitting on a 

mat, what the Divinity is, an infinite cluster of energies, powers, forces 

and love. An ocean without shores, formed by thousands of streams, 

each of which was an individuality in its time; an endless bonfire, 

formed by billions of living flames, which were individuality in their 

time. And understanding the evolutionary process of the souls, 

Buddha was able to affirm that the idea of a being representing the 

Divinity is puerile and typical of children; of a single Intelligence, 

marking routes to worlds and beings; of a single gigantic hand, holding 

in its palm the weight of the worlds. Every being had a beginning. Only 

the Eternal Invisible did not. Therefore, he is not a being. 

“And understood in meditation, the profound and stupendous truth, 

Buddha said without fear of being contradicted: “God is the set of 

perfect Intelligences”. The shortest path to that supreme happiness is 

the defeat of desire, that is, complete renunciation. 

“Gaspar of Bombay: do not fear the harsh qualification of atheist 

philosopher, which humankind will give to those who deny the 

personal individuality of God. The principle of Divine Unity placed on 

the Holy Mount of Kobda and Mosaic Wisdom, is the same unification 

of Intelligences understood by Buddha. The God-Unity is not 

individuality, but unification. Such must be the clarity of your 

understanding and discernment, to reach the conclusion that in all the 

personalities of the Divine Avatar, he could not teach but the one and 
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only truth. 

“God is the sum of all powers, of all energies, of all knowledge, of 

all perfections, of all love. The formidable sum of thousands of millions 

of units, which form closely united, the infinite creative force that we 

call God. Gaspar of Srinagar: I want you to be the golden bugle that 

sings towards the east and towards the west, with the interwoven 

notes of the MahaVastu and the Upanishad, because both are 

melodies of the Eternal Universal Troubadour”. 

The five luminous figures joined slowly as in a single beam of 

multicolored light, until out of all of them, only a single great golden 

glow remained as of an immense and living sun, which blazed in the 

infinite blue. 

And in the center of that sun that was gently turning pink, the 

delicate and tender figure of a child appeared, who was wrapped in a 

halo; a multitude of happy and radiant faces, which seemed to have 

been formed from the rays of light of the great sun, in which the first 

five figures merged. 

–Yhasua!... Yhasua! –All those present exclaimed in one voice, 

while the Christ-child, raising his right hand, made the sign of blessing 

of the great Masters, that is, with the index and the central finger, 

standing out from the closed hand. 

All foreheads bowed, and the cavern was filled with countless 

voices singing in chorus: 

"Glory to God in the infinite heavens and peace on Earth to men of 

good will!" 

Between the contained sobs of indescribable emotion, the 

harmony of the Eternal Harps slowly faded away, and the splendid 

and tender vision dissolved in the ether, until nothing was perceived 

other than the tremulous oscillation of the flame of the candles, and 

the soft perfume of the incense, which had turned to ashes in the 

burning embers of the cauldrons. 

None was the owner of freely handling their matter, semi-annulled 

by the intensity of the subtlest vibrations of so many superior 

Intelligences, which in the fullness of love and joy, had descended 

from heavens to the abrupt enclosure of the cavern of Moses. 

They returned to the Great Sanctuary well after midnight, and with 

a simple “see you later”, pronounced in a barely low voice, each one 

took refuge in his cell of rocks, where a dais upholstered with skins 

and a soft wool pillow awaited them for resting. And a few moments 

later the Great Servitor with the youngest of the Essenes, went 

through the cells one by one, leaving in silence on the writing bench a 
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bowl of hot wine with honey and in the center of the pavement, a 

brazier with burning embers. 

The hospitable diligence of the Essenes found a tender 

manifestation even on that memorable night. 

Three days later the foreigners came down from the mountains to 

join the caravan, which passed from month to month to Sela, a point 

where the four had met and where they had to separate, each heading 

for their native country. 

The Divine Light that guided them from the distant homeland was 

truly the "Star of the Magi", of which the pious belief of Christian 

childhood made a tender legend. 
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9.  Maran-Atha 
 

While the Eternal Word, made child, slept wrapped in the gold and 

pink mist of that charming unconsciousness that we call childhood, let 

us take advantage of the time, dear reader, to take a look at the 

preparatory work carried out by human groups, which due to their 

determined consecration to meditation and study, conquered the right 

to possess the great divine secret: the advent of the Word of God in 

the midst of humankind. 

The way in which these groups used the great secret for the good 

of human evolution is what we will see in this passage. Before 

separating in the Great Sanctuary of Moab, they searched for and 

composed with the elements of the Syrian language, which would be 

spoken by Yhasua, a phrase that would unite all the subjects of said 

groups in a single thought, and that at the same time would serve 

them to recognize each other, since they had taken the great 

resolution to launch themselves into the midst of humankind, like 

homing messenger pigeons, in search of souls that were prepared for 

the divine message that was coming. And this phrase was: Maran-

Atha, whose meaning is this: "Our Lord has come." 

A phrase that when whispered in the ear, would discover those 

whose degree of evolution and lucidity of conscience had already 

announced them that the solemn hour dreamed of by the Prophets 

had arrived. 

The three travelers from the Far East, and Philo, the young student 

philosopher from Alexandria, had agreed with the Elders to make the 

greatest efforts to open Schools of Divine Knowledge in as many cities 

and towns as possible without arousing suspicion or bitterness from 

the constituted powers in several countries. 

Balthasar of Persia, had in Babylon a classmate named Budaspe, 

who withdrew from the common sanctuary to take care of his elderly 

mother and four orphaned nephews, whose parents, killed in a 

popular riot, had left them in the greatest despair. Friendly words, full 

of hopes and promises made to the voluntary sacrifice, coming from 

the soul of Balthasar to that of Budaspe, had kept the lamp lit in the 

latter in such a way that it didn’t take him long to reanimate the flame 

until it formed a living torch. 

And in the middle of the second year of Yhasua's birth, Balthasar 

moved to Babylon, and under the greatest silence without clarions nor 
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boasting, he opened a small School in the big city. There he began 

giving lessons in Astronomy, medicinal Botany, preparation of syrups 

and healing ointments, preparation of clay plates for engravings, and 

finally Astrology and Divine Wisdom, that is, the Science of God and 

souls. And fulfilling the resolutions taken with the Seventy Elders of 

Moab, after the first studies, which were only a means of bringing 

disciples closer to observing their abilities, the first step was in that 

sublime "Maran-Atha" and to prepare to await him, it was necessary 

to have a pure life. 

The exterior symbols formed an important part in all the religious 

Schools of antiquity and of the pre-Christian era. 

And the Seventy Elders of Moab and the travelers from the Orient, 

considering that humankind in general was still in infancy, resolved 

that the beginning or initiation to a purification and change of life, 

should be a material act. And this act was to impress the minds of the 

neophytes in a way that they would never forget. It was what in the 

Chaldean language was called Sabianism, which means baptism. 

It had to be performed after seven days of recollection and silence, 

repentance, and prayer, in which the neophytes reviewed their 

previous life and measured their strength for the life they would 

undertake. They were dressed in white tunics and entered a pond or 

stream of clear water, which was poured on their heads saying: 

 

"As these waters of God wash your body,  

may your soul be purified by repentance  

because Our Lord is coming." 

 
 And the neophyte would reply:  

"Welcome to my heart." 

 
The ritual which was used in those distant days was simple and at 

the same time profound. At that time the spiritualist humankind was 

preparing to receive the Great Being who had to annul all external 

formulas to leave nothing more than the full and voluntary submersion 

of the soul in Divinity, which is the culmination of the inner life. 

And this practice spread through the hidden and secret Schools 

that were opened in Palestine, Syria, Chaldea, Persia, and Arabia to 

prepare souls for Yhasua's mystical sowing of love. 

 

* * * 
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Meanwhile, Gaspar moved to what had been his domains where, 

unknown to those whom his generosity had made great, with extreme 

precautions, he was able to open two small Schools of Higher 

Knowledge, disguised under the aspect of a Srinagar Engraving 

Workshop 

From the teaching of these manual works, those who were able to 

pronounce the statutory Maran-Atha passed to the preparations for 

higher studies. Brahmanism was in its heyday in Hindustan, having 

already banished Buddhism from the peninsula, relegated to Nepal in 

the slopes of the Himalayas. And wary of a Buddhist revival, they 

spied on every movement that might reawaken the fascinating human 

equality, taught and practiced by the sweet lyric of renunciation and 

stillness. 

Melchior, the dark-skin prince, and the most ardent and vigorous 

of the three oriental travelers, had introduced a group of adepts of his 

School, in the lands of Egypt, beyond the Red Sea and on the very 

banks of the Nile. 

They went as merchants of perfumes and essences from Arabia 

and taught the art of preparing them. And stating that he wanted to 

make combinations with the most aromatic exotic flowers of Philae 

Island and Ipsambul, he managed to take possession of the 

underground temples of the mentioned capital on the banks of the 

Nile, and of another abandoned temple on the famous island of Philae. 

And considering that in truth, for the collection of certain flowers and 

their preparation they needed to carry out meteorological and climatic 

studies, he installed an astronomical observatory with all the elements 

that at that time were used for stellar studies. From the floral botany 

classrooms, the most advanced students passed to a higher grade, 

where they began with nocturnal ablutions in the waters of the Nile, 

when the moon was at its zenith. These were the ones who could 

penetrate the secret of that "Maran-Atha", which ran softly and silently 

through valleys, meadows, and mountains, like a mysterious call to 

the depths of the consciences that were awakening from lethargic 

sleep, like chrysalises from their cocoon. 

Finally, it remains for us to expose the way in which the young 

scholar of Alexandria, Philo, fulfilled the pacts made with the Elders of 

Moab. 

Next to Lake Merik, a magnificent work with which Pharaoh 

Amenemhet III immortalized his name, there were enormous ruins of 

ancient temples also built by this Pharaoh, including the famous 

Labyrinth. One of these ruins stood among a forest of palm trees, 
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myrtle trees and tamarind trees, and the good preservation state in 

which they were found, denoted that they had been a temple, built in 

times much later than the other great buildings. Two villages of 

farmers and antelope herders used it as a storehouse for grain and as 

a stable for their cattle. And the young Philo introduced himself and 

six of his companions among the peasants, under the pretext of 

buying all the production of ostrich eggs and dates to trade with 

Mediterranean ports. In Ashkelon he had relatives and in Hebron, he 

had a brother, named Zechariah, who was a priest and Essene in 

charge of providing food items to the hidden Essene Sanctuaries. 

Philo wanted to establish a School following the Essene model, and 

by this means maintain links with the Elders of Moab, without 

departing from the great School of Alexandria that encompassed all 

branches of human knowledge. The young student, endowed with 

clear ingenuity, understood that the Alexandrian School of Ptolemy I, 

its founder, after three centuries, was no longer the same as in those 

glorious days, but had fallen under the tutelage of rulers, that were 

incapable of great ideals. It had begun to degenerate into a crude 

mythology of gods and demi-gods sponsors of the multiple festivities, 

which the whim of the sovereigns was creating as a means of 

satisfying the low instinct of the people. And meanwhile, the Seventy 

Elders of the Great Sanctuary of Moab had decided to go outside in 

shifts of seven, every six months, to visit the small sanctuaries, the 

farms of Essenian families and the most remote little towns and 

villages, wherever even a single Essene kept the light on. And the 

mystical and silent "Maran-Atha" spread like an invisible mist from the 

heights of Moab to the shores of the Mediterranean. And from the 

rugged and gloomy solitudes of the Dead Sea to the populous city of 

Tyre, center and focus of Roman paganism in the Middle East. Since 

ancient times when Tire was nothing more than a fortress on a rocky 

islet far from the coast, an old sanctuary or tower, had remained as a 

vestige of the ancient power of the Tyrians. Gloomy and sinister tower, 

due to the innumerable legends of apparitions and ghosts that ran 

among the common people, for whom only demons that disturbed 

peace and health could arise from that temple-fortress. In reality, it 

was a refuge for lepers thrown out of all the population centers like 

filthy scoundrels. The therapists had slowly turned into a clean and 

comfortable hospice, the part that was clearly seen to have been the 

private sleeping quarters of solitaries and Buddhist monks, according 

to some dim inscriptions that the centuries had not entirely obscured. 

While the large circular room in the center, whose quartz roof made it 



 161 

appear flooded with a golden mist during the hours of the sun, and a 

diaphanous bluish on moonlit nights, was designated as a large 

preparatory classroom for students initiated in the science of God and 

souls. 

The therapists, free doctors for the town and even more so for the 

disinherited, had obtained from the Imperial Legate of Syria, who was 

the highest representative of the Government of Rome, permission to 

occupy that old tower, as a hospice for lepers and infectious patients 

in general. Not only did this not arouse suspicion of any kind, but it 

was regarded as a highly beneficial work of those inoffensive popular 

doctors, since they spared the wealthy classes of the big city the sad 

spectacle of such appalling human miseries. 

One of the patients in the asylum there, who suffered from epilepsy 

to a very advanced degree, during one of his frightful deliriums, sank 

a slab of the floor by throwing himself on it with all his strength, and 

fell to the bottom of a black hole from which rose a strong wind with 

the scent of water and silt. The poor epileptic was killed in the fall, but 

this was the reason the therapists made a good discovery. That humid 

and gloomy black hollow was the beginning of excavations that 

extended to the slopes of Mount Lebanon, where there were beautiful 

grottoes covered with vegetation, and from where crystal-clear water 

leaks emerged that could provide great services for further purposes. 

The ardent enthusiasm of the apostolate impelled them to transform 

the caverns of the mountains and the ancient ruins of fortresses, or of 

ancient, abandoned Sanctuaries, into a temple of wisdom. 

Mount Hermon, the highest peak of the Lebanese Mountains, 

reminded them of the limit they had reached towards the North. 

Because in its beautiful grottoes covered with leafy trees and 

abundant fruits, there was one of the newest Essenian sanctuaries, 

but also the one more exposed to being discovered, even if the 

jurisdiction of the powerful Hierosolymitani priesthood did not reach 

there, which in truth was the only enemy of the Essenes. 

That excavation, which the fall of the unfortunate epileptic 

discovered to the nurse therapists, had remained since the remote 

time when King Hiram of Tyre, by means of large embankments of 

earth and stones, united the islet of the old fortress with the 

populations of the coast, thus forming the great maritime city of the 

Eastern Mediterranean. The great influx of merchants from all the 

regions of the East and of ships from all along the coast of the 

Mediterranean Sea extended the heterogeneous population of the 

great capital towards the slopes of neighboring Lebanon, whose 
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slopes of green and exuberant vegetation were covered with lavish 

dwellings as well as with modest cabins. 

And the Essenes, precursors of Yhasua, men of silence and 

meditation, found that this excavation, which started from the subsoil 

of the tower of Melqart and continued to the great caves of Mount 

Lebanon, from whose filtrations the Jordan was born, greatly 

shortened the distance to Mount Hermon Sanctuary, and offered them 

the advantage of making it almost half the way without being seen or 

observed by the inhabitants of that region. 

Going through the excavation with great caution led them to an 

immense grotto that presented signs and vestiges of having been 

dedicated to the ancient Phoenician rites of Astarte, the goddess of 

all goods. There they found an Adonis god carved in wood on a black 

stone catafalque. It was therefore the tomb of the lamented husband 

of Astarte, who according to the Phoenician cult and belief died of love 

every year in the summer full of flowers and fruits; and was 

resurrected when winter came with its frost and snow. 

The great solitude of that place and a few dilapidated abandoned 

cabins suggested that it was not a pleasant place to use as bedroom. 

Some goat herders told them that people were fleeing from that 

grotto, whose resounding echoes and lamentations proved to be 

inhabited by evil geniuses. 

The Essenes, men of study and superior knowledge, searched for 

the cause of such sounds, which they were in fact able to verify. In 

artificial or natural cracks or gaps in the cave, they had cleverly placed 

innumerable copper horns of various sizes and structures, in the 

direction of the winds, and these were the ones that produced the 

sounds and lamentations that terrified the people. 

No doubt, the believers in Astarte and Adonis simulated in that way 

the lamentations and cries for the death of the god of flowers and 

fruits. Soon the stone catafalque became an altar where the Tables of 

the Law of God and a candlestick with seven candles, representing 

the Seven Essenian Prophets, occupied the interior of the grotto, and 

the copper horns were transformed into cauldrons to burn incense in 

adoration to the Most High, while his Children let their thoughts fly in 

fervent prayer. The moans ceased immediately, and the therapists 

received great consideration from the few inhabitants of that feared 

place, since they had dominated the bad tempers that disturbed the 

peace and tranquility of the farmers and shepherds. 

And when Herod the Great had a marble temple built nearby as an 

offering to the reigning Caesar, it did not even remotely occur to him 
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that 200 meters away there was a sepulchral grotto of Adonis, which 

some humble solitaires transformed into a house of prayer to wait for 

that Liberator of Israel, whose approach, announced by the Prophets, 

he feared so much. And even less, that this Light-Man, the 

transforming genius of human society, would rest in that grotto a few 

years later, while he meditated, at the end of his days, in the strange 

situation in which he found himself placed, among Roman paganism 

whose exponent was Tyre, and Jewish monotheism, represented in 

Jerusalem. 

Neither did the pagans nor the worshipers of the One God 

understand him. Where would his tender soul, of messenger dove of 

Truth and Love, tend to fly? 

And in that hidden grotto, less than a day from the great 

Mediterranean capital, where pleasures, lavishness, and luxury 

absorbed the lives of beings, the lyrical dreamer, the visionary genius 

of fraternity and love among men, would let that phrase of bronze and 

fire germinate and reach maturity in silence and meditation: "Only by 

love will man be saved." 

While the Essenes multiplied to amplify their preparatory work, 

their other noble allies in Persia, Hindustan, Arabia, and Egypt did the 

same. 

Philo, the young student from Alexandria, who had hidden his 

ideological and religious goals under a trade between Alexandria and 

Ashkelon where he had relatives, made a trip to the land of his 

ancestors. He went to Hebron, where his stepbrother Zechariah, or 

Facega of Jaffa, usually resided. He was a priest of mature age 

married to Anne Elhisabet of Jericho, second cousin of Myriam, 

mother of Yhasua. They had not had children in their youth, but as 

had happened to Joachim and Anne, Zechariah and Elhisabet had 

already received in the twilight of their lives, the divine gift of a male 

child, born 12 months before Yhasua, son of Myriam and Yhosep. 

When Elhisabet felt like a mother, Zechariah, while on duty in the 

temple, had a vision that Jehovah would grant him a son, great among 

his servants, who would bring with him the spiritual and magnetic 

strength of Elijah, his same breath, his same powerful and terrible 

vibration. But that he would be a martyr to the vile sensuality and 

perfidy of a woman. And on the astral canvas of his vision appeared 

the severed head of a man from which flowed a stream of blood that 

formed a path of light, down which a young man descended in a 

serene glow of all the colors of the rainbow. This clairvoyance made 

such a deep impression on Zechariah at a time when he was offering 
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holocaust on the Altar of Perfumes, that he remained speechless with 

his throat oppressed as if by an iron hand that did not allow him to 

articulate a word. 

And the noiseless voice of the beautiful young man in the vision 

told him: “When your son opens his eyes to life, you will recover the 

use of speech. His name will be Yohanan.” The good man fell to his 

knees and touched his forehead to the cold pavement of the Temple, 

an attitude widely used by the Hebrew Essenes, whose deep humility 

led them to want to merge with the dust of the earth on which they all 

trod. This is how his fellow servants found him in the Temple: Simeon, 

Ezra, and Eleazar; without Zechariah being able to give any reason 

for what was happening to him. A few days later he was able to write 

on a wooden planchette: "The Lord announced to me a son who will 

be a prophet and will be called Yohanan." His companions thought he 

was crazy, and one of them accompanied him to a farm that the couple 

had in Juttah, very close to Hebron. They found his wife there and 

through her they knew it was true that she was going to be a mother. 

When the child was born, his mother died and Zechariah Facega 

transferred his assets to his closest relatives, including his brother 

Philo. And later retired with his newborn child to the Sanctuary of 

Mount Quarantine, leaving his newborn in the care of Bathsheba, the 

good woman we already know from Andrew's Farm. 

It can be said that the boy Yohanan, later called the Baptist, was 

born and grew up among the austere asceticism of the Essenes, in 

whose lofty doctrine he steeped himself from his first steps in life. His 

father, who concentrated all his tenderness on him, visited him almost 

daily. Because in spiritual clairvoyance they were warned that he was 

the reincarnation of a great teacher, the ancient Prophet Elijah, who 

arrived as an advanced herald of the sublime Prince of Love, Peace, 

and Fraternity among humankind. 

And while Yhasua grew up in Nazareth of Galilee under the 

immediate tutelage of the Essenes of Tabor and Carmel, Yohanan 

also grew, stronger and more vigorous than the former, under the 

loving supervision of the Solitaries of Mount Quarantine, where he 

was taken when barely seven years' old. 

The Essenes had to use great rigor continuously to educate and 

govern the child, in whom the great spirit of the one they considered 

the greatest of all, after Moses, was captive. The clairvoyants above 

all, who saw him almost continuously enveloped in that powerful fiery 

aura of the spirits of Justice when an advanced evolution 

accompanies them, felt greatly inhibited in treating him like a child. 
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This gave reason for Yohanan, while sleeping peacefully in his cell 

next to his father's, to detach his spirit from his matter, and manifest 

to them in the Sanctuary with a severe countenance. And with his 

thoughts like flashing lightning, he made them understand this simple 

speech: 

 

“Essenes, sons of Moses: if you want to be faithful to 

your solemn pacts of this hour, do not see in me that 

Elijah who traced routes of austerity and purity and of 

the development of high spiritual powers, but the child 

Yohanan who comes to you so that you help him to 

awaken to his reality of these moments, through the 

severe spiritual and moral education that you must give 

to every child who brings a mission. If you do not do 

so, the Eternal Law by its own means will take me out 

from among you, who show a sensible weakness by 

my side, and will take me to those who valiantly 

cooperate in my development and spiritual awakening.” 

 
The vision vanished in the radiant atmosphere of fire that flooded 

the souls with energy and the bodies with strength and vigor. Those 

very vivid lights that lasted for a long time, made the Essenes of Mount 

Quarantine clearly understand, of what nature were the great fires of 

heaven that during the physical life of Elijah appeared to the sight of 

many. Even that immense flame that Elisha, the favorite disciple, saw 

with the vague forms semi-diluted in the ether of a chariot of fire in 

which the soul of the great Prophet ascended to the heavens. 

 

* * * 

 

When young Philo arrived at his stepbrother's house, he found the 

sad news of his widowhood. And being designated owner of the Juttah 

Farm by a transfer that he made to him, he installed in it a small School 

of letters and manual works. There he appointed as a teacher a young 

man named Andrew of Nicopolis, who was an artificer in writing on 

papyrus, on wood, and on clay. 

In the growth and activities that this small School developed, 

Nicodemus and Joseph of Arimathea had great participation in later 

years, as we will see later. 

For the organization of this small School, Philo stayed in Judea for 

about a year, in order to establish it on solid foundations and under 
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the auspices of the therapists of Palestine, who traveled the country 

in all directions. This greatly facilitated their finding appropriate 

students for such classrooms. 

It was at that moment that Rabshakeh, Herod's favorite magician, 

could no longer conceal from the King that the travelers from the East 

had slipped through his hands, without his numerous spies being able 

to obtain any trace of them. The royal anger had no limits. And after 

learning from the mouths of all his magicians and augurs that the 

Liberator of Israel was born on the day of the great planetary 

conjunction that we know and that at that time he must have been 

about two-year-old, he ordered the dismemberment of his favorite 

magician and a hundred lashes to the others for not having been able 

to find out with their hidden science the whereabouts of the feared 

child. 

And it was to calm his anger and at the same time exterminate the 

descendant of the Kings of Judah who had arrived, that he ordered 

the death of all the children born in Bethlehem in the days of the 

planetary conjunction. 

A Bethlehemite woman by the name of Jael, married to one of 

Herod's soldiers in charge of killing children, took pity on the children 

of her native land, among whom were the children of her brothers. 

And knowing that the pilgrim therapists were men of influence and full 

of mercy for all the persecuted, she ran to the hospice house for the 

sick, which they had next to the pool of Siloam where she was sure to 

find them. She gave them the warning, not thinking about the Christ-

child of whom she had no news, but about saving the children of her 

relatives. 

A young weaver named Thaddeus, a close relative of the regent 

therapist of the Siloam refuge house, was sent at full speed on his 

good horse to deliver the news to Galilee, to the Elders of the caves 

of Tabor. Because they feared that some of the Bethlehemite mothers, 

to save their children, would give away the news of which was the 

child they were looking for, and that having been born in the house of 

Elkanah and Sarah, they would know where he was. One of the 

therapists also left for Bethlehem, which was only a day's journey from 

Jerusalem, to warn Elkanah of the danger that threatened his house, 

so that he would be safe, as well as his companions Alphaeus, Josiah, 

and Eleazar. Because, if there was an accusation it would also affect 

them, known the intimate friendship with Elkanah the weaver, whose 

house they frequented daily. 

The four friends became one, to help Eleazar, who having small 
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children, was more in danger of falling under the ax of the 

executioners. When the shadows of the night fell on Bethlehem and 

its mountains, which the first snows had begun to whiten, the four men 

and the two women, Joanna, Eleazar's wife, and Sarah of Elkanah, 

mounted on donkeys with the smaller children, marched towards the 

village of En-Gedi to take refuge in the caves of Mount Quarantine, at 

the entrance of which was as is known, the Andrew’s Farm. 

The therapist who brought the news, toured all that night the 

Essene homes where there were children of the age of the Christ-

child, to put them to safety. And he himself pointed out to them the old 

tomb of Rachel to the northwest of Bethlehem, the one that had 

access to a huge grotto inhabited at times by some elderly, homeless 

beggars, or by some persecuted by priestly and royal hatreds. Others 

went to the pools of Solomon, among whose ancient constructions 

was the entrance to the resplendent grottoes in another time of gold 

and jasper, burnished bronze, and fine marble, where the king of great 

loves celebrated his secret nuptials with Bilqīs, the charming queen of 

Sheba from distant Ethiopia, in order to hide her from the daughter of 

the Egyptian Pharaoh, who was the wife-Queen. 

In that labyrinth of mountains, between which ran the aqueduct that 

ended in the ponds, several families could well hide. They would then 

be helped by the Essenes of Hebron and Juttah, where the Farm-

School that used to be Zechariah’s was located and where Philo of 

Alexandria lived then. Aware of the threat that weighed on Yhasua 

child, he left everything and ran to the port of Ashkelon to take the first 

ship that set sail for Tyre. Because he learned from the messenger 

therapist that Myriam and Yhosep had left that same night with the 

child towards Ptolemais, to embark towards the Phoenician capital, 

where they would be safe from the fury of Herod. 

But Philo, who because of his connections and knowledge of the 

political machinery of those times, knew that the Imperial Legate of 

Syria would not displease Herod, a great friend of Caesar, was sure 

to convince his Essenes allies and the parents of Yhasua, that taking 

him to Alexandria was what would offer the most security for his life. 

He told the therapists and the leaders of the little Hebron School: 

"I am taking the Child with his parents to Alexandria until the danger 

passes." And in Judea, all those who were in the secret, were 

convinced that Yhasua was taken to Egypt. 

Let’s see how events unfolded afterwards. 

At the height of Kaphar, the sailboat in which Philo was traveling 

was hit by a furious storm that delayed his arrival at the port of 
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Ptolemais, where he expected to find the therapists who were taking 

Yhasua with his parents to Tyre. 

But the delay of the storm prevented this from happening, and 

when young Philo reached Ptolemais, the travelers he sought would 

already be arriving at Tyre. He continued his journey to the Phoenician 

capital, where the Christ-child, only 22 months old, had gone to seek 

refuge from the pagan idolaters, because of the persecution to death 

that he was subjected to in his native country. 

He had been placed with his parents in the ancient tower of 

Melqart, which the therapists had long since transformed into a 

hospice for lepers, invalids, and orphans. Under those gloomy vaults 

and huge colonnades covered with ivy, under those old, crenellated 

walls, where the rabble of suffering humankind took refuge, he 

entered stealthily with his parents. The one who would one day say to 

the multitudes: “I am the light of the world, and whoever follows me 

does not walk in darkness.” "I am the way, the truth and the life, and 

whoever hears my word will live forever." 

If some cautious bystanders passed by the unflattering 

surroundings of the dilapidated tower, they would say full of 

compassion when they saw Myriam and Yhosep enter, covered in 

heavy cloaks: "More unhappy lepers to hide their misfortune within the 

walls of the cursed tower." 

And the therapist who led them thought silently: “How deceitful and 

erroneous are the thoughts of men, when they see entering the tower 

as incurable patients, as waste of humankind, the one who years later 

will cure all human ailments with the supreme will of his Self, applying 

to them the stupendous force of his energy and his vitality!” 

In the great port of Tyre, no one could tell Philo what he wanted to 

know. In that multitude of merchant ships that arrived daily from all the 

ports of the Mediterranean, who could have paid attention to the 

humble travelers loaded with small packages and bundles, who at 

dusk on a gray and rainy day disembarked among a multitude of 

travelers and were lost through the alleys outside the walls of the great 

capital? 

Philo wandered for three days, disconsolate in his soul, through 

that city that was completely unknown to him, where prudence obliged 

him not to make inquiries that might arouse any suspicion. 

On the night of the third day, he fell asleep at the inn of a Jewish 

merchant of the jewelry trade, where the ship's captain had 

recommended him. His last thought had been this: 

"Yhasua, Son of the Most High... let me find you, if I can save your 
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endangered life!" 

And almost at dawn, he woke up with the vivid and clear memory 

of having spoken with Myriam, the sweet mother of the Anointed One, 

who told him: 

"Because in the distant days of glories and shadows for Israel, you 

were Nathan, Solomon's prophet consultant, and you saved 

Shulammite, from his love, stormy as a hurricane, it is that today she 

visits you in your dream, to tell you that she is not in danger as in those 

days, but in good safety with her son. And she awaits the time to return 

to the abandoned home. Go quietly, Nathan, good and sweet prophet, 

because Shulammite rests in safety”. 

Such intimate joy was transmitted to him by this most beautiful 

dream, that Philo went out as soon as the day was dawning to drink 

the sea breeze. In immensity of the sea, softly colored by the tints of 

twilight, he let float the golden gauze of his thoughts, of his grandiose 

and sublime ideals, of the lyrical daydreams of his soul as a visionary 

of the future. In it he saw new worlds rising, new humanities 

regenerated by the Love of Yhasua climbing golden summits of the 

sun, where there was neither pain nor selfishness, nor any evil, but 

only love as a new song, eternally renewed and eternally triumphant. 

These splendid mental visions were interrupted by the captain of 

the ship in which he had made the trip, who told him: 

–Do you stay here or come back with me? 

–I'm leaving with you. When do you leave? –asked the young man. 

–Today, before noon. 

–Good; we will go to the inn where your friend awaits us. I will pay 

and return to you. 

Hours later the young philosopher standing on the stern of the 

sailboat looking at the populous Phoenician capital, was thinking: 

— “Tyre... Tyre! Proud queen of the sea in other ages of greatness 

and glory for you... Between your towers and your palaces I have lost 

track of the sweet Yhasua, savior of men... Where will I find him 

again?” 

And when an intense emotion filled his eyes with tears and his 

heart with anguish, he seemed to hear an intimate voice that said to 

him quietly, but clearly and distinctly: 

–"In the Valley of the Pyramids I will return the visit you paid me in 

the cradle." 

Philo burst into great sobs, which were lost in the thousand noises 

of the wharf and in the running of the sailors as they weighed the 

anchors and the splashing of oars on the sleeping waves. 
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The ship that carried him had left its cargo of wheat from the valleys 

of the Nile and carried on board great bales of Tyrian purple and rich 

cloth and lace from Tyre, for the Egyptian princesses and high ladies. 

And for their palaces, it carried beautiful tapestries from Persia. And 

among all those riches and loads of great value, the young 

Alexandrian philosopher, lost among piles of bundles, quietly wrote in 

his notebook the details of his entire pilgrimage: Since he began his 

journey following Yhasua, until he felt that intimate voice, serene and 

very sweet, which had for him the solemn meaning of an honorable 

appointment with Christ, in the imposing solitude of the pyramids of 

the Nile. 

Although the ship stopped at some ports in Palestine, Philo did not 

disembark at Ashkelon, nor did he make himself known to his 

relatives, but continued directly to Alexandria. 

From all this the reader can well understand that a sea of 

confusion, doubts, and musings was formed regarding the place 

where Yhasua took refuge with his parents. The Essenes of Judea 

believed it in Egypt being led by Philo, just as he had said. 

The appalling tragedy of Bethlehem left the entire region 

submerged in fear and terror. And that same terror induced more 

expectations for new death orders for children under two years of age 

throughout that unfortunate country, which would see its entire male 

child population mowed down, only because of a fatal child that the 

mighty King Herod sought without being able to find, as if the Earth 

had swallowed him. 

The same terror placed a seal on all Essene lips, and fearing even 

the wind that carries the words, or that there were ears of spies of the 

king even among the branches of the trees, no one asked: Where is 

Yhasua? And if ever this question appeared on the lips of an Essene 

woman when meeting one of the therapists, he would shake his head 

negatively, while saying: 

 

“God knows and that is enough." 

 
Essene families of Hebron and Bethlehem, scattered throughout 

the mountains of Judea without reuniting until after several years had 

passed and many of whom remained definitively in the places, cities, 

or towns where they took refuge, naturally and logically continued to 

believe and affirm that the Divine Child was taken to Egypt to save 

him from Herod's persecution. The only possessors of the secret, that 

is, the therapists and the Elders of the Sanctuaries, were very careful 
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not to deny such news, since doing so ensured the safety of the future 

Savior of men. 

It is well known and notorious that oral traditions are maintained for 

almost as long time as written accounts. Numerous times it has been 

seen over the centuries that a tradition has been maintained with 

amazing fidelity, which sometimes is not found in writings, where 

many hands leave various traces in the noble desire to correct 

deficiencies and seek greater accuracy in accordance with the facts. 

And from this accumulation of stories, of memories, of traditions 

around the extraordinary and grandiose event (*the birth of the Christ-

man), the Christian chroniclers have had to find themselves in great 

difficulties in gleaning with skill and success, in that immense field of 

tradition and the tender and fervent memories of all those who kept in 

their hearts some scenes of this stupendous drama. 

If the biography of any man of relatively outstanding performance 

presents difficulties to historians due to the variety of assertions made 

by eyewitnesses or at least by those more immediate to them, what 

would be the case of deeds sovereignly transcendental? Such as the 

advent to the Planet of a being as extraordinary in his mission and in 

his life as Yhasua the Christ in his last epic of love for the benefit of 

this humankind. 

Therefore, the harsh accusations and censures directed at the first 

Christian congregations should be far from any lover of Christ, for not 

having succeeded in giving us the faithful exposition of all the events 

and occurrences of that great divine and human life at the same time 

of the Christ born as a man in the land of Israel. 

And much less, if we consider the historical truth of other facts such 

as the destruction of Jerusalem by Titus and the frequent collective or 

individual escapes of the first Christians persecuted everywhere. We 

should then accept that it must have been materially impossible to 

catalog, preserve, and compare some stories with others, and some 

memories with other past events. 

The first Christian chroniclers were persecuted and scattered like 

a swarm of bees to whom human unconsciousness did not leave even 

a miserable bush where to meet again. Is it not expected that the 

chronicles would be truncated or incomplete or contradictory in some 

points with others? 

The height of human evolution and of the mental and spiritual 

capacities to which we have reached obliges us, on the other hand, to 

recognize the greatness of the Divine Law and to bless it for having 

given man in the present hour the means of knowing the truth of all 
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the facts related to the Christ and his magnificent work of terrestrial 

human redemption. 
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10.  On the Summits of Lebanon 
 

What had become of the Christ-child and his distraught parents? 

We saw them enter under the thick cloak with which lepers covered 

themselves in the old tower of Melqart located in the old part of the 

city.  And due to the new constructions towards the green hills of 

Mount Lebanon, the old tower remained like a collapsed wall 

projecting towards the sea, which had its white lace of foam on the 

calm shore. 

The nurse therapists had taken them up to a small pavilion on a 

terrace covered with ivy where storks and seagulls nested and where 

flocks of blue thrush birds formed an orchestra of chirps at dawn. It 

was the only cheerful part of the ancient building for the sun flooded 

the terrace and the panorama of the sea, embroidered with white sails 

almost at all hours of the day, pleasantly distracted the imagination. 

Yhosep, gloomy and pensive, and Myriam crying silently, seemed 

to flood the dismantled pavilion with a wave of resigned and silent 

pain. There was no more furniture than the wooden platform attached 

to the walls where beds were arranged for them and a large oak table 

before the dais. On the table, some amphorae with water and wine 

and a basket of bread and dried fruit, was all that was offered in sight. 

One of the therapists, who hastily lit the fire for them, had told them 

as they left, “Here you are safe. Rest until tomorrow." 

The Divine Child, who was already one year and 10 months old, 

was not aware of the suffering of his parents, as is natural, and gave 

joyful cries and lively claps when the storks and seagulls landed in 

front of his door after great flutters, in which their white wings edged 

with black shone in the sun. 

 

And Myriam, looking sadly at him, sitting on a thick blanket next to 

the door through which the sun came in golden splendors, asked him 

in her lark's voice: 

— Who are you my love, that you see yourself persecuted by a 

powerful King? What do you bring to this world that the one who has 

everything in his hands covets your life? What can you take away, my 

beloved, from that King allied with Caesar, the Lord of the World? 

What shadow can you cast for him, my sweet blooming hyacinth, who 

is like a gigantic oak tree over the land of Israel?... May the Lord 

please decipher this impenetrable mystery, which so deeply grieves 

my soul! 

And her delicate hands, white as the wings of turtledoves that flap 
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in the water, continued spinning the white wool of her Nazarene 

lambs, to weave warm clothes for her little cherub, whom she loved 

so much and for whom she suffered so much. 

Yhosep, meanwhile, whose work habit was such that it caused him 

deep nostalgia to be in stillness, searched and found in the dark 

corners of that pavilion, some elements of manual work. He found 

thick bundles of wicker rods, reed bundles, hanks of vegetable fiber, 

all in a confused pile that denoted having been placed there, as if to 

leave other spaces empty. 

 

And bringing everything to where Myriam was, he told her happily: 

—Look, even if the King's wrath keeps us here for a year, my hands 

will never be idle. 

And he devoted himself to the work that Providence had in store 

for him with the same ardor and enthusiasm with which he worked in 

his workshop charging money to support the home. The therapists 

entertained them on winter evenings around the bonfire with the 

reading of the Holy Books and with their conversations saturated with 

that divine science of God and of souls, which lightens and softens 

the deepest anguish of life. 

Five months passed in this way, until the end of winter. And such 

was the caution and discretion of the nurse therapists, that none of 

the inhabitants of the tower noticed the presence of the guests of the 

Princess Lookout. That's how they called that little pavilion because it 

had been inhabited centuries ago by a descendant of King Hiram, 

involved in a conspiracy promoted by her husband to overthrow to the 

reigning Sovereign for her benefit. 

And by a strange coincidence, that captive little pavilion of an 

ambitious princess, served as protection and refuge to the one who 

would one day say to the crowds: 

"The foxes have their burrows and the birds their nests, but the Son 

of God does not have a stone to lay his head on." 

And when the snow began to melt on the peaks of the mountains 

and the slopes and valleys began to be covered with birds and 

flowers, Yhasua and his parents were lowered to the basement of the 

tower, where that poor epileptic fell one day, discovering the unknown 

path that led to the mysterious grotto of lost echoes that the reader 

already knows. From there, it was safe to continue the journey on 

donkeys to the Sanctuary of Mount Hermon, where the Elders eagerly 

awaited the Christ-child to shelter him in their arms until all danger had 

passed. The Elders of all the Sanctuaries agreed that the musty and 
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gloomy tower was not a propitious environment for the upbringing of 

the Divine Child, which was a room for incurably ill patients where he 

only stayed five months, until the winter had passed and a woman and 

a child of such a young age could get back to travel. 

The mountainous region of Lebanon was like a continuation of the 

smiling Galilean mountains, except in the former, everything was 

imposing, majestic in its grandeur, full of beauty and of infinite 

mysteries. 

The fact that the biblical poets, and in particular the King of the 

golden palaces and the loving songs, compared the beloved wife with 

the cedars of Lebanon, with their flexible palm trees, with their shady, 

closed orchards, like flower vases, is because those places were true 

regions of enchantment, where the prodigal Nature had overflowed its 

privileged magician gifts. 

— Our beloved Nazareth is becoming farther and farther away! –

Myriam would say to Yhosep each day they sat down to rest under 

that leafy vegetation. 

Two practical therapists from the region and from the shelters along 

the way, accompanied them pretending to be a family of mountaineers 

who had been shopping in the capital, and were returning to their 

native land. And since it was customary for several relatives or 

neighbors to join when making these journeys, no one was surprised. 

Furthermore, the troubled Palestine, the domain of Herod the Great 

and of the powerful clergy of Jerusalem, who dominated Judea as 

much or more than the King, was already far away, hence they 

shouldn't fear that his spies had reached such a long distance. 

Leaving the grotto of lost echoes, they were joined by the small 

caravan of a merchant from Ptolemais with two sons and three 

servants, who twice a year made this journey carrying rich fabrics, 

tapestries, linen, and purple from Sidon and Tyre to Caesarea Philippi 

and Damascus. From there he returned bringing the artistic chests of 

fragrant wood inlaid with silver, so that the Tyrian and Sidonian 

princesses would keep their perfumes and their love secrets; the 

delicate footrests like goblets carved in ebony, for the beauties to rest 

on, their small white feet, sunken between purple slippers trimmed 

with mother-of-pearl and gold. 

Haman, the merchant, had the misfortune to suffer a fall on the 

steep paths of the mountain. As a result, he suffered a dislocated 

spine that prevented him from walking on his feet for the few years 

that he survived this accident. 

The youngest of his children whose name was Thomas was only 
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17-year-old and was later one of the Twelve apostles of Christ. By 

accepting the lodging of the therapists in the farm, which gave 

entrance to the caves of the Mount Hermon Sanctuary, in the same 

way as Andrew’s Farm to the entrance of the Quarantine Sanctuary, 

the two sons of the merchant of Ptolemais, entered the Essenian 

Fraternity. They entered due to the enthusiasm that he aroused in 

them, the love, and the care with which the medical therapists 

dedicated themselves to relieving his father in the harsh emergency 

that we know. 

The young Thomas took great affection for Myriam's Child, whom 

he liked to lull to sleep with the arpeggios of his little ebony and ivory 

zither. 

The Sanctuary of Mount Hermon was one of those that enjoyed the 

most natural beauty and abundance. The fertility of those regions was 

wonderful. 

Given that the greatest wealth of those places consisted of the 

exploitation of their immense forests, most of the Lebanese 

populations were made up of workers or merchants in the woods and 

peasants and shepherds. These forests supplied some of the most 

appreciated wood for the construction of palaces, temples, and ships. 

Between the two streams that give rise to the source of the Jordan, 

existed since very remote times, a village that had been formed in a 

small valley at the very entrance of two parallel mountains. Dan was 

a small village of woodcutters and shepherds who were almost all 

family. It was a kind of tribe that lived in complete peace and harmony 

under the obedience of the oldest, whom they called the patriarch. His 

cabin was carved into the mountain itself and he lived there with his 

old companion, three sons already married, and several little 

grandchildren. 

The reader can already assume that that cabin was huge to 

accommodate the large family. The old man, chief of all that abundant 

offspring, was more commonly called “Grandpa James”.  

Well, this old man, his wife, and his eldest son Matthias, were the 

only possessors of the great secret of the entrance to the Sanctuary 

of Mount Hermon. 

To one side of the old couple's bedroom there was an enormous 

oak chest full of skeins of wool and vegetable fiber prepared to weave 

warm clothes and mats for the floors. The women in general dedicated 

themselves to these jobs, while the men axed trees, prepared planks 

or firewood, which immense caravans of donkeys and mules drove to 

the neighboring capitals. 



 177 

Behind those promontories of wool and fibers, there was a well-

hidden door that gave entrance to a long corridor made in the rocks. 

It opened out into a valley as deep as an abyss at the very foot of 

Mount Hermon. At the bottom of that abyss of exuberant greenery, a 

shallow stream ran. Over the stream, from shore to shore, the 

enormous trunk of an oak tree was half-stretched, which some 

cataclysm in the mountains had have half broken, without having 

affected or dried its branches. That corpulent centenary tree was the 

bridge that gave way to any audacious walker who entered that 

labyrinth of forests and rocks. This road was only known to 

Grandfather James and his son Matthias. As soon as the stream had 

been forded, a black grove of thorns seemed to block the way. But the 

road pilot of this path would remove some vines entangled between 

the trunks, and a small iron door was revealed. The door's respectable 

age made it resemble the same rocks in which it was embedded. 

Such was the entrance to the Mount Hermon Sanctuary. 

Woodcutters and shepherds from the region were already used to 

seeing the medical therapists arrive at their grandfather James’s 

house to stay from time to time when they came to collect medicinal 

herbs and flowers. And on those occasions the sick people of the 

region went to the grandfather's house so that the good therapists 

could remedy their ailments.  

And Yhosep and Myriam with their child in their arms arrived one 

afternoon at Grandfather Jaime's cabin with the two therapists who 

were guiding them. 

One of them had gone ahead and had this dialogue with the old 

man and his eldest son, Matthias: 

—Grandfather James, Jehovah sends glory to your house. 

— What glory is that dear therapist Brother? —asked the old man. 

—The Messiah born in Israel seeks shelter in your cabin for tonight. 

Would you give it to him? 

— Oh, my Lord sent by Jehovah! Where is he? where? so that my 

eyes can see him before I die? 

—At the entrance to the valley, he comes with his parents. But you 

must act as if they were part of your family in case someone sees 

them arrive. And when they have rested in your house, Matthias will 

accompany us to the Sanctuary, because they are already waiting for 

him there. 

—This house is your house, Brother therapist, and the Elders are 

the masters who rule, —said Matthias. —So do as you wish. 

When the old woman Zebai found out the great news, there was a 
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hubbub of preparations, of coming and going to arrange the suitable 

lodging. And among all the relatives the news spread that a niece of 

Zebai was arriving, whose husband was a carpenter bringing 

commissioned works, and sought to choose the most precious woods 

for the delicate chests and footrests that he had to make. 

Everything happened just as the discreet therapists projected it, 

and the only thing they did not get right was that they would go to the 

Sanctuary that same night. Because Myriam was agitated by the 

fatigue of the arduous trip climbing mountains, which produced that 

natural wear and tear of a trip full of impressions, worries, and even 

fear. Any encounter with unknown people terrified her, fearing they 

were the King's henchmen following in her footsteps. A strong crisis 

of nerves resolved in a silent cry, attacked her as soon as he entered 

Grandpa James's cabin. 

The tender and spontaneous cry of love from Zebai, who called her 

with all her soul, my daughter!, as she received her in her arms, hurt 

the most sensitive fiber of Myriam's most tender soul, which exploded 

like a lyre whose golden strings had been snapped. Between Zebai 

and Yhosep they took her to the warm bedroom that had been 

assigned to her. Once placed in her bed, her husband advised to 

leave her in complete rest saying: 

—It's nothing, the best medicine for her is rest and silence. Go, I'll 

stay here with the Child next to her bed until I see her asleep –he 

sighed tenderly. 

The little boy also fell asleep in the warm gloom of that bedroom, 

saturated with silence, peace, and tranquility. Myriam finally slept too, 

and after a while, Yhosep saw light up a pale pink light with golden 

hues. He looked around believing that some hidden lamp had been 

lit. But the light increased in intensity and filled the bedroom. Then he 

saw two human silhouettes being designed with more defined lines 

which, approaching each other, merged in a close embrace. In one he 

immediately recognized Myriam, although more splendid in her 

beauty than she was in matter. In the other he found a marked 

resemblance to her, and at the same time to the same child asleep in 

her arms. Intuition helped Yhosep discover the secret of those 

transparent characters in the subtle and luminous setting that the 

bedroom had become. 

—Yhasua and Myriam!... —Yhosep murmured softly, deeply 

moved. He understood that they manifested their thoughts to each 

other, although he couldn't understand clearly, he caught the wave 

with some certainty. 
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—It seems to me that Yhasua is telling his mother to live in peace 

and fear nothing because he still has a long way to go and no matter 

what men do, they will not make him die until the appointed time 

arrives. — Yhosep said to himself. 

He also understood what she was saying to him: "May I die, my 

son, before you, because I will not be able to live an hour without you." 

And he answered while caressing her: "God is the owner of the lives 

of men and his will is adorable above all things." 

The emotion filled Yhosep's eyes with tears, and his tears fell on 

the sleeping child on his lap. The vision slowly faded, and Yhosep, 

leaving the child next to his mother, went into the large kitchen-dining 

room of the cabin, which was where the fire was lit and where the 

whole family gathered at nightfall.  

The young mothers fed their small children and carried them to 

their beds bringing peace and quiet to the great central cavern. 

Afterwards, Zebai and her daughters-in-law continued spinning 

and weaving while the pots smoked in the fire and the bread for the 

elders' dinner was baked in the embers. The two guide therapists 

spoke separately with Grandfather James and his son Matthias. And 

after a while, the oldest of the therapists called the attention to the 

other sons and the older grandchildren of the old man so that they 

would listen to what they had to say. He told them the story of the birth 

of Yhasua, in which the Messiah awaited by Israel and announced by 

his prophets was incarnated. He told them about the persecution he 

was subjected to by King Herod and how the entire Essene Fraternity 

had taken the responsibility to saving and protecting the Christ-child 

until he reached the fulfillment of his sublime mission as Savior of the 

Men. 

He explained extensively what the Essenian Fraternity was, to 

which grandfather James and the eldest of the brothers, Matthias had 

belonged for some time and had already entered the second grade. 

One of the grandsons, named Zebeo, broke the silence with great 

impetuosity: 

—If my grandfather James and my father are from the Essenian 

Fraternity, I want to be part of it also from this very moment. 

He was only a ten-year-old teenager, who by the law of evolution 

and his alliances would later be one of the 12 apostles of Yhasua. 

The decision of the child Zebeo encouraged them all and old Zebai, 

who together with her husband had entered the Fraternity many years 

before, said with a voice trembling with emotion and happiness: 

— How many times have I begged Jehovah for this moment, which 
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He has yet to grant me, possibly due to my lack of merit! 

Under this beautiful impression the frugal meal was served and 

when everyone surrounded the table, Myriam appeared with her child 

in her arms and apparently brimming with peace and joy. 

—You're on time, —Zebai said, sitting her next to Yhosep, —

because we were going to start dinner. 

And Myriam's beautiful boy, who attracted all the eyes of those who 

no longer ignored who he was, was very amused standing on his 

mother's knee, playing with the oranges in a basket that was on the 

table in front of him. 

Completely oblivious to the admiration and love that he aroused, 

he rolled the golden fruits giving great shouts and laughter when one 

collided with another. 

Yhosep, guessing what everyone was thinking, picked him up in 

his arms and presented him to them while he said: 

—It seems fair to me that each of you seal with a kiss from the soul, 

the alliance with the Prophet of God, which He gives us as a pledge 

of love. 

They all kissed the boy who smiled at them while holding one of 

the oranges he was playing with in his little hands. 

They all said something, only Zebeo didn't say anything. Then he 

asked his father for him and took him back to the table where Myriam 

was. He ran out and returned with two beautiful tame turtledoves 

which he placed before the child, whose countenance took on an 

aspect of indefinable joy. 

—Now I'm asking you for a kiss, —he said while approaching the 

little boy, —because I did something that you liked. —The little boy 

held out his arms and kissed him long. Many years later, Zebeo, 

already a man, remembered this scene with a tenderness that brought 

him to tears and the Master, hearing it, told him: 

—With your turtledoves you won my heart back then and now you 

win it with your selflessness in following me. 

Amid this cordiality full of soft tenderness dinner was held. After 

dinner, Zebai and her daughters-in-law surrounded Myriam and the 

child, whose spontaneous joy filled all hearts with joy. 

No weariness or fatigue showed on Myriam's diaphanous 

countenance, for which the leading therapists thought in silence: 

—Tonight, we can take them to the Sanctuary. 

And when late at night old James made the final prayer: “Jehovah, 

Lord of all creation; Give rest to your servants and may the sleep you 

grant them repair the strength to start our work again at dawn”, 
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everyone dispersed to their private bedrooms and a great silence fell 

in the cabin. 

A little while later, the oldest of the therapists quietly knocked on 

Yhosep's bedroom. 

—Are you ready to leave tonight? –He asked him. 

—We are, take us whenever you want. 

A light was on in the bedroom of the old couple. 

They and Matthias waited there with the torches ready to light and 

Zebai's meek donkey already harnessed to lead Myriam along the 

secret path that we know. 

They pushed aside bales of wool and piles of vegetable fiber and 

behind the oak chest appeared a door that grew so wide that many 

rough wooden planks were pushed away from the enormous cavity 

where the corridor began. 

Yhosep helped mount Myriam, placed Yhasua on her lap, and 

covering both with a thick wool blanket, took the donkey by the bridle. 

This way he followed Matthias, who with a thick twist of waxed threads 

led the way through the darkness. 

Grandfather James and Zebai wanted to go with them to the stream 

that we already mentioned, and the two therapists closed that 

procession in the shadows, dimly illuminated by the lit lamps. 

—Providence has wanted us to be seven this day, —said one of 

the therapists. —Seven love lamps around the Word of God! Is this 

not a beautiful omen? 

—Too bad my lamp won't last long, Brother therapist, —answered 

Grandfather James. 

— Why do you say that? 

—Don't you see how the light already trembles in my hands? 

Eighty-nine times I have seen my vines covered with fruit, and you ask 

why I say so? 

—Don't talk about dying, grandfather, when we carry the Light of 

this world, — said the other therapist. 

—I have done this road more than 200 times since the therapists 

took me out of Galilee, with my Zebai, and brought me to this cabin. 

“I've been here 53 years and there were around four trips, do the 

math. In some it all turned out perfectly, in others, I was slipping into 

the overflowing stream above the famous holm oak bridge, and in 

others it cost me some work to escape the hungry jaws of the beasts. 

—But now you rest in Matthias, don't you? 

—Exactly, Brother therapist. But, since I know the dangers, I don't 

sleep until I see them return safe and sound. 
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— Your work is great and meritorious! 

—Do not think that I make these references to you so that you 

magnify me. If in my little capacity I had not even done this, what would 

I have to conquer eternal life? For working, eating, and sleeping, I 

don't think the Lord has to give me a reward. Don't you go from one 

place to another collecting lepers, paralytics and abandoned, with no 

other compensation than having them in your care and curing them 

for months and years? If I wanted to call myself an Essene, it must be 

to do something for others. 

—You reason and think well, Grandfather James. And perhaps 

taking this into account is that the Eternal Law has permitted that the 

One who comes for the salvation of men visits you in your own home 

before many others. 

—We are so grateful, Zebai and I, that we don't mind our solitude 

in these mountains, in exchange for this glory of hosting and serving 

Him. 

– And will it be for a long time? –asked the good woman, wishing 

without a doubt that the stay of the Divine Child in those mountains 

would be long. 

—God will tell. — answered one of the therapists. 

—That will doubtless depend on whether the King forgets his 

concern, relatively soon, — suggested the other. 

—Or that God's justice will take him out of the way, — old James 

added. 

Meanwhile, the boy had fallen asleep to the gentle rocking of the 

slow pace of the donkey that Yhosep was leading by the bridle. And 

Myriam, immersed in her thoughts of absolute surrender to the Divine 

Will, allowed herself to be carried away into the unknown, not without 

stopping to consider the strange circumstance that her son, whom she 

always heard called the Savior of men, had had to flee men from his 

earliest years. 

— How blind and wicked must be the men of this land, who thus 

persecute the one who comes to save them! –She thought of her 

simple and almost childlike naivety. 

Meanwhile, Yhosep was saddened thinking of his abandoned 

home, of his workshop entrusted to the honesty of two trusted day 

laborers, and of those five children of his first wife Deborah, to whose 

sister Salome they were entrusted in the city of Canaan, where he had 

relatives. 

—They are safe and happy, because Zebedee and Salome will do 

with them as Deborah and I would, —he thought, reassuring himself–
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. 

“They, who know the reasons for this hasty journey, will widen their 

hearts to love and care for my children. Because the home of Zebedee 

and Salome was lonely due to the loss of their first children and it will 

now be full of joy with my offsprings, who today are doubly orphaned. 

This memory tore at his heart like a stiletto and he paused for a 

moment to push Myriam's cloak aside and kiss the sleeping little one. 

—What's wrong with you, Joseph? –she asked him, sensing 

something painful in him. 

 —I was thinking about the distant home and about my abandoned 

children! –he answered. 

 

—And it is for my son that you have made so much sacrifice! –she 

exclaimed. 

— Yes, Myriam, for the youngest of our children..., for the one who 

will truly be the greatest of them all, Myriam!..., I swear to Jehovah, 

that even if I had to lose those children for this trip, I would bless God 

if I can save this one alone, who is His chosen Prophet. 

A little while later, Matthias stopped and said out loud: 

—We've arrived, listen. 

Everyone became silent and listened. In the immense silence of 

that beautiful spring night, they could hear the murmur of the stream 

that passed a few steps from the opening in the rocks through which 

they were going to come out. 

The enormous hole could already be clearly seen as outlined in the 

moonlight, which fell on the dark foliage of the cedars and oaks, like a 

subtle veil of illusion that enveloped everything with delicate 

transparencies. 

—Praise God! —said the old man—because my old legs were 

beginning to tremble. 

—Sit down on the stone benches at the exit, while I give the arrival 

signal, —Matthias warned, advancing toward the black grove of 

hawthorns that rose just past the stream. 

—What! —Myriam exclaimed, seeing him pass quickly on the 

enormous oak trunk laying across the stream. — Will I also go there? 

—Everyone, Myriam, we'll all go through there. But don't be afraid 

because I'll go with you –Yhosep replied. 

—No — interrupted old James. —She won't go through there. Wait 

a bit and you will see that the Elders have thought of everything.  

A little while after Matthias had disappeared behind the thorn forest, 

two Essenes in dark robes just like those used by therapists, appeared 
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following him. They brought two large planks and Matthias two 

enormously long wooden sticks. Among the three of them they laid 

out the planks next to the fallen oak. Some on one side and others on 

the opposite side, they held both poles to serve as handrails for 

travelers less accustomed to the rusticity of the passage. 

Yhosep carried the child in his arms, and with Myriam by the hand, 

they were the first ones to cross. 

Old James and his wife held the ends of the handrails on the 

opposite riverbank until everyone had passed. And when Matthias 

saw that they had all disappeared through the little black door opened 

in the rock, he put the planks back through it, closed it from the 

outside. A heavy bolt fell from the inside. And taking the donkey from 

the bridle, he returned with his parents to the great cabin that slept in 

deep stillness. 

A double row of lighted candles and Essenes covered with their 

white cloaks was the first thing that appeared to the travelers. 

There were 49 solitaires who inhabited that Sanctuary. 

At the end of that living gallery of loving souls and candle flames 

was the Servitor, a venerable Elder with a kind look, in which the 

emotion close to tears shone. 

He took a few steps forward and extended his arms asking for the 

child sleeping on Yhosep's chest. 

—Sing Hilarion, the most beautiful song of your life, because there 

was no other day for you more glorious than this one!..., — the Elder 

said to himself with a trembling voice as he gently hugged the sleeping 

Yhasua to his chest, as if nothing abnormal was happening around 

him. 

A profound silence allowed to sense the deep wave of emotion and 

tenderness that crossed touching all the souls, after which the Servitor 

Elder went presenting the Child to the avid looks of all the solitaries. 

The solitaries only dared to kiss the limp little hand as a broken rose, 

on the white clothes that wrapped the small body of the sleeping child. 

—As much as you love him, others hate him to the point of wishing 

him dead! –Myriam said tenderly at the sight of the tender love that 

the Essenes showed to her son. 

— If the haters knew who this child is and why he came to this 

Earth, they wouldn't hate him anymore. Men more unconscious than 

bad, are victims of ignorance. –Expressed the Servitor Elder, returning 

the child to his mother at the moment when the little one woke up 

rubbing his little eyes, which appeared dazzled by the bright light of 

so many candles that surrounded him. 
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—Eyes of infinite mercy!..., —some said. 

—Eyes of love without limit or measure! –added others. 

—Eyes that illuminate the paths of men!... 

—Eyes that shine God's Light on sinners, the sad, and the sick! 

And seeing that the boy laughed looking at his father, someone 

added: 

—Eyes of a child who ignores for the moment all the pains of life! 

And so, they were led to the room that had been prepared for them. 

None of all those who were there could know how long they would 

inhabit it. 

Yhasua spent there five years and seven months with his parents, 

receiving from the Essenes together with the sweetest tenderness, 

the principles of vast spiritual and moral education and instruction so 

that the sublime Spirit-Light, which was hidden under that envelope, 

would slowly awaken. 

Three times during that period, Yhosep went out, and traveled to 

Canaan of Galilee, where the children of his first wife were. He would 

arrive at night hiding like a man persecuted by the law. Then days 

later he would also come out at night and be carried by the therapists 

as if he were a poor leper wrapped in a heavy cloak. He followed the 

route that we know until he arrived again at the hospitable cabin of 

Grandfather James, from where he went to the Sanctuary of Mount 

Hermon that guarded his treasure. 

From the last of these trips, he returned bringing Myriam the news 

that King Herod had died in those days, consumed by a horrible 

cancer that had gnawed his throat to the core, causing him to exhale 

piteous cries that could be heard from a long distance just like the 

lamentations of Bethlehemite mothers when their children were 

beheaded. 

And that in all Israel, they said in a low voice, still fearing the dying 

King: 

—The Justice of Jehovah on the murderer of the innocent. 

In the fourth year of the residence of Yhasua in the Sanctuary of 

Mount Hermon, Hilarion, the Servitor Elder who had 92 years of life, 

gave his spirit to the Lord, having spent 64 in the Sanctuaries of Mount 

Carmel, Tabor, and Hermon. It was the first pain for Yhasua, who was 

already six-years-old, because the Servitor Elder was like a tutor, his 

mentor and even his playmate. 

He became a child with the great Child and lived his last years with 

a divine beatitude, as in an ecstasy of supreme love, from which one 

night he woke up in the immensity of the Infinite. 
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And the child Yhasua, whom his mother was unable to tear from 

the side of Hilarion's corpse, said every time to everyone who came 

near: 

—I call him so many times and he doesn't want to wake up!... 

Mother!...tell him to wake up because it hurts me to see him sleeping 

all the time.. 

After this first moment of pain, the holy child felt physical decline, 

due to a slight fever that seized him, for which he was put to bed. 

Hilarion was succeeded by Obdiah, in the position of Servitor of the 

Sanctuary and, hence, as the first instructor of the child Yhasua. 

At certain times, a guard of seven of the most advanced Essenes 

surrounded the bed of the sick little boy until after a few days, the fever 

disappeared and the boy returned to his usual games, and to the 

gentle task of his first education. 

And to show to what extent the Child-Light was enveloped in the 

glory of those holy loves that made his life a paradise, let us listen to 

the dialogue he had with his new Instructor. 

—Servitor, —he told him —I thought I would never be consoled for 

Servitor Hilarion having fallen asleep, whom I loved very much. But as 

you can see, I am consoled, and I feel like playing again." 

—It’s fair that it be that way, my son, —the Essene replied, —

because that is Jehovah’s Law that we live for a few or many years 

on Earth where we must leave this physical body to give freedom to 

the blue bird which sings as a prisoner here inside us. 

—And do I also have a blue bird in here? 

—Indeed, and how beautiful and radiant is your blue bird, my son! 

—And will I also have to sleep like Hilarion for the blue bird to fly 

free? 

—You will also have to sleep when you have finished the task that 

you must fulfill on Earth. 

—And what task is that? Can you tell me? –asked the boy with his 

big amber eyes radiant with intelligence. 

—To save souls... many souls, who are also captive and 

imprisoned bluebirds by ignorance and by sin. 

 

— And what is sin? 

—It is everything that contradicts the Law of Jehovah. 

— Oh, Jehovah!... How good Jehovah is!... Hilarion told me that 

Jehovah is in the sun that warms us with his rays and makes the seeds 

grow and the flowers open and the fruits ripen. That Jehovah is in the 

rain that fertilizes the fields and feeds the springs from which rivers 
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and creeks are formed. That he is the one who lights the moon and 

the stars and gives life to men who live like us here on Earth. That 

Jehovah is in the soul of my mother, who is all kindness, of my father, 

who loves me so much and of everyone I know. But can you tell me 

how it is that Jehovah can fit inside me that I am so small? 

And it was wonderful to see that six-year-old boy standing firm 

before Elder Obadiah, staring into his eyes as he asked that question. 

—My son, Jehovah is like a great light, like a wave of essence, 

forces, and energy. You are tiny but you can have in your little hand a 

torch that lights up a room no matter how big it is. You are tiny but you 

can keep in the hollow of your hand a vial of subtle essence, of which 

a few drops are enough to fill our entire Sanctuary with perfume. 

“You are tiny, but you can carry a spark of fire and light up a huge 

pyre of wood and set a huge field on fire. Do you understand? 

— Oh, yes..., I'm understanding!... And I think something more. I 

think that since I am so small and Jehovah is so great, Jehovah must 

overflow all over my body. Isn't it so? 

—Yes, my son, Jehovah overflows from you, over you, and around 

you, like an unstoppable torrent of water; like the radiant light of the 

sun; like the perfume of flowers; and like the melody of eternal harps, 

whose resonances never die out. This is how Jehovah overflows in 

you. 

—And I, what do I have to do for Him? 

—Well, to love him above all things, to do his will before any other 

will, and to love all the beings that have come out of his womb because 

he is the Universal Father. 

— And will you tell me, Servitor, how I can know what Jehovah 

wants from me? Can you tell me where I will find him to converse with 

him as I do with you? When will I be able to see Jehovah as I see my 

mother, as I see you? 

—Those are many questions, many of which are difficult to answer 

to a child so young. But since Jehovah overflows from you, I think you 

will understand me well. 

And trustingly the boy sat on the Elder's knees, to get closer and 

hear him better. 

—Talk to me and I'll understand you —he replied with great 

confidence. 

—Jehovah, my son, is not seen but he is felt. 

“Let's see if we understand each other. What do you feel when your 

good mother caresses you with inexpressible tenderness, and she 

dresses you in a tunic and she covers your cold little feet with woolen 
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leggings warmed by the fire? Think about this for a little bit. 

The boy thought with his little hand on his cheek and then 

answered: 

—I feel like crying with love and tenderness for her and I hug her 

neck and kiss her, and I kiss her a hundred times on the mouth, in the 

eyes, on the cheeks, on the hands, until I get enough of loving her. 

Have I answered correctly? 

—Perfectly well. All that expression of love and gratitude that you 

feel towards your mother's love for you, is Jehovah that overflows from 

your heart. 

— So, when I get angry because the turtledoves I play with and the 

lambs that drag my cart escape me, and when I hide in a corner so as 

not to see or love anyone, is it because Jehovah has escaped from 

me, and I no longer love me?  

– Exactly, my son! When we are bad and do not have love for our 

fellow men, nor do we want to know anything about anyone, Jehovah 

hides his presence from us, so that the pain and sadness in which he 

leaves us, forces us to return to him, and seek him and love him above 

all things. 

—Yhasua!... Yhasua!... — Myriam's sweet voice sounded from the 

opposite side of the patio. —Let the Servitor rest, and come, my son, 

it is time to eat. 

—That's Mother!... Should I go? 

—Yes, son, go with her, her voice is the voice of Jehovah for you. 

—And now Jehovah will overflow, because she will be waiting for 

me with what I like best: chestnuts with honey. 

The boy kissed the Servitor and ran across the courtyard to the 

room where his parents were waiting for him. 

Elder Obadiah crossed his hands over his chest as he followed him 

with his gaze, and the rocky walls of his bedroom heard him say: 

—What did I do, my God, to deserve the happiness of having in my 

lap this splendor of your Divinity? 

And a stream of fat tears that tenderness ripped from his soul, 

crossed his white face, and got lost in his gray beard. And he 

murmured even lower: 

— It’s Jehovah who overflows from me to all sides of my body, as 

the Child-Light said a few moments ago! 

Then he went to the Sanctuary because it was late afternoon, time 

for the oblation of incense at sunset. 

Feeling the sweetness and love of his heart overflow, he asked the 

Essenes of the choir to sing Psalm 34, which admirably responded to 
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his state of mind full of immense gratitude to God. 

“I will bless the Lord at all times and my praise shall always be in 

my mouth..." 

While the Essenes gathered in the Sanctuary sang psalms of 

gratitude to Jehovah, little Yhasua was seated at the table between 

his parents who ate food with him, and he said with a charming voice: 

—Jehovah is also in these chestnuts with honey because they 

taste very good to me, and the Servitor says that Jehovah is in all the 

good things on Earth. Did you know, father, and did you know it too, 

my mother? 

—Yes son. It is like that, as the Servitor says –Yhosep replied. 

—Son, you think about things that are too deep for you, —his 

mother observed with great sweetness. 

—You're always going to repeat the same thing to me, that I'm very 

small... 

“Jehovah knows that I am small and insists on being inside me. Do 

you understand this, mother? 

Myriam looked at Yhosep as if questioning him and he answered: 

—Your mother and I only know how to love you, my son, and to 

love all men who are creatures of Jehovah. Eat your chestnuts with 

honey and together we will give thanks to God for all the gifts he has 

given us. 

Once the frugal meal was finished, the child gathered his little 

hands on his chest like the wings of turtledoves that fold, and 

murmured the beginning of the usual prayer at the end of the meal: 

— “Let us bless Jehovah who maintains our lives to serve him and 

love him above all things.” 

—So be it. —answered Myriam and Yhosep with the deep emotion 

produced by the recollection of the little boy in his prayer to Jehovah. 
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11.  A Light in the Darkness... 
 

The merchant caravans played a great role in the secret spread of 

the news regarding the Christ-child, who was hidden in the Sanctuary 

of Mount Hermon. 

His great friends: Melchior, Gaspar, Balthasar, and Philo, had 

already been discreetly notified, and when Yhasua completed his five 

years of earthly existence, he received a visit from two of them, 

Melchior, and Balthasar. The precious Treasure of Divine Wisdom 

shone in the spirits of these illustrious characters from the East. 

The reader will well understand that the most outstanding Essenes 

of that time approached the Holy Child solicitously, although with all 

the necessary prescriptions so that the king's agents and spies would 

not find the slightest trace. 

From all the Essenian Sanctuaries of Palestine, some Elders left 

year after year as embassies, visits, and protection. The Essenes who 

served in the Temple of Jerusalem came too, one after another. These 

were: Ezra, Simeon, and Eleazar; and the students: Joseph of 

Arimathea, Nicodemus of Nicopolis, and Reuben of En-Gedi. 

These latter three Levites had united in marriage two years earlier 

with the three daughters of Leah, the noble widow of Jerusalem. In 

Leah's house a large family was formed, since the three daughters 

stayed with their mother for the first few years. 

The families of Elkanah the weaver and her Essenian friends, who 

saw the newborn Yhasua at Bethlehem, sent their embassy in the 

third year of the exile of the child Yhasua. They brought blankets and 

woolen clothes woven by themselves for the child and his parents. 

The great Essene Fraternity of that time truly played the sublime 

role of self-sacrificing and solicitous mother of the great child, who 

saw himself persecuted to death by his own brothers as soon as he 

reached the dark terrestrial valleys. 

In one of the visits of Gaspar, the Hindustani, to the Schools of 

Divine Wisdom founded in Bela and in Chambar (today Gwadar), he 

reached Babylon. From there he was guided by the therapists to 

Hermon. In Mount Hermon, he took notes and copies of everything 

that was related to the last coming of Christ to Earth. He left a pocket 

of gold so that the Elders would pay whatever was necessary for the 

child and send him engraved wooden or clay plaques with the stories 

they judged to be important, for he wanted to form a detailed 

biography of the Christ-man in his last earthly life. And this is the origin 

of the stories and chronicles that still survive in the great Buddhist 
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monasteries of Lhasa and Nepal. There numerous scriptures 

collected by Gaspar and his followers were kept, when the School 

Temple in the Sulaiman Mountains was burned by the invasion of the 

Mongols and other warrior races, who invaded centuries later those 

fertile landscapes watered by the Indus River. 

All the Schools of Divine Wisdom founded by those wise men-

astrologers, whom tradition has called the Magi, later took on the hues 

and aspects of the ancient cults of each country and thus still exist. 

And so it was that the schools of Balthasar in Persia later appeared 

as a derivation of Mazdeism. It is the principle of Good and Evil, of 

Light and Darkness of Zend-Avesta, which if wisely interpreted is not 

against the Truth, since it is true that the forces or currents of good 

fight to redeem and liberate humankind from the forces of evil, 

symbolized by darkness. The mistake is that the followers of this belief 

deprive man of his freewill and ability to free himself if he really wants 

to. It makes those how are bad appear as a forced victim of the force 

of evil, or darkness. And those who are good and live according to the 

Natural Law appear as privileged by the Good, the light. 

From one of these schools founded by Balthasar in the Babylonian 

suburb of Mardinu, the religion called Manichaeism originated in the 

2nd and 3rd centuries. Its founder Mani, son of Gulak Babak, who was 

endowed with highly developed psychic faculties, was taken as an 

incarnation of Divinity, to which they gave the name of Paraclete. 

This Mani caused the Babylonian School founded by Balthasar to 

degenerate into a sect, which, although it lasted many centuries and 

spread widely in the East, could not fight with advantages against 

genuine and authentic Christianity, founded by Christ and his 

disciples. 

The schools founded by Philo in the Valley of the Pyramids of the 

Nile was reminiscent of the Anthullian philosophy, of which Socrates 

and Plato were the last branches. In the second and third centuries it 

drifted towards the old Egyptian mythological cults. It had the point of 

contact with the Socratic and Platonic philosophy, of reverent love for 

the dead which contained with minor variations, the principle of 

immortality held by the Greek thinkers of the last centuries before 

Christ. 

And the schools founded by Melchior were for a long time a 

compound of Mosaic Law and the Law of the Kobdas. Therefore, they 

were the strong foundation on which the Quran built its Mosques 

centuries later, based on a religion without images, but which became 

intransigent to the point of fanaticism, and therefore harsh to the point 
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of cruelty. 

There were concessions on one side, misrepresentations on the 

other, additions and deletions demanded by specific and ulterior 

motives. All these ideological foundations that initiated with the basic 

principles of Truth and with the most noble and altruistic purposes, 

eventually saw complicated and pompous liturgies adhere to them. As 

we see it happened to Christianity itself, which began with the Divine 

Founder with the only prayer of the Our Father and with the 

foundations of the Beatitudes or Sermon on the Mount, a sublime and 

simple teaching of Christ, seated in a fisherman's boat on Lake 

Tiberias, or on the trunk of a fallen tree, or from the top of a flowery 

mountain in the beautiful and tranquil Galilee. 

And as much as the ideological work of those austere sages we 

know as the Magi seems to have been lost in a sea of golden sands, 

the perfume of justice and holiness remained vaguely floating in the 

atmosphere of their respective countries. This perfume emanated 

from the fundamental principles of Divine Unity with all its infinite 

perfections and from the immortality of the human soul, which will 

receive rewards for its happiness, or sufferings for its expiation in the 

invisible world, where it has to enter through the only door that exists: 

death. 

This is what's in common between Christianity and the 

philosophies or religions derived from the foundations of those four 

illustrious allies of Yhasua, and their precursors, prior to the Baptist: 

Melchior, Gaspar, Balthasar, and Philo of Alexandria. 

Their ideological work was fruitful despite everything. 

Gaspar contributed to the revival of Buddhism, better understood, 

and practiced, in the Far East, whose basic principles remain well 

defined, in the Hindustani peninsula, in China, part of Japan, and 

some of the great Pacific islands. 

Balthasar helped Persia and other nations of Asia Minor and 

Central Europe to take the first short and hesitant steps, if you will, 

towards the principles of justice, freedom, and human brotherhood. 

Melchior prepared Arabia and neighboring countries for the advent 

of the Koran, which is basically a living reflection of the Wisdom of 

Moses, and a continuation of the doctrine of purification by water, 

prayer, and penance, implanted by Yohanan the Baptist on the banks 

of the Jordan. 

And Philo of Alexandria, cooperated in the resurgence of the 

Kobda and Anthulian philosophy in the valleys of the Nile, to the point 

that a spiritualist lover of the past and dreamer of the future, would 
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think he saw Antulius, the great Atlantean philosopher, shaking hands 

at the foot of the Egyptian pyramids with Abel of the valleys of the 

Euphrates. And as background to those two glorious personalities of 

the most remote past, a landscape of green and flowery mountains, a 

multitude of humble and simple people, and a Nazarene with parted 

hair and hazel eyes, who said from a hill: 

 

"Blessed are the merciful, for they shall obtain mercy!" 

"Blessed are the pure in heart, for they shall see God!" 

"Blessed are those who hunger and thirst for justice, because they 

will be fed up!" 

"Blessed are those that weep, for they shall receive consolation!" 

 

This is how a good researcher in philosophical and religious 

matters on the plateau of complete impartiality can appreciate the 

sublime and grandiose work carried out by the missionary apostles of 

the past, to whom we owe small or large parts of the Eternal Truth that 

illuminates our path. 

As for the Essenian Fraternity, it was the one that gave of itself the 

great majority of the disciples of Christ, of whom the chroniclers only 

say that they were humble fishermen found by the Nazarene Master 

at the beginning of his public life. All of them, except John, were older 

than Yhasua. All of them, except John, had known him as a child, 

since almost all of them were originally from the cities near Lake 

Tiberias, except for the families of Jerusalem, Bethany, and 

Bethlehem, which are already known to us. 

Of the 12 intimate apostles, only John, the son of Zebedee and 

Salome, was 12 years younger than the great apostle of brotherly 

love; and he came into physical life at a time he could not forget, as 

we shall narrate later. 

We bring this allusion to those lives, which had so much to merge 

into each other, to demonstrate that the unification of Christ with his 

apostles and disciples did not take place at the end of his life, as can 

be deduced from the brief known accounts but rather had begun from 

the birth of Christ on Earth. And this because all his disciples, with 

very few exceptions, were members of the Essenian Fraternity, which 

was the spiritual mother of the Word of God in his last messianic 

journey. 

Here it is worth examining and analyzing why the important work 

of this great Institution has faded into the shadows, which, like the 

White Prophets, the Dactyls, and the Kobdas, carried out a missionary 
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work of high merit, for the spiritual progress of the portions of 

humankind to which he lent his benefits. 

When in the second century after Christ, the nascent Christianity 

began to give definite and concrete forms to the spiritual, moral, and 

material discipline on which its future existence was to be based, there 

were countless differences on this subject. And with so much ardor 

and fire the controversies were sustained, each one about the form 

and way they judged that the teaching of Christ should continue and 

be interpreted, that opposing factions were formed. Each claimed to 

themselves the possession of the truth, and some called the other 

fakers. And the modest and poor Christendoms, with scarce 

resources, slowly disappeared, or their isolated individuals took 

refuge in Judaism or in the religions of the countries in which they 

lived. 

Four branches remained alive after the great struggles of the first 

and second centuries, those founded by Peter, John, James, and 

Paul. The Elders of the High Council of Moab intervened at the 

beginning to call for a coordination of all the teaching, analyzing point 

by point everything that had been written regarding the Christ. 

Peter and John were in total agreement with the opinions of the 

Elders. Paul was later as well. The one who did not accept the 

agreement was James (aka Santiago), who already at the head of the 

congregation of Jerusalem, constituted it in the Jewish norms that 

persisted in the first centuries. 

When the Elders of the Sanctuaries saw that their efforts were 

futile, they confined themselves to their caverns to avoid suffering and 

persecution and devoted themselves to the abandoned sick and to 

multiplying copies of the originals written by eyewitnesses to Christ's 

life. 

The Essenes were considered a dissident fraction of the 

community when it was constituted in the way that the leaders 

believed it fair after the disappearance of the Twelve Apostles and the 

most intimate friends of the Divine Master. And it was thus as the 

treasure of Divine Wisdom guarded faithfully by the Essenes was lost 

in the shadow of their rock caverns. And the little that came out of 

there through the travelling Essenes has been changing forms and 

colors through centuries and human incomprehension. 

For a little while yet, the name of Christian will not give men either 

the lucidity or the greatness of soul necessary to fulfill the great phrase 

of Christ: "If you want to come after me, deny yourself, take up your 

cross and follow me.” 
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Deny yourself!..., a phrase made of bronze and granite like the 

Essenian Sanctuaries, where the greatest of all was the servant of all. 

Who is the one who wants to deny himself no matter how much of a 

Christian he considers himself to be? 

I want, I rule, and I am! Here are the three tombstones under which 

the most sublime basic principles of religion emanating from the very 

soul of Christ in its different Messianic journeys are extinguished on 

Earth... 

I want, I rule, and I am! Here is the sepulchral pantheon that has 

been swallowing centuries after centuries the mental, spiritual, and 

material efforts of the conscious disciples of the Christ, who were 

sacrificing themselves and dying on scaffolds and gallows, in bonfires, 

on the gibbets, beheaded or thrown to wild beasts, for the defense of 

his grandiose ideal of human brotherhood. 

I want, I rule, and I am, the Christians of today also say, among the 

numerous ranks of the great branches of Christianity organized under 

various disciplines, dogmas, and liturgies. 

What force, what genius, what event will be the one that unites 

them into a single thought and feeling? 

Only the word of Christ put into action: “If you want to come after 

me, deny yourself, take up your cross and follow me”. 

Deny yourself! Hard and heroic words that mean the renunciation 

of all selfish and personal ambition, whatever the order it may be. 

Behind, the one who wants to profit from the ideal, the one who seeks 

to set himself up as the teacher of others, he who seeks a pedestal 

for his name, the one who led by vested interests, dreams of reaping 

the material fruit of his efforts as a missionary of the ideal. 

Because denying thyselves compels to do all this. 

We Christians today are scandalized by what happened to the 

Essenes at the time of Christ, and by the fact that the innumerable 

historical writings detailing his life have disappeared into shadows and 

silence. And the fact is so natural that we would be amazed if it had 

happened otherwise if we take into account that the leading Christians 

of those times did not have the courage to deny themselves. But 

rather on the contrary, they said the same as those of today: “I want, 

I rule, and I am"; with which they thought they were behaving perfectly 

well. 

This is how our unconsciousness delays the time of truth. And 

would delay it indefinitely if the Eternal Justice did not have at its 

disposal its great legions, fulminators of evil, so that when the final 

hour arrives which does not admit delays, say: This is the limit. The 
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time to wait is over. Heaven's gate has closed. The one who did not 

enter until now is out until the next round. 

How slow is the evolution of humankind!... And how brief are the 

centuries through which they go up at a snail's pace! 

I see before me an immense sea of golden sands and a busy child 

counting the tiny sand one by one... 

When will he finish?... 

It will take a long time, but surely his work will be faster than the 

progress of humankind in their eternal march through infinity. 

We have reached a point where the Eternal Law decreed the 

disappearance of the physical plane of King Herod. Called the Great 

because of the lavishness that surrounded his life and because of the 

great monuments, cities, and works of art with which he enriched 

Palestine. He baptized the cities that he ordered to be built with the 

name of Caesar or of his relatives, seeking to capture his sympathy. 

His son Archelaus, who succeeded him on the throne, completely 

changed his father's path. He only engaged in amusements, hunts, 

saraos, orgies, in which he corrupted all his court, soldiers, guards, 

and women. He greatly mocked his father's fears of a Messiah 

Liberator of Israel. He was without faith, without religious belief of any 

kind, without giving any value to the Hebrew traditions, nor to their 

prophetic announcements about the coming of the Messiah. This 

gave opportunity to the child Yhasua, who was still captive in his 

retreat on Mount Hermon, to calmly return with his parents to the little 

house in Nazareth at the age of seven years and five months. 

And from this hour began the sadness of the exile for the Christ-

child who was already acclimatized to the subtle and diaphanous 

environment formed by the Essenes of the Sanctuary that housed him 

for more than five years. He had to suffer like a painful transplant in a 

place that was completely foreign to him. Just like a delicate 

greenhouse plant suddenly transplanted outdoors exposed to all 

winds, little Yhasua began to languish. And the rosy flush of his face 

turned into a dull pallor where his luminous amber eyes looked like 

two large topazes set in an ivory amphora. 

Myriam, who had received great instructions from the Elders for the 

treatment of the child, did not lose sight of him for a moment. She 

often found him cornered in the bedroom next to his little bed or lying 

on it staring motionless at the blackish roof of his poor house, as if in 

it or behind it, he wanted to discover something that he sensed but 

could not even perceive. 

His loving mother sat on the edge of the little bed and began this 
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dialogue: 

—Yhasua, my son, why are you being like this? You don't want to 

play, run, eat, or laugh. It seems that neither your father nor I interest 

you at all, and you don't pay attention either to the other children who 

go out of their way to play with you. 

—Don't be angry, good dear mother, — the boy replied lovingly, 

caressing his mother's hand that touched his forehead, his temples, 

his chest, looking for signs of illness in him–. 

“Don't be upset, — the boy continued. —It's just that I don't like this 

house very much. I felt better in that great stone house where the 

seagulls and the doves, and above all the Elders, made my life so 

happy, that here I miss all of that. 

—I'll make sure you also have doves and seagulls, and even more, 

the beautiful blue thrush birds that we have here, —his mother 

promised him, saddened to see the sadness of her little son. —What 

more do you want, my son? The Elders of Mount Hermon? They will 

also come to visit you from time to time. 

—Visiting from time to time is not living together with me, —the boy 

replied, thinking of the words he was saying. –Do you know, mother, 

the beautiful stories they used to tell me? I have no one to tell me 

these things here, do you understand? 

—What if I brought here someone to tell you nice stories? –asked 

the sweet mother, smiling, and leaning over her son's face to look 

deep into his eyes. 

—Oh, that can't be, mother! You don't have an Elder like those 

Elders, who seemed to sing in their sweet words that were like honey 

in the mouth. 

— If I have one come over in a moment, are you happy again? Will 

you run again like you did on Mount Hermon? Will you eat large plates 

of chestnuts with honey again? Will you drink to the end the big bowl 

of goats' milk with rolls toasted over the embers? 

— Oh, how many things you want, mother! You must want only one 

and that's enough. Then another and tomorrow another. Do you 

understand? 

—Yes, son, yes. Well, today I'll settle for seeing you eat your food 

and then the rest will come. So now the Elder will come and tell you 

beautiful stories. Get up and come with me because next to the hearth 

you will find him. 

The boy followed his mother to the kitchen of the house which was 

the meeting point of the family. It was the middle of the afternoon and 

Yhosep's older children were helping his father put his workshop back 
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in order or they were going in and out telling his old clientele that he 

was back already and would not leave his beloved Nazareth anymore. 

The younger children, who were already nine to 90-year-old, 

played under the trees in the orchard. 

The Hazzan of the Synagogue, a Brother of Ezra, that well-known 

Jerusalem priest, sat by the hearth. He was a third grade Essene and 

in addition to being the Hazzan of the Synagogue, he was also a 

schoolteacher and physician. 

Myriam had asked him to come and check on her child whom she 

thought was sick. 

—This one is also an Essene like those of Mount Hermon and he 

knows beautiful stories that will make you very happy, my son. –And 

saying this, the mother brought the child to the elder. 

The Hazzan who was called Philip, took Yhasua by the hands and 

then sat him on his knees. 

—Will you love me as you loved the Elders of Mount Hermon? 

—If you are good like them, I will love you the same. But you don't 

have a white dress and your beard isn't white either –the boy replied, 

looking at him insistently, as if he wanted to discover in the Hazzan 

something of his beloved Elders of Mount Hermon–. Your beard is the 

color of my hair. Why isn't your beard white? 

—Because I am not yet an old man like your Elders of Mount 

Hermon. However, I am already over 50-year-old. 

—My mother says that you know beautiful stories, will you tell them 

to me? 

—As many as you want, my son. 

—Well then, start telling me your stories and it may be that I want 

to eat chestnuts with honey as my mother wishes. 

Myriam listened and watched, as she went back and forth around 

the hearth in all those small and at the same time complicated tasks 

of a housewife. 

The Hazzan took out a scroll and slowly began to read the story of 

the shepherd boy David who played the zither as he led the sheep to 

the fountain or to the pasture. When the story came to the part when 

he slinged the stone and knocked the giant Goliath to the ground, the 

boy put his little hand on the writing and said: 

—I don't like that he hit him in the forehead and killed him because 

the Law says in the fifth number: You shall not kill. It would have been 

enough if he hit him in the leg and dislocated it, to prevent him from 

walking. 

The Hazzan stared at him. 
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—Yes, — the boy continued — Jeremiah, one of my teachers from 

Mount Hermon, also threw the sling with great precision. And he told 

me that one day while walking through the mountain a wolf sniffed him 

and began to approach. So, he climbed a tree and when he was within 

range he threw a stone at him with his sling breaking his front leg and 

the wolf could not do him any harm. You see, he was saved without 

killing. 

“The Elders of Mount Hermon have taught me that animals should 

not be killed and less so men who are our brothers because we are 

all children of the Heavenly Father. Didn't you know this? 

—Yes, my son, for I also study and keep the Law given by Jehovah 

to Moses. 

— And do you know what the Heavenly Father is like? If you know, 

you will tell me because the Elders there told me that they would 

explain it to me later, because I am too young to know. It's a pity that 

I had to come without knowing it!... 

And when the sweet boy-Light said so, his countenance acquired 

a tinge of sadness as if he longed for the presence of those whom he 

carried so much in the memory of his heart. 

—If they, who are so wise, told you so, how can I explain it to you, 

if you are still just as young as you were then? — the Hazzan 

observed. —Didn't they also tell you that children should follow the 

advice of the Elders and obey them as if it were Jehovah speaking to 

them? 

—Yes, they told me and that is why I hope that the time will come 

to find out what the Celestial Father is like. 

“Imagine that I continually heard about my father and received his 

gifts of bread, chestnuts, milk, and honey, and never saw him. 

Wouldn't it be fair to show me or at least tell me if he's big or small, if 

he's beautiful or ugly, if he's black or white? 

The Hazzan didn't know whether to laugh or remain serious in his 

attitude before the loquacity of the boy who seemed to have forgotten 

his previous taciturn attitude. 

—My son — Myriam interjected— the Hazzan was the one who 

was going to tell you beautiful stories and I see that you don't give 

room for it because you always talk. Wouldn't it be better if you 

listened, and he talked? 

—In other children, yes – said the Hazzan –, but this is the one who 

should speak, and we should listen. 

— And why should I speak and not the other children? 

— Well, because the others didn't spend five years among the 
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Elders of Mount Hermon where Divine Wisdom surges like spring 

water — answered the Hazzan, not telling him the truth. Because it 

was the order among the Essenian Fraternity not to reveal to the child 

a single word referring to his own spiritual personality until the time 

came when his Higher-Self made itself present, discovering his lofty 

mission as Messiah Savior of terrestrial humankind. 

—So, you think that I know many things that I learned from the 

Elders of Mount Hermon even though I’m small? 

—Exactly. It can’t be otherwise if you’ve been an advantaged 

student. 

—Listen to me — the boy continued always sitting on the Hazzan's 

knees —shortly before leaving the Sanctuary with my parents, I had a 

slight fever and my mother's alarm brought almost all the Elders to my 

bed, who loved me very much, you know? A lot! 

—I understand, son, very well. Go on. 

—I saw that one of the Elders, who was called the Senior Scribe, 

was carrying writing pads and others were carrying large rolls of 

papyrus. I thought they were going to read me beautiful stories. 

—And was that not the case? —the Hazzan asked. 

—It wasn't. Instead, I fell asleep very soon after they sat down 

around me. When I fell asleep the sun was setting and it entered the 

bedroom. And when I woke up it was dawn, and the Elders were still 

there. And the two Senior and Junior Scribes wrote hastily on a waxed 

cloth folder what a third dictated. 

“The chandelier cast all its light on the writers leaving my little bed 

in darkness, so they didn't realize that I was awake. 

“I understood that they were talking about Moses and were 

correcting something in their writings that surely was not right. And I 

repeatedly heard this sentence that I have never been able to 

understand: “The boy crossed out this sentence and put this 

paragraph. The boy crossed out this entire paragraph. The boy threw 

three sheets of this folder into the bonfire because they were changed 

from what they were.” 

You, who are the Hazzan of the Synagogue, must know the 

explanation of these words. I understood that the child was me and 

that while asleep, I had done all they mentioned. If a little child’s 

actions are not taken into account even when he’s awake, how come 

the Elders were there in council to discuss so seriously what a 

sleeping child could say? 

The Hazzan was in great trouble to answer little Yhasua something 

that could satisfy his mind, in which it had already partially revealed 
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what he was. 

—Look, my son, —he finally confessed. —Don't think that I know 

everything or that I am a great intelligence, but I will tell you what I 

think. 

“You must have heard that children are angels of Jehovah and that 

when they sleep they're assisted by other angels and sometimes the 

dreams of children are revealing. Can we not think that in your sleep 

you have answered the questions that have been asked to you and to 

which the angels who watched over your sleep have answered? 

– It could be! I really like your answer. Listen. Come one night when 

I sleep. You stand by my bed and ask me questions. We'll see what I 

answer. Would you? 

—No, my son, I can’t, because I don't have the ability that the 

Elders of Mount Hermon have to search for divine secrets like that. 

“They are sages who have studied a lot. And tell me, how did you 

wake up from that dream? 

—I was fine, and the fever no longer burned in my forehead and 

hands. 

—Do you see what I'm telling you? They know how to heal bodies 

and understand the language of souls. Perhaps you will one day know 

as much or more than they do. But at this moment, you for being a 

child and me for not being superior, we must settle for complying with 

the Law, and being very good, even with those who are not good. If 

you go to the Synagogue on Saturday, you will hear me read that 

passage of Scripture when the child Samuel slept and was awakened 

by a voice calling him. Samuel was later a Prophet of Jehovah to 

whom Jehovah gave his inspirations in the bottom of his heart. Could 

it not be that Jehovah had destined you for a prophetic mission like 

Samuel among the chosen people? 

–Sometimes I think, –said the boy and his face seemed to be 

transfigured with a strange light –that a great love fills my eyes with 

tears. A love that is neither for my mother, nor for my father, nor for 

anyone else on Earth, but..., to everything, to the sky, to the Earth, to 

the air, to the light, to the sun, to the stars, to everything that my eyes 

see, and to what is not seen, too. Do you understand Hazzan? And 

when this happens to me, I stay sad, sulky, I hide in a dark corner and 

think. What am I thinking? I don't know how to say it but sometimes I 

cry in the dark until my mother discovers me and scolds me, forcing 

me to go out to help wind her wool and her threads into big balls... 

What is this, Hazzan? –He added. 

—It might be the Lord, my son, who wants to speak to you as to 
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young Samuel. 

 

At this point they were when Myriam appeared and Yhosep 

followed her so that the Hazzan could bandage a wound he had made 

on his hand. 

When he had completed his medical duties, he told them 

something about his dialogue with the boy. 

— Oh! –said Yhosep– our Yhasua is a melancholy thrush bird who 

wants to cry more than sing. 

—He is a child who thinks more than his years allow him and I beg 

you to take him to me to the Synagogue the first day you go. 

As Yhosep accompanied him to the garden gate, the Hazzan 

added: 

—Your melancholic thrush bird begins to spread his wings and the 

child begins to awaken to his great realities. 

“Some of the Elders would be needed here, if not from Moab and 

Hermon that are far away, at least from Tabor or Carmel, which are 

also advanced in the ways of Jehovah. If you have confidence in me, 

I will take care of this matter, because I do not feel able to wait for the 

awakening of his consciousness, we do not know what day or what 

time it will occur. 

—I see that you give much importance to the fantasies of our 

Yhasua. Wouldn't it be better to distract him with school and work? –

replied Yhosep candidly holding his bandaged hand that revealed a 

light stain of oozing blood. 

—You don't want to measure Yhasua with the same measure as 

for other children. Do you not remember how the Lord manifested 

Himself in the childhood of Samuel? 

—Yes, it's true. Do what you think is most convenient, Hazzan —

agreed the good father, saying goodbye to the Essene whom he 

thanked for the service rendered. 

And that humble teacher from the school of Nazareth and Hazzan 

of the Synagogue walked away step by step to his house blessing 

Jehovah who put him in the path of his Word. He, who believed himself 

less than an ant in the fields of the Lord, fields animated by his 

powerful breath of life. 
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12.  The Prophet Child 
 

When the next day, on a Saturday, Yhosep's family went to the 

Synagogue to hear the reading and explanation of the Holy Books, 

Yhasua was also led by the hand of his mother. 

—You didn't speak a word to me today, my son. —Myriam told him 

affectionately. 

—Mother, when we return from the Synagogue I will talk to you as 

much as you want. 

—And why not now? 

—Because now I am listening like a deep voice that says great 

words within myself. 

The mother fell silent, but not before touching her son's forehead 

with her fingers. 

The Hazzan seated them in the place closest to the sacred chair. 

And when it was time psalms were sung and he opened the book 

of Samuel Prophet of Jehovah and began to read. Upon reaching 

Chapter III v.19 "Samuel grew up, and the Lord went with him and did 

not let none of his words fall to the ground."  

"And all Israel from Dan to Beersheba knew that Samuel was a 

faithful Prophet of the Lord." 

“Thus, the Lord appeared again in Shiloh: for the Lord revealed 

himself to Samuel in Shiloh...” 

Little Yhasua approached the Hazzan and with his little voice that 

seemed like a bronze bell, he said: 

—Hazzan, in case you don't know, I tell you that Samuel the 

Prophet of Jehovah will come to Shiloh five years from now, when I 

am 90. 

– What do you say, child? 

—What you hear: Samuel will be in the Shiloh Sanctuary five years 

from now, to repeat the word to Israel again without losing a single 

word. 

“Doesn't what you have read say that there the Lord called Samuel 

to give him a message for Heli the priest and his people? 

"Well, I give you this news, that Samuel will return but the people 

of Israel will not listen to him. And he will go to distant lands on the 

other side of the sea, after he has seen so much clarity that he has 

nothing left to see on Earth." 

Yhosep, whose severe character sometimes made him abrupt, got 

up, took the boy by the hand, and returned him to his mother's side, 

who was stunned by her son's audacity. 
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The dismayed Hazzan intervened to tell them: 

—Leave him alone, do not scold him. Why have you said that my 

son? 

—Well, for the same reason that the boy Samuel said what the Lord 

commanded him to say to Heli and his people. 

“Samuel heard the word of the Lord and did not let it fall to the 

ground. You read it in the Book, and you do not understand it. If 

Jehovah commanded me to say that Samuel will come to Shiloh five 

years from now, I have to say so. Or is it that you want to silence 

Jehovah? Or do you think that He doesn't now have the power to 

speak through a child, as He once did through the child Samuel? 

—Please, don’t speak, my son, and let the Hazzan read on. Who 

are you to interrupt? Can't you see with what eyes the attendees are 

looking at you? —Myriam intervened. 

The Hazzan continued reading until the death of Heli, the priest 

and his two sons and the fall of the Ark of the Covenant into the power 

of the enemies, thus fulfilling the prophetic word of the boy Samuel 

pronounced several years before. 

And the Hazzan, to calm the disturbance that was produced among 

those attending the Synagogue, spoke briefly about various similar 

cases that occurred in remote times, of children who spoke inspired 

by Jehovah for specific purposes. 

And since at that time the Sanctuary of Shiloh in Samaria was used 

as a hospice by pilgrim therapists for the paralytics and the elderly, 

they thought that it could be the will of the Most High, to raise up a 

new prophet there to prepare the paths for the Messiah, who, 

according to the announcements was already amid Israel. 

Some listeners asked to speak to say that perhaps Samuel himself 

would be the expected Messiah, and that he would be in the old 

Sanctuary, who knows for what reason. 

Little Yhasua smiled and said: 

—Now don't look for him because he's not here. Didn't you hear I 

said he's coming five years from now? 

—Oh! It's true, it's true –several acknowledged. 

—This creature is precocious — affirmed an old man —, anyone 

would say that he was born among the Doctors of Jerusalem, and that 

he has heard the Scriptures from the cradle. 

—Let's see, boy—another said, —tell me if the Messiah was born 

and where he is, or if it is Samuel who you say must come. 

 

— How do you want me to say a word that Jehovah does not 
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command me to say? If I say more, they will be words of lies. Only the 

words that He commanded me to say, I can say, and they are the 

truth. 

—Let us not force the Lord's will. We do not want to know what He 

does not want us to know –intervened the Hazzan–. Let us bless the 

great and powerful Lord, who owns all creatures and all things and 

makes use of them how and when he pleases. Let's take into account 

the warning of this child, to testify if in five years a Prophet appears in 

the Sanctuary of Shiloh. 

And with this, plus the varied comments that the listeners made, 

the religious assembly ended, and everyone dispersed in the direction 

of their home. 

The Hazzan had instructed Yhosep to try to be the last to leave. 

When almost no one was left, they saw next to a column near the 

exit an Elder with a dark cloak. 

— Did you want anything else? — asked the Hazzan. 

— I am one of the Essenes from Mount Carmel you have sent for. 

Among all they have appointed me and here I am. 

—How long have you been here? 

—Since people started to congregate here. 

—Have you heard what happened to this seven-year-old boy? 

— I've heard it all. 

— And what do you think of all this? 

—That the Divine Light is among us in that little seven-year-old 

person. 

– Why do you say that? 

– Because while the child spoke, I saw with inner clarity a multitude 

of spiritual and resplendent beings who threw handfuls of flowers of 

light on this child, while others sang: "Glory to God in the highest and 

peace to men of good will.” And others said: "The Word of God speaks 

to men, and men do not understand what he says." 

They were in this conversation when a woman came back running 

with her child in her arms and like a whirlwind entered the Synagogue. 

— Look! My girl is cured and clean as a silver glass! –And she 

showed the baby of about eight to 10 months. 

— And what was wrong with your daughter? 

—Her little body was covered in a sore from a malignant erysipelas 

that no one could cure. 

—Well then, who cured her? — the Hazzan asked. 

— Listen to me. — said the woman —When that child spoke the 

way he spoke, I thought that God was speaking through him. And 
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when his father returned him to his seat, I was behind him and with 

great faith I put the hands of my girl on his shoulders, and I said to the 

Lord: 

“If this child is a Prophet like Samuel, may my girl be cured of this 

horrible disease. My baby girl fell asleep, and I covered her with my 

mantle until a moment ago when I was going home. She woke up and 

then, great was my astonishment to see her healthy and clean of the 

horrible sores she had. Do you see her? She doesn’t even seem to 

have ever been sick. 

— Good woman, — the Elder Essene warned her, —bless the Lord 

of heaven for the good he has done for you, but it is not always good 

to proclaim Jehovah's gifts in the streets and squares. You know that 

we are in a time in which it has been resolved that the Most High won’t 

visit his children unless they're in the Temple of Jerusalem. So, keep 

quiet and let us all give thanks to Jehovah because he has come down 

to this humble Synagogue where he is only sought and worshiped. 

The Hazzan put incense in the censers and together they recited 

one of the psalms of gratitude to the Lord. 

After the happy mother and the older children of Yhosep left, the 

Elder of Mount Carmel, the Hazzan, Yhosep, Myriam and little Yhasua 

celebrated a small meeting. 

—Blessed father, —said the Essene to Yhosep, —don't be alarmed 

when your son's soul overflows to the outside like today in an 

explosion of divine knowledge and inner light. 

"This will happen many times until the time comes for him to 

recognize himself for what he is. Once he's more firmly in possession 

of his personality, he will have the necessary control to curb the great 

internal impulses, that will necessarily lead him to cases like the one 

that happened today. 

—But the things he said —Yhosep refuted, —put us in a difficult 

situation in front of others. 

—Fear nothing, — added the Essene, —because the event that 

occurred will soon be forgotten. And since among the devout 

Galileans, there are usually no people with bad intentions, at most 

they will think that this child is a future prophet and that Jehovah made 

him talk right now. 

“The important thing is that I am here, as requested by the Hazzan, 

to take charge of the immediate education of your son, until he is older 

and can enter one of our Sanctuaries for seasons. I believe that the 

mission that he brings amid humankind is not a secret for any of you. 

"What do you say, my son? –He asked the boy, taking him by the 
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hands and bringing him closer to him. 

—I don't say anything, —the boy replied dryly. 

— Doesn't Jehovah command you to tell us anything now? — the 

Hazzan asked. 

—I believe that Jehovah is not here to amuse men when they want, 

but that he speaks when he wants. 

—You have spoken well. — said the Elder— I am the one that 

Jehovah sends you as teacher until further notice. Do you accept me? 

—And if Jehovah sent you to me, who am I to reject you? — Do 

you have the white tunic? –asked the boy trustingly opening the cloak. 

And when under the chestnut-colored cloak he saw the white tunic of 

the Essene, he hugged him, saying full of joy–:  

“Oh, yes, yes! You are like those of Mount Hermon, with a white 

tunic, with white hair and a beard, like the doves of my garden and 

like the seagulls of my mountain. 

"Let's go to my house and I will show you the nests of my doves 

and my yoke of lambs". 

—Now it is the child who speaks –explained the Elder, allowing 

himself to be carried away by Yhasua, who taking one of his hands 

tried to drag him out of the Synagogue. 

The Hazzan intervened. 

—Hey, my son. This Elder will live here with me, which is the usual 

lodging for all the pilgrim therapists who visit this region. But he will 

come to your house frequently and you will come here every day, like 

other children come to school. 

—But Hazzan! –exclaimed Yhasua all astonished– If Jehovah has 

commanded him to come to me, how is it that you allow yourself to 

hinder Jehovah's command? 

—Yes, my son –asserted the Elder– I have come to be your 

teacher, but the school is here and not in your house, do you 

understand? 

“It's convenient to keep this order so as not to attract too much 

attention, and that the other parents begin to ask: Why is the son of 

Yhosep and Myriam sent a teacher to his house? It is necessary to 

seek equality with everyone as much as possible so that you receive 

your instruction with greater freedom, and that difficulties do not begin 

to arise from the first moment. People are malicious, even though 

Galilee is quite a simple place. 

— Oh, how bad people are! —Yhasua murmured. — They find evil 

where it does not exist.  

"They had better be careful not to steal from one another the fruits 
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of the gardens, and the lambs of the fold, and the wheat of the 

threshing floor.” 

They all looked at each other in astonishment and even some 

laughter appeared stealthily on the faces of those present. 

— But, my son, —Myriam intervened. —Have you seen anything 

of all that you say? 

— Sure, I've seen it, and more than once. I saw that woman whose 

daughter was cured take apples from someone else's orchard once I 

went with you to the fountain, mother. And when she came back today 

with the healed girl, I looked her in the eyes, and she remembered 

that I saw her steal one day, and I thought like this: Jehovah heals the 

girl so that you know that He is good to you even if you don't deserve 

it, because you broke the Law that says: You shall not steal. 

The Essene Elder lifted the child in his arms embracing him for a 

long time. 

— This son! This son! —Yhosep murmured—my heart trembles for 

this son. I still don’t know what he brings, happiness or misfortune. 

Myriam shed two thick tears and closed her beautiful and sweet 

hazel eyes because she remembered at that moment the words that 

the old priest Simeon of Bethel said when he consecrated him in the 

Temple 40 days after his birth: that "seven swords of sorrows would 

pierce her heart." 

As much as his parents and his teachers wanted to preserve the 

Christ-child of his own greatness so that he would pass unnoticed 

among the people, they could hardly achieve this. 

In their own home were the little children from Yhosep's first 

marriage to Deborah, the oldest of whom was already 15-year-old. 

Exceptions and privileges necessarily arouse jealousy in the spirits of 

little advancement. 

And so it was that at home and at school the sweet little Yhasua 

had the pain of arousing envy and jealousy in his classmates of same 

age and conditions. 

We could well say that the Christ-man was a martyr from the cradle. 

Because deep martyrdom is that drop of gall that fell in the cup of his 

heart day by day, and hour by hour, born of the meanness and 

selfishness of the children of his time. Sometimes they became 

aggressive towards that exceptional child who did not like to steal fruit 

from other people's fences, something that is so inciting and delightful 

for the common child. He was disgusted to the point of crying with loud 

and heartfelt cries if they stoned the doves and thrush birds with 

slings. He looked at them with eyes of horror and fright if at the passing 
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of an old man, a misfit, or a leper, the little boys raised a shout of 

words that were neither sweet nor flattering. 

Immediately groups were formed around the child-Messiah Savior 

of men. Those with bad instincts hated him immediately. The most 

advanced in evolution loved him to the point of delirium. 

It was in this sense that he said years later: "I bring with me war 

and division despite the fact that the mission that my Father has 

entrusted to me is one of love and peace." 

Humankind is always the same despite its slow intellectual, moral, 

and spiritual progress that takes centuries. Every being that stands 

out from the crowd for its virtues, for its gifts, for its aptitudes or 

faculties, arouses hatred and malevolence in beings whose lower self 

completely dominates their personality. And instead engenders a pure 

and reverent love in beings whose higher self dominates and 

commands their personality. 

And it’s evident that this human problem should be clearly 

manifested around Yhasua since it was impossible to hide the great 

difference between a being so exceptional and all the other children 

who surrounded him at home or at school. 

And those with the worst instincts began to call him, the silly 

carpenter's boy, or the silly son of Myriam. And the other women 

greatly pitied Myriam for having had so little luck with her firstborn. 

Because it was evident for them that he was a retarded, weak, elusive 

child, and in a word, lacking the necessary conditions to be a strong 

man in every sense of the word. 

And if the child's parents or his teachers naturally took the defense 

of the offended and injured Yhasua, the hatred of the others grew to 

such extent that the child had to be taken to and from school by 

Myriam, his mother, because his stepbrothers, the sons of Yhosep, 

were not enough defense for him. Until one day Yhosep's third son, of 

the same name as his father, who was the most advanced of the 

siblings and the one who loved Myriam's child the most, was injured 

by a stone in the heart for standing between Yhasua and a small group 

of infant scorpions attacking him. This son of Yhosep and Deborah 

died young of an illness that came to him because of that accurate 

stone thrown by a slingshot, by a boy who was less than a meter in 

height. 

Due to the child martyrdom to which he was subjected by his 

schoolmates, a year later, when Yhasua turned eight, his Master Elder 

and the Hazzan took the trouble to attend Yhosep's house on certain 

days to continue even on a small scale the education of Yhasua 
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without exposing him to the crude alternatives stated. His half-brother 

Yhosep whom we have already mentioned cooperated with them in 

this task. 

Yhosep's house was like a small school since the other children of 

the craftsman plus some close neighbors received, together with 

Yhasua, that first and simple teaching that was customary in all 

middle-class families. 

There is in the Gospel of Luke a phrase that, like a delicate exotic 

flower, deserves to be studied fiber by fiber: "And the child grew in 

grace and virtue before God and men." 

This is all that the Sacred Books say about the childhood and youth 

of the incarnate Christ. 

The Eternal Light, that sublime Magician of the Heavens, tells us in 

detail what the Gospel written by a disciple tells us so concisely, 

although those very brief words already say a lot. Behind them, poems 

of kindness and ineffable beauty can be guessed. 

 

According to Hebrew custom, the teaching of children and 

adolescents after reading and writing, was reduced to studying the so-

called books of Moses, in the first place, then the Major and Minor 

Prophets. And if the teaching was very complete, it included the other 

Sacred books, those that make up the Old Testament. 

Myriam, the sweet mother, did not take long to observe that Yhasua 

from the dawn of the day that corresponded to his lesson, was not the 

same child of other days. As soon as he got up, he would go out to 

the most secluded and lonely place in the orchard, behind a leafy 

tangle of mulberry trees and vines. He would sit on an old dry trunk, 

and, if they didn't look for him, he would remain there for long hours 

in profound silence. 

His mother looked for him to ensure he took his morning meal and 

found him in that distracted or abstracted attitude. 

— What are you doing here, my son, so far from home when you 

need to eat? 

— Before the body is fed, the soul must be fed. Don't you 

remember how the Elders of Mount Hermon did? They thought first 

and then they ate. – but docile to the voice of his mother, he left his 

solitary retreat and went to his home's table. 

His father scolded him regularly for which he forced his mother to 

go looking for him through the paths of the orchard, soaked with the 

dew of the night. And because one day Yhosep mandated that the 

whole family should be together for the morning meal, Yhasua was 
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seen one day, nine-year-old, weaving a string of vegetable fiber, 50 

fathoms long. 

— Do you make a trap for the thrush bird? –the other children 

asked him. 

 

—Yes, to bring home a thrush bird that escapes every morning, — 

he would reply. Without further explanation he stretched out the line 

passing it carefully through the strongest branches of intervening trees 

until he reached the place where he liked to retire at dawn on lesson 

days. At the end he placed small rings of iron and copper in the form 

of pendants that produced a small sound when colliding with each 

other when the string was shaken. And at the other end he secretly 

tied it to the trunk of a cherry tree almost at the door of the home, 

where his mother used to put the water jars and the baskets of fruit 

and eggs. 

She alone had to know Yhasua's secret. 

—When you need me, mother, pull this cord and I'll come right 

away without anyone noticing that you've called me. — he told her 

very softly as he revealed the mechanism of his caller. 

—But my son, — admonished his mother —Can't you think later, 

does it have to be at dawn? 

— I don't want to have secrets for you, mother. Listen to me. It 

seems that I have a hidden thrush bird inside my head, whose tweets 

are sometimes words that I clearly understand. And those voices told 

me one day like this: At the dawn on lesson days retire to solitude and 

quietly listen to what will be told to you. And I obey that voice and 

listen. 

—And what does the mysterious voice of that hidden thrush bird 

tell you? —The mother questioned, delighted and at the same time 

fearful of the rarities of her son. 

—It explains to me how I should understand the lesson of that day 

and what the lesson will be. Sometimes the one in the garden is 

different from the one the teacher gives me. 

—And in such a case, how do you manage? 

—After the teacher speaks and explains, he asks how we 

understood him. 

“Then I explain in my turn the way I heard it in the orchard. If the 

teacher is satisfied, the better. If he is not satisfied, I remain silent, 

although I know that the lesson of the garden is the one that contains 

all the truth because it comes from...— And the boy looked fearful to 

his mother and didn’t dare to finish the sentence. 
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—It comes from whom, my son? – Yhasua brought his mouth close 

to Myriam's ear with all caution, revealing a great secret that should 

only be revealed to a beloved mother– It comes from Moses himself..., 

shh! Do not tell anyone because Jehovah does not want it! 

And the Uncreated Light, the divine Magician of the heavens, tells 

us that due to the whispers of the "hidden thrush bird " in Yhasua's 

blond head, as he said; it turned out that the holy child in frequent 

manifestations of his lofty spirit when explaining in class how he had 

understood the lesson of his teacher made manifestations of superior 

knowledge and sometimes diverged greatly from the teacher's 

interpretation. 

Both the Essene and the Hazzan of the Synagogue came to 

understand that the boy spoke illuminated by superior light, but they 

acted so discreetly that it appeared to the students that Yhasua was 

paying more attention, and that he was a studious and outstanding 

disciple. Some of these students, moved by some indiscreet and biting 

zeal, used to say to him: 

—Yhasua if, as it seems, you know as much as the teacher, why 

do you come to school? Go to Jerusalem and become a little doctor. 

Here it's enough for us to know the most rudimentary of the Law. 

Sweet Yhasua received the steely prick of irony, bowed his 

forehead like a withered lily and burying his moist gaze from contained 

tears on the pavement, seemed to count the grayish stone plates that 

formed it. 

The Eternal Light picked up the thought of the Word of God, still a 

child, while he looked at the paving stones: 

"These stones are already worn out by time and will continue to be 

cold, dumb and insensitive slabs, for centuries and centuries... Just 

like the souls who have not come to understand the high issues of 

Jehovah." 

And the teacher and those companions who loved him imagined 

that Yhasua, wounded by that selfish phrase, was dominated by 

resentment and they tried to soften his wound. 

On one occasion, the teacher in his explanation of the Law reached 

that part that refers to Moses designating certain regions so that the 

Hebrews who had been found in serious crimes, such as homicide for 

example, could make their homes. And the teacher said:  

— “Moses did this to separate the rotten apples from the good ones 

so that they would not all be contaminated. 

—Forgive me, Sir —said Yhasua —I believe that Moses didn’t do 

it for that reason but because men who are not found guilty of this 
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crime are filled with so much arrogance that they make life unbearable 

for those who had the misfortune of committing it. And Moses surely 

wanted that on top of their misfortune, they would not make their daily 

bread bitter, blaming their sin and pointing fingers at them. That is why 

he designated a country, where no one could mistreat them”. 

A small, muffled protest arose: 

— What do you know about Moses' matters? You hardly know what 

your father's hammer and chisel are for –muttered one of the older 

students who was next to Yhasua. 

—You are right, my son — the Hazzan said to Yhasua —because 

many times we men have hidden sins as serious as those made public 

in others. And the public sins carry the penalty, yet those with hidden 

sins are left with the false honor of a virtue that they don't have. You 

are right, child. Jehovah spoke through your mouth. 

“And you should not be filled with jealousy because Yhasua 

understands the Holy Books better than you. He takes nothing away 

from you, nor do you lose anything, why then do you revolt? If Jehovah 

gave to him greater ability than you, it will be because he deserved it. 

Is Yhasua revolting against those among you who have more wealth 

than he does? Did he scold you because your vineyards are greater 

than his, or because your olive groves give greater harvests? 

“His treasure lies in his intelligence and in his heart. Gifts are from 

Jehovah that he distributes with justice among his creatures. Let’s 

study, then, and be satisfied with what each has received. 

The class almost always ended with a reprimand of this nature. 

Yhasua!..., little Yhasua, full of light and knowledge!... Years later, 

some of these childhood schoolmates will raise protests in the 

Galilean Synagogue when you explain the hidden meaning of the 

Sacred Books. And they will revolt the listeners against you, who 

among the most audacious will push you until they take you to the 

edge of a precipice to crash into it... 

And after having terrified them with your gaze as the Son of God, 

full of hidden power, you will walk away pronouncing that sorrowful 

phrase: "No one is a prophet in his land." 

From year to year, and sometimes with greater frequency, 

merchants came to Nazareth from different places. They came from 

the North, the South, the East, or the West, sometimes from Tyre, 

Damascus, Joppa or Perea. But they always had some request for 

Yhosep's workshop, or some merchandise to sell to him. How 

important to the Nazarenes was the carpenter's workshop whose 

good work was coveted in other distant cities and towns! 
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But arriving at Yhosep's workshop, under the rough clothing of 

merchants one could see the white tunic of the Essenes, who from the 

different sanctuaries of Palestine went to visit the Word of God 

incarnate, subjected to the test of darkness until that his time had 

come. 

This is how Nicodemus and Joseph of Arimathea also arrived from 

Jerusalem, already converted into doctors of the Law, eager to hear 

the wonders of mental clarity and high knowledge that the holy child 

sometimes displayed with the greatest simplicity and almost without 

realizing himself. 

Both embarked on this journey seeking consolation for an immense 

bitterness. Joseph had recently lost his father and Nicodemus had lost 

his mother and his sisters on a short sail to Sidon, where they went to 

attend the wedding of some relatives. 

A fierce storm had capsized the ship that sank and only a very few 

travelers managed to save themselves. 

Both young doctors were mad with anguish, since they were the 

ones who promoted the trip believing it would give them great 

satisfaction. The father of Joseph of Arimathea could have been 

saved but he did not want to abandon his cousin and nieces to the 

fury of the waves, and so all four perished. The corpses were thrown 

to the coast when the tide rose, which found them half-destroyed by 

the beasts of the sea. 

That pain was hence desperate and tremendous...incurable, in its 

immense despair. 

Yhosep and Myriam, who were unaware of such misfortune, were 

greatly surprised when the two travelers hugged them in silence and 

then burst into great sobs. 

It was late summer and very early in the morning, at the time when 

the child Yhasua was in his retreat in the orchard. He suddenly 

appeared in the middle of the meeting without anyone calling him and 

placing himself between the two travelers who were making efforts to 

hide his tears, he took each of them by the hand and looking at them 

affectionately, said: 

—I was waiting for you. 

— You? —His parents questioned at the same time. — But child... 

if we haven't had any warning. Why do you make such a statement? 

—I was praying to Jehovah so that he would give me the power to 

comfort all the sad ones on Earth, for I have seen many in my dreams 

tonight, and I saw you two crying desperately and Jehovah with his 

noiseless voice said: “They are under your roof, and you already have 
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that power. Go and comfort them.” 

For the two young doctors, hearing this and bursting into tears 

again, was all one instant. Sensitive and extremely tender, Myriam 

cried too. 

Yhosep let the occasional furtive tear run that was lost in his thick 

beard, while the holy child with his eyes half closed and as if 

possessed of a superhuman power, rested his hands on the chest of 

the travelers. After a brief silence, the holy child said with a very low 

barely audible voice: 

—Do not offend the Divine Kindness with your desperate pain 

because those you love are not dead but live; look at them. 

They were seen in the spirit world on a transparent inclined plane 

that seemed like opaque glass, yet soft and smoothly moving. 

It was like a bed of solidified waters. The four united seemed to 

sleep. Suddenly a light illuminated them, and they woke up at the 

same time saying: 

— What a horrible dream!..., I thought we had drowned; Let's go! –

And they began to walk, getting closer and closer to the physical plane 

that they took as the coast of the sea. 

The light became more intense and the materialization more 

dense, until the astral and physical planes merged into one. In such 

an instant the dead saw the living and there was light for everyone 

completely. Exclamations, hugs, infinite joy, it was an overflow of love 

and joy. Only Yhasua continued like an ivory statue, with half closed 

eyes and little arms outstretched in a cross. 

—Don't cry, don't cry, you offend Divine Kindness and Eternal 

Love, which is stronger than death. —said the boy at last, as if 

illuminated by internal clarities. —You have already seen that those 

you love live, and will continue to live, because Jehovah is Life and 

Love. —The beautiful vision faded, and a new light shone in the 

sorrowful souls: the light of immortality, ignited by the faith and love of 

the Christ-child made man amid humankind. 

The soft mark of mushy and opaque glass that formed the inclined 

plane in which the lamented dead appeared asleep, was transformed 

into a greenish field dotted with small and bright flowers where lambs 

and doves appeared, orchards full of flowers and fruits, and finally to 

a grove of bright green mulberry trees wrapped in silky threads of pale 

gold, hanging from pinpoints of quivering light in the blue ether. 

And the young doctors of the Law understood in part the Eternal 

Enigma of the force of human thought. Because at the end of this 

manifestation they saw, clearly reflected, the aspects and forms of life 
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that the beloved dead had carried out in most of their terrestrial 

existence. One had lived on his flocks of sheep, another had lovingly 

cared for his flocks of doves in his orchards of flowers and fruits; and 

others had dedicated themselves to the cultivation of the worm, 

natural artificer of the most precious and delicate silk, so coveted by 

humankind. And all these beautiful manifestations of life continued to 

live around the newly disembodied through the mental force of 

themselves, who continued to create them with their own thoughts. 

While everything faded into the ether, the Christ child leaned back 

on a bench as if prostrated by immense fatigue. And he fell into a deep 

sleep. His father, at Myriam's request, gently lifted him up and carried 

him to his bed without him waking up. 

A kind of lassitude kept him quiet and still for two days, which he 

spent almost continuously lying on his bed. 

—I'm tired —he would reply to his mother, when she questioned 

him to find out if he was suffering from any illness or disease. 

The radiant dazzles of metaphysics illuminated the minds of the 

young doctors, who then joined a secret Kabbalist School founded by 

the Essenes on the Mount of Olives behind the Garden of 

Gethsemani. There, a small stream called "Waters of Ensens” hid the 

entrance to an underground room, which undoubtedly in ancient times 

would have been a sepulchral grotto. In this school it was discussed 

and accepted as a good logic and experienced truth that in the first 

planes or astral sphere of the Earth all the activity of the souls and 

their life of that time is a continuation of their terrestrial life with its 

aspects, vibrations, and elevated and noble forms, good or bad, 

according to the degrees of evolution of beings. And where the 

activities of some never harm or bother in any way those of contrary 

tendencies and thoughts. Certain ideologies called this the purgatory, 

where seers of different times and countries have seen souls in 

suffering, submerged in dungeons, bonfires, tormented in various 

ways by beasts, by disgusting reptiles, or by human executioners, 

whose terrible appearance in harmony with gloomy garments makes 

one think of demons tormenting souls condemned to hell. And if the 

patients showed meekness and resignation, they thought of a 

purgatory where the righteous finish purifying their sins before being 

received into the Celestial Kingdom. 

The radiant metaphysical science tells us that man still knows little 

of the multiple and highly varied activity, forms, and aspects of those 

first planes of the astral sphere of the Earth. Some notable seers have 

called it the first heaven, upon perceiving forms of noble life blissful 
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and beautiful, of recently disembodied beings, who continue to create 

her with their thoughts. Others have called it purgatory and others hell 

according to the aspects and forms of life that its vision has presented 

to them. And we cannot say that no one has lied, since all have seen 

one of the aspects and forms of that highly varied life of recently 

disembodied souls, who inhabit the immense astral sphere of the 

Earth for an indeterminate time. And so immense that it expands until 

it touches the beginnings of the astral spheres of neighboring planets. 

All this was understood by Joseph of Arimathea and Nicodemus 

when they witnessed that manifestation in the home of Yhosep 

together with the child Yhasua. And they judged it their duty to give 

impetus to the study of metaphysical science to make known to the 

studious generations of their time that part of the great enigma, which 

spares humankind immense pains and terrible anxieties. Because, in 

general, humankind judges its fallen dead forever in the shadows of 

the sepulcher or in eternal or temporary torments, capable of 

maddening with terror and fright even the best tempered souls. 

Most of humankind still lives today immersed in serious error in this 

regard and there are very strong vested interests that will prevent the 

Truth from illuminating the minds regarding that vast field of mental 

activities, which we have called: "astral sphere of the Earth". 

The first sages of the Christian congregation, men of study and 

genius such as Jerome of Stridon, Augustine of Tagaste, Basil of 

Cappadocia, Clement of Alexandria, and others, reached these 

conclusions when commenting on the heavens. The same heavens 

that Paul of Tarsus claimed to have climbed in hours of intense 

contemplation. 

But some epistles and works of these great seers have been 

hidden from humankind because their spiritual leaders have judged 

them still in diapers to give them delicacies that are difficult to digest. 

Due to this way of judging, almost 20 centuries have passed since 

Joseph of Arimathea, Nicodemus of Nicopolis, Nicholas of Damascus, 

Gamaliel of Jerusalem, Philo of Alexandria, and others, verified these 

truths. And the vast majority of humankind continues to ignore them 

because it is still in diapers to know the truth as deep, beautiful and 

real as it is, seen through any prism and in any light that you want to 

contemplate it. 

In all times and countries, human egoism has found a way to thrive 

on the ignorance and misunderstanding of the multitudes whose scant 

spiritual, moral and intellectual advancement does not allow them to 

perceive the Divine Clarity announced by the Christ in those 
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unforgettable words: I am the light of this world and whoever follows 

me does not walk in darkness. 

Only the ferocious human egoism continues to profit from the 

ignorance of that part of humankind that doesn't want to make an effort 

to think and reason for itself. Rather, it finds it more comfortable to 

accommodate itself to the thoughts of others and conform to the 

accommodating logic of those who have taken the right to command 

the consciences and thought of humankind. 
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13.  In the Grottoes of Carmel 
 

It was from this solemn hour that Yhasua's chosen and sublime 

soul began to manifest itself to such an extent that his parents, 

alarmed, asked the Essen Elder who served as his teacher for advice. 

He recommended that they let him take Yhasua with him to the 

sanctuary, hidden in the caves of Mount Carmel, so that the seers and 

inspired ones would guide him on the path that that great spirit had 

begun. 

And for the event to go unnoticed, they waited for the arrival of 

summer, which is like a flame of fire in that part of Palestine. A time 

when the schools closed their doors giving way for the students to 

rest. And on a full moon night, the Elder and the boy undertook the 

journey accompanied by Myriam and Yhosep and one of his oldest 

sons, the one who bore his father's name. This son, due to his great 

adherence and clear lucidity to understand that an extraordinary being 

was enclosed in Yhasua, he had a kind of surrendered and deep 

veneration for the sweet child. 

They accompanied them to Sepphoris on the old road of the 

merchants towards Ptolemais, which was very frequented by 

caravans of travelers. This gave them the security of not bumping into 

gangs of criminals, who used to surprise travelers from the roaring 

mountains of Samaria. 

In Sepphoris, donkeys trained to climb mountains were already 

waiting for them. They were sent by the solitary men who did so from 

time to time in search of provisions. In this case it was agreed in 

advance so to coincide with the arrival of the Elder and the child 

Yhasua. 

It was the first time Myriam had been separated from her son and 

she was extremely heartbroken. 

The thought of old Simeon of Bethel returned to her mind when, 

offering her child to Jehovah at 40 days old in the great temple of 

Jerusalem, he had announced that "seven swords of pain would 

pierce her heart". 

—Here's the first. — said the young and loving mother, pressing 

her heart with both hands, trying to contain her tears. 

—Bring him back to me soon, for mercy's sake —she begged the 

Elder, who was taking her treasure to the mountains, leaving her heart 

alone and orphaned. 

—We will come to Sepphoris frequently to find your envoys for 

provisions and thus we will know about the child, — added Yhosep, 
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to whom his wife's deep grief drove him crazy— 

"I was right not to look favorably on the oddities of this son. It would 

be better that he would have been able to wield the saw and the 

hammer, like the others, and not follow the path of the Prophets, which 

is equivalent to giving himself to martyrdom and death.” 

And when Yhosep said these words, a quick reaction took place in 

him, and he ordered with great energy: 

—But... I'm an idiot! I am the child's father, and I have the right to 

command him. Yhasua!..., let's head back home and may we never 

talk about prophesying and visions. Why shouldn't you follow the path 

of your elders? Is the work with which all my ancestors got their bread 

with the sweat of their faces a dishonor? 

“Why does your mother have to suffer the tremendous anguish of 

having her son taken away from her suddenly for who knows how 

long? 

“Back home I said and no more talk! 

 

Myriam was terrified because she'd never seen Yhosep like this 

before, even knowing his reserved and severe character. 

The child Yhasua had taken hold of the right hand of the Elder, who 

was waiting for the storm to calm down so he could speak. 

Yhosuelin, as they familiarly called the son of Yhosep who 

accompanied them on the trip, intervened to soften the attitude of his 

father, in whom he had a great ascendancy. 

—Father, — he told him —I don't think there's any reason to be like 

that, when it comes to curing the child from what perhaps isn't an 

extravagant rarity, but rather an illness that he suffers from. We all 

know that the Solitary Elders of Carmel are great therapists. Perhaps 

they will return Yhasua completely cured of those visions that cause 

him sadness and melancholy. 

“In order to keep him like this all his life, this brief distance in search 

of his cure is preferable. Don't you think so, father? 

—You're partly right, — answered Yhosep, already hesitant. They 

all waited in silence. 

—Let his mother go too, and you with them, — he suddenly 

accepted with a tone that revealed a definitive resolution. 

—How about you?, — Myriam asked timidly, —and the house and 

the other children? 

—Don't worry. I will deal with everything. Right now, I'm taking one 

of our cousins from Canaan back with me to act as our housekeeper 

until you return. So..., go on, and may every Saturday find me calm 
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with a notice from you saying that you are all well. 

Yhasua hugged his father, to whom he said in a pleading voice: 

—Will you forgive me for all the trouble you're going through 

because of me? 

 

Yhosep's severity softened to the point of tears, and lifting the child 

in his robust arms, he kissed him tenderly, while he said: 

—Yes, my son, I forgive you everything, although you are guilty of 

nothing. But I still cannot understand why Jehovah punishes my sins 

on you, and not on myself, who deserve it. 

The little one put his little pink fingers over his mouth while he 

murmured very softly: 

—Jehovah does not punish you, father, but wakes you up because 

you are asleep. 

—Me asleep?..., what are you saying, boy? 

—Yes, father, you sleep and my other brothers too. Only Yhosuelin 

is awake like the Elders of the Sanctuaries. 

—What do you mean by that? –asked the father in alarm, looking 

at the Elder to try to unveil the mystery. 

—That Jehovah brought me to your house as a jug of water for all 

to drink, and instead of drinking you get angry because that water is 

not useful for irrigating your plantations. 

“Jehovah has water for the gardens, and water for the beasts, and 

water for the souls of men. 

“I am Jehovah's jug for these last ones. Will you drink, father, and 

won't you be angry with me anymore? -And surrounding Yhosep's 

neck with his little arms, he kissed him on the mouth with a silent and 

long kiss, as if he were really giving him to drink the internal and 

crystalline current of divine love, which emanated from his heart of 

Christ-man. 

—Now I wake up, my son! –Yhosep murmured deeply moved, 

while he leaned down to leave the child on the ground to hide two 

large tears that rolled down his face, that no longer had vestiges of 

the severity of a few moments before. 

—Will you let me go, willingly? –Yhasua questioned again. 

—Yes, my son, on the condition that Jehovah soon brings me the 

jug that he left in my house 10 years ago, because it is not fair that I 

suffer from thirst. 

—On the second full moon after this one, the jug will return to your 

house, father; now you've had enough. 

During this dialogue, Myriam wept in silence and Yhosuelin with 
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the Essene Elder arranged a donkey, the meekest and best trained of 

all for the sweet mother, whose pain at the separation from her son 

had caused Yhosep's revolt. 

 

It was late afternoon and they had to take advantage of the night's 

cool to travel, especially when a woman and a child were in the 

caravan. 

Two young Essenes and two peasants from the foothills of Carmel 

came to Sepphoris to lead them. They had unloaded the honey and 

chestnuts they had brought and reloaded the provisions they had to 

take to the sanctuary. 

Yhosep helped mount Myriam and put the boy on the donkey that 

Yhosuelin rode. He filled Yhosuelin with recommendations so that the 

boy and his mother would not stumble on the trip. 

—Don't worry, Brother, —one of the young Essenes in charge of 

leading them told him. —We have already ordered and arranged 

lodging in Essene families that are scattered along the road so that 

we spend the hours of burning sun there. We will only march from 

sunset until mid-morning. 

—Well, may God and his angels be with you. —murmured Yhosep, 

his voice trembling and his eyes moist. As they began to walk, the 

child's little voice was still heard saying to his father, standing alone 

outside Sepphoris, on the esplanade shaded by palm trees from 

where the caravan road started: 

—Don't fall asleep again, father, because Jehovah will unleash 

hurricanes to wake you up. 

Yhosep only answered with a wave of farewell and returned to the 

inn to begin his return to Nazareth. 

At the beginning of the third night of their journey they reached the 

foot of Mount Carmel, where a merry little stream trickling down from 

a mountaintop seep formed a quiet pool, around which vines and 

chestnut trees spread their branches laden with fruit. It was a beautiful 

portico of foliage that gave entrance to one of the most accessible 

paths through which one could climb to the grotto of Elijah, in which 

the Sanctuary had been built. It consisted of many rooms carved in 

the living rock, some of which were covered inside with large cedar 

planks. 

It was necessary to look for the main entrance where one would 

least expect it, as was the case with the sanctuaries of Quarantine 

and Hermon. 

Here was the stone and goatskin hut of an old shepherd who lived 
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alone with two huge dogs and a herd of goats. He guarded the 

entrance to the famous mountain of the disciples of Elijah and Elisha. 

For the traveler familiar with the old chronicles of the kings of Israel, 

the warriors of Achab (aka Ahab) would rise like ghosts from the past, 

sent there to take Elijah captive who refused to present himself to the 

sovereign who wanted to see the stupendous prodigies he performed. 

Those chronicles had lurid accounts of the dragon-filled flames of 

fire engulfing the Mount whenever Achab's warriors approached it. 

Many of them had perished, not devoured by monsters, nor burned 

by fire as they said, but the fear and terror that drove them to flee, 

which didn't give them enough time to save themselves from the 

precipices into which they fell. Because wanting to surprise the 

Prophet asleep, they tried to arrive with the shadows of the night. 

Upon arriving at the most remarkable place in the old chronicles, 

one of the Essenes guides told the travelers the particular events that 

took place there. 

The arrival at the shepherd's hut was announced by the barking of 

the large dogs that accompanied him. Immediately they saw a bundle 

of burning palm trees at the end of a stick, which someone in the 

shadows was raising high. One of the guides also lit a small torch, 

which he waved three times in the air and the dogs fell silent, and soon 

the old shepherd came out to greet them. 

All the rudeness of that character disappeared when entering the 

patio that opened like a flower garden in front of the hut. In its main 

room, which was the living room of the home, a table was set with a 

white tablecloth and enormous clay fountains full of chestnuts and 

bowls full of honey, jars of fresh milk, goat cheese, and golden buns 

to the embers. 

—Mother, —said the boy, entering led by her hand. —It seems that 

this old shepherd guessed how hungry I was. –And without further 

ado, he approached the rustic table, sat down at it and approaching a 

bowl of honey he mixed it with the milk. He served himself chestnuts 

and calmly began to eat. 

—My son, wait for them to serve you —insinuated Myriam 

approaching her son. 

— I can't wait, mother! —the boy replied —isn't this Elijah the 

Prophet's table? Well, when he was hungry, he did not expect to be 

served but he drank, and when he wasn't, he sent his protected eagles 

to bring him bread to feed himself. Didn't you hear it, mother, in the 

Scripture section last Saturday in the Synagogue? 

—Yes, my son, but you are not Elijah. 



 224 

 

The boy looked at his mother and was going to answer her, but the 

entry of the Essene Elder, his teacher, who gave him a look full of 

intelligence, made him understand that he should keep quiet. 

All joyously celebrated the holy appetite of the child, whom the trip 

seemed to have favored in the highest degree. 

—After dinner, Uncle Jacob, — said one of the young Essenes 

addressing the old shepherd, —will you open the front door for us? 

—But how come? –the boy asked vividly–, aren't we already 

inside? 

—You are in the anteroom of the dwelling of Elijah the Prophet, — 

the old shepherd answered solemnly. 

—Well, if the chestnuts and honey inside are as good as those in 

the anteroom, you must live very well here, —Yhasua said again while 

he continued eating. 

—Little brother—Yhosuelin told him –, I see that the air of Mount 

Carmel suits you well because you eat and talk, which is wonderful. 

—The house of Elijah the Prophet is energy and life for me. 

—Oh! Well, well, Yhasua! You don't speak like a child but like a 

man –one of the young Essenes smiled. 

When the frugal supper was almost finished, a slight noise was 

heard as of a bolt being drawn, in the dark alcove of the shepherd that 

communicated with the rustic dining room. 

Myriam, startled, pressed herself closer to her son's side and with 

her big eyes questioned. 

–Don't be alarmed –the old shepherd appeased her. – 

“The Servitor has gone ahead of you without a doubt. –And lifting 

an oil candle that was on the table, he approached the hole that 

communicated with the bedroom. 

The light fell squarely on the white figure of an Elder, leaning on an 

oak cane as he approached. 

—You were taking so long that I went ahead, —he said with a 

smile. —Peace be with you! –And his eyes full of kindness and 

intelligence searched around the table, until they found the little 

person of Yhasua, whose big clear eyes seemed to devour him with 

their gaze. 

He approached him immediately and hugging him tenderly, said: 

—In the centuries of centuries, Mount Carmel did not have the glory 

of this day. 

—My son is sick and he's here for you to cure him, — Myriam 

warned, after answering the greeting the Elder addressed to her. 
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—Don't worry about him, he'll heal perfectly. Mount Carmel has an 

air of health and life. 

“If you have rested, let's go, the night is advancing, and they are 

waiting for us there”. 

 

In one of the walls of the shepherd's bedroom there was a lighted 

hole and towards it the Elder walked, leading the child by the hand. 

Behind him followed Myriam and Yhosuelin, then the other Essenes, 

and finally the old shepherd who accompanied them to the entrance 

of that silent tunnel lit by torches placed at intervals. 

—May the Lord give you a good night's sleep, Brother Jacob –said 

the Essenes, saying goodbye to the shepherd. 

—May He give it to you as well–answered the old man, and he 

moved the sheet of rough stone that hid the gallery. 

That was a short passage that led to a natural square of rocks and 

large chestnut trees and ancient olive trees. The full moon illuminated 

that beautiful spot, in which no other sign of organic life could be seen, 

other than the screeching of the cicadas, interrupted at times by the 

cawing of the eagles, which nested in the trees on the summit. 

That immense loneliness overwhelmed the spirit and Myriam took 

the arm of Yhosuelin who was walking next to her. 

— Don't be afraid, mother — the young man murmured in her ear 

— there are no beasts here to harm us. 

One of the young Essenes went ahead and climbing on a rock, 

reached the end of a rope which he pulled. Immediately a bell rang 

and almost instantly a gate swung open from the inside and light 

streamed out. 

—We are in the house of Elijah the Prophet, – the Elder Servitor 

pointed out, making Yhasua go first. 

The boy alone and without any fear, advanced towards the large 

group of Essenes that came out to meet him. 

There were 40 Elders and 30 youngsters who stayed in Elijah's 

house. 

It was quite a scene to see the tiny person of Yhasua before that 

white circle that was closing around him, while everyone extended 

their arms to him. 

—I'll start with the oldest — he said and gave himself up to the 

tender embrace of a little old man with a bent back who trembled as 

he walked. 

—My son..., my son!... I was waiting for this to crown my life –said 

the sweet old man who was called Azariah, and who was one of the 
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few who due of his old age had not come to Nazareth to see Christ 

incarnate. 

The boy stared at him for a few seconds. 

—You — he said suddenly and with great firmness — one day put 

a light blue tunic on me and then you laid dead on my chest. —Don't 

put a robe on me now and go die on me again. 

 

The Elders froze at this magnificent display of spiritual insight. 

But because Myriam and Yhosuelin were there and they had not 

yet reached this knowledge, they kept silent. 

—The boy begins to say inconveniences again! —Myriam sighed 

in Yhosuelin's ear. —What tunic is this Elder going to put on him, if he 

sees him now for the first time? 

—Don't worry, mother, all this will be fine. The Elders of Mount 

Carmel are wonderful doctors –the young man replied. 

—Do not be afraid, Yhasua – answered the Elder – that my time is 

already set for when you, at the height of your apostolate, can make 

light penetrate the dark urn that I will have taken to glorify God. 

And he continued hugging the other Elders until he reached one of 

them who was sobbing intensely. The boy stared at him as if he found 

something familiar in that physiognomy. Suddenly he straightened up 

as if he wanted to look at him straight in the face and said: 

—Aaron!..., I’m glad to meet you here before I get to Moab to let 

you know that I will have to meet with you there. How come you never 

went to Nazareth? 

—Because I was in a very distant country..., precisely there where 

Moses and Aaron glorified Jehovah with wonderful deeds. There is 

Essen, which Moses loved, and which today is called Philo of 

Alexandria. 

—I will go to find Essen in the land of the Pyramids. 

Poor Myriam burst into tears and approaching her son, she wanted 

to separate him from the Elders, because it seemed to her that 

approaching them made the child delirious. 

The Servitor intervened. 

—Do not suffer, sister, for this child – he told her with great 

sweetness. –It's not that he's delirious, is that he remembers. Have 

you not heard or read the Holy Scripture that refers to the Prophets, 

who at given moments had the past and the future in mind? 

“It is time for you to understand that this, your son, is from the High 

School of the Envoys, and you should not be surprised by what you 

see in him. If you do not cooperate even with your tranquility, to the 
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development of his superior faculties, the Law will have to remove him 

from your side before the time that was determined. 

The boy heard this dialogue between the Servitor and his mother, 

and the impression produced by her crying returned him to his present 

physical state. He approached her and taking her by the hand, he rose 

on her tiptoes to reach her ear and say very softly: 

 

—If you're afraid, mother, in these dark caves, Yhosuelin and I will 

make a little hut out there next to the pond, under a chestnut tree that 

I saw laden with fruit. We will bring bread and honey from the 

sanctuary, and we'll be safe and sound. —And looking around at 

everyone, his eyes lit up with childish joy, he said with satisfaction—: 

“There will be thrush birds, larks, and doves that will have nests 

with chicks that would like to eat the crumbs in your hand. Oh yes, this 

is the house of Elijah the Prophet. Don't you know it? 

The Elders watched him in silence, noting the great change that 

came over the child when he heard his mother cry. 

And so, they verified once again, the enormous damage caused by 

an impression, however slight it may be, in the psyche of an advanced 

being, at moments in which he externalizes his great faculties. 

Myriam had calmed down and the Servitor, leaving the Elders in 

that first cavern-portico, invited her to go with Yhosuelin towards a 

small corridor that opened to the left, and that led to a small esplanade 

shaded by fig trees and vineyards. 

—This is the “Mothers' Cottage” —indicated the Servitor, pointing 

to a cavern where a beautiful fire was burning, and several old ladies 

were spinning. They came closer. 

There were eight old women there, also dressed in white robes, 

whose serene and placid faces clearly showed that they were happy. 

—Mother Salome, —he said to one of the elder women, —here 

comes a woman from Nazareth with two children that you will host for 

a season. The youngest child is sick, and we must cure him. 

“The child Yhasua –he said to Myriam–, will eat and sleep here by 

your side, but during the hours of the day we will have him, until we 

notice that he is completely cured. 

“As for the rest, you can be here as if you were at home. Because 

these old women apart from being Essenes are also mothers of 

several Essenes who live in the Sanctuary. So they know how 

important it is for us to carefully care for the guests we leave here. 

“Since they’ve just arrived from a trip – he added – they need a 

meal and a good bed. 
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—They will have it right away, Servitor. —replied the one who he 

had called Mother Salome, who was the one who governed the cabin 

during that moon, since they used to take turns in government each 

month. 

The Servitor returned to the house of Elijah the Prophet, leaving 

his guests preparing to surrender to rest. 

Let's see what happened in the Sanctuary. 

He found his companions in solitude making enthusiastic 

comments on the child Yhasua. And since almost all of them had 

highly developed higher faculties, each one could give an accurate 

opinion of the child's psychic state at that time. 

They understood of course that he was not well centralized in his 

new personality, which is why he fluctuated between the previous 

ones, especially in those of Antulius, Abel and Moses, who were the 

ones that accumulated the greatest advances in his Higher Self. In his 

long messianic career, they had been the three great decisive flights, 

as they were linked to the beginnings or endings of cycles or glorious 

stages of new civilizations. 

They also understood that their mission as teachers of the Word-

child consisted of helping him to focus on his personality of Yhasua 

and detaching him from the others in which he lived at intervals. 

They also knew that the spirit that was the mother of Antulius, the 

great Atlantean philosopher, was close to incarnating, that 

incomparable Walkyria of Cerro de Oro (“Golden Hill”) who had given 

him physical life and so closely accompanied him in his spiritual life of 

that time. 

Elijah Prophet, disciple of Hilkar, was one of those five abandoned 

children with whom he founded his Dactyls in the caves of the Mount 

of Bees in prehistoric Attica. After several incarnations in those same 

places, he fell prisoner of the pirates of Cretasia, who took him to this 

island as a medic in a frightful epidemic that had developed. 

Gaudes, Walkyria, and several other Dactyls and Kobdas of the old 

schools, incarnated in humble Cretan women, with a difference of 

months or few years. Among them, two well-known archivists from the 

glorious times of the Mount of Bees and Neghada: Walker, archivist 

of the Caspian; Eladyos, archivist of Neghada, the Atlas of the Mount 

of Bees on the arrival of Abel; Adonai and Elhisa; Senio and Nubia. 

The Dactyls and the Kobdas of prehistory had passed and were 

only a glorious memory, stupendously great, of which memory was 

preserved as of a legendary epic, more fantastic than real, apparently 

of the pygmy humankind that lives only on petty ideals and gross 
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delights. And behold, in Cretasia, a semi-wild island populated by 

pirates and criminals, great eagles of the past hung their nests to 

cleanse of vultures and lizards that region in which a new civilization 

was also to emerge. It was close to Phoenicia and Syria, where the 

Word of God would carry out his last messianic incarnation. Several 

centuries were still to come, it is true, but not in one or two have the 

transformations taken place for an event of such magnitude in the 

history of humankind. The Mediterranean was therefore the chosen 

scenario to promote a new impulse, to prepare souls for the great 

event that was the apotheosis of the Divine Word, in his mission as 

Redeemer of humanities. 

The Elders of Mount Carmel recalled all this upon the arrival of 

Yhasua, still a child, and they set out to make the most of this 

favorable event. 

They would therefore begin their work with Antulius's personality, 

which was the most distant of the three that seemed to revive every 

moment in the Word-child. 

And when the next day they brought Yhasua among them, the 

events that we are going to relate occurred. 

 

The Sanctuary itself was rustic and simple. It was the one who had 

more of the simplicity of the Dactyls and less of the imposing 

greatness of Moses. Born and educated in the stupendous splendor 

of the Pharaohs of the Nile, whose tendency to the monumental and 

cyclopean are well manifest, Moses had to impose himself on the 

materialistic and utilitarian people, who would serve him as an 

instrument for his designs. And thus, he was forced to get in tune with 

it to better lead it, imposing himself on its weaknesses and 

selfishness. 

In the Great Sanctuary of Moab, the mosaic tint was well marked, 

while in Hermon, Tabor and Carmel, the modality of the Dactyls 

predominated, despite being the same spiritual science and high 

knowledge, which were common to all. 

The Sanctuary of Carmel was the great cave of Elijah the Prophet 

at the center of a series of small or large caves. They opened in the 

deep gorges of the mountain, whose feet lapped the Mediterranean, 

when its waves gently slid or lashed with wild fury, when it roared 

raging. 

There was nothing to be seen there but five large candles placed 

on bases of a piece of rock, in memory of the five children with whom 

Hilkar of Talpaken had founded his School. In remembrance of this 
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fact, Thylo, that is Elijah, also started with five, of which the first had 

been Elisha, whom Thylo called Petrioka, which in his Attic language 

meant: stone cavity. 

A circular dais carved in the same rock and covered with goat skins 

and the floor of a rustic vegetable fiber fabric, was all the decoration 

of the House of Elijah the Prophet. On tables or benches made of 

rustically polished logs, waxed cloth books were stacked, wooden 

tablets with inscriptions attached one to another with long cords, as if 

they were pages cleverly bound for easy reading. 

In the center was a white rock carved in the shape of a cup, the 

edges of which reached chest height for men of average height. Said 

cup was always full of water and represented the cup in which 

humankind made the greatest man of science known until then, drink 

his physical death: Antulius of Manh-Ethel. 

Such was the Sanctuary of Mount Carmel, where the child Yhasua 

entered the day after his arrival. 

The Arabian incense that was burning in a small cavity in the rock 

that served as a cauldron and the barely perceptible sound of the 

psaltery that seemed to cry in a very soft melody, soon had their effect 

on the sensitive Yhasua, who gradually fell into a soft lethargy, 

between the Servitor and the old man who he hugged and recognized 

when he arrived. 

They all evoked Antulius, because Thylo appeared, who as we 

know was studying at the Essene Sanctuary of Quarantine and was 

an 11-year-old boy: Yohanan, later called the Baptist. 

—Peace be with you, —he told them. —I announce to you that the 

Master will come later, for which, while Yhasua sleeps, you will read 

the stories that his mother Walkyria wrote about him. Since she's 

about to incarnate, she already lives in the closest planes of the astral 

sphere of the Earth and she herself will serve as an introducer and 

guide in these works. 

During these brief manifestations, the sensitive one who through 

hypnosis served as an intermediary, appeared enveloped in a soft 

golden mist, from which emanated like sparks of radiant fire that 

illuminated at intervals the gloom of the cavern. 

Shortly after, one of the young Essenes fell into hypnosis and a 

very soft bluish aura diffused the extraterrestrial sweetness of its 

vibration in the environment. 

A dull murmur like a delicate breeze arose from all lips: 

—Walkyria of Cerro de Oro! 

—Yes, it's me —the trembling voice of the intermediary replied — 
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and as in the remote past, I come to collaborate with you in the 

gigantic work of the redemption of humankind. 

“I know what you want to do, and I know what I'm supposed to do. 

–And then the astral form of the beautiful woman was clearly 

delineated, who separating from the body of the sensitive, she 

approached Yhasua asleep–. 

“Antulius, my son, you see that among all of us we must raise the 

glorious personality of Yhasua in this unique hour in the history of 

humankind, in which his Savior Messiah must immolate himself for the 

last time in the holy altar of Immortal Love. 

From the child's sleeping body, a pale gold cloud came off, with 

light clouds of a dazzling white snow that gradually filled the immense 

cavern, where there was no other light except that of the five candles. 

—Peace with you! –the voice of the sleeping child was heard, who 

seemed to have acquired clarion vibrations–. 

“From this moment –he said– I annul all my previous personalities 

to only live in all its amplitude, energy, and vigor the present one, in 

which by Eternal Law, all personalities must be merged forever. 

Because once this one is finished I will remain eternally united to my 

Ego, disappearing absolutely all duality. Then my Ego and I are 

nothing more than a single powerful entity, which will become part of 

the Divine Unity in its infinite greatness and sovereign plenitude. 

"And even if sometimes in the future I could make use of any of my 

human personalities at certain times and with demonstrative purposes 

of the immutable Truth, these manifestations will be only by reflection 

and nominal, because after the life of Yhasua, I am only the Eternal 

Light-Idea-Word Christ for countless centuries, that is, until the last 

legions of spirits on this Earth have entered the abodes of Light and 

Knowledge. 

 

The strong currents of inferior forces that wanted to frustrate the 

final victory of the Messiah, because it marks the beginning of their 

defeat on this planet, had contributed to produce the decentralization 

of Yhasua's personality, seeking to make him revive in past ages, 

which would produce little by little an imbalance between the mind and 

the brain, between the faculties of the soul and the spirit, whose 

powers would be reduced to vibrations without possible coordination. 

“My friends and companions of yesterday and today, of distant 

ages and of new ages, go ahead! and Yhasua, who emerges among 

you like a palm tree shoot, at the glorious battle of his apotheosis as 

Messiah, will be fortified at your contact in his memory, in his 
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understanding and in his will. 

Peace, Hope, and Love to all men of good will”. 

 

The pale gold mist turned completely white, until it merged with the 

faint spirals of incense smoke that perfumed the cavern. 

Almost all the Essenes had put themselves in an ecstatic state, so 

when they came back from it, they had the full conviction of having 

been in the world of the Loving-Beings, in the subtle plane of the Egos, 

where a forest of ovals with reflections of amethyst had left them with 

the impression of a splendid dawn that gave birth to innumerable suns 

of a bright and dazzling pink. 

The Servitor and his five Advisors, listening to the data provided by 

all, decided to begin Yhasua's instruction by reading in his presence 

the spiritual activities of the Prophets. They would begin with Antulius, 

considered the Master and Father of the Prophets, for having been 

the first to launch into the exploration of worlds, habitats of humanities. 

One of them noticed that the child was awake, but that he was lying 

down on the dais with his head resting on the chest of Elder Azariah. 

– Yashua! –he said approaching him–. You have stayed as still as 

if you were still half asleep. 

—No, I'm wide awake, and I hope you start those readings you're 

going to do to cure me. 

—Well, — continued the Servitor— Let's get started. We've only 

used an hour of sun. We have all morning until noon. Will you not get 

tired, child, of so much time of stillness? 

—Don't call me child, call me Yhasua, please. Believe me, it seems 

that I’m in a hurry to be older, because I’m tired of wasting time in this 

poor little childhood, which is only good for looking for nests and eating 

chestnuts. Read..., go on read, that I already listen avidly. 

 

And the boy settled down as if to resist a long time without moving, 

leaning on large cushions of wheat straw covered with linen, which 

the old women of the cabin made as pillows for the solitary. 

– Brothers readers who are on duty -ordered the Servitor – prepare 

your books in such a way that there are no interruptions. We will listen 

to the Scripture preserved by Thylo, which recounts Antulius's spiritual 

explorations and main visions, compiled and written by his mother, 

Walkyria of Cerro de Oro, and translated by our Fathers Elijah and 
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Elisha into the Phoenician language.8 

 

* * * 

 

A young Essene carried a rustic stool to the door of the cavern, 

whose reed curtain drawn back to let the light of a fine summer's day 

shine through. 

And the reading began: 

—Master Antulius describes the creation of the nebula that gave 

rise to the formation of our Planetary System: 

‘The Absolute or Great Everything, is Energy, is Light, and is Love; 

three Eternal Potentialities residing in seven Intelligent and Living 

Forces, called Magnificent Fires. These are the ones that determine 

the place, time, and form of the creations that the splendid Legion of 

Superior Intelligences then carries out. The Superior Intelligences are 

what the divine science of God and souls have called Living Torches, 

whose number is as much as 70 multiplied by seven. 

‘In an age that, because it is extraordinarily distant, cannot be fixed 

with precision, although it could be estimated at approximately 70 

billion centuries, the Magnificent Fires impelled the Living Torches 

towards the nearest void in the infinite blue sea. There, the substance 

of Etheric energy was already in a condition to be fecundated by 

Eternal Energy. 

‘The idea flashed forth at the same time in those ultra-powerful 

Intelligences saying as if in one voice, vibration, or sound: 

‘A new spiral must fill this void in the heavens. The Absolute has 

filled our jug to the brim with Energy. Let us empty it here and let new 

worlds arise from his Infinite Power and from his Eternal Love. 

‘The Magnificent Fires, which are Seven, are arranged as follows: 

four represent the active or masculine principle and three the passive 

or feminine principle. The cooperation of both principles is 

indispensable in all creation. 

‘And having as auxiliaries the Legion of Living Torches, divided in 

half into active and passive principles, they injected the fertile germ 

into the maternal womb: the Ether. And an igneous bubble like a 

button of fire was shaped in the dark bottom of the void, on which the 

                            
 

8 These stories of the extraterrestrial explorations of the Atlantean Prophet 
Antulius, are only of interest to those who yearn to know that world that finds the 
human soul after death 
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new spiral began to become softly designed in graceful curves that 

were gradually dilating, until occupying an enormous extension. The 

tiny, subtle spiral became first a small cloud and then a great nebula, 

sprinkled at intervals with threads of light and sparks of fire. And when 

the Energy of those ultra-powerful minds managed to imprint on the 

nebula the necessary impulse for its vertiginous and permanent 

rotation, the Magnificent Fires gathered within themselves the creative 

impulse, which is equivalent to giving the voice of cessation or 

stillness, because the gestation was done, and it alone will continue 

its evolutionary process in the long and arduous course of ages. 

‘It was then the Ether, charged with living forces, the first mother of 

our planetary system, as it is of all the Star Systems that form the 

countless universes of infinite space. For long ages the newly formed 

nebula spun and bent, twisted in the void, until the vertiginous 

movement impregnated it with heat, with gasses, with fire. And it was 

like an immense flame with madness of vertigo and intoxicated with 

energies that in its formidable roll on itself, it threw tongues of burning 

flames into space, bubbles of flammable gasses that in turn ran 

spinning like crazy, as if they were trying to gather in great 

incandescent masses, forming a labyrinth of fire globes. Until the great 

central mass overcame in the mad vortex the smaller ones that began 

to roll around it, forced by the inescapable laws of attraction. 

‘Immense ages passed before the major planets, planetoids, 

satellites, and asteroids were clearly designed. Satellites and 

asteroids which by the thousands are interspersed between the orbits 

of the planets, sometimes following them as courts of honor of the 

great stars, whose force of attraction irresistibly drags them to roll 

together with them in the immense blue ocean. 

‘New ages, imprecise by their very immensity, walk without haste, 

for there’s no rush in eternity. Until those vertiginous movements slow 

down and the globes slowly move away from each other at 

immeasurable distances, all of which cooperates with the cooling and 

solidification of those gaseous and inflamed materials, which become 

lava rocks, moist with incessant vapors produced by still incandescent 

globes. The enormous accumulation of vapors gives rise to the 

formation of water currents, stormy rains charged with electricity, 

which gradually invade the globes in formation. 

‘And when after another immense chain of time, those waters 

manage to park in the cavities of the semi-extinguished and still 

steaming lava mountains, they form boiling and swampy lakes. In that 

warm and stagnant water in holes and depths, millions of living atoms 
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and molecules meet and begin to grow and join one another as in 

formless bubbles, thus giving rise to the formation of living cells, 

although imperceptible. These cells congregate, tighten, and seek 

each other out by the law of attraction. And in those swampy waters 

the beginnings of larvae are formed, like semi-liquid rubber worms, 

denser later until they form tiny tongues of movements almost 

imperceptible to the naked eye, the first origin of life on all the planets 

of all the universes. 

‘It is therefore Water, the second mother in universal life. 

‘Those warm swamps were widening with new currents of vapors 

dissolved in rain, the larvae enlarging and reproducing by approach, 

and at the same time secreting sediments and slag, full of living cells, 

which in turn spread into infinite and varied forms of semi-vegetal and 

semi-animal life, that is, principles of algae, sponges, and corals. 

‘New ages of countless centuries passed until the currents of 

marshy waters invaded the rocky parts of the planets. And those 

embryonic lives adhered to the mud that bathed the rocks, 

assimilating with great efforts to the new environment in which they 

had to develop. Life then passed from Water to Earth, which is the 

third mother of universal life. 

‘The formidable gestation was realized. The first living cells stirred 

to form larvae or worms in the swampy waters and in the lava rocks 

moistened by these waters. In both elements, Water and Earth, life 

will be perpetuated from the larva, the insect, water worms and 

earthworms, which were the primitive ancestors of the great marine 

monsters and enormous reptiles. These were the first inhabitants of 

the globes that one day will be the crystal and gold palace of the 

intelligent Being. Intelligent Being that will undoubtedly deny 

recognizing as parents those tiny and repugnant beginnings. 

‘Once life had already manifested itself on the face of the Earth, the 

ascending evolution of the lower species to the higher ones is easily 

understandable, discounting, of course, the millions of years 

necessary for each transformation. 

‘This planet needed approximately 10 billion centuries to sustain 

lives and humanities like the ones we see today.’  

‘Such is the first stage of the wisdom of Antulius, transferred to 

ancient Cretasia, from the Mount of Bees in prehistoric Attica, by 

Thylo, a disciple of Hilkar II, prince of Talpaken, the first Notary of 

Master Antulius’. 

Yhasua had fallen asleep soundly and his tiny little person 

appeared enveloped in a soft mist of pale gold which resembled the 
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shape or silhouette of a tall man, standing firm, making the sign of the 

great Initiates in Divine Wisdom. He seemed to also listen to the 

interesting reading. The clairvoyants began to see him from the 

beginning as soon as the boy fell into the dream state. And they saw 

it disintegrate after he woke up. 

—I fell asleep, —said Yhasua, opening his eyes, —and I dreamed 

of something that resembles the first chapter of Genesis, but so 

terrible and frightening, as if the entire universe were in convulsion. 

But happily, I see that nothing happened here and that you are all 

calm. How do you explain this? 

—Yhasua —said the Servitor— although your years of physical life 

are few, your spiritual age is immensely great. And you must know 

that, in your dream, you have once again witnessed the formidable 

gestation of this Planetary System. 

– And why did you say, once again? Did I attend another time? 

—Yes, twice before now: in the life of Antulius and that of Moses. 

But we will talk about this later. 

“Now what we want from you is that you put all your will into 

dominating those impressions of your distant past, so as not to reveal 

to the profane. Do you understand? 

“When the impulse comes to you to say those words that Jehovah 

tells you to, as you have stated, you must have the willpower to silence 

them in front of people incapable of understanding you to avoid being 

taken for an unbalanced or sick person. Only in front of us can you 

freely express yourself and say whatever comes to mind. And it is then 

that we will explain to you the hidden sense and meaning of what you 

say. 

—Not even before my mother am I to speak freely? –asked the boy 

looking at everyone around him. 

—Not even before her, because although she is an Essene like 

your father, she has not yet reached the second degree, where Divine 

Wisdom begins to explain the reason for all things. With Yhosuelin 

you can unburden yourself somewhat because although he is still a 

youngster, his spirit is of great age. 

This dialogue was interrupted by one of the Essenes, who said: 

—The second Sacred Book is revealed, which in the translation of 

our father Elijah reads as follows: 

‘My soul prostrated before the Most High asked for light to know 

itself, since at certain times I feel it shake like a captive bird seeking 

to take flight. 

‘I, a man of the Earth, what am I?, how am I? The eternal light 
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became in me, and I clearly saw what the human being incarnated on 

Earth is. 

‘I was able to understand that there are three principles that 

constitute it: 

 

‘First: Dense matter or physical body. 

‘Second: Mental body or intermediary. 

‘Third: Spiritual Principle or Ego, which is the Self proper. 

 

‘I describe the three components or principles as they were shown 

to me in the inner clarity that I received. 

The dense matter or physical body that we all see and feel by itself 

forms a complicated machinery that different branches of Science 

have needed to study and understand. It is not about this that this 

story will deal with more extensively, since the organic body of man, 

has been, and is studied and known by the sages who have dedicated 

themselves to anatomy. I will only say that the physical body of man 

is enveloped in an aura or irradiation of ethereal or astral substance, 

in whose composition the four elements of the terrestrial globe 

participate: air, fire, water, and earth. 

‘It also possesses the vital fluid or circulatory fire, which rushes 

through the entire physical body, and which is the aura of the blood. It 

is of a more vivid or paler pink color depending on whether the blood 

is more or less pure and strong. 

‘It also has the irradiation or particular aura of the brain and spinal 

cord, an extension of that, which is called nervous etheric fluid. 

‘All these components together with matter form the physical body 

of man. 

‘Mental or intermediary body’: 

‘When the Ego, the first origin of being, has passed from a spark of 

the Eternal Living Flame to a bubble, and from bubble to oval, the 

evolutionary process gives it the power to create personalities in the 

physical worlds, that is, in the planets capable of sustaining 

humanities. 

 ‘Once this degree of advancement has been reached, and under 

the tutelage and guidance of the lofty Legions that create forms, the 

Ego begins to extract extremely subtle materials from the Ether and 

slowly forms a body that will accompany, as a prototype and model, 

all human personalities that this Self will take on in future ages, and in 

multiple existences until it completes its evolution. This is the mental 

or intermediary body that joins the physical body at the time of the 
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child's birth, whose gestational life has taken place under its action 

and under the tutelage of the superior Intelligences in charge of 

human gestations. 

‘It is seen, then, that the mental or intermediary body is like the 

direct emanation of the I, the Self, or Ego. It could be said that the Ego 

is its Will put into action. It then descends to the physical plane to seek 

union with the organic matter that it has formed in its image and 

similarity, to carry out all the planetary existences that it needs, until it 

reaches the supreme perfection. 

‘This mental or intermediary body is subject to infinite variations 

depending on the activities it performs, the environments in which its 

physical matter operates, and the orientation imprinted on it. 

‘If the union with matter, that is, birth, occurs under a decadent 

astral influence, this Mental or Intermediary body will very weakly feel 

the influence of its Ego or higher Self. For this reason, the instincts 

proper to organic matter would have on it a remarkable 

preponderance, sometimes dominating him almost completely. 

‘And so, we have the vicious, bad man, full of selfishness and 

ferocity, as if chained by all the instinctive modalities of animals in 

general. 

“The mental or intermediary body varies and changes its aspects 

and colors with each thought, each desire, and each emotion. 

‘And because of this, clairvoyants not accustomed to 

extraterrestrial investigations see the mental body in so many different 

ways that they sometimes assume they are different personalities. 

The variations of it are subject to the mother colors of the rainbow, 

according to the emotions, desires, and thoughts. An intense longing 

for the Divinity will cover it with a subtle pale gold garment. A deep 

loving feeling will cover it of a very soft rosy tint; an anxious thought 

or desire for elevated knowledge will cover it with a very subtle and 

resplendent turquoise blue garment; melancholy or sadness, 

depending on the degrees of intensity it has, will take it from pale to 

dark violet; a thought of hate and crime will cover it from gray to black 

and will stain it with purple gangrene and mud-black; and a lively 

desire for fertility and to be reproduced in children, will envelop it in a 

pale or more vivid green mist, depending on the intensity of its desire. 

‘The Ego or Higher Self is the simplest of the components of the 

perfect human being. 

‘It is born from the Eternal Energy, which is Light and Love, like a 

small luminous focus that contains in germ all the powers and forces 

of the Eternal Creative Power that gave it life. And as soon as it is 
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born, it begins to accumulate around it the most subtle cosmic 

substances that form its own aura, which is its envelope or body. 

When this aura has been perfectly formed, it creates, as I have 

already said, the prototype or model for its multiple planetary 

existences in the human species. 

‘It is at such a moment, when the Ego as an entity, begins to 

develop its free will, and slowly becomes aware of its Being and of its 

responsibilities and powers. 

‘When the Ego, under the tutelage of the creative Intelligences of 

forms, has managed to give a perfect structure to its prototype, then 

it emits as a beam of rays or reflections of its Will towards the physical 

plane in which it must act, which is always a planet that begins to 

receive humanities in a primitive state’. 

 

Such is the definition of man incarnated on Earth, according to the 

clairvoyance received from the spiritual world by the great master 

Antulius, which his disciples collected preserved and transmitted 

orally or in writing to his followers through long ages and countless 

contingencies. This is what is expressed in the translation of the 

Cretan language or prehistoric Attic, made by our parents Elijah and 

Elisha, Prophets of the Most High. 
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14.  Extraterrestrial Scenarios 
 

At this point, the Servitor indicated the need for a time of silence, 

in which everyone would help Yhasua's Mental or Intermediary body 

to take full ownership of all these profound principles and unify in 

perfect balance with the powers of his soul and with his own brain. All 

of this is indispensable so that a being of great advancement 

manifests himself in all the fullness of faculties and powers that he 

must manifest in his peak life, as was the one that Yhasua came to 

develop. 

The deep mental concentration produced in almost everyone that 

very subtle spiritual state that we call ecstasy, unfolding or transport, 

and what logically should have occurred, happened. In other words, 

the internal vision of the ecstatic was first reflected in the ether and 

almost immediately in the astral sphere, with vague and subtle 

reflections in the very atmosphere that enveloped their physical 

bodies. Such is the process followed for all these supernormal 

manifestations to occur on the physical plane. 

And everyone saw with sharp clarity, the way the living forces of 

the Cosmos come together to form those enormous masses of atoms, 

apparently dead molecules, until they reach the living cell. The cell, 

which is the beginning of plant organisms, semi-animals, barely 

mobile larvae, without individuality yet, acting only as a shapeless 

heap of living forces. They are thus prepared and ready for the 

individualization of the portion or fragment that each Ego must take at 

the opportune moment to begin its eternal task of continuous 

transformations. 

And thus, they came to perceive the luminous and radiant hour in 

which Sirius, like other twin Intelligences, took from the formless heap, 

cells, bubbles of life to take charge of their evolution in long future 

ages. And in that hour began the individualization of each cell, which 

would be in a distant future a being with its own life, a plant first and 

an animal later. And in the marvelous filming of those extraterrestrial 

panoramas, they perceived the supreme instant when an Ego that 

they understood by intuitive clarity to be that of Yhasua, directed the 

beam of rays of his will onto a living cell that throbbed like a pinkish, 

yellowish, bluish, or greenish bubble, according to the color of those 

vivid rays of energy and vitality. From that solemn and grandiose 

moment, the vivid and pulsating cell carried out its eternal betrothal 

with its only owner for all eternity, its Ego, its Higher Self, the one that 

would lead it from its humble beginnings to its most glorious destinies. 
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They saw the very slow passage of that cell through beautiful and 

delicate species of the Plant Kingdom in the fertile and flourishing 

valleys of the first planet, which, together with the great central sun 

Sirius, revolved in its orbit around its Center, as the entire System 

revolved around another central point that was lost in the immensity 

of infinite space! That beautiful constellation, which due to its shape 

has subsequently been called Canis Major, was made up of 

thousands of planets, large or small, planetoids, asteroids, and 

satellites, some of which, in the vertiginous and constant rotation, 

broke off, attracted by major forces, and were added to other minor 

systems, until after long ages, the constellation was reduced to seven 

stars of the first magnitude and thousands of lower category and 

magnitude. The ages passed until it was designed in a sea of blue 

transparencies, a yellowish and greenish alga that climbed up a white 

rock that was the base of a lighthouse, where a young man climbed 

at dusk to give light to the great lamppost on the top. Due to a seismic 

shock, the rock with the alga attached to it rolled to the bottom of the 

sea and after some time, a bright pink coral caught on another rock 

on the base of the lighthouse that was already in ruins. And at the foot 

of this rock, a humble burial in a cave in the rocks, indicated the end 

of the life of that young lighthouse keeper, who prolonged in his 

offspring, continued to give light at night to the navigators of the sea 

that of the blue transparencies... 

And so on, that eternal living paraded with unheard-of speed 

through the various forms of evolution that the Eternal Omnipotent 

offers to all his creatures with the marvelous amplitude of his 

sovereign and eternally fruitful Love! 

 

 

The living cell ran tirelessly through long ages in search of its 

aggrandizement that would make it worthy of the glorious immortality 

to which it is destined. 

Until it reached the Animal Kingdom, whose meekness species 

traveled for a long time until they arrived at the last: a beautiful 

quadruped animal with long curly white fur, very similar to the reindeer 

of the polar lands, pulled a castaway from the wild waves of a mighty 

and raging river. The heroic intelligent love of that animal towards a 

human being who was linked to him from distant past alliances, was 

the golden key that opened the door of the Human Kingdom to the 

humble living cell that had traveled the seas and lands of its planet of 

origin under innumerable aspects and forms until reaching the full 



 242 

awakening of his conscience and his will. 

‘The living cell had arrived at the enchanted palace of human 

intelligence and his first life as a human was as a child in a home of 

antelope herders. By paternal inheritance he also became shepherd 

for a long time.’ 

That little boy, although his skin was tanned, greatly resembled 

Yhasua, especially in his sweet and serene look... 

Upon reaching this culminating point, all the Essenes fell on their 

knees with their faces prostrated on the ground worshiping the 

Supreme Creative Energy, which, with no other element than time, 

thus transformed inanimate things until they became a pulsating and 

living image of Itself. 

—Everything we have seen is my life in the eternity of God, — said 

the boy Yhasua, with a clear and vibrant voice. — Is all this true or is 

it your creation, that perhaps you are magicians as Moses, Elijah and 

Ezekiel were? 

—Yhasua, —the Servitor told him. All men have a similar history, 

and it is good that you never forget what you have seen, so that you 

know how to relate it to your current mission as Instructor and Savior 

of this humankind. 

The next day and at the same time, the spiritual work of the 

solitaries continued in the same way, and the Essene reader read the 

following: 

— Master Antulius explained to his disciples how the immediate 

scale superior to man had appeared in his clear vision, that is, The 

Guardians, who are Intelligences of an advanced evolution, and who 

by their very nature can act more on the physical plane, either in 

collective or legions, or individually: 

‘They are the ones that in the Sephirot of the most remote Occult 

Science, are called Legions of the Kingdom because they are the 

most numerous. Other schools of Divine Wisdom call them 

Hierophants, Bodhi-Sattvas, or Prophets. I give them the name of 

‘Guardians’, because of the tasks and missions that I have seen them 

carry out with more preference. Every work of good and justice is 

defended by these Intelligences of great purity and lucidity. 

‘They incarnate quite frequently in humanities of physical planes 

similar to this Earth. And when they are in the matter, they can be 

recognized by the lucidity they have to discern good from bad, right 

from wrong; true from false. Every being that incarnates with important 

spiritual missions has one or several guardians that help them to move 

towards the fulfillment of their mission. 
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Sometimes from the spiritual plane or astral sphere, they can take 

material forms and become visible to incarnated beings when great 

causes of common good demand it. Such is the case of all reports of 

appearances of luminous Intelligences to incarnated beings at times 

or circumstances that demanded special assistance. And the Sacred 

Scriptures of the most remote Schools of Divine Knowledge tell of 

innumerable apparitions of this nature. 

‘The Guardians always represent that superior something that we 

call Providence, which comes to save an essential need, or avoid a 

catastrophe that is not in the Law. They are the repositories of the 

secret of physical lives that begin and those that end. Therefore, they 

know when, how, and where a life should begin and when, how, and 

where it is to end. But since it is in the Law the convenience that the 

incarnate ignore such secrets in general, these high spirits guard them 

with austere severity. They are therefore the guardians of the great 

Book of Life and Death, and only for serious and just reasons are they 

allowed to reveal to certain beings, things concerning secrets that the 

Eternal Wisdom has entrusted to them. 

‘These immense Legions of Guardians are made up of spirits 

originating from various planets whose humankind are of a higher 

evolution than terrestrial humankind. 

‘When they incarnate, they ordinarily lead short lives, except in 

cases in which powerful causes retain them longer on the physical 

plane in which they act. Close to me, by superior mandate, I have two 

Guardian spirits incarnated: Hilkar of Talpaken, my first disciple, and 

Walkyria, my beloved mother, and between them they form the aura 

of protection that is necessary for me to unfold my earthly life. These 

Guardians are divided into seven large divisions or Legions, each of 

which obeys an immediate superior, who bears the name of Guide, a 

name that well indicates its meaning. The seven Guides receive the 

orders of the corresponding Messiah-Instructor. Each Legion is 

named after one of the seven colors of the rainbow: Gold, Blue, 

Scarlet, Emerald, Violet, Turquoise, and White. 

‘Their most outstanding characteristics are soft and sweet love, 

manifested with persuasive force and great firmness and 

perseverance to carry out their deeds of good and justice with 

success. 

‘All beauty attracts them and all meanness disgusts and revolts 

them. 

 

‘They incarnate with preference on physical planes of high spiritual 
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civilizations and infrequently during times of decadence. Ordinarily 

there come at rates of one per thousand in those parts of the Planet 

where social aid works are realized more frequently, tending to the 

elevation of humankind. The lack of harmony and the frivolity in which 

marriages ordinarily live are the impediment for these spirits to 

incarnate in greater numbers. 

‘Sometimes it happens that they take matter, and the terrestrial 

environment is so suffocating and heavy that it produces invincible 

organic alterations, and they return to space without having been able 

to carry out their assignment. 

‘Most of the purified Intelligences that form the glorious ranks of the 

so-called Candles of Mercy because of their self-sacrifice of perpetual 

holocaust, originate from these immense Legions, called Guardians. 

This is the first superior evolution the inhabitants of the physical 

planes achieve, destined by the Eternal Law to procreation. 

‘Archangels: are next in the grandiose evolutionary Scale of the 

Intelligences, which form another immense Legion that the Divine 

Knowledge calls: Wall of Diamonds. They are Intelligences that have 

frequently developed great powers, strength, and energy that they put 

at the service of the lofty and hidden designs of the Eternal Power. 

‘There are seven different categories, and each one has its own 

role: Watchers, Potentials, Heralds, Columns, Boreas, Arrows, and 

Thunderbolts. They are directed by seven Hierarchs who obey the 

idea of the Messiah corresponding to the planet in which they act. 

‘In my clairvoyance they have been presented to me dressed in a 

short silver and blue tunic with luminous wings of a soft purple 

irradiation and with two long flames of fire, like swords, of a dazzling 

fulguration and that tear from the palms of their open hands. I 

perceived their approach as a pleasant warmth, which is vibration, 

energy, and power at the same time. 

‘All of them can incarnate in planes similar to Earth and on Earth 

itself, with the exception of the Arrows and the Thunderbolts, whose 

powerful vibrations would not be resisted by a physical terrestrial 

organism. Their powers command powerful magnetic and electro-

radiant currents and they can disintegrate inanimate bodies and move 

animate bodies to a distance, and disperse atoms like dust and reunite 

them again, if they so wish. 

‘When Incarnated, they have the force of suggestion necessary to 

make themselves loved to the point of delirium for purposes of good 

and justice, and without the sexual potency intervening at all when it 

comes to beings of different sexes. They can paralyze the ordinary 
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process of any disease of physical organisms when the life of certain 

beings must be prolonged for reasons of great importance. And they 

can also accelerate or delay births, to avoid astrological influences 

adverse to the mission that brings beings of advanced evolution to life, 

and on whose performance the advance or delay of large portions of 

humankind will depend. 

‘Their predominant strength comes from the irises of their eyes and 

from the tips of their fingers. One of these great and strong 

Intelligences presided over my birth, which took place one moon 

before normal time, so that it was under the influence of Jupiter and 

Venus, which suited the task set by my Law for this hour of my eternal 

journey. He was a Herald who obeyed Aelohin, one of my current 

Guides, and I owe a great deal to him for the easy unfolding of my 

current mission. 

‘Ordinarily, they unfold their formidable activities in the astral 

spheres of elevated worlds, since they are almost always in charge of 

preparing the paths and clearing the long or short-term approaches of 

the Messiah from obstacles, sent to the planes in which by superior 

designs they must act. 

‘They are also the custodians of the Eternal Light Archives, from 

the beginning of creation and of the nebulae and Planetary Systems. 

And being them the advance guard of the Intelligences that direct the 

transformation of globes and humanities that no longer respond to the 

harmonic march marked by the inescapable Law of Evolution; They 

preside over the great sidereal cataclysms, in which extinguished 

planets and without forces of attraction or cohesion rush through the 

void like a stone thrown at random, without a determined route and 

with frightening speeds, producing enormous catastrophes that these 

strong Intelligences make useful to humanities and worlds that have 

reached their time of transformation. 

‘When any disembodied Intelligence accepts the mission of 

dictating or receiving superior, historical or philosophical knowledge 

for certain humanities, it must form an alliance, when incarnating, with 

one or several of these Intelligences called Diamond Walls 

(Archangels), ordinarily with the Heralds and Watchers, who are the 

custodians of the Divine Archive of Eternal Light as far as the march 

of humanities is concerned. I have clearly seen the process followed 

for these cases, and I relate it according to what I have been allowed 

to see. 

‘Imagine an immeasurable hall with many entrances, all of them 

covered with radiant fluidic veils of such varied colors and hues that 
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the observer thinks they are blue, then they turn gold or amethyst, or 

emerald or vivid purple, as if such changelings came from distant light 

sources, that the observer cannot specify where they are located. And 

all this is due to the evocative thoughts, coming from all the worlds to 

these veiled doors in demand for knowledge and truth. 

‘And when the changelings transform into a vertiginous boil of 

colors, the veils vanish as if by magic. And in each door stands the 

radiant figure of a Herald or a Watcher, who, spreading his open 

hands and fixing his resplendent eyes on a certain point of infinite 

space, attracts with irresistible force the intelligences that will transmit 

the Truth to the humanities, where there are portions of souls that wait, 

already having had attained the necessary evolution. The 

Intelligences that are going to transmit or dictate, enter the first 

enclosure, where innumerable luminous spheres rotate majestically 

as if sustained by invisible axes. And on the surface of the spheres, 

like immense curved mirrors, allows the observer to see what he 

wants to transmit or dictate. But do not think that these are pictures or 

dead sketches of events or lives of a remote past as seen in a wall 

painting, but life itself, with all its emotions, movements, and activities, 

as if it were, not a past, but the present itself with all its living, palpable, 

sensitive, imposing, or terrifying realism. 

‘I have understood that from here the old saying is born: ‘God sees 

everything’, since nothing has remained without being collected by the 

Eternal Light. It is from here and in such a way that they copy the 

planetary existences of beings, who through immense ages have 

done good or bad deeds in union with portions of humankind with 

whom they lived. 

‘These strong and advanced spirits, just as they can make 

themselves visible to the incarnated beings when they deem it 

convenient, can take the aspect that concurs with the tone or vibration 

of those who evoke them and the special circumstances in which they 

are evoked or expected. 

‘A council of men of science, animated by the noblest and purest 

intentions who were favored by apparitions of these Intelligences, will 

see them in a certain way and color. Anguished mothers, wives, and 

daughters in hours of terrible catastrophes, will see them in a different 

form and color, because the irresistible force of their own thoughts and 

desires acts in them, in accordance with the thoughts and desires of 

those who need them, or are bound by old alliances. 

‘Knowing that every Intelligence is like a focus of continuous 

vibrations, and the more advanced and pure, much more so, it will be 
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well understood that it is difficult for a narrator of the spiritual planes, 

to give precise definitions referring to aspects of the elevated beings 

that populate the Eternal Realms of Light. 

‘The soul that has conquered the divine gift of spiritual perception 

through clairvoyance will be able to verify this assertion by itself. 

‘Splendors and Victories: These most pure beings form the scale 

immediately above the Diamond Wall. Some ancient schools of Divine 

Wisdom have called them: ‘The inhabitants of the wave’. This 

designation is because they are always seen with their feet 

submerged in a formidable wave or current of living energy, of 

changing colors and tonalities, which advances towards the observer 

with such potential that it seems to overwhelm and flood everything. 

‘And when the observer has reached them, he only feels the very 

soft caress of the radiations of the formidable wave that passes 

through him and penetrates him without doing him any harm, rather, 

producing in him a divine softness so intense that it even makes him 

lose the notion of his existence, and believes himself to be an 

explosion of light and happiness. 

‘This is what some Schools have called the Third Heaven or the 

Third Kingdom, and if it is not with the powerful help of experienced 

guides, the ascent to this splendid place has cost the lives of those 

who try, because they have not been able to enter back into their 

matter, which was abandoned for longer time than the Law of physical 

organisms allows. 

‘The Splendors and Victories are the male principle and the female 

principle, respectively. Some ancient teachers of Superior Knowledge 

call them Eternal Husbands because it is well understood that in the 

spiritual union, these two glorious phalanxes create all the forms that 

later serve as prototypes for all creations on the physical planes. 

‘From the formidable wave of Living Energy in which they live their 

eternally happy life, they create and forge everything that is visible as 

form in the billions of worlds that are known from this planet and those 

that are not yet known. 

‘From their pink and light hands, which always appear in active 

movement, as if they were weaving and modeling impalpable bubbles 

or silky locks, emerges everything that exists in the vast universal 

creation. 

‘At times, they are precious snow and pink newborns, which seem 

to emerge from the very wave in which these sublime Intelligences 

submerge their hands, their thoughts, and the radiant light of their 

eyes. At other times, they are delicious bouquets of flowers of multiple 
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shapes and colors, which crown and embroider at intervals the 

endless undulations of the immense wave that comes and goes, that 

approaches and recedes, until it's lost in the distances of an opal and 

pink horizon. And yet at other times, they are flocks of birds that, like 

sparkling crystal cutouts, emerge at given moments from the bosom 

of the wave. So, the bosom of the wave is like the fertile maternal 

womb that eternally conceives what is imprinted on it by the sublime 

thoughts of those divine creators. I believe that with what has been 

said you will understand enough the capacity and the life of these 

elevated and pure spirits. 

‘Here we must notice something even more wonderful, which is 

observed at each interval, in which the aforementioned immense 

wave recedes almost to the point of losing sight. Then the observer 

discovers something like an immense vault of transparency so clear 

and at the same time resplendent, that he imagines it will be like the 

grandiose temple or sanctuary in which the inhabitants of the magical 

wave act. 

‘As soon as one thinks of said vault, one is already there as if 

suspended on impalpable clouds and sees that the resplendent vault 

is innumerable curly and superimposed veils that tremble at the 

slightest breath and that display colors of indescribable beauty. And 

even before the intelligence questions, little hands as if made of lilies 

and roses graciously part the veils and through the half-open crack 

the observer contemplates a luminous forest until it causes dazzling, 

but it’s a jungle or forest formed by ovals of a size larger than that of 

a tall man. These ovals are of very different shades, although all very 

soft and radiate energy and heat, some with greater power than 

others. 

‘Those who removed the veils are the same beings of the magical 

wave, who are by Law, guardians of this magnificent Heaven or 

Kingdom. 

‘Without knowing how or why, I feel taken before an arch of fine 

columns, made of some kind of luminous and golden stone. And I 

realize that it is a door that opens before me. One of those pink, golden 

ovals is within my reach and in it a silhouette begins to be designed 

as if it were myself looking at myself in the transparent background of 

a gold mirror. 

‘Somewhat perplexed I think: It is I who arrives, and I who comes 

out to greet me. What is this, my God... what is this? And an internal 

illumination says in my mind: —It is your Ego, your Higher Self, your 

Creator, your Father, the divine spark that, like God, has created all 
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its terrestrial existences, in the same way that the artist sketches on a 

canvas, all the figures that form the plot of his painting. 

‘And this other Me shows me an infinite love, a very tender 

complacency, truly like that of a father who see his well-loved son 

again after a long time. 

‘—You are my son in whom I have all my complacency –I 

understand that he tells me, while he embraces me in his ethereal and 

luminous arms. 

‘The intense hug puts me to sleep, erases my knowledge, and I 

vanish into its essence... I no longer believe I live in myself, but in that 

other Me. 

‘What happened, I do not know. But I woke up flooded with joy and 

not knowing for sure if I was back on the terrestrial physical plane or 

if I still floated in that other divine Kingdom in its indescribable beauty, 

where I had been taken by the force of Eternal Love and by my own 

longing for Divine Wisdom.’ 
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15.  The Clairvoyant Child 

 
The reading of this passage by Master Antulius, had the power to 

immerse all the Essenes who listened to it in the deep stillness of 

ecstasy, and Yhasua himself, who moment by moment was waking 

up to the consciousness of that solemn hour of his life as Messiah 

Instructor of humanities. And half detached from his little material urn 

of a few years, he murmured in a barely perceptible voice: 

– Enough, enough, enough! My weak physical nature no longer 

resists. Three days of oblivion, pure air and burning sun, will give me 

new life and energy to continue listening. 

And he fell into a deep sleep, from which he woke up in the evening 

and the first thing he saw was Myriam, his sweet mother who was 

spinning a ball of white wool. 

The Essenes had taken him asleep to his bed in his mother's 

bedroom, strongly recommending that she not wake him up or make 

any noise until the child returned to his usual life. 

—What have you done with him who sleeps this way during the 

day against his custom? —asked the alarmed mother seeing her child, 

plunged into deep lethargy. —Have you given him a drug that has 

narcotized him? 

— No, woman, no!, –the Servitor replied–. Fear nothing from us. 

These are simply the processes of spiritual healing that you claim for 

your child. Have you not wished that he would be a normal child like 

other children his age and that he be free from those deep 

melancholies that absorb him at times, making him seek isolation and 

solitude? Didn't you say that sometimes you found him lethargic on 

the moss of your garden, completely cold, as if he had abandoned his 

life? Isn't all this true, Myriam? 

—Yes, it's true!..., completely true, —she replied. 

—Then, woman, you must understand that all healing requires a 

process, a method, after which the patient recovers his vital force and 

his energies with all the control of his faculties. This is what we do with 

little Yhasua, expecting from you all the collaboration we need to 

achieve success. 

—What do you want from me? —Myriam asked eagerly, now 

calmed down. —So, what should I do? 

—Have full confidence in us, since we're the ones who know who 

Yhasua is and what he has come to do for humankind, which receives 

him without knowing him. 
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Myriam surrounded Yhasua's sleeping figure lying on her bed with 

a gaze full of indefinable tenderness as if she wanted to protect him 

with that gaze. 

And as if her sensibility had caught the wave of the Servitor's 

thought, she silently knelt by her son's bed leaning her forehead on 

the edge of the bed and exhaling soft sobs like rustling leaves in the 

evening wind. 

– Woman! –said the Essene Elder– why do you cry with such deep 

sorrow?... If you are a blessed mother among all mothers!... 

—It seems that an inner voice told me in this instant that my son 

will be the man of sorrows predicted by the Prophet and the target of 

all the contradictions of men. 

—And what if it was so, woman? —He needed a mother to come 

down to Earth... Are you perhaps sorry that you were the chosen one? 

— No!..., not that!..., never!... If his life is to be like a series of slow 

and terribly painful deaths, all those deaths I want to suffer by his side 

for the rest of my life... But at least understand that I should be allowed 

to weep at this moment, when my own heart tells me what he must 

suffer. 

The Elder, deeply moved by such words, rested his right hand on 

Myriam's bowed head while his effluvia of peace, comfort, and hope 

enveloped her lovingly. 

—You know very well, my daughter —he told her when he saw her 

more serene —that all the great servants of God have endured lives 

of abnegation and sacrifice until death. The Holy Scriptures of our 

Fraternity do not relate a single life of pleasure and delight for the 

great souls who preceded us in pursuit of the ideal of human liberation 

that we have been pursuing. And by Divine Law, the high peaks 

cannot be reached except with unprecedented and heroic efforts. 

—And what's the persistence of wanting to climb high peaks?... —

the young mother asked, always looking for a logic to her maternal 

love who rejected pain for the son of her womb. 

— Myriam!... Love is stronger than pain and death. If you see your 

son on top of a mountain, will you not make an effort to reach out to 

him? There is a love more intense and overwhelming than maternal 

love and it's the love of the conscious souls towards the Supreme and 

Eternal Good. And when they have come to know Him, they cannot 

live without being united with Him as closely as a drop of water that 

you throw into a fountain, like a burning ember that you throw into a 

bonfire, like a note from your zither among the torrent of melodies of 

our sacred hymns. Due to the impulse of this love, they bear all the 
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human pain they seek to remedy, and that immense and murky wave 

envelops them, whips them, and hits them tremendously until it strips 

them of their blood and life, after having crushed and squeezed their 

energy and vitality. This is what happens to the Saviors of humanities 

and to those who cooperate with them for the same goal. Your son, 

Myriam, is the Savior, and you are his intimate collaborator. Have you 

understood, my daughter? 

—May the will of the Most High be fulfilled in my son and in me, —

answered Myriam, while returning to her little work stool, she 

continued twisting with her pink fingers the fine strands of wool that 

she wrapped around the spindle. 

There was a moment of silence in which if the words were silent, 

the thoughts were not. And Myriam suddenly said, giving form to what 

was going through her mind: 

— And is my son the Messiah that Israel was waiting for, or should 

we expect another after him? Because it is written that he would be of 

the family of David and his descendants. Has it perhaps already been 

lost in the immensity of the times that have passed? Neither Yhosep 

nor I are descendants of David that I know of, because I never heard 

that we were according to the genealogy books. 

—My daughter, —said the Elder—the prophecies, like all the 

sibylline songs of the great inspired ones, should not be read with the 

eyes of the body, but with the Divine Light given by God to our soul. 

And so, that prophecy refers to the Messiah being born from the 

spiritual family of David, who was called from the meadow, where he 

herded lambs, to the throne of Israel. David's spiritual family is the 

Essene Brotherhood on the physical plane. And the Venusian origin 

of David who from Venus came at the head of a portion of humankind 

that was related to him, and when the precise hour arrived, they 

incarnated at the same time in Palestine and Syria to prepare the 

furrows for the great Sower of Love and Fraternity among men. 

“An Essene Prophet had a revelation from above that he should 

consecrate David as King of Israel. He was our Father and teacher 

Samuel, which proves that David's ancestry was part of the Essene 

Fraternity. 

“You, Myriam, have come from an Essene family for centuries and 

have come among the portion of souls allied with David. Yhosep, your 

partner is in the same situation as you. 

"Our Father, Samuel the Prophet who anointed him King, knew all 

these things. Because little will escape our gaze about the great poem 

of the souls in relation to the eternal designs, since we have devoted 
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all our lives to it for centuries and centuries. 

“And now I will leave, because your child will wake up soon and it 

is not convenient for him to see me here, so that the memory of what 

he has heard read in the Sanctuary doesn't come to life in him too 

soon. Don't talk to him about us and try to take walks with him in the 

neighboring meadow, where he must live for three days the happy life 

of a healthy and well-balanced child. Let him run, play, get wet in the 

stream and climb trees to find nests. Beginning on the fourth day, he 

himself will bring back his memory of his old Essene masters. Then 

you'll bring him to us to continue his healing." 

And the Elder, after contemplating the sleeping child for a moment, 

returned to the Sanctuary, with Myriam's promise that she would do 

as he had said. 

When Yhasua woke up, it was almost nightfall, and from the great 

cavern-kitchen came a cacophony of children's laughter mixed with 

joyful clapping. 

—Do you hear, mother? —asked the boy, surprised, because 

usually, only the elder women who were hosting them were present 

there. 

—Yes, my son. They are the grandchildren of the elder women, 

since every moon, they come up to see their grandmothers. 

—Oh Goodness grace! —the boy exclaimed jumping out of his bed. 

— I have a crazy desire to play and run through the fields, now you 

will allow me, right, mother? 

—Yes, my son, because these mountain children must know very 

well the place where the seagulls, bluebirds, and larks’ nest. They will 

know all the most beautiful places of Mount Carmel, and if you follow 

them, we will not get lost. 

—But... are you going to come too? 

– And why not? Am I so old that I can't run where you run? 

Furthermore, we must celebrate the arrival of the caravan tomorrow 

at noon. It will surely bring us news of your father and little brothers. 

– True, true! Mother, will you let me go with the children, those who 

laugh so heartily? 

—Let's go to the hearth, it'll soon be dinner time. 

And the mother and son went to mingle with the merry hubbub of 

the little mountain goatlings, who played blind man's buff and jumping 

frogs, causing inexpressible joy to the old grandmothers who watched 

them with delight. 

—You were missing, ray of sunshine, for the party to be complete, 

– said one of the elderly women whose name was Saba, as she made 
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room for Myriam on the dais in front of the fire. 

— Am I the ray of sunshine? —Yhasua asked naively. 

—And who can it be but you? Come, let me silence these crickets 

shut up to tell them that you are the ray of sunshine! –And she took 

Yhasua by the hand and went to the other end of the immense stone 

kitchen where the children in a jumbled heap were squeezing each 

other, in the struggle of the jumping frogs to dive first into the lake. It 

should be clarified that the lake was for them a large camel skin 

stretched out to dry with wooden spikes over a mattress of dry hay. 

— Hey, urchins!..., you played frogs and tadpoles for a long time. 

Now be well-mannered children and look at the little friend I bring you 

– Saba told them laughing at the pirouettes and contortions of those 

unleashed little devils. 

Yhasua also laughed with them seeing the ridiculous poses they 

tried to mimic. 

The children stood up quickly and as if in a battle line looking at 

Yhasua with startled eyes. 

—Now you won't play frogs anymore, but lambs, because this boy 

will play pretend as your little shepherd. Did you understand? And be 

careful that you will be very obedient and submissive because he is 

like a piece of bread with honey. Have you understood? 

 

Nobody answered. 

– Mother Saba!... -Yhasua said, —the children get sad because I 

interrupt their game. Those sprawling frogs were so funny!... 

—So, you too, my star, want to be a jumping tadpole? 

—I am a child like them. Why should I be the master and why 

should they obey me? 

—Let him, Mother Saba, –interrupted Myriam– Let him mingle in 

the games of the other children as the Servitor has ordered to fortify 

my child who is somewhat weakened. 

– Oh, well, then, say no more! So, play frogs and tadpoles, as long 

as you don't cause any harm to each other – the old woman agreed. 

And behold Yhasua, Messiah, Savior of humankind, mixed with a 

dozen children from the mountains of Mount Carmel, in a confused 

swarm of smiling faces and toasted hands, waiting for dinner. In the 

joyful forays through mountains and valleys during the day in search 

of flowers and nests, Yhasua's joy was rising in tone giving his 

beautiful countenance shades of energy and vitality. 

The mountain children remained in the grandmothers' cavern for 

two days after which the family took them back to their respective 
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homes. 

Yhasua watched them walk away with sorrow. An eight-year-old 

girl felt the child's sadness in her soul and, turning to him, she said: —

Yhasua, if you stay here longer, my little brother Matthew and I will 

come to keep you company. 

—I don't know how long we'll stay here, but if you come soon, you'll 

find me.  Come..., I'm so lonely! 

 —Matthew!... –the girl shouted to the chattering group that was 

already starting down the mountain. A ten-year-old boy stepped away 

from the group to reply: 

—What's up, Myrina?... 

— Yhasua is sad because we are leaving! What do we do?... 

—Well, not leave —Matthew replied resolutely. 

—But our uncle will not give us permission... —timidly argued the 

girl whom they called Myrina, short for Myriam. 

— Let's try!... –and Matthew ran to the great stone kitchen from 

where he half-dragged Grandma Saba, whom he convinced to 

request permission to stay with Yhasua for a few more days. The old 

woman who was in love with the Ray of the Sun, as she called the 

boy, as soon as she found out that he wanted it that way, she easily 

obtained the desired permission. Hence Matthew and Myrina stayed 

in the cavern of the old Essenes on Mount Carmel for a few more 

days. 

Such is the eternal law of attractions and affinities of souls! The boy 

was later one of the chroniclers of the Christ with the name "Matthew 

the Evangelist". 

Myrina was sometime later the sad and tearful widow that Yhasua 

found following the funeral procession of her teenage son, who was 

being buried in an old tomb nearby. 

—Woman don't cry, your son is not dead, but asleep and I'll wake 

him up!... It's you, Myrina!...— 

And giving of his own vitality to the recumbent body of her teenage 

son immobile due to the exhaustion of life, Yhasua made him emerge 

from his coffin overflowing with energy and health. He saw the son 

hugging the mother amid the stupor of those present. 

These brief explanatory allusions are a preview of the detailed 

accounts that we will make when these events unfold later. We leave 

then the reasoned, logical, and natural explanation of the psychic 

phenomena produced by the wise management of the formidable 

forces of the Spirit of Christ in relation to the forces of Nature of which 

he was Lord due to the superior intellectual and moral evolution that 
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he had conquered. 

At dawn on the fourth day of Yhasua's rest, as soon as he opened 

his eyes he said to his mother, who with tender care was preparing 

his clothes to get up: 

—I wonder what my teachers have done for so days that I haven't 

seen them? 

—My son, their life, with or without you, is always the same: 

meditation, work, and study, —answered Myriam, who was already 

expecting these memories of the child. 

—I would like to see them again today. Will you take me? 

—Are you already tired of Matthew and Myrina? 

—I never get tired of good companions, mother; but they went to 

the village early today with Granny Saba to buy provisions and three 

donkeys so that we can walk through the meadows. Last night they 

told me in secret because Saba wants to surprise you and me... 

“Poor grandmother Saba with her frustrated surprise! 

And Yhasua laughed happily. 

— And why frustrated, my son? 

—Because we know it before it arrives. And right now, when we go 

home, I'll tell her that all her secret was blown away by the wind... 

—No, my son, don't do that. Leave her with the joy of surprising us 

with the donkeys. The elderly has so few joys that we must all take 

care of the few that life allows them, like blessed bread! 

— Oh, mother, how you talk!... You're becoming a saint like the 

Essenes! 

And jumping out of bed he hugged his mother's neck who smiled 

lovingly at him. 

— So, we agree that you won't say anything to Grandma Saba that 

we know her secret? 

— It’s so hard that it doesn’t escape me, mother!... I wanted to see 

Grandma Saba’s face when I said to her: will you show me, grandma, 

the donkeys you bought in the village?... Right away she'd start 

pinching Matthew and Myrina who told me about it. 

—Well, knowing all that, you should keep silent —Myriam told him, 

helping him to get dressed. 

Suddenly, the boy forgot his childhood thoughts and said: 

— Me playing and laughing and the God of the Prophets waiting 

for my prayer to start the new day! 

And he knelt on the pavement with his hands crossed on his chest. 

And closing his eyes, so that the soul would rise with intense adoration 

to the Infinite, his lips began to murmur the psalm of adoration: 



 257 

— Praised be you, Lord, because you are just, holy, and good and 

your mercy is eternal, and your power has no end!... 

The intense vibration of the prayer of that Christ-child shook with 

joy the most subtle fibers of the soul of Myriam his mother, who taking 

her zither began to gently accompany him, plucking from its strings 

the mystical melody of the Psalms. And the prayer continued: 

—Hear, O Jehovah, my words and consider my meditation. 

“Heed my cry because from dawn I present myself to You and in 

You I will wait. 

“O Jehovah, Lord, and my God!... How great is your Name in all 

the Earth, Who you have set your glory above all the heavens. 

“To you, O Jehovah, I lift up my soul, do not depart from me, lest I 

be confused with those who descend into the shadows! 

“Blessed are You who hear my voice. You are my strength and my 

shield, and in You my heart waits! 

"Save, Lord, your people and bless your inheritance!" 

And the holy child bending his little body, touched the pavement 

with his forehead and Myriam heard him say: 

—Earth, my wife..., here I am again to fertilize you once more with 

my blood! 

–The delirium begins again! –Thought the poor mother when she 

heard the tremendous meaningless phrase for her, that her son had 

just pronounced. 

—Come on, my son, the grandmothers are already waiting for us 

with roasted chestnuts and warm milk, —she told him in a loud voice 

to interrupt what she called delirium. They were nothing more than 

flashes of divine light that lit up the soul of the Messiah-boy at 

intervals.  

The boy looked at her with pain as if those words had hurt him 

deeply. 

—Let's go—he answered very softly—and then you'll take me to 

the Sanctuary or if you don't like to be bothered, I'll go by myself. 

—It never bothers me to be with you, my son, —the mother 

answered. —I'll take you myself. 

The boy ate his breakfast in silence as if he had completely 

forgotten the irony with which he planned to immediately treat the 

secret of Grandma Saba's donkeys. 

The grandmothers were instructed as was Myriam about the 

spiritual education that was given to the child, and hence did not try to 

make him change with noisy conversations about material and 

ephemeral things. 
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—So today you have work with the Masters, Yhasua? –said one of 

the elder women. 

—Yes. I rested for three days that flew by. I was a free bird on the 

mountain. Now I go back to the cage. 

— Until when? –asked Myrina timidly, who, like Matthew, had kept 

silent at the indication of the elder women. 

The little girl's voice moved Yhasua, and smiling slightly, he replied: 

—At sunset I will return with you and tell you beautiful stories that 

seem like dreams. 

—You will be, without a doubt, a doctor of the Law and that is why 

they make you study so much, —Matthew argued, apparently not very 

satisfied that his little friend spent the whole day in the sanctuary. 

—I’m so small that I can’t know what I will be. I only know that I 

need to go to my teachers because that is why I have come here. Will 

you take me, mother? 

—Okay, sonny, let's go. —And without saying another word he 

followed Myriam through the covered gallery that led to the Sanctuary. 

—But, Granny Saba, —Matthew remembered as soon as they left. 

And the donkeys' surprise: when will it be for? 

—For this afternoon, son, for this afternoon. 

– And why not now? I who put so much effort into harnessing 

Yhasua's donkey, all this for nothing. 

—Have a little patience, because that child is not like you, but a 

prophet like Elijah and like Samuel, who has come to fulfill the great 

promises of Jehovah to the men of this Earth. 

—Oh, poor Yhasua! —exclaimed Matthew very heartily. —Almost 

all the prophets died badly and lived on roots and acorns. And with all 

the sufferings of the prophets, there are still thieves and murderers; 

and Caesar's soldiers beating the Hebrews, and the king's henchmen 

collecting all the gold for his master's feasts... 

— Shut up, child, you don't know what you're saying! Go get 

firewood, and you, Myrina, put flour in the pan, we're going to make 

bread. 

With this Matthew 's protest ended. You and I, reader, let’s follow 

Yhasua who was heading with his mother to the door of the Essenian 

Sanctuary. 

Halfway down the road, one of the Elders was waiting for them. 

—Here he is —Myriam said. —He has rested very well, and you 

can see how his appearance has improved. Today, he just woke up, 

asked to come with you and here you have him. 

—Very well. Yhasua, you stay with us until the ninth hour when I 
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myself will take you back to your mother. 

—You hear, mother, at the ninth hour I'll be with you. –And kissing 

her tenderly, he got lost with the Elder in the darkness of the stone 

gallery. 

—My God!... —the saddened mother murmured. —I know that my 

son is more yours than mine. Give me the strength to give it to you 

when you ask me to! — And wiping away a furtive tear that she let run 

down her face, she returned to her bedroom, where the spindle and 

the spinning wheel awaited her agile hands to turn the white fleece 

that slept on the reed basket into fine strands of wool. 

When the Elder and the child appeared at the door of the assembly 

hall, the Essenes began to sing the first words of the evocative psalm: 

— Oh! Jehovah, my hope, you will be my shield and strength, the 

castle of my refuge and the brightness of my ways... 

—We will continue to follow Master Antulius in his ascension to the 

heavens, which the Most High allowed him to visit as a reward for his 

sacrifices and to teach humankind. Brother reader, you can begin. 

—The chronicler, a disciple of Hilkar of Talpaken, an eyewitness to 

the events concerning Master Antulius, continues his narration as 

follows: 

'The indefatigable celestial explorer took several days of rest to 

repair his worn energies and waited for a new indication from his 

spiritual guides. 

‘He was notified that it would be Okmaya who would accompany 

him in the next sidereal exploration, because he belonged to the 

powerful and strong Legion called Thunderbolts, and that they were 

going to visit the Kingdoms inhabited by that Legion, and its similar in 

Justice and Power, called Potentials. 

‘The Potentials and Thunderbolts are the fifth and sixth hierarchies 

of purified Intelligences, whose mission in the universal creation is to 

exercise the justice ordered by the Eternal Law and to use their power 

of destruction, annihilation, and disintegration, when the time has 

come for the worlds and the humanities that must pass to another 

stage of evolution. 

‘The sidereal globes, just like the humanities that inhabit them, 

march incessantly towards their infinite progress. 

'These glorious Legions of Justice and Power reside in the central 

suns of each Planetary System, whose irradiation, strength, and 

energy are related to the powerful Intelligences that inhabit them. 

‘I was led with my Guide to the astral sphere of our Sun and to a 

system of triple Suns: colored red, blue and yellow, quite close to our 
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Solar System, considering the enormous distances. 

'In that system with three suns, and in our Sun, I could see part of 

the great Legions that I was allowed to meet. 

'I saw them dressed in turquoise and gold so vivid and resplendent 

as if their short and wide tunics were woven from threads of fire of 

those colors, yellow and blue. They carry, as the "Diamond Walls”, 

wings that are antennas and that resemble two flames of fire, which 

at intervals have reflections of vivid purple. 

'From the fingers of their hands come out luminous rays in the form 

of a very elongated stiletto; and like a diadem formed of the same rays 

as those of their hands encircles their foreheads. I understood that my 

Okmaya Guide was saying with his thoughts: 

—In those rays of their forehead and hands resides all their 

strength. 

'Shortly after being absorbed by this contemplation, I perceived a 

thought that penetrated like an arrow, without wound and without pain, 

but I could not pinpoint where it came from. I understood that it was 

an order that came from above and that, translated into words, could 

be interpreted as follows: "Disintegrate extinguished globes." 

'It was a lightning vibration, an explosion without noise but that had 

the virtue and power to gather in an instant as many of these elevated 

beings as seven multiplied by seven, that is, 49. 'Then, I witnessed a 

sidereal spectacle so stupendous in its formidable grandeur that I will 

never forget it. 

'Through the immensity of a bluish-white space five globes of 

different sizes, whose black mass was clearly perceived in that light 

gray space, were precipitated with much more speed than a stone 

thrown by a slingshot. 

‘And I thought: If those enormous masses that no longer follow any 

orbit nor obey the law of cohesion and that were detached from who 

knows what System, collide with other of the innumerable inhabited 

globes of infinite space..., what destruction of beings, what pain, what 

crying, what death must occur in those gigantic cosmic cataclysms! 

‘I saw that the 49 beings opened up in a semicircle, as if waiting for 

the approach of those black monsters that were running like crazy and 

with dizzying speeds.' 

‘They all stretched out their lightning-filled hands towards them and 

the wandering black masses drew closer to each other almost to the 

point of touching. And when their clash with the ultra-powerful 

Intelligences that awaited them seemed imminent, they cracked like 

balls of earth crumbled by a child's foot. And a dark cloud of dust 
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completely covered that bluish-gray space through which the 

monsters had run who knows since how long. 

‘I thought that the formidable noise of that frightful destruction 

would drive me mad. But to my great astonishment I did not perceive 

any sound and only saw myself, I don't know for how long, as if 

enveloped in that abyss of blackness that was scattered around me. 

‘Then I perceived a harmony of powerful resonances, like songs of 

joy and glory, and I saw the 49 beings with their hands of rays 

extended downwards and their foreheads crowned with rays raised 

almost horizontally upwards while that formidable concert came out of 

their lips like a prayer to the Eternal Principle of Life. 

‘I understood that that stupendous song went like this in its phrases 

that seemed like the touch of a diamond clapper on a huge bronze 

bell: 

‘Love is the Life and Death that emanate from You’. 

‘Love is the bubble that is born and becomes a star and the inert 

rock that disintegrates like dust in the unfathomable abyss. 

‘Love is the wandering atom that springs to life and the living atom 

that escapes death. 

‘Dust of atoms released by the destruction of five dead globes run 

through infinite spaces and meet again under the gaze of God to form 

a new System of worlds where His Eternal Will commands it’. 

‘The vibrant resonance slowly faded as if swallowed by immensity 

and a profound silence full of softness surrounded me completely.  

‘–Have you understood? –asked my Guide when I came back from 

the stupor suffered. I had a clear notion that I was a spectator from 

the distant physical plane where my inert body slept in a deep sleep. 

‘—Yes, I understand –I replied. –Destruction is not annihilation but 

renewal. A globe that is destroyed and dies will be born who knows 

where in the vast immensity and perhaps after innumerable secular 

periods. 

‘In the same way as a man dies and is reborn. Stars and souls are 

alike in all aspects of their eternal lives. 

‘–You have said it well. Your vision tonight is enough for you to 

understand that even the most tremendous justice is only one aspect 

of Eternal Love. And it is also enough for you to know the activities in 

which the Legions of Justice and Power to which I belong occupy their 

eternity. 

‘And now I accompany you to return to the astral sphere of your 

planet, a temporary room, so that you animate your matter again that 

will soon be illuminated by the light of dawn. And you and I 
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encountered when the night had only just begun. 

‘We only thought about it for a moment, and we were already 

touching the astral sphere of the Earth. Although Okmaya had been 

prepared with appropriate fluidic garments to be in my company, he 

could not enter the densest circles of this astral sphere and left me 

with the first Candles of Piety. We found them dedicated to the task of 

making a crowd pass from souls of the dense planes where material 

desires still live to the diaphanous subtlety of the mansions where the 

soul yearns only for divine knowledge. 

‘I woke up suddenly and the first thing that appeared to me was my 

mother, who had come to my cries of terror. Some of my disciples had 

tried to accompany me on my sidereal journey, but my guide had left 

them among the Candles of PIety where I found them on my return, 

usefully occupied in relieving so many human pains from that high 

place. 

‘A few days later, it was announced to me by a writing received by 

my disciple Hilkar that before continuing the spiritual explorations I 

would receive the visit of the companions who, like me, inhabited the 

seventh Heaven, called "Heaven of the Loving-Beings". They would 

visit me to prepare myself to rise from this heavy physical plane whose 

matter covers me, to those very subtle planes where matter, if there 

is any, is only like a very soft breath, like a vibration, like a harmony. 

‘In my painful exile, I would be visited by my Brothers, the Loving-

Beings, who, full of infinite pity for me, would undoubtedly come to 

comfort me in my despondency, in my deep sadness as a captive in 

coarse earthly life. 

‘My spouse soul was incarnated on Venus, on a redemptive 

mission as I was on Earth. In a state of sleep, she would serve as an 

introducer for her loving companions, who for brief moments would fly 

towards me. 

‘— How should I prepare myself for such sublime visits? —I asked 

one of our family guides. 

‘—Loving and praying, —was the reply. 

‘I invited my five intimate disciples to surrender for seven days to 

great silence and recollection, without affecting the occupations of a 

material order that they and I should attend to for our support and that 

of our School. 

‘We would dedicate three times to the meditation of the divine 

greatness, that is, at dawn, at noon and at dusk. And we would 

redouble our works of piety and mercy for the afflicted who crossed 

our path. No pain was to remain unconsoled, no evil unremedied. 
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‘And in the hours of spiritual confidence, we would read the 

comments that I had made about my companions in Heaven, that is, 

those Loving-Beings who were going to visit me in my terrestrial exile. 

These comments were based on the symbols of each one of them, 

that is, the hidden and profound meaning of the names that were given 

to them in the Kingdom of God. My visits would come from: 

 

Venus (Odina)........ I am a kiss of Eternal Love. 

Alpha..................... Balm of Mercy. 

Vhega.................... Light that gives life. 

Capella.................. Vibration of God. 

Hehalep..................Compassionate love. 

Orpheus.................. Love sings in me. 

Urania.................... I probe the Infinite. 

Beth....................... The one who unites hearts. 

Regulus................. Like perfume I burn in the fire. 

Jhuno..................... I am the song of Peace. 

Sekania.................. Pious love. 

Yhapeth.................. Dew-filled vessel. 

 

‘The reading of these comments would unify us more and more 

with the elevated visitors that we should have within a few days, when 

the atmospheric, etheric, and spiritual currents offered the 

opportunities that would facilitate the great event. 

‘To love yourself, you need to know yourself. From knowledge, love 

or heartbreak is born. And in the case of beings of a high perfection, 

the knowledge that one had of them, must necessarily result in intense 

love towards them. 

‘When we were fully aware of what those 90 Intelligences were in 

their capacities for love and in the perfection of their beauty, of what 

they had accomplished in the globes and humanities that they 

fostered, we waited with that peaceful serenity enjoyed by the spirit 

completely surrendered to the Divine Will. 

‘On the fifth day of our preparation, the vibrations of love were 

already very intense. On the sixth day, our prayer was only of tears, 

because the emotion was so intimate and deep, that it made silent 

tears run down our faces, bent over our chests, in concentrated 

recollection. 

‘And on the seventh day we were forced to spend it quietly in our 

reed chairs, since neither speech nor movement was possible. We 

were all a living harp that vibrated in a noiseless cadence, but that had 
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the soul absorbed in an indefinable joy. We were, in truth, participants 

in the sweet heaven of the Loving-Beings.9 

‘And amid this overflow of spiritual joy, which is impossible to define 

or comprehend for those who have not felt it, such excellent mental 

clarity became for us that we began to perceive the approach of our 

visitors from the Heaven of Loving-Beings. 

‘In the foreground, our modest enclosure appeared to us as if 

converted into a forest of trees, whose branches, leaves, and flowers 

were the colors of the rainbow. And these splendid trees were musical 

as if each one of them were a harp, where each luminous leave was 

a string that vibrated in very soft melodies, without any hand touching 

them. And we were given to understand that those very soft vibrations 

and resonances were like the prolongation of the uninterrupted waves 

of divine love, which the Loving spirits radiated to long distances. 

‘And in the middle of that jungle of light, of harmonies and colors 

that are not known on Earth, nor can they be defined with our very 

poor language, we saw 90 forms stand out that were similar to human 

ones in their external aspects, although endowed with a beauty such 

that anything said would be pale compared to reality. 

‘Comparing them with marble or alabaster sculptures is too rude, 

even if they are assumed to have an extreme perfection of lines. 

‘Those images were incorporeal forms and as if made of a 

diaphanous living pink light, which diffused an infinite sweetness 

around. And they smiled at us. And they came closer, and it was like 

the approach of the divine notes of a song that came from afar. 

‘Our dazed and absorbed thoughts asked them: 

‘– Who are you? 

‘—Manifestations of Divine Love. 

‘– What are you doing? 

‘—Spreading Divine Love over all spheres. 

‘– What do you seek in this rude terrestrial plane? 

‘—To fill it with Divine Love, so that your physical life may be 

possible in it. Oh!, Loving-Being, voluntary exile from our Heaven of 

Love! Behold! 

‘And when they thought those phrases without material sound, it 

paraded for a time that I cannot say if it was long or short, something 

                            
 

9 For a better understanding of the readers, I will say that this legion is made up of 
the purest beings, which Churches have called Seraphim, of which mention is made 
that they visited two ecstatic beings: Teresa of Jesus and Francis of Assisi. 
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like a gigantic canvas that unfolded before us, without being able to 

specify how or why. 

‘They were living and real sketches of various parts of this globe, 

cities and towns that were in fierce struggles for vile material interests 

and that at that precise moment threw down their fratricidal weapons 

and the war chiefs shook hands or embraced each other cordially. 

‘Pirate chiefs disembarking in villages with the intention of stealing 

children and maidens for their criminal trade in live human flesh, who 

suddenly felt their insides shaken by compassion at the crying of 

mothers and babies torn from their arms. And would take away 

instead of human beings, birds, beasts, and fruits, in whose 

acquisition they found greater advantages. 

‘– Who are you? – our static thinking inquired once more. Who are 

you that you work such transformations? 

‘—We are the song of Divine Love, which reaches this Earth 

through us and momentarily drives away hatred and selfishness, so 

that you, voluntary exiled Love Being, can continue your mission as 

Savior of this humankind. 

‘—And for me you do so many wonders?... 

‘—Right now, we do it for you. In the eternity of our glorious life of 

Love, we do it constantly in all the Spheres where egoism still 

predominates. And we do it for all the Saviors of humankind, who 

necessarily and by Eternal Law, are Brothers of our Legion, since it is 

written in the heavens of all the Orbs that “Only by Love will souls be 

saved”. 

‘Like a dart of fire that neither hurts nor burns, you detached 

yourself from our Heaven of Love, and others with you, towards worlds 

that, like this one, were on the verge of deserving the divine decree of 

destruction. Living Harps of Merciful Love, Our Legion of Loving-

Beings had to stand between the sword of Eternal Justice and the 

delinquent worlds to save what could still be saved. And He tore 

shreds of Himself from His bosom, which He let fall as banners of 

Peace and Mercy, who carrying on themselves all the iniquities and 

all the aberrations, became voluntary martyrs for the salvation of the 

wretched. 

‘And at that moment I perceived or felt that one of those beings that 

seemed to be cut outs of the aurora clouds, approached me intimately 

until he placed one hand on the back of my neck and the other on the 

solar plexus, while I understood that he was saying to his companions 

with his thought, the only language used between them: 

‘—Now he'll have the strength to see everything. 
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‘And as soon as those words were pronounced, I saw rolling in the 

dark void, 23 spheres of dimensions greater, equal, or smaller than 

this planet. And in them, embodied like me, my 23 companions on a 

saving mission of those humanities. I saw the torments and kind of 

death in which they would offer their lives to the Eternal Justice for the 

salvation of their delinquent Brothers. Some would be beheaded, 

others burned, others hurled from high mountains, others between the 

jaws of beasts, and some poisoned. Among the latter I saw myself 

sitting on a stone stool drinking the deadly drug while my mother and 

my closest disciples sobbed next to me. 

‘The pious being who comforted me was Odina, my soul mate, who 

leaning over my frozen matter, told me with her voice without noise: 

My beloved!... I will leave matter among the burning flames of the 

bonfire a few years before you and I'll be by your side when you drink 

the elixir of freedom. 

‘I know that I lost consciousness and woke up on my reed couch 

next to which my terrestrial mother was trying to give me back warmth 

and life by bringing copper containers filled with hot water closer to my 

frozen body. 

—There is an explanatory note here, —the Essene reader pointed 

out, —and this note reads as follows: 

“This and other accounts of Master Antulius's transports do not 

appear in the originals of Hilkar of Talpaken because they were taken 

by the mother of the great philosopher, an intimate eyewitness of 

those moments. And the few variants that are observed in them are 

because they were recorded by different narrators. 

—That's enough for today, —the Servitor added, looking at 

Yhasua, who remained very still by his side with his eyelids downcast. 

—Are you sleeping, Yhasua? —He asked sweetly. 

—I don't sleep, but I think, —the boy replied. 

— And what do you think? 

—I think about what's the reason that only the Loving-Beings 

Legion feels compelled to sacrifice itself for the salvation of the 

humanities that have strayed from their Law. 

– That's what you think?... 

—Yes, that's what I think. 

—Are you sorry to belong to that Legion? 

—No, because I have understood that the Law is as it is and not 

as we would like it to be. 

“If I am among the Loving-Beings, there will be some reason for it, 

since in the heights the whims of here below are not allowed. 
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“I know very well that all of you think that this Antulius of the papyri 

is me who lived that life before. Why is the sacrifice of the Loving-

Beings necessary to save the humanities? That is my question. 

—Very well, Yhasua, with it you show that you have understood 

the story read and I will try to explain to you what I understand and 

how the Essenes interpret the Divine Law on that issue. 

"Universal Solidarity is one of the immutable laws of the Universe 

and this solidarity manifests itself more perfectly the more purified and 

perfect the beings are. 

"The Legion of the Loving-Beings, having already reached a great 

evolution, are inhabitants of what we call the Seventh Heaven. In the 

two lowest planes of the Seventh Heaven, out of the seven that each 

heaven has, live the Intelligences that can still take matter in the 

backward worlds they protect. Antulius was in the first plane of those 

two, and therefore he could still incarnate in the physical earth plane. 

When the Seventy of that wave of evolution created this nebula by 

superior mandate, among them remained the supreme charge of all 

those globes and the humanities that were to inhabit them. And since 

among those Seventy guides of the humanities, there were 

Intelligences belonging to all the hierarchies of the superior worlds, 

there must necessarily be great solidarity among all of them, which is 

indispensable for leading humanities and worlds towards the final 

goal. That is, that the Spirits of Power and Justice, would take charge 

of the purification through the collective expiations directed and 

channeled by them; and that the Spirits of the Legion of Loving-

Beings, messengers, and transmitters of the Eternal Merciful Love, 

would counterbalance the Eternal Justice of the Law, descending 

towards the delinquent humanities with legions of Loving spirits of 

inferior category so that they would second them in their immense and 

heroic sacrifice. 

"That is why, Yhasua, we Essenes are on this Earth at the same 

time as you are. And the White Prophets, from whom the Dactyls of 

prehistoric Attica emerged were with Amphion and Antulius; and the 

Kobdas of the pre-pharaonic era were with Abel; and the Flamens of 

India were with Krishna and Buddha; and the Koptos of Sinai with 

Moses. 

"The Eternal Law of causes and effects is strictly severe. To such 

an amount of selfishness and refinement of evil capable by 

themselves of ending humankind, equal amounts of selfless love and 

heroic self-sacrifice must be opposed, if you want to maintain the right 

balance, in which only the creations of worlds and humanities can be 
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preserved and developed.   

"Do you understand, Yhasua, the reason why the Saviors of 

delinquent humanities come from the Legion of Loving-Beings?" 

—Yes... I understand!..., and many other things I also 

understand!... 

And when the child pronounced such words, the clairvoyants saw 

that countless spirits of light and love floated over him like radiant 

waves, forming a heaven of clarity so diaphanous that it allowed them 

to read the thoughts that populated the mind of the Eternal Word made 

child. 

— Can we know, Yhasua, what are those many things that you 

understand? –The Servitor gently questioned to give the boy the 

confidence to fully empty his thoughts. 

—I understand that the souls belonging to the Legion of Loving-

Beings, right from the moment they come to understand good and evil, 

they begin to rehearse to be redeemers and saviors of souls, —

answered the boy. 

—And in what way do you understand that they do these 

rehearsals? 

—First of all, I understand that a great pity and mercy for the 

miserable is awakened in these Intelligences and under the influence 

of that pity they act at all times. I understand that this piety puts them 

face to face with the selfish, the ambitious, the proud and arrogant. 

And I understand that the spirits belonging to the Legion of Loving-

Beings begin lives of great suffering long before reaching purification. 

They are the ones who suffer the most in the backward worlds, 

because they are unable to take severe repressive measures on their 

own, which are what restrain the riotous crowds in their crude egoism. 

And I also understand that the Loving-Beings of whatever category 

they are, when they fulfill their missions of saving souls, are like a point 

of attraction for the Guardian spirits that shelter and inspire them with 

the most beautiful works of human redemption. 

— How many great things you understand, blessed child of God! –

exclaimed the Servitor, giving form to his admiration, which was 

common to all those present, although the others were silent. 

—But now, —said the boy suddenly, —I don't understand anything 

else, and I don't have anything else to say. 

And the clairvoyants truly saw that the radiant Intelligences that 

formed that heaven of mental clarity had disappeared and Yhasua 

was submerged in the shadows of childish unconsciousness. 

—And now, —added the boy, —isn't it true that you will let me go 
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play with Matthew and Myrina who are waiting for me? We have in 

view three nests with blue thrush bird nestlings and two lark nestlings, 

which if we are not careful, they will fly away from us at any moment. 

—Yes, son, yes, you are a child, and you have the right to respond 

to the wishes of your age, despite the great mission that has brought 

you to this Earth. But first you will drink the wine of your old masters. 

And they took him to the dining room where he drank with all of 

them wine with honey and roasted chestnuts. 

And Yhasua returned to the reality of the present moment. He told 

them with great humor the surprise of Mother Saba with the 

luxuriously harnessed donkeys that they had hid in a hole in the 

mountain and that he had spied on them hidden behind a bush of 

terebinths where he had seen a lark's nest. And he laughed full of joy 

spreading his noisy joy to the Elders, who really believed they were 

children again next to that delicious creature, whose mere presence 

among them was like an anticipated heaven of love and light. 

An hour later accompanied by Matthew and Myrina and closely 

followed by his loving mother, Yhasua, Savior of terrestrial 

humankind, strolled through the flourishing valleys of Carmel, a knight 

on a white donkey with blue overlays and aprons, and among a joy of 

laughter and shouts with which the other children celebrated him from 

their ash-colored donkey. 

Meanwhile Myriam, his mother, sighed in a happy relief of her soul 

tormented by uncertainty: 

— Oh! my dear son... How much happier I am seeing you play 

joyfully and happily in your childhood, than under the prospects of a 

greatness that frightens me!... 

And clutching to her chest a little woolen jacket that she was 

knitting for him, she followed him with her gaze submerged in an 

ecstasy of tender devotion. 
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16.  Plus Ultra... 
 

—Why did you leave bed so early, my love? –Myriam asked her 

son at times when he slowly approached her mother's dais to spy if 

she was sleeping. 

—Oh, mother!..., today is a very busy day, —the boy answered with 

great seriousness. 

— What work is that?..., will you go and chop all the stones of the 

mountain? 

— Oh, no! Not as much as that, but you know, mother, that today 

we must prepare three wicker cages for the blue thrush bird chicks 

that we brought last night. Do you know how the beaks open asking 

for food? There are nine of them, mother! Matthew and Myrina are not 

enough on their own and I must help them. 

— Oh, what a task, my son!... But I don't see the need for you to 

leave your bed when the night hasn't quite gone yet. 

"But... have you forgotten, mother, that halfway through the 

morning I have to go to the Sanctuary for my teachings?" 

— Oh!... You’re right! My poor thing!... You don't know whether to 

be a boy or a man! –And sitting up in bed, she took her son's little 

hands and covered them with kisses. She then put them together 

between her own and said: 

“Let us pray together, my son, so that Jehovah illuminates our 

thoughts, and that our words and our deeds are worthy of Him. 

"Praise be to Jehovah, owner and lord of all that exists and may his 

powerful right hand extend over us..." —And the soft prayer of the 

mother and son, was defoliating from the soul like a bouquet of white 

roses, which the dawn breezes carried gently, sowing the green 

slopes of the Carmelite hills with sweet petals of love and faith. 

And having accomplished his task with his young thrush birds and 

larks, the Christ-child returned to the Sanctuary, where his Essenian 

Masters awaited him. 

Halfway down the road one of the solitaries met them as usual and 

the mother returned to her domestic chores after handing her son. 

Brother Joachim, —the boy said before entering, —wait here for a 

moment. And he stepped back a few steps at a bend in the road. The 

silent Essene watched him. 

He saw that the boy sat down on a ledge of rocks, closed his eyes, 

and put his little hands together on his chest. The Essene 

concentrated as well to understand and feel what was going on the 

child’s internal world. And as almost all of them had developed 



 271 

clairvoyance, he perceived in Yhasua's mental aura a struggle 

between the lower self and the higher self. On that turbulent mental 

horizon appeared Matthew and Myrina, upset because some nests 

they were carefully spying on had been destroyed by birds of prey and 

devoured the chicks. And both thought that if Yhasua had not been so 

late in the Sanctuary the day before, that misfortune would not have 

happened, because the little birds would have been in the cages. 

—Those old men, —said Matthew, —want at all costs to make 

Yhasua a prophet when he is only 10-year-old. When they were that 

age, they sure wouldn't be burning their eyebrows over the Holy 

Books. To be watching this, I’d rather go home. 

Myrina, saddened, was silent and wept, holding the empty and 

broken nests in her hands. 

All these thoughts enveloped Yhasua's mind in such a way that the 

poor thing struggled to calm down before entering the Sanctuary. And 

the Essene still saw, the thought of the boy running back to where his 

playmates were. Then, the Essene interposed a very strong thought 

of dissolving those painful mists that tormented him and he saw how 

they began to fade in the boy’s mental horizon, which was becoming 

calm and serene. 

—Let's go in, —said the boy suddenly, approaching him and taking 

his hand. 

—If you don't want to go in, Yhasua, stay and another day you will 

come. 

—I had no will, but now I do. I'm fine now – and they went in. 

They were waiting for him with the scrolls unrolled and after the 

practice prayer, the Essene reader began like this: 

—The account of Master Antulius continues: 

‘My Guide had made me understand that I still had to investigate 

the Seventh Heaven beyond which only an incarnated Intelligence 

can reach by surrounding itself with very special circumstances and 

elements. 

‘—The Eternal Law that opens its most hidden magnificence to you 

at this hour will give everything necessary for you to see and 

understand what it wants you to know. 

‘This was what my guide said to give me the necessary 

encouragement to continue my explorations, which sometimes 

became too intense for my poor and weak physical matter. 

‘And after the appropriate preparation, the Guides joined me and 

my soul mate, so that together we could do that magnificent 

exploration. She was incarnated on Venus, like I was on Earth, and 
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we carried out identical missions. It was necessary for us without a 

doubt, to know our Celestial Abode to be able to have the necessary 

strength for the great holocaust that was approaching. She only had 

20 moons left to leave her matter between torments, while I had 32. 

‘When I was taken out of the astral sphere of the Earth, I found her 

with her Guide waiting for me. I arrived with mine and the four of us 

launched into the immensity. Immensity!..., the soul is lost in that vast 

brilliant bluish sea which it cuts in a straight line through the middle 

the astral spheres of thousands of globes of greater or lesser 

evolution, for which it perceives sensations different from infinite 

happiness or anguished sadness. Finally, that immense blue sea 

became rosy and very subtle, and our Guides stopped us before a 

mist of pink and gold so vivid that it almost caused dazzling. 

'—These are the nets that the Loving-Beings have stretched out in 

all directions to capture the waves of love or anguish of the 

humanities, which belong to each one,' —said the Guides mentally, 

answering our mental questions as well—. 

‘—They are the fishermen of love and pain in the bosom of the 

unfathomable Infinite. And now you are going to see how wonderfully 

they fulfill it in their eternity. 

‘And no sooner had such ideas been thought than the four of us 

dashed straight through that soft mist of rose and gold. It had seemed 

solid and compact to us as if formed of polished quartz, amethysts, 

and topazes, and yet we crossed it without any difficulty. 

‘Our Guides in this exploration were Orpheus and Capella, who 

were our Brothers of evolution. They placed themselves to each side, 

leaving Odina and me in the center. 

‘Our condition as incarnated obliges them to take many 

precautions for us so that no emotion too intense harms our physical 

matter. 

‘I could not specify the time it took us to cross that immense sea of 

effluvia of intense love, of living faith, and of a sweet and firm hope, 

which filled me with courage, energy, and strength to contemplate 

face-to-face the infinite greatness of the Supreme Atman, of the 

Universal Soul. I did not recognize myself. 

‘I came to believe that it was not me, but that the Supreme Atman 

had completely absorbed me, and it was He who lived in me. 

‘My guide perceived my thought because he immediately 

answered me with his thought: 

‘—As we advance to these sublime and happy regions the 

sensation of the Infinite is felt more in us, so that we end up forgetting 
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and losing ourselves in Him in such a way that we even feel the 

impression of having been completely absorbed by the Divinity. Do 

not be frightened, then, if you manage to perceive clearly that you 

have disappeared and that you no longer exist. 

‘And we arrived at the first portal which was like a great luminous 

arc of a soft turquoise color whose intensity dazzled. Everything was 

like embroidery of immense lotuses in high relief, and I express it this 

way to get as close as I can to the most exact image of what I 

perceived. 

‘—All this beauty – our Guides thought – is the original of the 

beauties that you contemplate in your physical planes, although 

naturally very deficient there. 

‘Here, all this magnificent beauty is just vibrations of love which 

have taken the form that their creators wanted to give them. 

‘Try to touch one of those lotuses that seems to you to be made of 

alabaster embedded in the turquoise arch and you will see that what 

we say is true. 

‘My twin soul and I extended our hands to touch those petals that 

were impalpable and such an intense current of love invaded both of 

us, that tears began to run from our eyes and the soul to submerge in 

an intensity that annihilated us, in a supreme joy impossible to 

describe. 

‘—Withdraw your hands –the Guides thought– so that you do not 

lose consciousness in this infinite sea of love before you have 

understood everything that the Eternal Law allows you to understand. 

We obeyed, although it was a subtle delight to allow ourselves to be 

absorbed by that divine softness. 

‘The great turquoise arch opened in the center, and we found 

ourselves before an assembly of radiant beings who all had, 

supported by their own hands, a kind of small speakers, apparently 

made of golden glass. They had them applied to the solar plexus and 

an infinity of very subtle rays came out of the other extremity like 

threads of fire that vibrated vertiginously, and at intervals, depending 

on which Intelligence gave them greater strength and intensity. 

‘Those glorious spirits appeared as if seated on a great circular 

stage with high backs like canopies, but so transparent that other 

circular stages could be seen through them with other beings equally 

busy with those speakers. 

‘And our Guides thought of answers to our questions: 

‘—Those that look like speakers to you are receivers and 

transmitters. Over there they perceive with admirable clarity the pain 
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and love that comes to them from the planets they foster and whose 

evolution is entrusted to them. And over there they radiate towards 

them their infinite love and infinite mercy. 

‘And by the will of our Guides, we saw parade in infinite space one 

by one, the globes that those spirits protected from the height of their 

Heaven of Love: They were all inhabited by humanities of similar 

evolution to this Earth. On some worlds, the struggle of the intelligent 

being with nature's elements and with great beasts of similar species 

to those found on Earth was still terrifying. 

‘On other globes, intelligent beings struggled against the harsh 

climatic conditions, which appeared as they are in the polar regions: 

eternal snow, and little light due to the great distances from the central 

suns of each system. In contrast, we saw the planets that live and 

move within the central sun’s orbit, scorched as if in living flames and 

with their burning volcanoes, from whose eruptions the beings fled like 

madmen. 

‘We were able to observe that some humanities absorbed more 

than others the sweet and intense rays of love, hope, and faith 

radiated towards them by their respective Messiahs. While other 

humanities, still half-dumbed down due to their scarce evolution, 

barely perceived their Messiahs as a fresh wind that tempered the 

implacable fire of burning climates. 

‘—Look at that globe with a greenish aura –thought one of our 

Guides– and that is under the dependence of Hehalep, as you can 

see following the direction of the rays of love of that Messiah. Observe 

the high mountains of that globe crowned by plumes of burning 

smoke, harbingers of formidable eruptions. Look at the foot of those 

mountains and see how those cities, towns, villages sleep peacefully, 

with their fields covered with flocks. Three moons illuminate that 

nocturnal landscape, which in a few moments will be horribly altered 

by the eruption of a hundred volcanoes. They will open the mountain 

range in deep cracks. And the waters of the sea to which the mountain 

range served as a breakwater will rush over towns, cities, and herds. 

‘Observe that part of the globe and do not lose sight of the Messiah 

Hehalep, the second on the dais from the right. 

‘Suddenly the landscape was covered with flames, smoke, and 

ashes, and in the sinister glow of those red flames, people abandoned 

their homes in boundless despair. Hehalep shuddered in a soft tremor, 

he narrowed his radiant eyes to give more intensity to the loving force 

that emanated from himself and that seemed like an enormous torrent, 

like a torrent of gold and light towards the Candles of Piety, which in 
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the astral sphere of the globe hit by the cataclysm, they multiplied to 

numb the desperate anguish of those who lost their lives between fear 

and terror. 

‘—And don't they ever get tired of radiating so much and so much 

love? —I asked with my thoughts. 

‘— Are you tired of loving your mother and lavishing her with all 

sorts of tenderness and affection? 

—'No, never, because I love her very much. 

—'Much more, we the Loving-Beings love from our Heaven of love 

and light, for all eternity. 

‘—You have seen the ones from the first Portal; and this Heaven, 

like all Heavens, has seven mansions of different degrees of 

elevation. The first two Portals still allow incarnation in the physical 

planes. The others no longer allow it, because the Intelligences have 

reached such a high vibratory power, that there is no physical matter 

that can resist them. 

‘Immediately we were presented with another large ivory-colored 

arch as the previous one, but with the only difference at first sight, that 

instead of the white lotuses as in high relief, they displayed large 

vermilion roses of a vivid purple, as if their petals were crystal red. 

Those roses trembled slightly, as if they were shaken by a very soft 

zephyr. I will never forget those divine red roses, each one seemed 

like a human heart trembling with love. And this time neither Odina 

nor I needed to be told "touch them" because we both put our lips on 

one of them in a kiss so deep, like an abyss that could not be 

measured. Those vermilion roses had fascinated us both. 

‘—Through this arch you will enter – our Guides told us – when you 

abandon the matter that you cover at present. 

‘– Why not now? —I questioned vehemently. 

‘—Because you have not yet completed your current redemptive 

mission which marks the mid-time of the eight preparatory messianic 

incarnations of the final liberation. In four you have been at the first 

portal and next four you will pass to the second portal. From there you 

will descend into matter for the last time, where the final and decisive 

triumph will make you overcome physical matter that you will bid 

farewell, to never take it again. 

‘– Four incarnations we will carry out from the portal of the vermilion 

roses!... — My soul mate exclaimed. 

‘— And then?... –I inquired. 

‘—Then you will dwell in the other five Superior portals of the 

Loving-Beings' sky, depending on whether you want to dedicate 
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yourselves to Wisdom or to Love. Those who dedicate themselves to 

study investigate to the depths all the most secret and sublime Laws 

of the Cosmos and they test the means of applying them to new 

creations. And those who dedicate themselves to Love form Legions 

of Piety Candles, chosen among loving spirits of lower categories and 

spread them under their tutelage like flocks of white doves, 

messengers of peace and love throughout all the worlds of the vast 

Universe. Not being able to go down to the physical planes of pain, 

they drive and direct their kindred, through whom they continue to 

comfort, encourage, and love the little sufferers of the expiatory 

worlds. 

‘—I will wed Wisdom for a time, but my eternity will be entirely 

consecrated to Love –I exclaimed vehemently. 

‘And I deliriously embraced the portal of the vermilion roses where 

I cried intensely. 

‘Odina separated me from that delirium, telling me with great 

sweetness: 

‘—I will do as you for all eternity. 

‘Orpheus and Capella thought powerfully for me to react to that 

impression, and immediately afterwards we found ourselves before a 

semicircular colonnade that seemed to be built of transparent amber 

and that was like everything there, purely of the most subtle astral 

matter. That colonnade was all fringed with soft climbers, whose 

splendid blooms were bluebells as dazzling white as snow in sunlight. 

They vibrated like the white lotuses and the vermilion roses of the first 

two portals, but this vibration was harmonic and exhaled a very sweet 

melody. They were not musical notes, or arpeggios, or chords like the 

ones we hear plucked from wind or string instruments. They were very 

delicate and continuous sounds like human voices that rise or fall in 

pitch without being able to specify where they begin and where they 

end. They weren't words either and there was a time when I came to 

think that nightingales hidden in the climbers were the ones exhaling 

those very soft melodies. 

‘Our Guides perceived this thought, and mentally answered me: 

‘—They are not human voices or bird voices. They are only 

vibrations of love from these white bellflowers which are receptacles 

and transmitters of Eternal Love arranged there perennially and 

without interruption so that the Loving-Beings who are embodied in 

physical planes can feed from there, when lack of love and 

misunderstanding of the creatures fills them with disappointment and 

discouragement. 
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‘How many times have you drunk from these white chalices of love, 

and you do not recognize them! 

‘You are amazed at the strong bond of solidarity that exists 

between all the pure Intelligences that populate these Heavens. Not 

the slightest thought of anguish from an incarnated Messiah goes 

unnoticed by these living flowers of Eternal Love. And if the plants and 

flowers of your physical planes have a certain intelligence within their 

forms of mute expression, what will not be this divine flowering of 

Eternal Love, which is eternally and constantly overflowing with the 

loving thoughts of these glorious Intelligences? 

‘The amber colonnade was closed from the inside by a vivid pink 

veil with tenuous threads of gold that radiated uninterrupted sparks of 

golden light. The thought of our Guides removed part of that veil, 

enough for us to contemplate what was behind it. 

‘A radiant procession of beings that looked like lamps made of 

stars, watched through a kind of ogive cut out on a turquoise 

background. I understood that this observation was like that of an 

intelligent operator who, holding in his hands the electric wires of a 

complicated machinery, attentively observes the way and manner in 

which his own procedures work. 

‘– Who are they? —we asked. 

‘—These are the Cherubs or Bridegrooms of Divine Wisdom, who 

rehearse new creations in the voids of Infinite Space. Sublime 

geniuses of Love, seek a way to establish a possible solidarity 

between the humanities of nearby globes through the interposition of 

stars in the orbits of the companions of the system, in such a way that 

at certain times and as frequently as possible, they meet at a suitable 

distance for communications, such as is carried out from one 

continent to another. You will already understand that to do this they 

must study the way to achieve the homogeneity of ether and 

atmosphere of the solidarity balloons. Behold. 

‘And our Guides opened other folds of the wide bright pink veil that 

closed the colonnade, and through another ogive close to the one that 

served as an observation point for the Cherubs, my companion and I 

contemplated this unusual sidereal spectacle: 

‘In the dark depths of a turquoise blue abyss, a group of small 

spheres that rolled dizzyingly approached each other more and more 

fluttered like great white birds in a fight. Meanwhile, as luminous rings, 

their immense orbits were interposed one among the other in such a 

magnificent connection that, from the great distance in which we saw 

them, they seemed like a network of gold threads, in the center of 
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which the 10 globes of that nascent system had been embroidered in 

high relief. 

‘—But in those worlds, —I said, —the humanities are going to talk 

to each other as if from neighboring balconies. 

—We believe that at first impression, because those spheres seem 

to touch. But in reality, it is not so. They'll be able to understand each 

other, since such is what those Geniuses of Love seek, but only by 

means of the sound wave transmitted through the ether and the 

atmosphere. 

‘For this it'll be necessary for all these globes to be wrapped in a 

single joint aura and to achieve such stupendous results they dedicate 

their glorious eternity. 

‘—How long will it take to leave this creation finished and perfect?, 

–we asked. 

‘—You know well – answered the Guides – that time is not 

measured here as it is on the physical planes and that for these 

Heavens, which are globes of completely subtle matter where thought 

runs like light, ages pass with speeds that produce vertigo. But 

measured in time according to your current planetary dwellings, you 

will have already surpassed matter, that is, you will be forever freed 

from incarnations, when this new Creation enters perfect operation. 

And perhaps from these same ogives you will cooperate in the 

conclusion of such a magnificent work of solidarity and love.  

‘Like this creation that you have seen, many are made in all areas 

of the Universe where the Cherubs, Geniuses creators of Eternal Love 

that is eternal solidarity, send the irresistible force of their thoughts. 

‘If the Eternal Law reveals its great secrets to you, it is so that you 

may sow Divine Wisdom in the most advanced Intelligences of your 

respective planets. We do so with all incarnated Messiahs on 

redemption missions like you. 

‘—Tell me –asked my companion– will the beings of a globe of this 

new creation be able to move to another? 

‘—The spirits released by hypnosis, yes, but the physical bodies 

will be able to when advanced Intelligences incarnate in them and 

through great mental efforts, they discover and forge themselves the 

adequate vehicles to traverse the intermediate atmosphere from one 

globe to another in these new creations. 

‘These geniuses of love and universal solidarity obtain equal 

density of ether and atmosphere for their creation of solidarity and 

close globes and thus the impossibility of moving organic bodies from 

one globe to another disappears. 
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‘They made us understand that our visit was over and both Guides 

gave us the mental mandate to remember perfectly while awake 

everything that we had seen for the teaching of our humanities, with 

the promise that they would repair any involuntary failure of our 

memory. 

‘I woke up to the physical plane on the reed canape when the sun 

was halfway up its course. Then, I realized that my dream had lasted 

all night and half the morning. 

‘My mother and my intimate disciples surrounded my bed. But I 

could not coordinate my thoughts until late in the afternoon because 

a sensation of intense cold caused a slight tremor in my whole body 

and even more so in my head and extremities. My feet and hands 

were numb. 

‘The reaction took longer this time than others. But when it did 

occur, it was accompanied by such powerful energy and vitality that 

next day, when we entered our hospice for the sick and decrepit old 

people, a collective reaction was produced in all of them as soon as I 

passed through the rooms as usual with the idea of pouring out my 

love on them. In all truth, we could describe the reaction obtained that 

day as instantaneous collective healing, although it did not last long in 

the oldest ones whose organisms were at the limit of the dissolution 

of organic matter. Especially in those affected by cancerous ulcers 

and lung and heart conditions, the metamorphosis was complete. 

‘The purest effluvia from the Loving-Beings' Heaven had 

descended to Earth through an insignificant mortal subject to the 

painful laws of physical nature, common to all men on this planet.' 

The Essenian reader rolled up the old yellowish papyrus and all 

eyes turned to Yhasua, who, semi-reclined on the dais, looked 

towards the roof with marked insistence. 

— Have you understood, Yhasua, today's reading? –asked the 

Servitor. 

—Yes, I understood very well. And I think that Antulius must have 

found himself in great trouble with so much knowledge and without 

having anyone to share all that he knew with. 

"Well, to all mankind, my son." 

—My schoolmates pulled out my hair and threw stones at me 

because one day I told them not to kill the little birds that were God's 

creatures. 

“What would they do to Antulius if he told them that it is by 

sacrificing themselves that the Loving-Beings reach those skies of 

light? 
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"Crazy, crazy, crazy! They would yell at him, throwing stones at him 

until he was torn to pieces. –The boy gave a great sigh and narrowed 

his eyes as if he wanted to isolate himself in his inner world. 

The Essenes looked at each other at such a response, which they 

never expected from a ten-year-old boy. 

—It is true, my son, that humankind is full of selfishness and evil 

which produces that mental darkness that we call ignorance and 

unconsciousness. But we cannot deny that there are souls in its midst 

that shine with their own light and that are the advanced heralds of 

evolution. 

‘"If you, for example, found yourself in the conditions of Antulius, 

surrounded by beings like these Essenes that you see here, 

consecrated throughout their lives to Divine Wisdom and love for their 

fellow men; wouldn't you consider that you didn't waste time on 

acquiring superior knowledge to pass it on to them? 

The great irradiation of love with which the Servitor formulated this 

question shook the sensitivity of the child, who stood up abruptly and 

hugging the Elder's neck, told him in a voice trembling with emotion: 

—Forgive me, Servitor, I am a very bad child who instead of 

meekness to listen, brings harsh and bitter judgments here. I don't 

know how I said those bad words. 

The Essenes understood that Yhasua had lived the personality of 

Antulius when he pronounced them, because, according to some 

chronicles of that distant time, the great Atlantean philosopher had 

complained bitterly that the Eternal Law revealed so many great things 

to him, which due to human incomprehension they should die among 

a few obscure disciples. 

—Listen to me, Yhasua. You have done very well in pronouncing 

such words that were in your inner world. And that is precisely why 

you come to these old friends, so that your inner self can vent here 

among us and when you go out into the outside world, you will be an 

adolescent, a young man or a normal man who speaks according to 

the audience he has, and not according to what lives and stirs in his 

inner world... Do you understand? 

"And when you don't have close to you Essenes who can 

understand you and you feel that your inner world wants to overflow 

to the outside, take a few moments to solitude and evoke your invisible 

allies who will arrive immediately so that your weak physical matter 

does not explode in those Divine grandeur explosions. 

"And leaving here, become a child again next to your mother who 

only years later will understand the divine secrets" 
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—Do you mean to tell me that it's time to go home? —the boy 

asked almost sadly. 

—Yes, son— answered the Servitor. 

—I thought you were going to reveal Heavenly Father's secret to 

me. 

– What secret is that? 

—Well, I'm becoming a man and I still don't know what the Celestial 

Father is like, about whom I've heard so much. Did Antulius meet the 

Heavenly Father? 

— Yes, he knew him, and so much! 

"In the readings of the next few days you will understand everything 

that Antulius understood from the Heavenly Father." 

—With that hope, I'm happy. –And Myriam's sweet child kissed his 

teachers who loved him so much and returned to the bedroom where 

the noon meal was already waiting for him. 
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17.  The Heavenly Father's Vision 
 

When the Essene that accompanied the child to the grandmothers' 

grotto returned, the Servitor indicated the convenience of carefully 

examining the passages that had to be read in his presence from now 

on. 

And those great cabinets carved into the living rocks delivered the 

secrets kept for long centuries by those unknown solitaries, who lived 

only to study and preserve them. 

The cabinet that had been opened removing a cedar plank that 

appeared as part of the assembly that covered the entire room, had 

on top engraved in the most usual languages of that time: 

Antulius of Manh-Ethel 

The cabinet consisted of several compartments, above each of 

which was engraved indicators such as these: 

“Copy of the originals of the eyewitness: Hilkar of Talpaken. 

“Walkyria of Cerro de Oro, a copy of the originals of the great 

Master's mother. 

“Copy of the originals of Huas-Karan of Theos-Kandia, Chief 

Notary of the White Prophets, teachers of the great Master. 

“Copies of isolated originals from other disciples of the Master.” 

Thus, there were four portions of writings referring to the great 

Atlantean philosopher. 

Since the Essenes tried to develop to the greatest possible degree 

the great psychic powers that were latent in the soul of Yhasua, they 

necessarily had to choose from the vast field of the Anthulian 

scriptures what could most awaken those latent faculties in the 

Messiah-child. 

Through those innumerable writings, the degree of advancement 

of their authors was clearly observed. Some had witnessed the 

philosopher’s life in relation to the portion of humankind that had 

surrounded him. That is, on the physical plane in which he acted as a 

doctor, as a teacher of his time’s sciences, as a philanthropist devoted 

to the good of his peers. Purely material history, they were a series of 

stories of his life full of his greatness. 

The others, although they appreciated the life of the great man in 

its material and human aspect at its fair value, had taken with marked 

preference the esoteric part, the superterrestrial powers that due to 

his long evolution he had conquered. And hence the need in which 

the Essenes found themselves of a deliberation to choose the best of 

that vast field in its double aspect: physical and metaphysical. The 
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question that the child Yhasua asked lately, and with the urgency that 

he did about what the Celestial Father is like, made them understand 

that at certain moments that great spirit who had reached the summit, 

already stood out from the infantile nebula. For that reason, they 

should be prepared to give him the right knowledge. 

They chose to continue the narration of the spiritual investigations 

that the great Master had carried out with the cooperation of his 

Guides. 

The papyrus in which the vision of the most subtle planes, home of 

the Eternal Torches and the Magnificent Fires, was related, was what 

corresponded to read. This would also give rise to the child-Light 

getting a glimpse of what that Divinity was like, which he called 

Heavenly Father. 

And so, when he was again brought to the Sanctuary, the Essenian 

reader began this reading: 

—‘One night, my disciples had the idea of holding our 

concentration on the terrace of our Sanctuary which appeared to be 

almost covered with climbing plants blooming with white scented 

clusters while the infinite blue was profusely embroidered with stars. 

‘My Guide Aelohin told me through the hypnosis of Hilkar, the most 

advanced of my disciples, that the time had come to carry out the most 

arduous spiritual work for a being covered in physical matter. 

‘—The heavens you have visited –he told me–are made up of a 

form of matter that, although very subtle and radiant to a high degree, 

has a certain density that makes it easy to transfer from your usual 

fields of action. But now you will need other vehicles to reach the 

heights where all matter has already disappeared, leaving only the 

powerful vibration of thoughts that are nothing more than Energy, 

Light, and Love, and that are of such intensity that the incarnated soul 

feels completely invaded by the feeling of overwhelm. And this is what 

we must avoid if we want you to preserve the memory of what you 

have seen and felt, since the fruit of your conquests is not for you 

alone, but for humankind that longs to reach Divine Wisdom. 

‘—Do as you wish —I replied, — for it is only up to me to obey. 

‘—For three days you will eat nothing more than bread, honey, and 

orange juice, and you will do two daily dives in the pool of water; water 

vitalized by yourself. Make sure that no unpleasant news reaches you 

on those days, nor any emotion that can change the vibration of your 

spirit. 

‘I will come to look for you at the exit of the astral sphere of this 

planet and in a certain place we will meet one of our brothers: Delphis, 
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whose evolution leads him directly to form before us part of that 

glorious horde of the Eternal Torches. He will form with his own 

vibrations the radiant subtle vehicle that you need to understand and 

remember, without suffering the fluidic bond that unites you to the 

terrestrial physical matter. 

‘Your mother and disciples should follow the same instructions 

during the three days of preparation so that they form the joint aura 

that cooperates with us to better carry out this delicate spiritual work. 

‘All was done according to Aelohin's direction. And on the third 

night we waited in complete silence and complete darkness, stretched 

out as always on our reed couches and with the warm atmosphere of 

several lighted perfume burners that exhaled essences. 

‘My Guide led me to the place where Delphis was waiting for us, 

whose symbol “Radiance of the Eternal Idea” reveals by itself what 

that divine genius of Light and Love had conquered. 

‘I understood that we were at the entrance to the astral sphere of a 

globe whose constituent matter was more subtle than the most subtle 

and delicate of our terrestrial ether. It was the central sun of a System 

whose dense matter had disintegrated immense ages ago, leaving 

only the fluidic part, just as when the spirit abandons matter that 

disintegrates into dust and continues its eternal life, making its 

garments or vehicles more and more subtle, which allows it to enter 

the purest and most luminous skies. This reminded me of the old 

thought: “Stars and souls are similar”. 

‘Among the Brothers of my evolution, that is, among the Seventy, 

Delphis is among the most advanced. Because although we made the 

eternal paths in alliance, it is always the case that some take the 

longest steps. Ever since I have been incarnated on the planet only 

once have we had spiritual contact due to his own activities, which are 

very distant from the plane in which I develop mine. 

‘—For today –he told me with intense love– we strengthen our old 

friendship again. 

‘—But in what different situations! –I exclaimed, alluding to the fact 

that he was in his magnificent freedom of spirit of Light and I was tied 

to such a coarse matter. 

‘—You'll see –he responded — how in the eternal laboratories of 

the Infinite, Love has the secret of making us all equal. 

‘And as soon as he said it, he extended his radiant hands like two 

golden flames over me while his eyes of a vivid bluish color, of infinite 

sweetness, attracted mine, and we both looked at each other as if we 

wanted to merge into one another... I never felt such an intense wave 



 285 

of love as in those moments. 

‘I observed that my astral being was also becoming a living flame 

and that all my terrestrial memories were slowly being erased to the 

point of forgetting them completely, as if I were a being completely 

free from all ties to my matter. 

‘The joy that overwhelmed me at such moments is not possible to 

define it with this clumsy and petty language. 

‘Delphis, Aelohin and I we were like three immense living flames 

that launched ourselves into the infinite space where we furrowed with 

fantastic speed. 

‘—Will they perceive us from the worlds we passed by? –I asked, 

thinking that those who saw us would believe they were witnessing 

the unusual fact of three comets crossing the abysses of immensity 

together. 

‘—This entire Universe – Delphis answered me – is made up of 

globes, whose inhabitants are dematerialized, advanced Intelligences 

that know that we are not comets as you think. And furthermore, cases 

like this are not an exception but the fulfillment of a law that today is 

fulfilled in you, as it has been fulfilled in all those who are in the same 

conditions as you. 

‘I lost track of time and can't tell if the journey was long. What I can 

say is that I felt a sensation of energy and power so great that I thought 

myself capable of running at the same speed for days and years. 

‘I also observed that while crossing between thousands of 

completely subtle and dematerialized worlds, those painful sensations 

that are felt when crossing the astral spheres of backward globes and 

with humanities in suffering are not perceived. 

‘Such a soft diaphanousness, a current of sympathy and love so 

pure that I felt in my being, as if each vibration were an intense kiss 

that left each atom, in each vibration were an intense kiss that each 

atom left in each one of the atoms that I was made of. 

‘Those ineffable heavens are all love, pure love! 

‘And as in periodic and regular waves, I could perceive very soft 

resonances like divine music that approached until it enveloped us in 

its melodies and receded again to come back again. 

‘– Why does it leave and why does it come back again? —I asked 

my Guide- 

‘—It not that it leaves –they answered me– but that it is the powerful 

and sovereign rhythm of the Eternal Energy that circulates 

vertiginously through all the worlds of the Universe, in the same way 

that the blood in a physical body in which the movement itself renews 
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it and constantly revives. They are the infinite palpitations of the 

Eternal Infinite to whose Heart we are arriving and that's why here this 

incessant swaying is perceived so strongly, in the same way that in a 

physical organism, in the vicinity of the heart, an organ of the 

circulatory system, the palpitations are intense, and it is the last thing 

that stops moving when physical life is extinguished. 

‘So, —I said, —the old saying is very true: “As below, so is above.” 

‘—Everything is One in the infinite and that Supreme Unity is 

perceived and understood more clearly in these advanced worlds 

where evil no longer exists under any aspect because this is the 

Kingdom of Love and Love is the Eternal Good. 

‘We suddenly stopped in our gigantic sidereal flight until an intense 

golden clarity designed an enormous disk that gradually widened. I 

understood that such disc played the role of a very powerful lens that 

brought closer the images and the things that were seen through it. 

‘The disk allowed me to see a portion of Living Flames which 

appears like being fire, yet not only it doesn't burn or hurt, but radiates 

such a sensation of fullness, energy, and love, that the observer feels 

close to annihilation. I thought I was only a vibration of that fire and all 

of me seemed to be in those radiations of the sun that penetrated me 

completely, until I thought that I had dissolved myself in that sovereign 

clarity. 

‘One of those superior beings stared at me with such infinite 

sweetness that I lost all idea of my individuality and I also felt like a 

light that vibrated within that other light. 

‘—That Torch governs the Universe to which your Solar System 

belongs –said Delphis– and that's why you feel that irresistible 

attraction. One of those rays that start from its solar plexus is 

incessantly vivifying all the globes of your System. You cannot count 

the luminous rays that start from it and each ray is linked to a planetary 

system that belongs to it. 

‘For that sublime Intelligence, you are like a messenger bird that 

brings proof that its effluvia of Love and Life are received and 

absorbed in the little globe that is your current abode. 

‘My thought could not answer anything because it was as if diluted 

in that powerful Living Flame that made me die of love and joy with its 

deep and divine gaze. 

‘— Is this God: the Infinite? –I was finally able to think. 

‘—God vibrates and animates the entire Universe, but He is fully 

felt and understood from the five superior planes of the Heaven of the 

Loving-Beings, that is, when the already purified Intelligences have 



 287 

surpassed the Human Kingdom, to which they will no longer return 

because they have passed to be part of the so-called Kingdom of God. 

‘The Eternal Torches that you see are already semi-fused in the 

Divinity and are a living splendor of It, to a much greater degree than 

any other less evolved being. 

‘Doesn't the Law say that we were born of God and that to Him we 

must return converted into a living flame? 

‘—I want to know God! I want to know so much about Him that I 

don't have any doubts, –I said with a pleading thought and feel, 

because only thought and feeling remain alive and throbbing in those 

divine kingdoms of Light. 

‘Love attracts Love – the Guide replied – and He will show himself 

to you completely in the hour that is coming. 

‘And when he was thus expressing, he extended his radiant hands 

over me again, due to which I lost sight of myself, entirely confused in 

the living flame that Delphis was in those moments. 

‘At that instant we were so close to the transparent gold enclosure 

of the Eternal Torches that it was possible for me to make a few more 

observations. 

‘I saw that these lofty Intelligences did not seem perched on 

anything, because both below and around there were nothing but 

radiations of light so vivid that it produced something like annihilation, 

like a sweet hypnosis from which the soul would never want to wake 

up. However, the contact with my Guide kept me awake to my full 

lucidity. 

‘I also observed that amid that explosion of living flame in which 

those great beings were enveloped some large rosettes shaped like a 

lotus with their corolla turned upwards in the shape of a cup, stood out 

as if bordered by a vivid sapphire blue. I imagined golden lotuses with 

petals scalloped of delicately vibrating sapphire strands, throwing 

from time-to-time tiny sparks of bluish light that raced giddily for long 

distances. 

‘From an immeasurable height, arrows like darts descended with a 

periodic rhythm, on those cups that crowned the heads of all those 

beings. 

‘Delphis responded to my thought: 

‘— What attract your attention are not lotuses nor are they cups of 

gold and sapphires. They are reception centers that all beings have 

but that manifest and enlarge according to the evolution conquered 

through centuries and ages. They are recipients of Energy, Light and 

Love, constantly coming from the Divine Triad that emanates them 



 288 

ceaselessly. And with such Energy, Light and Love, these powerful 

beings vivify and animate the worlds entrusted to them. Try to count – 

he told me – these ribbons of burning light that start from their solar 

plexus in all directions. 

'–Impossible –I replied seeing the beam of radiant threads that at 

their birth had a dimension that was not covered by four hands placed 

open around it and barely touching the tips of their fingers. Impossible! 

– I repeated– for there are thousands of luminous rays there. 

‘—Each ray corresponds to a planetary system, larger than or 

equal to yours. From this single fact you can imagine just how will the 

powerful vibration force of each one of these sublime Spirits be. 

‘– To what is reduced the power and greatness of a terrestrial man, 

–I thought– who from a miserable throne that the eruption of a volcano 

reduces to dust, judges himself with the right to run over everything 

that opposes his path? Pride, stupid arrogance, unheard ignorance of 

the unhappy terrestrial ant, which has barely been born and is already 

rotting in the dust! 

‘— Now, strength and courage! – Delphis thought intensely joining 

his hands of light to Aelohin's and mine, positioning between us two. 

In an instant as of the crossing of an arrow or a beam of light, we 

passed through a sea of clarity that had at intervals all the radiant 

colors of the rainbow but in curly undulations that vibrated gently as if 

a fresh breeze set them in motion. These wonderful waves of curly 

rainbows grew more intense in the brief interval of our dizzying 

progress. Until finally, and as if resting in that immense undulating sea 

of radiant and moving waves, we perceived seven magnificent suns 

that radiated all the colors of the rainbow and their irradiations were 

what dyed all that vibrant sea, which was nothing more than Energy, 

Light, and Love. 

‘I soon perceived that each one of those Suns had in its center a 

most beautiful face above all reflection. There are no words to 

describe such perfect beauty. 

‘— This is God — I thought — with seven faces of marvelous 

beauty. 

‘—They are the most perfect resemblance to God —thought my 

Guide. —They are the Seven Great Fires, the Supreme Hierarchs of 

Universal Creation. They are the ones who emit the Divine Idea and 

the Supreme Love to their immediate ministers: the Eternal Torches, 

who govern the Universes of Star Systems that populate the 

immeasurable Infinite. 

‘I did not see any form to these suns, but only the face between a 
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great resplendent sun, which was of such powerful brilliance that for 

a long time we were petrified in its contemplation. 

‘The sound vibration of all that sea of light produced such a deep 

feeling of love, that I, motionless and stunned, cried incessantly, and 

felt that my whole being wanted to explode not being able to contain 

within itself, the vision of such incomparable beauty. 

‘I felt myself dying as if in an ecstasy of love, of happiness, of infinite 

tenderness!... It was no longer Me, but only an aspiration towards the 

Great Everything, which flooded me until it annihilated me. 

‘And without knowing if I was the prey of a vertigo, of a divine 

dream, of a madness of supreme love, I glimpsed above the Seven 

magnificent Suns an immense spiral that was lost in infinity. It was 

formed by a wide curly ribbon of the colors of the rainbow and that 

each color was born at the top of the forehead of those seven radiant 

faces. 

‘And the spiral, turning on itself, was lost in the immensity dotted 

with intermittence and palpitation rhythm, by sources of intense light 

that transmitted such clarity of understanding, enough so that I, a 

miserable little terrestrial worm, could think: 

 

‘— Behold the origin of all Energy, of all Love, of all Idea! 

‘It is the Supreme Cause! The Eternal Circulatory Spiral, without 

defined forms, imprecise, like an Essence that flows eternally from 

itself, and gives life to everything that exists in the billions of worlds 

that have existed and will exist! 

‘— The Great All! The Divine Idea! Eternal Love!... God!... –

Thought Delphis and Aelohin, responding to my thought. 

‘Chaos was made in my thoughts and in my will and I lost all notion 

of being. 

‘When I woke up, I could see that I had lost the use of speech and 

that my physical senses were not responding to me. 

‘I didn't see, I didn't hear, I didn't perceive absolutely nothing! Only 

my mind remained vivid, like a torch in an abyss of darkness. And the 

memory of my recent visions was awakening more and more 

intensely. Soon I began to feel a pleasant warmth around me. My eyes 

were perceiving shadows that moved. My ears listen to faint voices 

around me. 

‘My mother's head joined mine, inert on the pillow... Her tears fell 

like drops of fire on my face. Her lily-like hands arranged my hair and 

my clothes. At last, I saw her clearly and my eyes were also filled with 

tears while my lips could say: 
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— ‘The Great All, the Supreme Idea, the Infinite Love!... God! 

‘The Eternal Ideal is without forms because it is a Light..., an 

Essence..., a permanent Vibration!...’ 

‘And a torrent of tears that I could not contain, continued to spill 

from my soul that remained still under the formidable action of the 

unknown, which I had barely glimpsed.’ 

The Essenian reader rolled up the papyrus and everyone kept that 

indispensable silence so that the intense vibration of the reading they 

had just heard would vanish into the ether and in the depths of their 

souls. 

The child Yhasua in deep stillness seemed to sleep, but he did not 

sleep, but he silently cried. 

—Why are you crying, my son? —the Servitor finally asked him, 

when he verified that thick tears without sobbing and without noise, 

were running down the beautiful but intensely pale face of Myriam's 

child. 

—For the same reason Antulius cried, —he answered without 

moving. 

— Have you understood the Heavenly Father? —asked the 

Servitor again. 

—I have understood, —answered the boy, —that He is in me and 

I in Him, and that everything that surrounds me is the Celestial Father 

that surrounds me, that takes me and brings me; that he makes me 

walk, laugh, play, pray and eat chestnuts with honey. Even in 

chestnuts and bread and honey is the Heavenly Father. Oh, how 

beautiful this is, Brother Servitor, how beautiful it is! I will never again 

be afraid of anything or anyone, because the Heavenly Father is 

always around me. 

—And when something unpleasant happens to you, what does 

Heavenly Father do? 

The boy thought for a moment and then replied: 

—One of these days I climbed a tree with the fixed idea of taking 

out some lark chicks that were about to fly. And I fell from above and 

took a normal hit. Neither my mother nor the grandmothers know. 

From the ground I saw that the little birds fluttered desperately around 

the nest, believing that I had stolen their young. At last, they pushed 

the chicks into the air, and they flew out. 

“I understood that they wanted to save them from falling into my 

hands and that it was a bad deed that I was going to commit. 

“Now I say: Heavenly Father made me fall from the tree without 

hurting me so that I would set the little birds free. The Heavenly Father 
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is also so of the birds, and he protects and cares for them. 

“It seems to me that the Heavenly Father sees me, since he is in 

me and around me. 

“And Antulius deserved to be taken to those magnificent worlds 

because he was careful to do all possible good to God's creatures; to 

the good and to the bad, to the great and to the small. And, because 

he deprived himself of his tastes to ease the pain of his peers. And 

that is when the Heavenly Father tells us: You are my son, and I am 

pleased with you. 

–Yhasua! –exclaimed the Servitor – You speak like an Elder. 

Indeed, my son, the Heavenly Father is in you... 

—And it is also in you, Servitor, and in all your companions 

because you do like Antulius: you put aside your satisfactions to take 

care of others' pain instead. 

— Why do you say that Yhasua? 

—Because I'm curious and I look at everything that happens 

around me. One afternoon of great heat I saw Brother Absalom raising 

many jugs of water to the small pool at the door of the bedroom of 

Azariah the old man, because that day his legs refused to move to go 

down to the stream. 

—But is very natural, my son. Absalom is still young and Azariah 

would suffer excessive heat without the mitigating effect of a bath. 

—I know, but I think that not everyone would make such a great 

effort for an old man who can no longer reciprocate those attentions 

in any way... Absalom did not stop to think that he was wasting his 

bath time procuring it for Azariah.  

—Precisely, the merit of the works done for the benefit of a Brother 

is in the deprivation of satisfaction, —answered the Servitor, inwardly 

amazed at the sharpness of the child in his observations. 

—If I give off what I have left over, I do very little, but if I give off 

what I like and need, then I do something, isn't that right, Servitor? 

—So it is, my son, so it is. 

—I think it's not so difficult to be a good Essene like you, —Yhasua 

said, looking at all those who surrounded him in a wide circle. 

—What do you think is necessary for it?... –asked one of the 

Elders. 

—To love my fellow men a little more than I love myself, — 

answered the boy. —All of you are capable of giving your lives to save 

mine and I have to reach the capacity to give my life for you and for 

all who need it. 

—Very well, Yhasua, very well, —they all exclaimed at once. —
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You are already an Essene in every sense of the word. 

—I still need to be one in deeds, —he said, like an enlightened 

man. —And I will be... Oh yes, I will be. 

The Elders, moved almost to tears, looked at each other with the 

natural astonishment that such words produce when heard from the 

mouth of a ten-year-old child. 

—The Savior of Humanities is already outlined, —the Servitor 

observed in a low voice to those who were by his side. 

And they ended the lesson for that day to let the child Yhasua rest. 

Because although spiritually he could withstand much greater mental 

effort, his physique suffered enormous wear and tear, as the Elders 

clearly saw in the violet circles that appeared around his eyes, like 

laden with sleep and worry. 
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18.  Dwellings of Atonement 
 

Since his arrival at Mount Carmel the young Yhosuelin had been 

interned in the Essenes' infirmary, because they found him as much or 

more in need of special treatment than the child they sought to cure. 

A bronchial condition with a tendency to spread to the lungs forced 

the therapists to seriously worry about him. For this reason, they 

separated him from Myriam and Yhasua, almost as soon as they had 

arrived. 

Being of a sensitive and nervous temperament, his cure required 

absolute rest, without emotions of any kind and with only the company 

of the two medical Essenes who attended him. A select and highly 

advanced spirit, he had incarnated only to accompany the first years of 

the Messiah on the physical plane, serving him as a protective shield 

while in matter, until the sublime Missionary had achieved perfect 

mastery of his internal world in relation to the external world that 

surrounded him. 

 By spiritual revelation the Essenes were aware of this and 

consequently contributed all their knowledge so that this great spirit 

conscientiously fulfilled the mission that had brought him to the physical 

plane. 

And when they verified that his nervous system was sufficiently 

strengthened, by means of pleasant and gently delightful 

entertainment, the medical Essenes invited him to listen to the reading 

of old papyrus rolls that they kept in their ancient chests carved into the 

living rock. 

—This reading, —they told him, —will finish strengthening and 

calming your spirit since we have managed to repress the sickness in 

your chest, injured by that stone blow received two years ago. 

—First tell me, please, —Yhosuelin hinted, —how are my mother 

and the child? 

—Perfectly well, and as soon as we finish this reading, you will meet 

them again. 

—Begin, then, I'm listening. 

— Have you read the Holy Books well? —asked the Essene who 

was going to read. 

—If I've read them well, I don't know, but I've read them a lot. 

—Then it will not be difficult for you to understand this reading. Listen 

then: 

‘The Eternal Thought pointed out the precise hour in which a 

radiance of its own should be born on this planet: in the region of the 
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Five Seas next to the great Euphrates River. And Abel was born, son 

of Adamu and Eve, whose saving mission was to mark the glorious 

beginning of a great civilization. 

‘An innumerable multitude of advanced Intelligences that were in the 

astral sphere of the Planet took matter, some before and others at the 

same time as the great Missionary Spirit. The purpose was of course, 

of cooperating with him in the advancement of humankind of that time. 

And scattered in small or numerous groups, they located according to 

the divine plan demarcated in the Infinite by the Superior Intelligences. 

‘Three friends like three drops of water fallen from the same water 

lily shaken by the wind were born to terrestrial life on the shores of 

neighboring seas. One, as in an eagle's nest, on the western rocks of 

the Caspian Sea, another at the foot of the Caucasus Mountain range 

and on the shores of the Pontus Euxinus (Black Sea), and the third in 

the lush meadows near Lake Van, which in prehistory formed in times 

of great overflows a single immense sea with the Caspian and Pontus 

Euxinus. 

‘Identified by their proper names were: Solania of Tuhuspa, Walkyria 

of Kiffauser and Walker of Atropatene; that united by an alliance of long 

centuries, descended to earthly life at the same time, with little 

difference in years. Solania and Walker had been several years ahead 

of the Light-Man's arrival. Walkyria, on the other hand, had been 

delayed, trying to avoid serious difficulties in choosing the beings that 

should serve as her parents. 

‘For those who do not know the great and immutable laws that 

govern the spiritual world, what we have just said is almost 

incomprehensible. 

‘But it is an indisputable fact due to the logic that goes with it, that 

Intelligences advanced in evolution search and search and select with 

great care the family that will shelter them in their physical life; not in 

terms of fortune and social position, but in terms of the spiritual 

conditions of the beings who will be their parents. 

‘This choice, apart from taking time, must be made in relation to the 

program or action that they want to carry out on the earthly plane, so 

as not to encounter setbacks or difficulties later that expose them to 

unfortunate failure. 

‘Walker of Atropatene was part of the Watchers of the Light-Man in 

his incarnation of Abel, and he fulfilled his mission so diligently that on 

several occasions when Abel’s physical life was in danger before the 

time set by the Law, he together with Solania were the ones who gave 

the warning voice from infinite space. 
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‘And in the immensity of centuries that will roll by until reaching the 

final stage of the Great Instructor Spirit of this humankind, Walker of 

Atropatene will faithfully fulfill his pact as Watcher in the earthly lives of 

the Sublime Anointed. 

‘When you see near the Man-Light a being who without hesitation or 

delay exposes his own life to save his, think of Walker of Atropatene. 

Because if it is not him, a twin Intelligence of his will be, who will faithfully 

fulfill his pact as a Watcher in terrestrial lives. Such great and strong is 

the solidarity that exists between the great beings aware of their duty 

as spirits united by a millenary alliance of human redemption. 

So far the Essene arrived in the reading of the yellowish and worn 

papyrus that he had taken from the depths of the chest of rocks. 

— What do you think of Walker of Atropatene, Yhosuelin? —he 

asked the deeply abstracted young man. 

—That I feel capable of doing as he did under equal circumstances. 

—And you have already done so—answered the Essene. —That 

malignant injury you suffer in the organs of your chest due to that 

accurate stone that was aimed at Yhasua, says it very clearly. 

—But who is my little brother Yhasua?... —Yhosuelin questioned 

anxiously, almost reflecting in his dark eyes the idea that was already 

floating in his mind. 

—The same one for whom Walker of Atropatene strove so heroically 

in the time of Abel, son of Adamu and Eve, who is now Yhasua your 

little brother, son of Myriam and Yhosep. 

— Yhasua!..., the Man-Light dreamed of by the Prophets and 

announced by them 600 years ago!... Is such greatness possible by my 

side, within the reach of my hands..., under my own roof, so modest, 

that you can't even see it among the Galilean hills and forests?... 

— It is possible and it's the reality! Should the Eternal Law seek 

advice from the powerful of the Earth to carry out its great designs? 

— And who then is my father and Myriam, my second mother, to 

deserve such a son? Because everything is justice and equity in the 

Most High. 

— Exactly! Yhosep, your father, was in distant centuries that honest 

and firm Jacob who worked for 14 years for Rachel's hand. And the 

mysterious dream of the ivory ladder that began at his side and reached 

the sky where the angels of the Lord ascended and descended was 

nothing more than a distant premonitory vision by which the God of 

Mercies made him see that his great pains were nothing but the 

purifying crucible, so that in this hour his Eternal Word might arise next 

to him; the mystical ladder that leads purified souls to God and others 
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descend bringing their gifts to the souls that deserve them. Following 

the routes of Christ, the heavens of God are populated with angels, and 

there are angels who descend to illuminate the dark abysses into which 

men sink. 

Yhosuelin was slowly submerging himself in a soft torpor similar to 

hypnosis. And in his mental aura that painful passage in the life of 

Jacob, the patriarch, was designed, when his eldest sons sold his son 

Joseph to some merchants. Joseph, who with the small Benjamin, 

formed all his joy. 

The Essene thought strongly of that time not yet daring to remove 

for Yhosuelin the veil that hid that part of the truth. But the law of 

telepathy was widely fulfilled and Yhosuelin's sensitivity caught the 

wave of that thought and almost in a hypnotic state he said with a barely 

perceptible voice: – Benjamin, son of Jacob and today Yhosuelin, son 

of Yhosep!. 

—God be blessed because you woke up to that reality! —the 

Essene exclaimed. 

— How beautiful it is to be among you and thus possess that 

treasure of wisdom that you guard! Couldn't I be an Essene too? 

"I mean... to live here with you, —the young man timidly indicated as 

if he believed he didn't deserve so much good. 

—And you are, Yhosuelin, since your parents are. 

“For this you need the approval of your elders and if you get it and 

you are agreeable to the Elders..., we'll see. 

But while these procedures were being carried out, Yhosuelin 

managed to attend, together with Yhasua, the reading of the old 

Anthulian papyri. 

Three days later, the child Yhasua returned to the Sanctuary, where 

he had to learn another facet of the ancient wisdom, which the great 

Atlantean philosopher had discovered for humankind in his time. Let's 

listen, friendly reader, together with Yhasua, the boy who was the Word 

of God. 

The Essenian reader opened the papyrus and read: 

‘—Abodes of darkness –Globes in an igneous state –Globes with 

primitive organic life –Globes of boiling swamp –Worlds extinguished 

and in the process of destruction. 

‘The great Master Antulius continues narrating his extraterrestrial 

explorations 

‘—When my spiritual Guides thought it convenient, they predisposed 

me to continue the explorations through the dwellings where souls of 

men who have transgressed the Divine Law with all kinds of crimes and 
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misdemeanors go after physical death. 

‘I had visited the abodes of light and happiness of the just and of the 

purest Intelligences already submerged in the infinite bosom of Divinity. 

But it was also necessary to know the other side of the coin to complete 

my ultra-stellar knowledge. 

‘Undoubtedly this would be a torture, enormous and almost 

unbearable. I was going to witness the most tremendous pain in all its 

most terrifying forms, compared to which, the pains that humankind 

suffers on this planet are but little scratches from a thorny bramble. 

‘Okmaya and Aelohin would assist me by dressing me in the astral 

and ethereal clothing needed to penetrate the worlds where pain reigns. 

‘On the placid terrace covered with climbers in bloom, I fell asleep 

late at night and was accompanied only by two of my intimate disciples 

and by my mother, who never wanted to leave me during these 

unfoldings of my personality. 

‘—We will not leave this planetary system for today –the Guides told 

me– because within it, we have what you must know and remember, in 

order to leave it as an inheritance to this humankind to which you have 

been sent. 

We will visit a world of darkness so dense that each of its inhabitants 

believes they are alone in amid darkness. 

‘And as soon as the Guide had this thought, we were arriving at a 

large sphere of an opaque greenish color, almost the color of smoke. A 

suffocating heat caused painful sensations, so the Guides had to cover 

me with a dense fluidic garment to put me more in tune with the heavy 

atmosphere and ether of that globe.  It was a planetoid of third 

magnitude. I know that this globe was in the vicinity of the great planet 

Jovia (now Jupiter), but it did not belong to its court of satellites. 

‘—Globes like this one –said my Guide– cannot be perceived in any 

way from the physical terrestrial plane, because the astral sphere that 

surrounds it, is as you see so dark, that it is confused with the sidereal 

abysses. 

Sensing my thought which questioned the reason for these 

shadows, he answered immediately: 

‘—There are innumerable globes similar to this one and its somber 

color is due to multiple causes, one of them being that they are destined 

to serve as punishment and atonement for intelligences that, having 

held the light of Eternal Truth in their hands, they turned it off for 

innumerable souls, to whom they should have served as guides on the 

paths of evolution. 

‘Gloomy souls, they radiate darkness around them, like a volcano 
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which does not yet have the necessary gasses to produce living flames 

only throws black plumes of smoke that darken the atmosphere up to 

long distances.’ 

‘Undoubtedly due to the mental clarity that my Guides emanated, I 

was able to understand the physical state of that globe, for which 

decrepitude had begun, who knows for how many millions of years, and 

that still seemed to be struggling not to die. 

‘I was also able to understand that the worlds that are in such a state 

can no longer nurture organic lives, not even beings with embryonic life. 

Everything there is darkness, death, and desolation. 

‘They are only used as dwellings of old spirits of much knowledge, 

which they used to drag the crowds to error, to corruption, to 

delinquency.’ 

‘I was also able to understand that in the infinite sidereal field, it 

happens with the worlds in general, as it happens in each world with 

the beings that inhabit it: gestation, birth, childhood, adolescence, 

youth, virility, old age, decrepitude, and death. I understood that the 

globes all have, just like organic bodies, two kinds of existence, which 

complement each other and even merge as if they were one: Energy-

Existence and Matter-Existence. The first is like the soul. The second 

is like the body, because even an inert rock has its own aura and 

vibration. 

‘The Energy-Existence, once it was formed by the agglomeration of 

atoms with living cells, obeying the mandates of the powerful 

Intelligences driven by the Divine Triad or Creative, Renewing and 

Conservative Power; it itself is in charge of accumulating what it needs 

to develop and increase its material existence, in such a way that 

through a long process of kalpas and cycles, of millennia of centuries 

and years, it puts itself in the necessary conditions to fulfill the purpose 

for which it is intended, which is to serve as living place for humanities 

with physical life first and with the purest spiritual life, later. 

‘How clearly I saw then the resemblance between human beings and 

the globes that rotate with dizzying speeds in infinite space! 

‘My thought asked the Guides who accompanied me: 

‘Where is this world in darkness headed? 

‘They gave greater intensity to their thoughts so that the 

overwhelming truth penetrated my incarnated mind..., the stupendous 

truth. 

‘I saw that the Energy-Existence, that is, the immense astral double 

or soul of that globe, was slowly moving to one side, already presenting 

three quarters of it free of matter, and only a quarter was still imprisoned 
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by dead and dark matter. 

‘It offered the appearance of a sun undergoing a partial eclipse, that 

is, a shell of shadow appeared, interposed in the enormous and vivid 

light that grew larger by the moment. 

‘My observation became even more profound and allowed me to see 

that in that part of the globe in which it still throbbed, I will say, the 

Energy-Existence; a colony or group of human beings of scarce and 

very primitive evolution was maintained with physical life. Their 

livelihoods were so meager and the elements that surrounded them so 

unfavorable, that they were becoming extinct due to exhaustion, for 

which I understood that when that small part of the globe was 

abandoned by the Energy, all those lives would be extinguished, just 

as the dead body remains, when the soul or intelligent principle 

abandons it by what is called death. 

‘Among the dark spirits, I understood that there were some, at most 

two, who at that moment could be rescued by a being who had walked 

the paths that I had walked in eternity. Love spoke very loudly in my 

whole being. I asked the Eternal Law for them, and it allowed me to 

wrap them in my mantle of a sidereal explorer and transplant them to 

Earth to begin a new evolution. 

‘And as I persisted in my mental question: Where is this globe 

going?, my Guides designed with their powerful thoughts, an orbit or 

path of shadow that was lost in a very long distance, as in a dark nebula 

or dense mist. It seemed that this sad scene was getting closer, or I 

was getting closer to it, and I saw what looked like a shapeless heap of 

dead monsters. And I say monsters because I am not able to give them 

other names according to their frightening external appearance. 

Something like the remains of luminous eyes with reddish blinks, which 

made me think that some life was still animating that shapeless heap of 

dead matter. 

‘—There are cemeteries in the immeasurable immensity of the 

infinite spaces as well, like those of your physical planet –my Guides 

thought– although here the Law is more severe and does not bother 

about raising the artistic mausoleums in which you keep the dead 

matter of the ones you loved. 

‘As if they saw my astonishment they thought again: 

‘—You are in front of a cemetery of dead worlds in which the vampire 

spirits still live like worms in rotting corpses, whose redemption is 

delayed indefinitely because they have not wanted it before, nor do they 

want it now. They redemption is delayed awaiting their awakening to 

repentance and love that they rejected during multiple physical 



 300 

existences, which has led them to that miserable spiritual state. 

‘Those were the reddish sparks that, like intermittent lightning, 

illuminated that frightful blackness at intervals. 

‘—Let's go back –my Guides hinted – because your physical matter 

is suffering enormously. 

‘A few minutes later I woke up slightly shaken by a nervous 

breakdown that passed a few hours later leaving my body sore and 

exhausted as if I had done a job of great physical effort. 

*For the reader, studious of Master Antulius's manuscripts, we 

recommend reading the chapter “Isesi of Sais”, in the work: “Moses: 

The Seer of Sinai”; by the same author. 

 

* * * 

 

When the Essenian reader rolled up the papyrus again, they saw 

that Yhasua was lying in a deep sleep and an icy sweat bathed his 

forehead and his hands were clasped tightly on his chest. Some slight 

tremors denoted his state of nervous breakdown, for which the Essenes 

fell into a profound silence and their strong reassuring thoughts fell on 

the sleeping boy like a rain of honeysuckle of peace, stillness, and calm. 

And when everything in him denoted a normal dream, they called 

him with a mental mandate. 

 

And Yhasua woke up: 

—If you had let me sleep a little longer, —he said happily, —I would 

have finished making amends for the ugly dream I had. 

—How is that? —asked the Servitor. 

—Like this. I dreamed of some horrible monsters in which even more 

horrible men died and when all that happened and good angels 

surrounded me, like the ones who visited Abraham and Jacob, and 

sang psalms that were glorious, you woke me up. 

“Brother reader –he added– this time I behaved very badly with you 

because I did not pay attention to your reading and fell asleep. 

—Sleep is the momentary freedom of the spirit and yours in a free 

state lived a very distant retrospective hour, to feel and see again what 

he lived and felt in that distant past –answered the Servitor. 

The boy thought and said: 

 

—I lived in that Antulius of your history and God let me see wonderful 

things like his great prophets. If Jehovah enlightened Antulius so much, 

would he retain little Yhasua in the dark? 
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—Surely not, my son, but everything comes in its time and perhaps 

Yhasua will not be the Prophet of Wisdom but the Prophet of Love. 

"Love is the Supreme crown that marks the highest goal that a being 

can reach and Yhasua walks towards that crown in his present time." 

—And then?... 

The Servitor looked at him with inexpressible tenderness opening 

his arms to him. 

The excited child threw himself into them as if invaded by a wave of 

irresistible love and tightening his little arms around the neck of the 

crying Elder, he said: 

 

—You know I love you and you want me to tell you louder! Do not 

be afraid that the love I feel at this moment will run out, that I have 

enough love to fill the whole world! 

And as if a delirious access of tenderness had invaded him, he 

launched into hasty, mad hugs with all the Essenes around him. 

He was somewhat exhausted and sitting down again said in a 

reflective tone: 

—I'm a crazy kid, right? Until today, only with my mother did I do 

these crazy things; Now, I don't know why I do it with you. When the 

time comes when I become a man, who will I do it with? 

— With all humankind! —The Essenes replied in chorus. 

—Men are bad—he said, —and they mock and scoff those who 

have pity and love. My schoolmates threw stones at me when I 

defended the crippled and lepers, who dragged themselves through the 

streets begging for alms. How am I to love humankind? 

—Give time to time, son, —the Servitor replied. —Don't pretend to 

anticipate God's hour. 

That was the end of that hour of lesson which the solitaries gave to 

the great Master who descended to Earth to illuminate it for the last 

time. 

The boy was taken to his mother, to whom they recommended that 

the next day she take him down with Yhosuelin to the seashore where 

they had a small boat anchored in a deep cove, hidden from the sight 

of strangers. 

–Four of us who are good oarsmen will be waiting for you at dawn 

to set sail –the Servitor told Myriam handing over her son. 

– Where will we go? –asked the alarmed mother.  

–The child will benefit from the sea air, and you will come to Tyre 

where he will meet the Essenes of Mount Hermon where he spent his 

early childhood. And six of them will come to the great capital to embark 
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on a journey to Gaza, from where they will be taken to the Grand 

Sanctuary of Moab. 

Myriam's face lit up like a heavenly light. 

— Oh!, the solitary saints of Hermon! —she exclaimed– I will never 

forget the love and care they offered Yhosep, the child, and me, in the 

long years of our exile. 

 

—I am pleased, woman to have brought you the good news —added 

the Servitor —because in the capital of Syria you will see them and you 

will travel with them back here, where you will stay while they continue 

their journey to the south. 

—But will they make the whole trip in your little boat? —she asked 

again. 

—No, but here in our sanctuary they will await the arrival of the 

nearest merchant ship and they will make the journey on it. 

—Oh, how happy my Yhasua will be to see his first masters again! 

–exclaimed the sweet woman, always avid for joys for her son. 

—It's the last outing of those Brothers to the outside world since once 

in Moab, one only leaves for the crypt of Moses. 

“For this reason, you will witness a great spiritual feast that we will 

celebrate in our Sanctuary, also in the company of the Essenes from 

Mount Tabor, who will come to bid farewell together with us, to the 

happy Brothers who are going to die to life in the world, to only living 

the spiritual life in all its loftiest grandeur. 

—When are you leaving, Servitor? –the shy Myriam dared to inquire, 

fearful that this kind Elder would also leave and never come back. 

—Don't be alarmed, good woman, —he replied, —I haven't reached 

that height yet. I have to spend at least five more years learning and 

purifying myself. 

In order to occupy a place among the Seventy of Moab, it is 

necessary to have ceased to be flesh, to become a seraph of love that 

always burns without being consumed. 

—And those six that are coming?... —Myriam murmured. 

—They are going to replace six Elders of Moab who cut the thread 

of life during a sidereal exploration like Antulius’s and had the mishap 

of a landslide on a mountain near the Grand Sanctuary. 

—What a misfortune! —exclaimed Myriam, deeply moved. 

— Not so! When one gets to those heights, this is just a minor 

incident. 

– What?! It is death! 

— It is life, woman, it is life in light and in love! 
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“Their mummified bodies in the cave of Moses and their souls 

dictating from the infinite space the result of the exploration, which they 

continued to carry out without the haste of the calling of their matter and 

without the need to measure the time passed. Do you not understand 

that for such souls, matter is a chain that is too bothersome and heavy? 

“What more could they want than absolute freedom? 

—But don't they have a family that binds them to life? 

— No, woman, no! In order for an Essene to be able to go up to the 

fifth degree, he must no longer have any ties that bind him to material 

life, not even a memory that disturbs his inner stillness. So, to have 

surpassed the seventh, what must he be? An eternal lamp in infinity, or 

a vibration that rises and rises in tone until it merges with the eternal 

harmony of the spheres! 

— My God! How much greatness in purified souls! It overwhelms me 

just thinking about it, —the young mother exclaimed covering her face 

with both hands. 

—You too will come to this, Myriam, after a dozen terrestrial lives 

lived in monasteries, which if not the same as the Essenian 

Sanctuaries, are quite similar in their dedication to spiritual life. 

— How do you know? —she questioned in astonishment. 

—The Most High shines his light where he pleases, and that light 

has made us see your future paths with the same clarity with which we 

see the path of your return to Nazareth in a short time... 

The arrival of one of the elderly grandmothers with a basket of 

freshly picked fruit interrupted the conversation. 

—This is your share, Servitor —she told him, —our orchard never 

forgets you. 

—Well, well, Grandma, may the Lord repay you. It seems that I was 

just waiting for this so that I leave since it's already noon. 

—So, see you tomorrow when the sun rises over the inlet. And do 

not miss the appointment. 

—See you tomorrow, —Myriam replied, watching him walk down the 

mountain path. 
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19.  The Feast of Carmel 
 

The dawn spread its veils of purple and gold over the Mediterranean 

and the flowery slopes of Carmel, when Myriam, Yhosuelin and Yhasua 

embarked on the small sailboat skillfully directed by four Essenes 

dressed in the dark robes of pilgrim therapists. 

– What? –The boy immediately inquired. – I dressed in a white tunic 

to be just like you, and you have turned dark as ouzels. 

–We use white only for the Sanctuary –the Essenes replied, 

laughing at Yhasua's spontaneity– Don't you know that there's a lot of 

mud in the world and whiteness gets stained? 

–I suspect that's not why, –said the meditative boy. 

– Why then? 

–Because the white gives you away as Essenes and perhaps you 

fear something that I fail to understand. 

–Child!..., –the mother exclaimed. –Why do you have to ask for 

explanations? That's not right. 

– Mother!... The Essenes are my teachers, and I must know the 

reason for their actions to act in the same way. Isn't this fair? 

–Yes, my son, –said the Essene in charge of the trip, whose name 

was Abinadab. –When humankind becomes more aware, it will not be 

necessary to hide certain things from it that it wouldn't make proper use 

of. Humankind believes that we Essenes want to curtail their freedoms 

and rights and years ago they've persecuted us as beings that are 

harmful to society. Humankind is comfortable believing that we don't 

exist. Why renew its alarms by making us present? 

— Oh! Now I understand! You do the same thing as the guardians 

of the bees who cover themselves with a waxed net, so they don't get 

stung. It's not that? 

— Precisely. 

The sailboat was still sailing north only a mile from the shady coast, 

where the little houses scattered among the green hills appeared like 

white doves suspended from the branches. 

Full of charms and beauties, the journey offered no circumstances 

worth mentioning, and when they reached Tyre, Myriam painfully 

recalled that other hasty journey nine years before to save the life of the 

child threatened by Herod's wrath. 

Yhosuelin, who had made the journey reading Prophet Samuel, put 

his book away to help his adoptive mother disembark. And the boy, who 

was eager to talk, told him gracefully: —Yhosuelin, you want to be an 

Essene before your time and you drink the Prophets and eat them too, 
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like I do chestnuts and figs. -And without further ado, he took the bag 

of fruit and bread, and after offering them to everyone, he began to eat 

quietly while the docking and landing operation lasted. 

Like a flock of herons and seagulls, the port of Tyre was covered 

with sailboats, barges, and large ships. 

A white flag with a blue star appeared on the shore towards the 

farthest extreme of the pier. 

–There's the one that awaits us, –Abinadab said, waving a similar 

flag. 

They docked at that spot and were soon next to the man with the 

little flag who was Abinadab's brother, who led them to his dwelling near 

that castle destined for the sick and protected by the therapists. 

Abinadab's brother with his wife and children, made up the 

trustworthy Essene family that the solitary always had in their residence 

or where they carried out their apostolic activities in favor of humankind. 

–This is the boy who nine years ago was taken from here to the 

Mount Hermon Sanctuary, –Abinadab said as an introduction to the 

travelers. 

–God's blessing! –exclaimed the good man joining his hands on his 

chest. –How big and beautiful he's become! 

— Who are you, good man, that you show so much affection for us? 

–Myriam asked. 

–The guide who led you on that occasion to the grotto of lost echoes 

to return here with the donkeys, –replied that man. 

—In nine years, you’ve aged a lot! Big pain, no doubt. 

–I was subjected to prison and torture because some news was 

known of my complicity but in the face of my resounding refusals, they 

ended up thinking that they had been deceived by a certain magician 

who had spies on all roads. 

“As a result of the torture I suffered a serious illness that left me 

prostrate, and I almost believed that I would be useless because my 

spinal column threatened not to hold me up anymore. But as you see, 

the Therapist Brothers found a way to get me walking again. 

–Everywhere we are indebted to gratitude, –Myriam said, –ashamed 

of what she had heard. 

–Come and eat something, –said the woman, –because the six 

travelers you expect won't arrive until late at night. 

–And they–said Abinadab, –will immediately board the sailboat so 

that we can set sail immediately. 

Great was the joy of Yhasua when the Elders arrived. Making 

themselves known by their names, they hugged him tenderly. 
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And the boy remembering said: 

—You, Brother Benjamin, were the cook and you roasted me the 

most beautiful chestnuts. 

“And you, Brother David, used to take me to collect quail eggs…oh, 

I remember well. 

“And what became of my little lambs, Brother Azael? 

—That now they have become sheep and are mothers of other 

lambs. — the Essene replied affably. 

And so, he talked with one and the other, remembering scenes from 

Mount Hermon from where he had left when he was seven years-old. 

An hour later they sailed south to the plains of Mount Carmel, where 

the Elders would stay for two weeks to bring detailed news to the 

Seventy of the conditions of the Essenes in the northern part of the 

country of Israel.  

The therapists scattered throughout the country would attend in 

fulfillment of their respective missions. In addition, those from Tabor 

would attend, and one or two members of each Essenian family in the 

region, who, depending on their degree, would participate in one of the 

congregations to be held in the great spiritual Assembly. 

The news of the call spread by word of mouth. Each attendee would 

look for a suitable pretext, which was almost always the purchase or 

sale of wool, wax, or honey from the slopes of Carmel, which was so 

abundant in plant and animal products. 

–My Yhasua is unrecognizable, –Myriam said sweetly, watching her 

son, who with overflowing joy told the Elders about his wanderings 

through Carmel, the pampering of the grandmothers, the pranks with 

Mathew and Myrina, etc. 

— Child of God! With you we would go around the world 10 times 

without ever feeling tired. 

—Oh no! — he exclaimed. —This sailboat is very small, and in the 

larder there's only room for a sack of chestnuts, very little bread, and a 

single jug of honey... 

— Oh, gourmand little boy! — said his mother, laughing like 

everyone else at the boy's caveat. — Who gives you rights to observe 

other people's larder? 

—Mother, I didn't do anything wrong!  Don't the Essenes say that for 

them there's no such thing as yours and mine, but what belongs to one 

belongs to all? So, the larder of this Essenian sailboat is mine and yours 

and Yhosuelin's, and I did nothing but look at my what's mine. 

And he stood still looking at everyone with his big clear eyes that 

questioned eloquently. 
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In view of which one of the Essenes replied: 

—Yes, son..., the larder of this sailboat and even all of it, belongs to 

you and to your mother and your brother, such is the law of the 

Essenes. 

Finally, he fell asleep because it was late at night. He was taken to 

the only compartment that the small boat had, where he and his mother 

spent the night. At dawn, the boat would drop anchor in the deep 

Carmel cove and a few moments later, Myriam and Yhasua rested in 

their bedroom in the grandmothers' cabin. The Elders and Yhosuelin 

followed the mountain path towards the Sanctuary, hidden like an 

eagle's nest among the thick branches. 

Two days later, buyers of goat skins, wool, honey, wax, and dried 

fruit began to arrive from different parts of the region. 

And the innumerable caverns of Mount Carmel were populated as if 

by enchantment, giving at night the picturesque spectacle of little 

golden lights that flared happily at the doors of the grottos, as if they 

were feverish and anxious vibrations of souls yearning for infinity. 

And the therapists, who for many months had harvested products 

from the fertile mountain, ran eagerly, leaving in each grotto what each 

one needed to complete their load. The buyers paid for their purchases 

with woolen and linen fabrics, spun and woven by themselves, with 

leather breeches and sandals, with white flour or golden oil, which the 

solitary in turn needed for their maintenance. 

–With the souls reassured regarding the equitable and necessary 

provision for matter, we will be able to more easily obtain the spiritual 

sustenance that we desire, –the solitaries would say to the secular 

Essenes who were arriving. And at night they made a tour of all the 

grottos reading the most beautiful passages of the ancient Prophets, 

singing the Dirges of Jeremiah, or the Psalms of David. The flutes of 

the shepherds and the lutes of the solitary formed a soft musical 

background to those deep recitations..., deep, full of emotion and 

religious anointing... 

This only lasted three days, in which while in the hours of sunlight 

the distribution of the provisions was made, at night the souls were 

prepared for the Major Assemblies, for the promotion of degrees to 

those who had completed the statutory years. 

And when the work of material order had finished, leaving everyone 

satisfied and calm, the floral offerings began on the day before the 

Assemblies. For it, before sunrise everyone threw themselves into the 

foothills of the mountains which they undressed of their multi-colored 

clothes to weave garlands and pennants with which they adorned the 



 308 

patios and squares adjacent to the Sanctuary. 

"Flowers are creatures of God, who are ready to help man in his task 

of rising to infinity", -said the legends that appeared on tablets attached 

to trees and on the doors of caves. This made the souls vibrate with 

that soft feeling, a mixture of delicate sensation towards those small 

beings of creation that are the most beautiful part of the plant kingdom: 

the flowers. 

And in this environment sweet songs arose as if by enchantment, 

lofty thoughts in tune with the beauty of flowers, delicate creatures of 

God. 

 

“White lilies! 

Oh, so white 

like winter snow! 

Cover with your whiteness 

the earthly misery!” 

 

Bluebells flowers 

Blue as the sky and the sea..., 

Sky and sea be the souls 

That are eager for immensity…” 

 

Red Roses of Carmel 

With ruby petals..., 

Like hearts on fire 

They want to die of Love!...” 

 

"Silent myrtles, 

Bouquet of Ophir's gold..., 

Embroidering a thousand arabesques 

Over a turquoise sky.." 

 

And in such style, these delicate thoughts sprouted as from the 

depths of souls, aroused by the ideal beauty of flowers. The flowers, 

which in those moments of emotion and deep feeling, also seemed to 

have a soul capable of responding to the love with which the garlands, 

the palms, the large bouquets were woven, to be deposited in corridors 

and hallways, in tunnels and squares. 

 

It was the beginning of the great spiritual festival. 

It could be said that the love and purity of the flowers ennobled and 
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purified the souls, which almost unconsciously submerged themselves 

in that sweet preparatory stillness for the great flights of the spirit. 

And Yhasua himself, sensitive more than anyone, said to his 

playmates: 

–I don't feel like playing anymore but thinking. –It seems to me that 

mysterious legends that I must listen to float through the air. 

And some of his companions said as if fearful: 

—If you want, Yhasua, let us pray so that Jehovah forgives our sins. 

— Are you afraid of Jehovah? –The Boy-Light then asked. 

—When there's thunder and lightning, yes, a lot. 

– Why silly? The Masters of the Sanctuary taught me that thunder, 

thunderbolts, and lightning are manifestations of the electric and 

magnetic forces that exist in Nature, and that the men of the future will 

dominate and use them, just as the men of other ancient times used 

them before. 

“The Lord is our Father, and he only thinks of doing us good. 

“I am afraid of the wicked children who throw stones, and of the 

beasts that can devour us, but Jehovah..., oh, no!, because He is 

Kindness and love." 

The day and hour of the long-awaited Assembly finally arrived. And 

when the full moon rose like a silver disk in the serene blue of the skies, 

white shadows were seen coming out of all the caves heading along 

innumerable little paths in the direction of the Sanctuary, which shone 

like burnished gold in the light of the candles, whose golden flame 

exhaled the perfume of virgin wax mixed with the emanations of 

incense and myrrh, which the maidens burned on the altar of the 

Tablets of Moses. 

The elder grandmothers were the court that guarded the 40 virgins, 

who covered with long veils strummed zithers, cut the embers from the 

candles, and threw new perfumes on the altar of holocausts. 

The great lateral and front caverns, as if they were the porticoes of 

the Sanctuary of living rock, began filling with silent white shadows, 

from which only soft murmurs of prayers came out in a low voice. 

From time to time, an ash-colored shadow would appear, with its 

face covered, bowing its forehead to the ground amid that solemn 

silence, and a tearful voice could be heard: 

—Pray, Brothers, that the Lord forgive my sins so that I may be 

worthy to join you in the spiritual Assembly. 

The Brothers said aloud some verses from Miserere, the sublime 

hymn in which David sang his profound repentance and in which he 

begged the Lord for mercy. 
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One of the Elders then appeared and covered the repentant sinner 

with the white cloak that made him equal to his Brothers and that left 

his personality a secret. No one knew who he was, and everyone knew 

that he was a Brother who had sinned and repented. And the Elder who 

had covered him said aloud: 

—May your powerful hand sustain us, Lord, so that we never 

transgress your holy Law. —With which he reminded everyone that 

they could also sin like the Brother who had just confessed his 

weakness. 

Myriam, with Yhasua by the hand, was among the white group of 

grandmothers and finally the Elders of the Sanctuary appeared with the 

six newcomers, who opened the march as the highest ranking. 

They wore the five-pointed star, a symbol of the Divine Light that 

they had conquered, girdled on their foreheads, and in their right hands 

the candelabrum with seven small candles, which recalled the grades 

they had risen in the Order. 

And each Elder, with his candlestick of as many candles as the 

degrees he had conquered, began the magnificent parade, which was 

followed by all the Essenes with their respective candles. 

An Elder stepped aside to take Myriam's child and placed him 

among the six Elders who had come from Hermon, and they also gave 

him a candlestick with seven candles. 

–I'm too small to carry this, –the boy protested loudly. 

–Obey and be silent, –the Elder told him, and the parade continued 

down the long side corridors, which formed a great circle around the 

Central Sanctuary. 

They sang the psalms in which David glorified God for his 

magnificence, for his mercy, and for his justice. 

It could be said that it was a single soul prostrating itself before the 

Infinite in an act of supreme worship. 

They came to the rotunda where the books of the Major Prophets 

were each closed on a lectern. 

 

The Elder that was on duty opened one of the books and read some 

verses, from which he picked the subject for a brief dissertation, but full 

of fervent enthusiasm, to continue the path of purification of the soul 

through holiness of life and purity of customs. 

Later, the same Elder asked the three ceremonial questions that the 

crowd answered in chorus: 

—Brothers: Do you recognize the Law of Moses as the most perfect 

emanation of the Most High, to guide humankind to its eternal destiny? 
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–We recognize and accept it in all its parts, –answered men, women, 

and children at the same time. 

—Do you recognize and adore the One God, the eternal force that 

creates, preserves, and renews everything that exists in the vast 

Universe? 

–We recognize and adore him, –the crowd answered again. 

— Are you in agreement with the Essenian Order to which you 

belong, and willing to do everything on your part for its preservation and 

purity? 

—We love the Order as our life, and we will do everything for it that 

is possible in our strength and capacity. 

Then the six Elders who came from Hermon, who were the oldest in 

the Order, raised their candelabra with seven candles high and 

pronounced in a loud, clear, and slow voice, the solemn blessing, called 

Moses’s blessing, for all faithful fulfillers of their commitments with God, 

with the Order, and with all their peers. 

Little Yhasua had also been made to raise his candlestick and 

pronounce the words of the sublime evocation of Moses to all the 

beneficial forces of the Cosmos, on those who were in tune with its 

immutable laws. 

Since we previously made known this blessing, we avoid repeating 

it at this time. 

All foreheads bowed reverently before the supreme evocation, which 

always left such beneficial influence on beings, that if there were sick 

or sad or spiritually disoriented people among those present, they 

immediately experienced great relief and sometimes complete healing. 

This was the most solemn part of the Spiritual Assembly that could 

be witnessed by all the Essenes in general, regardless of their degree. 

Then came the hymn of thanks-giving sung in chorus by all, and the 

distribution of flowers made by the maidens who deposited bouquets in 

every hand that was held out before them. Then the so-called 

propitiation buns were distributed, which had been prepared in 

advance, and symbolized the union of each soul with the Divinity and 

was like a good omen that the home with the sacred bun, would always 

have the necessary sustenance to life. 

In case of serious illnesses, when the doctors could do nothing, it 

was typical that many moribund patients recovered their health, after 

drinking the water in which the sacred bun had been dissolved. 

They were undoubtedly vitalized like the water and the flowers, and 

that beneficial influence, together with the faith of the patient and his 

relatives, produced the phenomenon of the cure of some diseases that 
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could be dominated by those spiritual forces. 

And the silent white shadows returned to the grottos even more 

silent, well into the night, to rest on beds of hay and skins, until those 

who could still have another participation in the spiritual Assembly were 

gathered again. The spiritual Assemblies was celebrated every year in 

all the Essene Sanctuaries. 

The meetings lasted seven days. And it could be observed, as is 

natural, that each meeting was less numerous than the previous one. 

As these meetings took place, those who attended the first few nights 

began to return to their homes. 

Those who left first said to their remaining Brothers: 

—Pray to the Lord for us, so that next year we can accompany you 

for another day. 

The unalterable and precise regularity of such an order, eliminated 

among them all feelings of jealousy and envy, which open up such deep 

abysses between souls who give themselves practically to spiritual life. 

Everyone knew that perseverance would one day make them all 

equal on that mystical scale of knowledge and virtues they were 

climbing. 

In subsequent meetings, one of the Elders explained some obscure 

passages of the Sacred Scriptures, that is, the hidden meaning that the 

Prophet had wanted to include to be understood by advanced souls. 

 

And this was also obtained by evoking the same Intelligence that 

years or centuries ago had spread such teachings. And the Essenes of 

the Archive wrote down in their folders the meaning of those enigmatic 

phrases, thus converted into a clear doctrine, an emanation of Divine 

Wisdom. 

And comparing the enigmatic writings of the Hebrew Prophets, with 

the ancient archives preserved by the great Schools of the most remote 

past, by the Dactyls and the Kobdas of Prehistory, they could clearly 

understand, and even more, form a body of uniform doctrine and 

intimately related, almost since the beginning of conscious humankind 

on the planet. 

From time to time, the Elders of Moab ordered the Essenian priests 

who were servicing the Temple, that in the assemblies with the Doctors 

of the Law, they let loose some spark of the Divine Light of truth 

discovered by the means that we just enunciated, but they almost 

always gave rise to heated disputes in which the Essenes, who were, 

as is known, a marked minority, were rarely successful. 

The Doctors of Israel hated innovations, always fearful that a new 
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direction given to accepted principles would put an end to the great 

perquisites and privileges that the priestly caste had enjoyed for many 

centuries. 

And the interpretation of the oldest prophecies was a matter on 

which they always disagreed, if they referred to the advent of the great 

Messiah awaited to shake off the Roman yoke and magnify Israel 

above all the peoples of the Earth. 

This great national longing, fair, if humanly considered, was not 

shared by the Essenian School. This latter was certain that the Divine 

Avatar would be an Instructor, a Voice, a new Light, not only for a small 

town on Earth but for all humankind. 

What kind of God was that who only cared about the Hebrew people 

and remained indifferent to others? He surely was not the God that the 

Essenes conceived and understood, for whom the Great Atman was 

the Cause and Origin, soul, and life of everything that breathes, throbs, 

and vibrates in the immensity of the Universe. 

 

This is what the great spiritual assemblies of the Essenes always 

tended to do, to broaden more and more the already vast field of their 

knowledge of the Eternal Truths, the summit and goal towards which 

the conscious humanities march. 

When the day and time of the second Assembly arrived, half of those 

attending the first had already left to return to their homes. Only those 

with the third degree and above remained. 

After the practice hymns, one of the Elders who came from Hermon, 

displaying the sacred insignia of his high degree, climbed the steps of 

the altar of the books of the Prophets. And with his eyes closed and 

groping, he rested his hands on the book of the Prophet Malachi and 

opening at random, read verses of chapter 3 and 4, that say thus: 

 

3:1 —Behold, I am sending my messenger, who will 

prepare the way before me; and then the Lord whom you seek 

will come to his temple. 

3:2 — And who can endure at the time of his coming? Or 

who can stand when he appears? For he will be like a refiner’s 

fire or a launderer’s soap. 

3:3 —And he will sit down to refine and polish the silver; for 

he will cleanse the sons of Levi, he will refine them like gold 

and like silver, and they will offer an offering to the Lord with 

righteousness. 

4:1 —For behold, the day is coming, burning like a furnace, 
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and the proud and the wicked will be the stubble that will burn 

and scorch. 

4:2 —But for you who love my Name the Sun of 

Righteousness shall rise. And will bring health on its wings, 

and you will leap for joy like calves of a herd. 

4:5 Behold, I am sending you Elijah the prophet, before the 

great and dreadful day of the Lord comes. 

4:6 —He will convert the hearts of fathers and sons; and 

so, when I come, the Earth will not be wounded with 

destruction. 

 

And closing the Holy Book the orator spoke: 

—Several centuries passed over these words of our Brother the 

Prophet Malachi, and here we are nearing their fulfillment. The Almighty 

lets the rays of his light fall on the minds of those who seek Divine 

Wisdom, and since for Him everything is Today, our Brother Malachi 

perceived in his internal contemplations the today that we live by Divine 

Mercy. 

“The messenger of God has arrived, and he is already inside his 

temple, in the physical body that will help him fulfill his mission among 

men." 

"Who will be able to suffer the time of his coming?", anxiously asks 

the Prophet who sees him as a purifying fire that sweeps away all filth. 

"And sit down he will, to clean and refine the silver", continues the 

seer, making us understand that he will demand more from those of the 

highest status, since silver is a precious metal. 

“The multitudes are like the grains of sand and the lumps of dust on 

the roads, and the Divine Messenger will not be demanding with them, 

but he will ask the precious metals that symbolize the souls advanced 

in divine knowledge, not only a great purification , but also perfection 

and illumination, since they are destined for the noble priesthood of 

instruction towards their brothers, a multitude of grains of sand and 

lumps of dust on the paths of the Earth. 

"Behold, I am sending you Elijah the Prophet, so that he may convert 

the hearts of fathers to sons, and of sons to fathers," continues the seer, 

to signify the need for a love like that of fathers to sons, among those 

who are to form the flock that will glorify the Lord. 

One of the attendees stood up and requested permission to ask. And 

when it was granted, he said: 

–Since the Divine Messenger has arrived, can't we know where he 

is so we can approach him and be purified? 
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–He is in one of our Sanctuaries preparing to go out into the world in 

fulfillment of his mission, despite being a little boy barely out of early 

childhood, –answered the Elder with his gaze lost in the distance, since 

the little figure of Yhasua, pure as a lily of the valley, was reflected in 

his gaze. 

The child had been taken by his mother, not believing his presence 

was convenient at that time. 

—And now that you know that the great Being, waited for so many 

centuries is already among us, let us hear what our great Brother, the 

Prophet Isaiah, sang in this regard six centuries ago: 

And the Elder took the book of Isaiah and opening chapter 60, he 

read aloud, while a lute hidden in the shadows let out a musical 

background that seemed to emanate from the vibrant word of the great 

seer: 

‘Arise, O Zion, and shine, for your light has come, And the glory of 

the Lord has risen upon you. 

‘Behold, darkness covers the Earth and thick darkness is over the 

people; but the Lord will rise upon you, and his glory will appear upon 

you.’ 

‘Nations will walk in his light and kings in the splendor of his birth. 

‘And you will not need the sun to be your light by day, nor the 

brightness of the moon by night, but the Lord will be your everlasting 

light and your God will be your glory. 

‘Jehovah made these words heard in all parts of the Earth: Daughter 

of Zion, behold, your Savior is coming, and your reward with him, and 

his deeds before him.’ 

‘And they will call you Holy People, Redeemed of Jehovah..., and 

you, Zion, will be called a glorified city, not forsaken.’ 

No sooner had the Elder finished this reading than a chorus of 

muffled cries fervently pleaded: 

—May the Most High not look at our misery and allow us to know 

the place where the Savior of the world was born, so that we can offer 

ourselves to him as a holocaust of love and faith... 

 

The women began to weep loudly, and the men bowed down asking 

the Lord to forgive their sins. 

The Elder orator, moved, questioned his Brothers who had come 

from Hermon with his eyes, and they, with a slight nod of their heads, 

gave their joint consent. 

And the Elder continued: 

—There is a severe mandate from the messengers of Jehovah, to 
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keep deep secrecy regarding the Divine Avatar who is among us. And 

it is so severe that if any of the Brothers had the misfortune to violate it, 

they would in fact remain outside the Order and would force us to keep 

him confined in our penitentiaries, to prevent the Divine Master sent to 

us, being hindered in his lofty mission, due to the unconsciousness and 

wickedness of men. 

“You know from the teachings you have received that the Messiah 

brings in himself all the missions that our great Prophets fulfilled 

centuries ago; many of them were killed in various ways because their 

preaching exposed the iniquities and corruptions of the leaders of the 

people. He is now a child who begins the development of his great 

internal powers, so he's not yet capable of defending himself against 

the cunning and wickedness of those who will be his enemies." 

"You see then the importance of keeping of absolute guarding about 

the secret of his coming." 

"Will you be able, even if your life is in danger, to remain silent as a 

tomb about everything that concerns the Man-of-Light that has 

arrived?"  

They all rose to their feet and held up their rigid, open right hands, 

which was the ceremonial of solemn oaths. 

–All right; Jehovah will take it into account, and your conscience will 

be your Judge. Wait a moment. 

The Elder conferred briefly with his companions, and one of the 

Essenes from Carmel went out to the grandmothers' hut in search of 

the child. 

They dressed him in the white linen tunic that covered him down to 

his feet; They girded his waist with the purple cincture of the great 

sacrifices, and on his forehead the blue ribbon with the 10 silver stars, 

symbol of all the degrees of wisdom and of all the powers that resided 

in him due to his high spiritual hierarchy. 

And lifting him in their arms, the Elders place him on a step of the 

pedestal where the Tablets of the Law of Moses were located. 

The boy in silence let them do with him whatever they wanted, but 

when they brought him up to that place, he asked: 

— What do I have to do here? 

–Nothing, my son –answered the Elders–. All our Brothers, who love 

you, ask to meet you, and placing you here will allow them to see you 

without getting too close. 

And before opening the veil that covered that pedestal from the eyes 

of all, one of the Elders said to the Assembly: 

–You will see him for a few moments by the Tablets of Moses. 
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–So, he is here? –One, two, and three voices were heard, and then 

a soft murmur. 

— We will prostrate ourselves on the ground! —some said. 

–No, –answered the Elder, –because the Messiah does not want to 

be adored, but rather followed in his ways and in his deeds. 

–Let all of you stand up and with your thoughts, promise him that 

you will cooperate with him in human redemption. 

Two Elders opened the veil that covered the pedestal of the Tablets 

of Moses and the white figure of Yhasua appeared like carved ivory on 

the black marble pedestal behind him. He was surrounded by the six 

Elders who had come from Mount Hermon, and around them, all the 

Elders of the Sanctuary of Carmel. 

The boy smiled sweetly, but as if he were feeling tired, he sat down 

softly on the same step on which they had placed him and laying his 

bronzed little head on the backrest, he closed his eyes. 

There were murmurs of alarm, some sobs, but a signal from the 

Elders ordering silence calmed everyone. 

The Elders knew of all the psychic phenomena that usually occur in 

culminating moments of intense love and faith, so they formed the 

necessary spiritual current with strong irradiation, and the 

externalization of the great Spirit-Light embodied in Yhasua occurred 

without difficulty. 

The little body of the child remained in deep stillness, and its radiant 

double of pink and gold transparencies slowly descended from the 

pedestal, sliding towards the moved group, which totaled 145 between 

men and women, remained as if petrified with astonishment, not 

believing their eyes that saw such a wonderful event. 

The resplendent astral double of the sleeping child stopped a few 

steps from the astonished group and clearly spoke these words: 

“—Blessed be you in the simplicity of your heart and in the holy 

longings for truth and justice that bring you to me. 

"And because you have been mine for long ages, you have 

deserved that the Eternal Law allows me this approach, which will 

strengthen even more the bond that unites you with me." 

“Some of you will accompany me until I am lifted to the summit, and 

others will go to the afterlife before that day. 

“One and all will need the divine strength that makes heroes, 

martyrs, and saints, because it is the final day, and Eternal Love will 

overflow without measure over everyone who is able of perceiving it. 

Faith, hope and courage because the hour is drawing near...” 

And raising his ethereal hand that in the gloom seemed like starlight, 
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he blessed them with the sign of the Great Masters. 

The pink and gold transparency slowly faded leaving only that divine 

and beautiful face that radiated love, tenderness, commiseration, and 

infinite pity from those eyes, whose indefinable color had the 

diaphanous reflections of the rainbow. 

Everything finally faded into the silent gloom of the Sanctuary. 

And again, the little figure of Yhasua seated on the marble pedestal 

was like an ivory relief, with which a skillful artist would have 

represented the sleeping Innocence. 

A few moments later the child was returned to his mother and the 

Spiritual Assembly continued with the growing enthusiasm that had 

been awakened in souls by the extraordinary event that they had just 

witnessed. 

Under the immediate tutelage of such prudent teachers, the 

Essenes from abroad, that is, those who lived in families, made 

magnificent progress in their spiritual faculties and one of these 

assemblies was dedicated solely to inspecting the work done during the 

past year. 

The clairvoyances, as well as the verbal manifestations, had been 

neatly noted down in folders that were submitted to the judgment of 

three Elders, as well as the dictations and even the dreams, when a 

logical and manifestly intelligent coordination was revealed in them. 

And it occasionally happened that the stories or clairvoyance of one, 

had their realization in another of the Brothers, or sometimes they were 

related to events that occurred in some of the Sanctuaries, or among 

the therapists abroad. For this reason, the Elders advised not to destroy 

any engraving, nor to stop writing down any spiritual manifestation, to 

ensure that an announcement, a warning, a timely and even necessary 

advice would not be wasted in those moments of deep expectation in 

heaven and on Earth, given the transcendental time that humankind 

was living without knowing it. 

And so, what was prophesied was fulfilled: 

“Even the old men and the children will prophesy and see visions, 

because the heavens of the Lord will be turned upside down on the 

Earth.” 

In the same Sanctuary, before reaching the books of the Prophets 

and the Tablets of Moses, there was a compartment that was called the 

Infants, that is, the children, a phrase that had the hidden meaning of 

those who begin the spiritual life. 

The Essenes, having been persecuted almost since the death of 

Moses, had developed the habit of hiding under certain words or 
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symbols, everything concerning the superior knowledge to which they 

dedicated their lives. 

— “Humankind, –they said –is a blind queen who does not want to 

be cured of blindness, and cruelly persecutes and kills those who can 

restore her sight. We have, therefore, to seek to cure her without her 

being aware and hiding from her presence”. And so, it was common to 

find in old manuscripts or engravings of those distant times, allusions 

to the Blind Queen and sometimes represented on clay tablets, as a 

woman sitting on a throne with all the royal regalia and blindfolded. 

And only the Essenes knew what the allusion or the engraving 

meant. 

Let us return, friendly reader, to the vault of the Infants, all 

surrounded by a stone dais, in front of which were many small rustic 

wooden desks, half-carved. There the Essenes of various degrees 

were dedicated to the task of receiving messages from the spiritual 

plane. Some write, others fallen into hypnosis speak in a low voice, 

having at their side one of the solitaries who listens and writes down. 

Others, seated before a fountain into which water falls from a crack in 

the mountain, say how they see the divine energy merging with it, the 

vital force emitted from the Intelligences that vitalize it, whether they are 

incarnated or disembodied. Energy and forces that take the most 

beautiful and varied forms, that clairvoyants, if well assisted, know how 

to interpret in all their meaning and value. Tiny white doves with olive 

leaves, which are submerged in the water and disappear into it; a 

multitude of little butterflies of light that perch on calm waters and later 

dissolve in it; winged children who, with baskets of precious fruits, of 

golden rolls, and little jars of honey, submerge themselves happily and 

laughing in the crystalline lymph. 

And the Elders who listen to the clairvoyant interpreted: 

"The doves with olive leaves are effluvia of peace. The force of divine 

clarity are the butterflies of light; abundance of sustenance for physical 

life, are the winged children who submerge themselves in the water with 

fruits, bread, and honey". 

There were clairvoyants who awakened their clairvoyant faculty in 

the spirals of incense smoke or aromatic herbs that are also elements 

in which the beneficial and vital forces of the Cosmos interpenetrate to 

do good to all beings of creation; others in the aura of light spread by 

the flame of fire or the flame of a candle or an oil lamp. When the Divine 

Light wishes to reveal itself to souls, no human can erect laws or 

barriers that limit its mighty action to a certain mode of manifestation. 

"The Spirit of God blows wherever it pleases", said the ancient 
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Initiates of the great Schools of Divine Wisdom, who laid the 

foundations of that sublime science, which allows the soul to know God 

and love him, and thus form part of his creative force.  

And that was why in the so-called Vault of the Infants, at the time of 

spiritual experiences in remote corners of the immense cave a small 

bonfire was lit, incense was thrown into a cauldron, some candles or oil 

lamps were lit. 

They were all manifestations of the beneficial forces of the Cosmos, 

or Universal Soul, were sources of illumination for the souls of good will 

that were in tune with that Eternal Soul Mother of all that breathes in all 

the worlds. 

 

And the foundation laid by the Elders before the beginning of the 

development of the internal faculties was solidly built on these words: 

 

“Let the aspirant abandon himself to the creative action of the 

Universal Soul, with which he will be in tune, loving every existing 

creature as he loves himself. And always keep in mind that without this 

granite base, you will achieve little or nothing for illumination, lucidity, 

and the awakening of the faculties of your inner personality”. 

Here is the key that the soul must have in to be able to perceive the 

divine mysteries and the sublime truths, which are only made known to 

the idealistic minorities that have reached the sublime greatness of 

loving every existing creature as they love themselves. 

As long as man does not achieve this, his internal faculties will 

remain darkened, opaque, and weak, like sickly and emaciated 

children, who fall as soon as they start walking. 

The reader of these pages has already gone through the works that 

initiate one in this metaphysical knowledge, and therefore will be able 

to clearly understand the reason for the failures in the spiritual path of 

most seekers of Divine Wisdom, through the development of the inner 

faculties of the being. 

From that granite base laid by the Essenes, it follows that according 

to the degree of love for every existing creature is the degree of 

development to which the superior faculties of the human soul can 

reach. 

On the forms of that love and its practical manifestations, the 

Essenes built their way of life, their laws, and all their practices. 

Hospitality, mutual help in all its aspects, piety, mercy, protection for the 

disabled, lepers, orphans, and abandoned elderly, were nothing but 

forms of manifestation of that sublime love, fundamental basis for 
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reaching the summit of development of the internal faculties 

And the different Degrees, by which they led the souls along the path 

of light, were nothing more than methodical trials for the soul to put itself 

to the test, in exercises and works of love for all existing creatures. 

On such a subject, the Essene teachers had long and frequent 

dissertations, to avoid fanaticism and wrong interpretations in those 

less qualified, to thoroughly understand the matter. And so, –they said–

: 

—Love properly understood must tend to the good and improvement 

of the beloved creatures. 

Manifestation of this sublime love was the silence in the Essenes, 

with which they avoided disputes and altercations, which were almost 

always followed by grievance, the personal offense, that sometimes 

even put life itself in danger. 

And so, at the end of the Spiritual Assemblies of each year, the 

Essenes from abroad returned to their homes with a new wealth of 

knowledge. And with the program drawn up for the following year, which 

necessarily had to raise them one more step in the ascent to the summit 

of perfection as humans, embodied on this planet. 

If the White Prophets of Amphion, the Dactyls of Antulius and the 

Kobdas of Abel, set the course for humankind in prehistory, the 

Essenes of Moses bear the unfading glory of having been the 

Precursors and Teachers of Christ in his final journey and in the glorious 

coronation of His redeeming work for humankind. 

Even more: the Essenes have given us the orientation for spiritual 

life today. 

They rocked the cradle of nascent Christianity and paved the way 

for its first steps. 

Only when Christianity was made official since Constantine, did it 

largely leave the old path of the Essenes. They returned to their caves 

or died on gallows and at the stake, executed like Savonarola, the 

Dominican friar with the soul and life of an Essene. 

This is how humankind, the Blind Queen, pays those who want to 

give her sight, health, and redemption!... 
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20.  Simon of Tiberias 
 

A few days later when the Elders judged that the child Yhasua could 

return to the paternal nest, a small caravan was organized supposedly 

of drivers of wax, honey, and goat skins, towards the Samaritan and 

Galilean towns, among which was Yhasua, his mother and Yhosuelin. 

The real purpose was for the child to visit the Sanctuary of Mount Tabor, 

twin to Mount Carmel, with which they had established such frequent 

and intimate communication due to their close proximity and because 

both sanctuaries had served as refuge to almost all the Prophets and 

many Essenes who gave their lives for justice and truth. 

On Tabor were the funerary sarcophagi of Prophet Elisha, a disciple 

of Elijah, of Jeremiah, and of Ezekiel. There was the tomb of Hillel and 

Simeon the Just, both Essenes, martyrs to their steadfastness in 

teaching and defending the doctrine of justice and truth. 

Since the time of Prophet Elijah, Mount Carmel had been known as 

a refuge and abode of the ancient prophets; for which reason it had 

been devastated several times in search of Prophets on whom to 

unleash the wrath of the kings and powerful of the Earth, when the 

predictions of the inspired and seers had been fulfilled in them. For this 

reason, the grottos of Mount Tabor were a safer refuge because they 

were less known. It was the newest Sanctuary, and the conformation of 

its grottos offered more security to those who fled from persecution. 

Ordinarily, it was the lodgings most used by therapists from abroad 

because of its location almost in the center of the country, which greatly 

facilitated the apostolate. There was a small shelter there for girls, 

maidens and widows, or women rejected by their husbands and who 

for various reasons were in danger of death. 

Myriam stayed in this small shelter with her child during the three 

months they remained there. 

The Messiah-child would forge new friendships, new ties on Tabor; 

friendships and ties that would later become as solid as a chain of gold 

and diamond that should never be broken. 

There he met and loved the parents of Peter, who was later his great 

Apostle. 

It was this family, the caretaker of the Mount Tabor grottos and 

consisted of five people: the parents: Simon and Joan, and three 

children: Peter, Andrew, and Naomi, who was the youngest and at the 

time a teenager. 

Peter, who was also called Simon after his father, was the oldest 

and was then 24-years-old. He was newly married to a maiden from 
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Sidon, the daughter of Hebrew parents, whose name was Lidda. The 

young spouses lived by the Sea of Galilee with the wife's parents, who 

owned fishing boats and a market for selling fish. 

And it was on the visits that Simon (Peter) frequently made to his 

parents on Mount Tabor that the Messiah-child met with the future 

Apostle. 

Andrew was a young man of 20, although due to his simplicity and 

natural shyness, he represented much less age. 

And with the latter, Yhasua reached a great intimacy, which made 

his father say: 

—The 10-year-old boy and the 20-year-old boy live their happy 

childhoods, which will hopefully last. 

And a widowed sister of the wife of Simon, the gatekeeper of Tabor, 

was the one who acted as the older sister among the women housed 

in the shelter. This widow was housed there with two girls, of whom the 

eldest named Veronica, was later one of the most constant and 

determined followers of the Divine Master in his apostolic escapades. 

Veronica was only 14-year-old at the time, and her love of seclusion 

and her silence surrounded her like an aura of respect and discretion. 

She seemed always immersed in sweet dreams, and being 

endowed with a vivid imagination, she was predisposed to tell beautiful 

stories to her companions. 

Yhasua soon became fond of her and at nightfall, gathered by the 

bonfire, he used to tell her: 

—Veronica, if you tell me one of your beautiful stories, I'll bring you 

thrush bird nests with chicks ready to fly. 

–They are not stories, Yhasua, –she replied, –but things that I see 

in dreams or imagine them, to feed with them my desires for another 

way of life.  

—It is whatever you want, but I like your stories very much. 

Then Veronica would bring a small chest that contained rolls of 

waxed cloth, in which she would look for brief annotations. 

They were spiritual dictations that she was collecting, to submit them 

to the judgment of the Elders of the Sanctuary. 

They were brief passages from distant lives..., which she said were 

stories or dreams, and through which she learned about a distant past, 

lived and felt by herself. 

Of all Veronica's stories, the one that pleased Yhasua the most was 

the one about two children who were born and grew up in solitude. Their 

names were Evana and Adamu. Their mothers, like two angels from 

heaven, had appeared to them in a vision and had united them in a love 
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that was to last centuries and centuries. Jehovah sent them a little 

blonde angel, whom they called Abel..., and he followed the story of 

Veronica defoliating like white petals from a mysterious rosebush. 

Veronica said when she ended: 

—I feel and live Evana as if she were myself..., and I imagine her in 

all her sorrows and joys as if she were within myself. 

“Her encounter with Adamu..., the joy of being loved by him. Do you 

know, Yhasua? When I unbraid my blonde hair and go to the fountain 

for water, the image of that girl named Evana immediately comes to 

me, and she seems to like to visit me in my dreams. 

 

When Peter visited his parents after the boy arrived at Tabor, he felt 

so strongly attracted to him that when he saw him go by, even without 

knowing who he was, he called out to him while his sister Naomi was 

taking him to the stables to milk the goats and give the child his portion 

of freshly expressed milk. 

— Hey, precious! –Peter told him. –Aren't you a new lovebird in this 

nest? 

–I arrived four days ago, –the boy replied affably. 

–And will you stay long? 

–I heard from my mother that we will be here for three months, as 

that is the time it will take my father to come back for us. 

Peter thought that the child's mother was not a refugee, but a visitor 

related to the Elders of the Sanctuary. 

– What a pity you're leaving! The sun seemed to have entered old 

Simon's poor cabin! –exclaimed Peter, with great spontaneity. 

— Hello!... —said Yhasua laughing—, neither you nor I still know 

who we are and you're already sorry that I'm leaving? 

–It's just that I saw you and you already stole my heart, little urchin. 

Come here. Leave him with me, Naomi, you'll have your time to chat 

with him. Bring him the milk here and we'll drink it together. 

— Yes?... And what if I didn't want to give you my ration? — the boy 

asked gracefully. — You really are a rascal! You just saw me, and you 

already decided to split my milk ration with you!... 

Peter had already seated him on his knees and, as if ecstatic, 

looking into his eyes, absentmindedly caressed his golden locks that 

the evening wind gently stirred. 

—If I did not know that Jehovah is One and only lives in the heavens, 

I would say that you are a Jehovah-child, who brings in your eyes all 

the clarity of the heavens! What's your name? 

—Yhasua, son of Yhosep and Myriam! I am from Nazareth, and I 
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come from Carmel where I spent eight months with the Elders. They 

loved me as much as you and I had to leave them!..., but I'll come back 

one day... Oh, yes I'll come back. 

And Peter noticed that the boy's eyes had brightened with tears. He 

hugged him tenderly while he told him: 

–And who won't fall in love with you, little ray of sunshine? ... 

–I told you my name and where I'm from, but you haven't told me 

yet, –observed Yhasua, gently passing his little hand over Peter's blond 

chin. 

—My name is Simon, after my father, and although I was born here, 

I live by the Sea of Galilee, with my in-laws because I make a living 

there. 

—Well, Simon, now I repeat what you told me before. — It's a shame 

you have to leave because I'm very well by your side! 

—To tell you the truth, I'm sorry too and so, in order not to separate 

so soon, I'll postpone my return for a few more days. 

— And what will you say in your house? 

— Um, that I have an important business. 

— So, you will tell a lie, and the eighth commandment of the Law 

says: Do not lie. 

Peter looked at the boy almost in horror and then bowed his head. 

– True! — he said — Behold, a little boy who barely reaches my 

waist has taught me a tremendous lesson. 

— Ah!... Did you think that I don’t know the Law? I know almost all 

that’s most important about the Prophets, and I know many psalms by 

heart. 

"Don't you see that my mother left the Temple when my father asked 

her to marry him? Furthermore, I spent more than five years in the 

Sanctuary of Mount Hermon and nine months in Mount Carmel, and 

you can assume that I was not always playing. And the Hazzan of the 

Synagogue of my town gave me lessons in my father's house. 

Peter listened and ideas awoke in his mind as though they came 

from very far away. 

Who was this child who in just 10 years had traveled through three 

Sanctuaries where the Elders had taken such great care of him? He 

was not aware that with any child it had been done the same. He 

thought of Samuel the Prophet, who was said to have lived in the 

ancient temple of Gerizim, next to the Great Priest Heli; but that such a 

small child had been in the Essenian Sanctuaries, was never heard of. 

–You were thoughtful and sad, –he said, patting his cheek with his 

index finger. –Did you feel bad that I told you that you were going to tell 



 326 

a lie to your family? 

–No, Yhasua, no! It's just that I think other things about you –Peter 

replied, looking at him fixedly, as if he wanted to read in the child's 

beautiful face the answer to the questions he had been asking himself 

for a long time. 

At that moment, Naomi returned with a jug of foamy milk that she 

presented to Yhasua. 

–Half and half as good friends, – said the boy, putting the vase to 

Peter’s lips. –You drink first and let's make up. You will not tell a lie, nor 

do I have to give you lessons. Go on, drink!... 

But Peter, who was deeply shaken in his internal world, instead of 

drinking, began to kiss the child's forehead, eyes, and hands, in a way 

that almost made him spill the milk. Naomi intervened. 

–Brother, –she said, –what's wrong with you? I've never seen you 

as expressive as you are right now. –And as her look questioned 

Yhasua, he said: 

–I didn't do anything to him, but he's gotten like this because he loves 

me a lot and he's sorry I'm leaving. 

Oh, Simon, Simon! —Naomi would say as she walked away— how 

will you feel if you have a son one day? 

Peter, after finally returning to the reality of the moment, drank two 

sips of milk, and said to the boy: 

–Drink, my dear, for I am drinking from you something better than 

milk and honey... 

–I like being your friend, Simon, –said the boy as he drank the milk, 

–but I really don't understand you very well. 

–You don’t understand me?... Tell me, beautiful boy like a dawn. 

Have you ever dreamed, and when you woke up you saw that your 

dream had life and that it was a reality? 

–Let's see..., let's see if I remember... –And the boy with his index 

finger on his temple thought for a moment: 

“Ah, yes!... Yes, I remember. When I was in the Hermon Sanctuary, 

I dreamed that some white lambs so precious that I was crazy with joy, 

entered my bedroom. And when I woke up, I found them by the bedside. 

It was Elder Azael who had brought them to me because he knew how 

much I wanted them. Another time I dreamt that I was walking on the 

sea, as if on the wings of a great bird that ran a lot over the waters. And 

the next day my mother woke me up to embark on the sailboat that the 

solitaries of Mount Carmel have, and we traveled to Tyre to look for the 

Elders of Hermon who were arriving. You see, I also know what it is to 

dream and that the dream comes true. 
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—Well, Yhasua, I see that you are a much better child than those of 

your age. Now you'll understand what I mean. 

“I undertook this journey here the day after I had this dream: 

“I saw myself at the entrance to a large crop field, but where there 

was nothing planted. And suddenly, as if it had sprouted from the 

mosses, a boy whose age I cannot specify because his face was 

covered with a veil the color of resplendent gold, stood before me. And 

he said to me: “In your father's cabin awaits you the reward of your good 

deeds as a son, as a husband and as an Essen. Do you see this field? 

It is for you; you will sow it and in the cabin you will know when it will be 

left to you and what sowing you must do in it”. 

“And I woke up. I did not intend to give importance to the dream, but 

I stumbled over my notebook and looking in it for a bill that I needed 

from a sale made days before, I read this advice written by the pilgrim 

therapists: 

“Never despise dreams, which can be warnings from the angels of 

God to help you on your way." 

“Then I remembered my dream that night, and the urge to come to 

my father's cabin came strongly to me, and here I am. 

— And have you found, here, the realization of your dream? –asked 

the boy, still not clear on the matter. 

—Almost, almost... — Simon replied. 

—That is to say: neither yes nor no, — Yhasua told him. 

—I can't take it anymore!... I must know this..., and right now. Take 

me to where your mother is. Will you please? 

—My mother is in the Shelter where she and I are staying, but I don't 

know if you can go there. It seems to me that men don't go in there –

answered the boy–. This can be arranged, Simon, wait for me here. 

And the boy began to run along the winding and hidden path that led 

to the Shelter. 

Peter followed him with his gaze and from the depths of his Ego rose 

like a ray of light to write these words on his own mental horizon: “The 

time has come for the One whom we all await to arrive, say the Elder 

Masters. Why won't Yhasua be the expected one? 

– True, true! – Peter answered himself – because no child ever made 

such an impression on me as this one. 

And to shorten the path that separated the child from him, he began 

to walk along the same path where he had seen him disappear. A little 

while later he saw the child come out holding his mother by the hand. 

And they met. 

–See, mother? This is the new friend I made on Tabor! This is Simon 
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and he loves me a lot.  – Such was the introduction. 

– Forgive me, good man, – Myriam said, – for my child's whims. He 

wanted me to come and answer things that he says you need to know. 

Speak, then, if what he says is true. 

Peter looked at the mother and the child, and said in a low voice: 

—As mother, as son!... Angels still come down to Earth!... 

–What are you saying, Simon? If you don't speak up, my mother 

can't understand you. 

—I was saying you bear a strong resemblance to your mother. It is 

you who must forgive but it’s the case that I have lost my peace of mind 

ever since I’ve seen and spoken to your child! He’s so different from the 

other children! 

“Don’t you think so? 

Myriam looked at Simon, not knowing what form she should use to 

talk to him about such a delicate matter, given the caution that the 

Elders recommended. 

—Yes, — she finally said, — Yhasua is very thoughtful and 

sometimes has witticisms that scare older people, because he is out of 

the ordinary for his age. 

—I have read a lot about the books of our Prophets and even more 

of the old traditions referring to them. In the brief moments that I have 

spoken with him, I have seemed to find very marked similarities with 

Jeremiah, with Ezekiel, Jeremiah, in the quick understanding of things. 

I do not know how to say this, but your child has made me think very 

big things.  

“The Prophet Malachi announced to us that Elijah would return when 

the Messiah Savior was about to come. Has it ever occurred to you to 

think if your son will be Elijah reborn? 

—Are you an Essene by any chance? —Myriam asked before 

answering. 

—I finished the first degree, and I am in the second, and when I was 

promoted, the teachers of this same Sanctuary already told me: “If you 

put all your good will, Simon, the preaching of the Messiah Savior will 

find you in the fourth grade”. These words made me suppose that he 

had already come or was about to arrive. You know that it is not discreet 

to ask what we’re not told in the Sanctuary. 

—That's right, and for that very reason, I must be very sparing in my 

words. I only tell you that my Yhasua seems in the opinion of the Elders 

that he brings a great mission to fulfill. If you want to visit the Solitaries 

here, maybe they can tell you something else. 

The boy had stayed leaning against the trunk of a tree, and with half-
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closed eyes, he seemed not to see or hear what was happening. 

Suddenly he said: 

—The Spirit of God blows wherever it pleases and reveals to the 

simple what it hides from the proud. Simon – he exclaimed with a 

sonorous and vibrant voice – Jehovah tells you: That what you are 

thinking, that is what it is. 

And as if nothing extraordinary had happened, the boy returned to 

his normal state and graciously said to Simon: 

—You, who are tall and stocky, could well climb that little mountain 

you see where that old oak tree is. 

–And why does he have to climb it? –Myriam asked. 

—Ever since I got here, I've been spying on a couple of blue 

thrushes like the ones from Nazareth that come in between their 

branches with little worms. 

— And do you suspect that they have a nest with chicks there? – 

Peter asked. 

— Why should they carry worms if not for the chicks? 

— Why do you want them if we'll be here for a short time? — Myriam 

said again. 

—Mother, when the storms come, all the chicks are thrown to the 

ground where the ferrets and vipers devour them. 

“Isn't it better to keep them at home until they know how to fly and 

defend themselves from all danger? 

— So, you want to be a savior of little birds? –Peter asked, and it 

seemed that his words contained an ulterior motive. 

—Savior of small birds! —Yhasua repeated pensively. — You got it 

right, Simon, and I assure you that no one got it as right as you. It is as 

if I felt a secret satisfaction of saving from death the little birds of all the 

nests. 

And Simon, as if yielding to a secret inspiration, to a hidden voice 

that spoke to him from deep inside, replied: 

—Won’t this be a rehearsal to later become a Savior of men, 

Yhasua? 

— Let's not discover the secrets of the Most High before it’s time, — 

Myriam said, fearing that the conversation would take another turn. 

—What a good Essene your mother is, Yhasua, and what an 

example she gives to me of discretion and silence! A strange light has 

shone for poor Simon today, and I think I'm not mistaken, even if you 

say nothing. 

And as soon as he arrived before his father, Simon, he asked him to 

reveal the secret of Myriam's child, if he could. 



 330 

—Is it Elijah who has returned to open the paths to the awaited 

Savior, as predicted? 

“Because it amazes me, just to think that Jehovah allows me to see 

with my sinful eyes the Savior Himself!... 

Peter said all this with an emotion and an inner fire that he 

transmitted to his father, who replied: 

—My son, you know how severe our command of silence is. I can 

only tell you that a great spirit for an important mission is embodied in 

that child. Most of us Essenes know this. If you want to know more 

about him, go talk to the Elders of the Sanctuary, they will tell you if they 

think it is convenient. 

—Yes, father, yes; open the door for me because I have an anxiety 

that seems to be burning my guts. 

The old man, followed by his son, climbed a stone ladder that started 

a few steps from the stone of the hearth, where the pots were boiling, 

and bread was baking among the embers. It was like a loft where they 

dried fruits and cheeses in baskets of reeds and rushes. He moved 

aside some bundles of cane, exposing the poorly carved wood that 

completely covered the wall to avoid the humidity of that site. One of 

those boards, two feet wide, was a small door through which the father 

and son disappeared. 

The old man returned alone, and his son remained inside. 

The Elders had seen him as a child, running up the mountain, 

tending the goats and playing with the little goatlings. 

They knew him as a good and honest young man. They had 

witnessed his wedding and helped to train him in the austere Law of 

Moses and Essene customs. 

—Ah, Simoncillo! —They called him in diminutive form to distinguish 

him from his father. —What winds bring you here? Has your first child 

been born? 

—Oh, no, Brother Azariah!... It is another matter that brings me here 

this afternoon. 

–Well, man, you will say! Do you see yourself entangled in a difficult 

crossroads? 

—None of that. I don't know if you will remember, Brother Azariah, 

that I am in the fourth year of the second grade, and that due to your 

advice I began years ago to pay attention to my dreams and the 

intuitions that I had from time to time. 

And the young Simon told the Elder the last dream he had had and 

that had motivated his journey. He simply stated the internal impression 

he felt upon seeing the child Yhasua, an impression that deepened as 
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he spoke with him to the point of being fully convinced that this child 

was a great Prophet of God, perhaps Elijah, whose return was 

announced for that time, and every good Essene knew it. 

A single Elder never resolved a matter, no matter how simple, and 

so Simon was passed to the vault of the Infants where the consultations 

of the Brothers were ordinarily clarified. 

 

 

Two other Elders came to investigate the candid and simple soul of 

the young Galilean and everything that passed through it. They clearly 

understood that both the dream and their intuitions were ways in which 

the Divine Light was manifesting to him, and among the three Elders 

they said: 

– Who are we to prevent the Most High from manifesting their divine 

secrets to souls? 

“Isn't it written that the Lord will open its doors to the infant and close 

them to the powerful?” 

Peter seemed to guess the great secret of God, and his blue eyes 

enlarged by astonishment and anxiety, seemed about to be filled with 

tears. 

–Sit here among us, Simoncillo, and with serenity listen to what we 

are going to declare to you, because we see that it is the will of God 

that you know. –And the oldest Elder told him what had happened since 

the birth of Yhasua, and how the wise men coming from the East and 

the Elders from all the Essene sanctuaries had had supraphysical 

manifestations affirmed by different means and in very diverse ways, 

that in That child, the verb of God was embodied. The Christ, the Savior 

Messiah of the world announced by the augurs and prophets of different 

countries, where the great Schools of Divine Wisdom had auscultated 

the stars and the oldest predictions obtained by divine revelations. 

For a few moments Simoncillo stayed mute until a very deep sob 

climbed up his throat and, hugging the Elder most immediate to him, he 

broke up crying like a child. 

For a long time, he could not articulate word and when he regained 

his composure his first words were these: 

–I have had him on my knees a few moments ago and I have kissed 

his hands and I have caressed his golden hair ... What did I do, Lord, 

to deserve such a great honor and such a significant favor?" In 24 

years, I did nothing but take care of goats and now earn my livelihood 

and that of my family. I had so few opportunities to do great acts of 

kindness that I see no reason for the Lord to reward me in this way. 
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—Simon, my son, —one of the Elders told him, —as an Essence, 

you know that we are not only what we are today, but that many 

centuries have gone through us. Do you know the details of thousand 

circumstances, the deeds of mercy that you might have done in your 

innumerable previous lives? 

“How do you know whether you have a close alliance with the great 

being that we have among us?” 

“Simon ... Simon! ... The heavy matter that we wear sinks us into the 

shadows of oblivion and only with great efforts the soul gets the long 

paths of its distant past. Day will come that the divine light will open its 

eternal files for you and then you will know why today you have been 

able to find in your present path the divine Avatar, descended to the 

Earth for the last time. 

“You see, then, how your dream and your intuitions have come true.” 

“Now, Simon, we just need to become worthy of the divine greatness 

that we have in us, so that we respond with a generous heart to the 

messenger of God who has come to look for us. 

– What should I do, then? Order me, I'm nothing more than your 

servant. 

—Not our servant, Simon, but a servant of the immortal and glorious 

King who comes to establish his reign of love and light in the middle of 

humankind. 

“Let's examine together your spiritual progress and the state of 

advancement you are in. 

—I'm in the fourth year of second grade. 

—Well, you know that in the first three degrees we can suppress 

years when the advances are notable, and the subject has overcome 

all the difficulties in fulfilling what is prescribed. 

Simon took a small notebook out of his pocket and handed it over to 

the Elder who was running that consultation. 

—Observe for yourselves — he said — and then you will tell me 

what I must do. You are the teachers, and I am the disciple. 

—Until the Great Master, of whom we'll all be disciples, has come 

out of his silence— said another of the Elders. 

In those wrinkled and yellowish sheets, for four years, Simon had 

written down dreams, intuitions, thoughts, and apparently crazy ideas, 

that responded to a highly noble and beneficial purpose, in accordance 

with Essenian prescriptions. 

According to his father-in-law with whom he shared his fishing work, 

he retained less of the earnings to leave that portion to his wife's father 

because the big boats belonged to him. And with the remaining part 
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exclusively his, Simon managed to assist those in needed, who had no 

one to watch over them.  

In several dreams, beings that were not known to him, had urged 

him not to lazily wait for the slow passing of the seven years of the 

second grade. And some annotations read like this: 

“I dreamed last night that I was on a trail and stumbled upon a stream 

that interrupted it. I was going to look for a means of not wading the 

stream, and then I saw a child, whose age I could not specify, that from 

the shore on which we both were, he made great efforts to throw some 

trunks into the bed of the stream with the intention of walking over them. 

" — What are you doing little boy? — I asked-. 

“—What you see, — he said — getting ready to cross over." 

“—You are too small to undertake that job, —I said again. 

“—My will, which is strong, will overcome my few years. Right now, 

I want to cross over. 

"Why this hurry? Let's go back and let's find out if there is a way to 

avoid so much effort. 

“—If you're so afraid of the effort, stay there, I'll go alone. 

“And the boy continued to throw pieces of trunks, one after another, 

until finally, jumping joyfully like a goatling, he crossed to the other side. 

"—You see?, — he said. —The king has arrived, and I am going to 

meet him while you stand there, still as a stunned lizard. 

"In this I woke up." 

And the Elders analyzing this dream, found it full of spiritual clarity. 

—Simon, — one of them told him, —in this dream a spiritual guide 

represented by that child pushes you to advance bravely, exercising 

the most active power of your spirit: the will. 

Three years have passed since this dream, according to the date set 

by you. 

“The stream can be a symbol of the degree to which you are 

stagnant, for having elapsed so long without going to the sanctuary for 

your promotion." 

“The other annotations record an infinity of intuitions in which the 

inner voice of your higher Self spurs you on to move forward. Because 

for those initiated in our Divine Knowledge Schools, it is not enough to 

be good, but it is necessary to advance to the capacity that the 

incarnate soul can reach; and being stagnant is as if one had not 

started. Even worse, since it is like having the sacred book of eternal 

truth open and not wanting to read it; or like keeping the lamp off, that 

was given to illuminate your own path and those who walk around or 

behind you. 
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— What should I do, then? —Simon asked docilely. 

—Well, ask for the promotion to the third grade since you have 

fulfilled everything that the second requires. 

—Do with me as you will. 

—It's your will, Simon, the one who should say: I want this. The 

degrees of spiritual advancement are steps in which the soul proves its 

yearning, its strength to overcome and capacity to love their peers, and 

its love for Truth and Justice. 

“An Essene of the third grade cannot attend a feast with sumptuous 

clothing if he knows that there are human beings who suffer from 

hunger, cold and nakedness." 

“You can never tell a lie to conceal a mistake, or to get the 

satisfaction of a desire even if it is lawful. 

“He cannot reveal the hidden crimes of others except in the event 

that an innocent is convicted." 

“You cannot take part in a matter or business that harms a third 

party, even if he is unknown to you. 

"The voice of friendship or blood will never lead you to commit an 

injustice if you need to be a judge between a relative and a stranger." 

"You must give two hours of your work, or its equivalent if you have 

abundance, for the relief fund for the needy that the Order has installed 

in every village of our country." 

“Do you have the courage to do all this? 

–"The King has arrived" – the child of my dream told me – "I'm going 

to meet Him, and you stay there as a stunned lizard" – Simon replied 

as if talking to himself. 

"Essene Masters, —he said finally, while standing up. —Give me the 

third grade, since the king is among us, I want to follow him closely. 

That same night, Simon left the Sanctuary with the third white veil 

that he would keep as a treasure and as a promise, because after 

gathering the seven veils corresponding to the seven degrees, together 

they formed the Great Mantle, called of purification. And only then 

began for the Essene his career as Master of Divine Wisdom. 

And several days later, when he was about to undertake the return 

trip, he said goodbye to the child Yhasua, who asked him again: 

– What will you say at your home about this long delay? 

Simon recalled that lies were forbidden to excuse a foul or to satisfy 

a desire and replied with great serenity: 

—I’ll say that I found at the door of the sanctuary, a child, Yhasua, 

who tied me to his own heart, which was not unleashed until a third 

white veil fell on me like a mantle of light. Are you okay with that, my 
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child? 

—That’s fine, Simon, very good! 

And the little arms of Yhasua surrounded once again Peter's neck. 

—Don't forget, — the child added, —that three months from now my 

mother says that we will be in our little house in Nazareth, and you 

promised to visit me. You just need to ask for the workshop of Yhosep 

the artisan or ask for directions to the Hazzan of the Synagogue. 

Simon could not answer because the emotion of farewell tightened 

his throat. He kissed the boy on his hands, on his forehead, in his eyes, 

and then left without turning back his head. 
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21.  In the Sanctuary of Mount Tabor 
 

Due to those special combinations that sometimes the divine law 

has for the beings that are put in tune with it, in the sanctuary of Mount 

Tabor there were many papyri whose origin went back to the ancient 

Kobdas of the Nile, which were the precursors of the Man-Light in his 

personality of Abel. 

In the same way that in Mount Carmelo, Yhasua had met Antulius 

the great philosopher, in the Tabor he was to meet Abel, the apostle of 

Love among men. 

And for this reason, the Elders had wanted him to stay there for three 

months, so that step by step, he would find himself. 

Later, in the great sanctuary of Mount Moab, he would meet Moses, 

the great Legislator, who marked immutable routes to humankind with 

the Ten Commandments engraved on stone boards. 

How –the reader will ask –had the papyri of the Kobdas of the Nile 

archives arrived at Mount Tabor, cornered between the shadowy and 

the steep Galilee? 

Well, in the same way as from Atlantis, which is even further, 

Antulius's teachings had arrived in waxed cloth bundles. 

Prehistory, that is, the Neolithic period, keeps secrets that modern 

generations are only now beginning to suspect existed. 

And just as the several floods of Atlantis brought entire populations 

to the most neighboring coasts, in the same way the invasion of 

breeding races to the prairies of the Euphrates and the valleys of the 

Nile, forced the last Kobdas to expatiate the Sanctuaries of Neghada 

and La Paz or Pax (meaning Peace), those two great spotlights of 

ancient wisdom at the beginning of the Adamic civilization. 

Shortly after the death of Antulius, some of his intimate disciples and 

even his mother fled to the coasts of the new sea, which had been 

formed by the opening of the great mountain range that united 

Mauritania (North Africa) with the country of the Pinares country (South 

Europe). This new sea was the current Mediterranean Sea, that 

beautiful and deep valley, crossed from west to east by a river born 

from the peaks of the great mountain range and that crossing the valley, 

joined as a great tributary, to the Euphrates and then continued to the 

Sea of India or Persian Gulf. 

 

These emigrants had reached the coast of Attica, the most civilized 

country in prehistory, and whose great capital, Hisarlik, attracted all 

foreigners with its hospitality and its great trade. 
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Such is the trajectory of some of Antulius's disciples, including 

Atlantean Prince Hilkar II of Talpaken, the foundation and origin of the 

Dactyls in Attica, who then passed to Cretasia and Cyprus. One of them 

arrived like a lost bird on a shipwrecked sailboat to Mount Carmel, on 

the coast of Palestine. That was Elijah the great prophet, about whom 

simple tradition said he was not born of a mother, because no one met 

his family or relatives, but he was seen overnight roaming the skirts of 

Carmel as a ghost. 

We will now answer the question of how the Kobdas papyri came to 

the Caves of Mount Tabor. 

From the millenary and ancient Sanctuary of Neghada on the Nile, 

the La Paz Sanctuary had formed on the Great Euphrates River, which 

was the easy path that put in communication the Asia of the Far East 

with Africa, Central Asia, and countries of the Pontus Euxinus or Black 

Sea. 

The dispersion of the ancient Kobdas due to the invasion of 

conquering and bloodthirsty races, led many of them to take refuge in 

the cities of the coast of the great river, including the first Babylon, and 

the ancient Nineveh, both of which were destroyed several times, which 

caused the fleeing of the last Kobda disciples to Phenicia, the great 

town of navigators of the most remote antiquity. In this country was the 

city of Tyre, the rival of Carthage, and as sailors of the Phoenician 

merchant ships, or as simple travelers, they arrived in Tyre as fugitives. 

From there in search of fertile places and at the same time safe from 

persecution, they found the caves of Mount Hermon, and from there 

they went to Mount Tabor, as they got to know the new country that 

opened its doors to them. And the various captivities suffered by the 

ancient Hebrew people, facilitated the disciples of the Kobdas of the 

Euphrates and the Nile to transfer from Babylon the hidden treasures 

of Kobda wisdom that existed there from the Archives of the Sanctuary 

of La Paz. 

But, how many centuries had been necessary for the grottos of 

Mount Hermon and Tabor to complete the great collection of old papyri, 

bark plates, waxed cloth bundle and clay plates, where the true history 

of the Civilization called Adamic could be reconstructed! ! And if many 

were the necessary centuries, much more were the Kobdas martyrs, 

until meeting the followers of Essen, on Mount Moab, merged with them 

and they were together: the Essenes, who would be the precursors and 

teachers of the Messiah-Savior, in his personality of Yhasua of 

Nazareth. 

There were 37 Elders who lived permanently in the caves of Mount 
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Tabor, not counting the therapists or medics who came and went 

touring the country to assiduously watch over all the Essene families 

and who were the common thread of the news of a sanctuary to 

another. 

The Servitor, whose name was Haggai, was considered one of the 

most eminent and prominent clairvoyant, poet, and musician that the 

order had had in the last three centuries. 

He had won the reverent love of those who knew him in such a way 

that he came to exert great influence inside and outside the 

Congregation. 

And in difficult cases in which his presence was necessary, more 

than once he wore the dark tunic of the therapists and he went where 

he believed that duty called him to prevent evil in those who were 

threatened in one way or another. From Antioch, Tyre, and Damascus 

to the parched sands of the Dead Sea in the south of the Judea, the 

discreet and wise influence of Haggai the Good, as they called him, had 

been felt. 

And since nobody knew its origin, the simple credulity of certain 

people began to create around it, a kind of mythology full of sweet and 

poetic mystery. 

Only the Elders of all the sanctuaries knew that there was no mystery 

in Haggai, but an advanced spiritual evolution, which gave him the 

magnificent lucidity to which his superior faculties had reached. 

He was born on the north coast of the Pontus Euxinus or Black Sea, 

among the first hills derived from the great Caucasus mountain range. 

Son of a prince killed in a popular riot, a sister of his saved the life of 

the little heir of only three years of age, giving him to the captain of a 

merchant ship that made periodic trips from the Black Sea to Antioch, 

the old Dhapes of prehistory, on the northeast coast of the 

Mediterranean. 

The sailor, a faithful server of his murdered lord, sought how to 

ensure the life of the little heir and bought a plot of land on the outskirts 

of Antioch, on the banks of the Orontes River. It was a beautiful place 

shaded by plantain trees and with lush vegetation. In the acquired land 

plot, a ruin of large blocks of blackish stone was covered with climbers 

and shrubs and huge oak beams that time had covered with moss and 

vermin but had not been able to reduce to ashes. 

The Circassian captain, born and raised between the hard live rocks 

covered with snow, found in those ruins a certain similarity with the 

rooms of his native country. And thus, instead of building a dwelling, he 

took a dozen day laborers and rebuilt within the ruinous building, on the 
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part that offered more facilities for it. The child with his Circassian 

nanny, was installed in the small rebuilt pavilion, where the solicitous 

captain stored provisions in a way that this woman could go on living 

during his frequent absences. An old sailor, useless for travel and brave 

as a bear from the snowy mountains, was the guardian he left for the 

defense and custody of his lord's little son. 

His mother, who died shortly after the child was born, had made a 

vow to consecrate him to the Most High in exchange he'd be born alive, 

because the doctors announced that he would be born dead due to the 

great terrors suffered by the mother during the times of tumults, fires, 

and devastations that the country had endured. 

To tell the truth, nobody thought of such a vow when the child was 

alive and the mother died, but she had left it written in a small papyrus, 

inside a silver shell not bigger than the palm of one hand, and whose 

little lock, a gold pendant in the shape of a little star, was hung to the 

child's neck with this name: "Ivan." It was his father's name. But the 

protective captain feared that such a name would betray its origin and 

in Antioch they began to call him Haggai, a quite common name there. 

One day the captain did not return from one of his trips, the old guard 

died, and the child who was already 14, found himself only with his 

nanny. The beginnings were easy due to the great supply of their pantry 

and having fruits and vegetables, but after a short time they noticed the 

lack of many things that they could not take from the earth. The nanny 

handed the adolescent the chest she jealously guarded, and Haggai 

had great difficulty in finding a way to open it. 

Finally, when he opened it, he learned that his mother had offered 

him to the Most High in exchange for granting his life. The nanny told 

him his origin and that he was heir to a rich domain between the Black 

Sea and the Caucasus mountain range. 

And since in the little chest there were about 20 diamonds, she 

advised her foster son to undertake a journey to their native country to 

try to conquer what belonged to them. They were in these thoughts 

when the nanny fell ill. Haggai called on the doctors of the town who 

were the Essenian therapists and one of them visited the patient on her 

sick bed. 

When she was convinced that her illness was serious, she entrusted 

her confidence to the medic. She begged him to protect the poor 

orphan, who wanted nothing to do with returning to his country, where 

his father had been murdered and where the captain, his protector, 

must also have lost his life, since he did not return, nor did they know 

anything about him. 
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Then he became fond of the therapists and considering his mother's 

vow, he wished to retire to the solitary life they did and was taken to the 

Sanctuary of Mount Tabor, from where he never wanted to leave again. 

He lived his long life devoted to the task of coordinating and cleaning 

the old papyri that had belonged to the ancient Kobdas of the Nile 

valleys and the prairies of the Euphrates. Abel's radiant personality was 

presented with such a lively glow that it completely absorbed his spirit. 

That wisdom of the Kobdas influenced in such a way that his eagerness 

for work became excessive, so the Elders had to curb his eagerness in 

order to care for his health. 

From his entrance at the age of 16 until he was 40, step by step he 

rebuilt the entire Kobda Civilization, whose central sun, Abel, produced 

in him a true delusion of loving enthusiasm. 

And when he had finished his great work, the clairvoyance 

manifested spontaneously in Haggai, in such a way, that he could see 

his past at the time when Abel was on Earth. 

And Haggai, amazed, saw himself in the personality of a woman who 

had lived approximately in the same country where he was born, who 

at that epoch discovered in Abel the Man-light, the Christ-man, and 

consecrated herself to his love and his work, during all that previous 

life.  

He knew all the vicissitudes of the brave woman, who was a 

personality of his eternal life. And one day, Haggai was perceiving these 

visions of his distant past, when one of the Elders, his teacher, at the 

same time saw a beautiful landscape of snowy mountains and by a sea 

of bluish waters, sail like a white bird with open wings a gallant sailboat, 

on whose bridge a beautiful blonde woman dressed in floating red veils 

was standing. The clairvoyant Elder saw more: at a snowy summit, this 

name was written with gold letters: "Walkyria of Kiffauser." 

He had the idea that such a name belonged to his disciple Haggai, 

and waited for him to return from the semi-static state in which he 

realized he was in. He observed his awakening and heard his first 

words amid excited sobs that made them almost unintelligible: 

–Thank you merciful God that in this dark and mourning life, you will 

give me again to Abel in reward for my love of so many centuries! 

We wanted to make this brief historical review of Haggai, so that the 

reader knows in depth the Elder Servitor of the Sanctuary of Mount 

Tabor, who when Yhasua was entering 11-year-old, and staying in this 

Sanctuary, Haggai was entering 70 years of age.  

An ancient alliance, the kind that time does not destroy, and that are 

invulnerable to all human hecatombs, had united Abel and Walkyria. 
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In the hidden coves of Mount Tabor, they met again with another 

physical clothing and with other names: Yhasua and Haggai. 

The reader may well guess the ecstasy of these two souls in those 

supreme moments, in which Yhasua the Christ, made his last passage 

through the Earth. 

And in the grotto where the archives were kept in large oak cabinets 

embedded in open cavities in the rock, Elder Haggai was frequently 

seen with Yhasua sitting by his side, reading the ancient papyri already 

translated into Syro-Chaldaic that recounted the life of Abel at the 

beginning of the Adamic Civilization. 

It would be said that the stories translated into Syrian had gained 

intensity in certain passages, because, when some Essenes were 

present, they noticed the trembling voice of emotion in the Elder reader 

and the sweet brown eyes of Yhasua flooded with tears. 

It should be noted that Mount Tabor was surrounded by so many 

natural beauties and such a remarkable placidity, that it seemed like 

that place was made for the most tender manifestations of love. 

Let us add to such circumstance the fact that in that Sanctuary 

beings of great intensity in their emotional affections and of exquisite 

sensitivity had gathered for long times. For this reason, a psychic vault 

or astral and ethereal temple of extreme subtlety had been forming for 

three centuries. 

There, music and poetry had vibrated in such sublime tones that it 

was already proverbial in the Order that the Essenes of Mount Tabor 

were wind harps that vibrated to the faint breath of Galilean auras. 

Most of the psalms and prophetic books from the book called "Song 

of the Songs" had been written and set to music at a time when 

formidable waves of divine inspiration went through souls illuminated in 

ecstasy in those silent coves enclosed in mosses and wildflowers. 

Oral traditions attribute them to one or another biblical character of 

notoriety because some Hebrew kings, such as David and Solomon, 

adopted them for the liturgies of their gold and ivory temples. 

And many passages of the sacred scriptures recount how Hebrew 

kings sent their messengers to the prophets, hidden in their grottos, to 

ask for the word of Jehovah as they said, when their souls yearned to 

feel closely the vibrations of the infinite. 

And almost all the old Sibylin songs and ardent love poems between 

the human soul and divinity were born under the caves of Mount Tabor. 

In the same way that on Mount Hermon they had specialized in the 

cancellation of the matter to give greater flights to the spirit; On Mount 

Carmel they had given the preference to the ardent apostolate of 
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human redemption, initiated by Elijah and Elisha, And in the great 

sanctuary of the Mount Moab, to the law ..., to the eternal law of Moses, 

whose copies had multiplied to the infinite, and had made them run 

through all countries inhabited by human beings, translated into every 

language or dialect was spoken in ancient times. 

Yashua was there, among the living harps of Mount Tabor, at 11 

years of age, to soak up harmony and divine inspiration, which later had 

a great influence in the sweet and mystical modality of the divine 

Nazarene. 

And when they read the accounts of Abel's life, translated by the 

clairvoyant Elder Haggai, they often came across warnings in 

parentheses such as these: "This Bohindra, soul of the Great Alliance 

of the Euphrates and the Nile, lived three lives on Mount Tabor in the 

last centuries”. 

And in similar indications, in parentheses like that, the names of a 

Queen Ada, of the ancient Kobdas of the Nile, Adonai, Sisedon, Tubal, 

Elhisa, Solania, and many others who had been Abel’s intimate 

collaborators in his grandiose messianic role of that hour in the 

beginnings of the Adamic civilization. 

And all of them had passed through the Sanctuary of Mount Tabor, 

like living and burning lamps, radiating in formidable waves of love 

conquered and developed in long lives of sublime immolation for the 

Eternal Ideal.   

With what has been said so far, it is more than enough for the reader 

accustomed to studying these matters to fully realize the accumulation 

of subtle currents of intense love that must have existed in the 

Sanctuary of Mount Tabor. 

When the second month of Yhasua's stay in that sanctuary was 

coming to an end, let's listen to this dialogue between the child and his 

Elder confident, Haggai. 

– Do you know something, Servitor? 

–If you don't tell me ... 

–That I only have a month left to finish my visit here and I don't want 

to leave. 

– Is that true? 

– Yes, and so true! And why do I have to leave when I'm so happy 

here? Don't you think I should stay? 

–No, my son, although I also want you to stay, perhaps more than 

you do. It is not yet the time that you enter fully into the real or spiritual 

world, whose intensity would harm your physical development. When 

you have turned 15, then it will be time to talk about this. Do you 
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understand, Yhasua? 

– What a pity not to have turned 15 already, I would stay with such 

pleasure! ..., the boy then exclaimed, tilting his little head thoughtfully. 

—You've learned and felt in Mount Carmel, and you've learned a lot 

and felt here. Believe me that both there and here, we have taken the 

dose too high in relation to your age.. You only have four years left and 

these will pass quickly. Do you want me to promise to pay you a visit in 

each of the remaining years? 

 

Yhasua upon hearing this threw himself into the Elder and 

surrounding his neck with his arms, gave him a long kiss on the 

forehead. 

—How well you understand my desires and my feelings, Servitor! — 

exclaimed the boy enthusiastically. — That's exactly what I was going 

to ask because I found four years to be too long for my return!  

–Well, Yhasua, well, that means that our souls have come to 

understand themselves without words. 

“Leave everything in me, that when your father comes to look for 

you, I will get him to let you come for a longer time when it is the time. 

— What about my mother? — interrogated the child. —Believe me 

Servitor, obtaining her permission is harder than his. For my father, I 

am almost nothing at the moment, since his older children, my half-

brothers, fully respond to his desires and initiatives. But my mother. Oh, 

she! Her little Yhasua like a little shadow by her side is the one who 

smooths out all the rough edges. Because even if she doesn't tell you, 

my mother suffers in silence because of the stern and severe character 

of my father who never shows affection at home. And my other brothers 

are casted in his same mold. Only Yhosuelin is something different for 

my mother and me when we are absent from Nazareth. But as soon as 

we enter that little house everything is austere severity. My stepsisters 

Elhisabet and Andrea are the same as my father and have been 

married since last year. There is still the youngest, Anna, who, hidden 

from my father, is smiling and affectionate and she pampers my mother 

and me. 

“Do you like these family confidences that I am telling you, Servitor? 

– Oh, a lot, my little Yhasua, a lot!, Because that way it makes it 

easier for me to enter your home with the success I must have. 

“And why do you fear that your mother will be hard to convince to let 

you come? 

– Because she fears for me many things that I can't understand and 

she's restless if she loses sight of me. Anna, the youngest of my sisters, 
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seems to join my mother in those fears, because she always watches 

over me. 

“In almost all the epistles we receive from my father, we can see the 

recommendations added by Anna at the end: “Take good care of 

Yhasua because I dream about him almost every night and I fear a lot 

for him. Mother, bring him soon, and don't get away from our side.” 

— How old is your sister Anna? 

— She is three years older than me. 

— Fourteen-years-old. In two or three years she will take a husband 

and so when I go to look for you, she will no longer be in your home, 

and she will be one less opposition than I will have.. 

—I think you are not right, Servitor! ... —The child observed 

thoughtfully. 

– Why, Yhasua? Can I know? 

—Anna says she'll never take a husband because no man pleases 

her. One is ugly, the other has thunder's voice, the one from beyond 

walks to strides like an ostrich, or runs too much as a chase pursued ... 

– Oh, oh ... my rogue boy! – The old man said laughing. –Anna has 

not yet found the partner who is destined for her. That is all. 

—Anna has dreams and believes that her dreams are reality. 

"She sees in dreams a very beautiful maid that always says: "I am 

the one you've been following for a long time." And sometimes she says 

she sees him hide behind me. 

“Do you know what does this mean, Servitor? 

—Each soul, my child, is like a great book where the finger of time 

has written many stories or like a great mirror that reflects many images. 

You know? Perhaps Anna's dreams are passages from a story of those 

that may correspond to one of the images of the mirror of eternal light. 

When it is the time we will know everything. Meanwhile, I tell you that 

your mother and Anna are the two souls that most understand you in 

your home. 

 One day, reading in the old papyri of the ancient Kobdas of the time 

of Abel, the Servitor read a passage regarding a beautiful woman from 

the country of Arab (Arabia) who passionately in love with Abel, the 

young apostle of prehistory in the countries of the Central Asia, called 

of the Five Seas, was about to hinder the path of the missionary. That 

woman, according to the stories, had had many dreams, and in them 

she saw the image she later found in the person of Abel, son of Adamu 

and Evana. And she said she dreamed of a prince who "seemed formed 

with light from the stars." 

—Servitor — Yhasua suddenly interrupted, — that woman was 
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experiencing the same as my sister Anna. What did you say was her 

name? 

—Zurima of Arab, it says here. — And as the Servitor saw the 

thoughtful child looking at the papyrus site where they read, he asked 

him, — What do you think Yhasua? 

—You show me that every creature is born, reborn and is born again 

many times, isn't it so?" 

– Exactly. 

—You, I, all, had many bodies, many lives and therefore many 

names, because each body and each life had its name, isn't it? 

—That's right, Yhasua, that's right. What do you mean to say then? 

— That I think Anna, my sister, would be Zurima of Arab. 

—It can be —said the Servitor, amazed by the child's subtle 

reasoning. —Let's see if you can think who that luminous prince would 

be, the one she dreamed and to whom she seemed to be linked. 

The boy plunged into meditative silence. 

— Although I'm not a prince now, nor do I think I'm close to being 

one, it may be that Abel, was in the past, myself. Can't it be so? 

—How beautiful your awakening, my child! —Exclaimed the Servitor 

hugging the little one. 

“Two months I have spent waiting for this moment, in which you 

would find yourself in the personality of Abel, son of Adamu and Evana. 

– What wonders you the Essenes guard in your grottos full of 

mystery!, – Said the always thoughtful child. 

“On Mount Carmel they made me find myself in that wonderful 

Antulius, who traveled through the stars and related incomparable 

beauties of those distant stars. And you in Tabor, you make me find me 

in that Prince Abel, whose life your papyri tell with many greater details 

of what Moses says in his first book. 

“But believe me, Servitor, that this happens to me inside your 

grottos, and it even seems to me that I am not a child but a man. When 

I find myself out, in the women’s cabin or in the meadow, I forget all this 

and I see myself again a sweet and rogue little boy, who thinks about 

eating chestnuts and honey and running behind the lambs and spying 

where the larks and thrush nest. 

—That means that your spirit needs to fortify more and more, until 

you completely dominate the different spiritual environments in which it 

is found. That is, fortify in its unification with your Ego and Superior 

Being in such a way, that you are able to change or modify the 

environments and not that they change you. 

—It seems to me that it will take time to do it, Servitor. Don't you 
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think so? 

—No, my son. I am sure that before you reach the age of 20 you will 

have already fully achieved it. 

“Now go with your mother who will surely be restless for your delay. 

The boy kissed the Elder on the cheek and was on his way to the 

women's cabin-refuge. He found his mother who was already looking 

for him. 

— Yhasua! ... Every day you delay longer in the Sanctuary and 

forget that your mother has been left alone. —Myriam reproached him. 

—Not alone, mother, because the other women are there and 

Veronica is too, who has great love for you. —the child replied sweetly. 

— None of them is the son, whose presence claims my heart. 

— Well, well mother, I will no longer leave you alone, since we will 

soon leave here. 

—That will be when your father comes to look for us. Do you want 

to go back to Nazareth? –The boy looked at her without answering. – 

Tell the truth, I won't be upset with you whatever your answer. 

—Mom, I want to tell you the truth. The Elders of the Sanctuaries 

seem to bind me with chains. I cried when leaving Mount Hermon and 

I was only eight-year-old. It hurt to leave Mount Carmel, and today it 

hurts much more to leave Tabor. But the Elder Servitor has promised 

to visit me every year in Nazareth and with this hope he has softened 

the separation. 

– Do you want me to go and leave you here? – Myriam asked, 

wanting to measure the child's feelings. 

– No!, Not that! Mother, because I know the sorrow with which you 

would leave, and that sadness would bitter my heart. – And as he say 

that, the child got up at the tip of his feet and kissed his mother tenderly. 

A few days later, on a serene full moon night in the end of the 

meditation of the Essenes that was always at the second hour of the 

night, – what would be 10 for us-, the clairvoyants had this magnificent 

vision: 

From the body of Yhasua asleep in the cabin in which his mother 

took refuge, a pink clarity was diffused in which the cabin and sanctuary 

were fused as if they were both in the same glowing plane of crystal 

amethyst. The clairvoyant observer could not specify whether the vision 

approached them or attracted them to itself; the true is that the 

magnificent show was within the reach, we would say, of his hands, 

well understood that it was impalpable and only perceived by minds full 

of lucidity and serenity. And the vision was understood as follows: 

“—Friends of the past, the present and the future: the unrealized 
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chain of bloody immolations of your instructor Messiah reaches an end. 

You know this as I do. My sacrifices will end very shortly, but yours will 

continue for the 20 more centuries left for the end of this evolution cycle. 

And just as this holocaust of mine will be the most frightening and 

terrible because it is the apotheosis of Redeemer-Love, similarly, 20 

centuries of immense martyrdom without honor or glory will be for you, 

rather, overloaded with disgrace and infamy, to the point that 

humankind will doubt whether you are just or reprobate. 

“Also, for you it will be the apotheosis or the darkness after these 20 

centuries that the Eternal Law will give you, to forge your greatness or 

your ruin, depending on whether you walk following my footsteps, or 

you twist your course in pursuit of ideals that are not mine. 

“In this final stage of Yhasua-Christ, all the previous actions that will 

only appear before blind humanity, like very brief passages of meteors 

illuminating the darkness of past ages, will be recast as in a single 

clarity:  The heroic apostolate of Juno and of Numu in Lemuria, the 

invincible meekness of Amphion, and the Wisdom of Antulius in 

Atlantis; Abel's most tender love, Krishna's sowing of peace and justice, 

the formidable force of Moses thaumaturge and legislator, the supreme 

renunciation of Buddha, everything is immersed in divine light to form 

the apotheosis of Yhasua-Christ, who will say before God and men: “I 

did how much it was possible to do; Everything was consummated.” 

“Being still a child, you can only cooperate to the awakening from 

my superior Self by strengthening my spirit and cultivating my mind in 

order to enliven the living flames of knowledge that shone so radiant in 

distant hours. But, when I have awakened and recognized myself, 

remain calm and serene in your caverns, without alarming when you 

see the first lightning of the storm appear, which I announce to you that 

they will arrive so formidable and terrible that they will be remembered 

for the 20 centuries of terrestrial lives that you have left in this cycle of 

planetary evolution. 

“You will be worthy of pity, if in the middle of the storm you come to 

doubt the divine mission of Yhasua-Christ; But it is inevitable that in his 

heart of man the dart of that doubt is also nailed as you will feel them in 

your flesh in the final stages. The law requires that the redeemers are 

no strangers to the pain to which the humanity they are redeeming is 

subject to. 

“My Essenes of the caverns, my disciples, my allies, my apostles, 

my martyrs of the future, I give you at this time the supreme blessing of 

my love, so that it serves as a polar star in the dark centuries that you 

must still live in this Earth, between muds of vice, blood, and tears. And 
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although many renunciations will mark shadow dots in your future lives, 

make sure that the final is without spots, because this will mark your 

glory and happiness, or your misfortune during another cycle of 

evolution. 

"Peace and love upon all of you who are mine until eternity!" 

The vision was gently diluted in the ether as it had begun, leaving 

the clairvoyant Essenes submerged in the ecstatic placidity of the great 

moments for the soul that has come to understand and feel the 

greatness of Divinity in itself. 

The full moon shone like a silver lamp in the blue space when the 

Essenes went out to the square of the Sanctuary, where to the beat of 

their psalters and zithers they sang in chorus the vibrant psalmodies of 

gratitude to the Lord who had appointed them for the great epics of his 

redeeming love.  
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22.  First trip to Jerusalem 
 

Fourteen days after this event, they received the message that 

Yhosep was waiting for them in Canaan to lead them to the humble 

nest that Yhasua had left nine months before in Nazareth. 

The Servitor and several Essenes accompanied them to that town 

with the solemn promise to visit him in Nazareth. 

Once there, they all had the satisfaction of observing that the child 

had changed a lot in his way of being. 

He shared with his parents and siblings the household chores 

commensurate with his physical strength and he only devoted to his 

solitary meditations the hours that others devoted to their habitual 

games or hobbies. 

The great Easter celebrations approached and so began the 

preparations for the great trip to the city of the Kings and Prophets: 

Jerusalem. 

The custom, almost established as law, forced the children who had 

turned 90 to attend the celebrations and Yhasua was on the threshold 

of that age. It would be the first time that he would go to the great capital 

of the Hebrew nation since the first days of his childhood, when he was 

consecrated in the temple. 

He was therefore destined to be part of the numerous Nazarene 

caravan to Jerusalem. 

Six or seven families, related or friends of Yhosep agreed to travel 

together, including Salome and her husband Zebedee, with her only 

son Santiago, 14-year-old, although it was notorious that she would 

soon be mother again, for the second time. 

Myriam had a cousin named Martha, who was married to a wealthy 

weaver from Canaan, Alphaeus, who with several of their children and 

laborers added 46 people to the caravan, including men, women, and 

children. The Hazzan of the Synagogue and two therapists who 

frequented the house of Yhosep also joined the caravan to serve as 

lookouts for the child Yhasua. 

The caravan followed the usual path of Giane and Sichem, through 

the ancient sanctuaries of Shiloh and Bethel, then in ruins. The 

surroundings were true oasis due to the exuberance of the vegetation 

and the disposition of the landscape itself. It was full of the natural 

charms among picturesque hills with murmuring streams and birds that 

sing in multiple twitter and varied flowers, which travelers collected 

while singing the traditional psalms for those religious annual 

pilgrimages. 
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The trip was made without events worthy of mentioning until 

reaching the Sanctuary of Shiloh, which at that time only served as a 

hostel to dozens of paralytics and beggars. The therapists had obtained 

permission to inhabit it until the new masters of the country had it rebuild 

or transformed into one of those magnificent Roman-style 

constructions, with which the Herods flaunt so much greatness to 

capture the sympathy of Caesar. 

It was the beginning of spring, and the sun was quite hot. Hence, the 

women and the elderly were very fatigued. Zebedee's wife, Salome, 

wanted to spend the night there, not feeling strong enough to continue. 

Myriam and his cousin Martha also wanted to spend the night there 

to keep her company. Therefore, the caravan was divided into two. The 

husbands and children of the three women also stayed in Shiloh, with 

the plan to continue the trip early next morning. 

The Hazzan and the two traveling therapists also remained there to 

great joy of Yhasua who was delighted with that place. The ruinous and 

gloomy appearance of the old sanctuary attracted him irresistibly, and 

while the men and women prepared a good shelter for the night, he got 

Yhosuelin to accompany him to carefully explore that black mass 

whose ogives, which were almost completely covered with ivy, barely 

allowed the weak rays of light to pass through. 

His Syrian nature seemed to overflow in mystical dreams between 

the porches and halls of the ancient temple and he even though he 

heard the mysterious voice of Jehovah, the one that the child Samuel 

heard when he began to prophesy. 

No one could reach him in his comings and goings, registering 

everything as if at times he believed to see visions appear or had in the 

subconscious the certainty that he had to find something among those 

gloomy and resonant walls. 

Since the night fell slowly, Yhosuelin struggled to take Yhasua back 

with the family and other pilgrims and doubted to achieve it, when the 

voice of Yhosep, his father, called both, because the shelter for that 

night was ready and in the bonfire that happily burned, dinner would 

soon be served. In addition, there was another novelty. 

– Do you know Yhasua, that the Lord has sent us a gold angel to 

accompany us for the rest of the trip? – Yhosep told his son, perhaps 

to persuade him to join back the group, finally leaving his curious 

explorations in corridors and hallways. 

– Really, father? You see, Yhosuelin?, how my heart seemed to 

announce that I should find something in this old temple? 

“Come on, let's see him! And who has it? How did it arrive? Where 
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did he enter? And what did he say when he arrived? And has he not 

asked about me? ... 

All this whirlwind of questions made Yhosep smile while with the 

child by the hand and guided by the torch that burned in the hands of 

Yhosuelin, they sought the exit in that maze of columns and passages. 

The glow of fire finally attracted them to a secluded corner where a 

bedroom had been improvised for women with hanging ropes and 

fabric. 

Yhosep called discreetly, until Myriam came out and let them in. 

On a pile of straw that they had covered with skins and blankets, he 

was Salome with his newborn. 

–You see, Yhasua, that I haven’t lied to you, –Yhosep said, 

approaching with the baby in his arms so that Yhasua could see up 

close the little blond angel that the Lord had sent to them. 

The boy was mute, as petrified, perhaps because of a strange 

emotion that nobody knew how to understand. There was a time when 

his eyes were filled with tears, so Myriam intervened. 

– Does it make you sad, Yhasua, to see our cousin Salome's little 

boy? 

Yhasua approached slowly without saying a word to the very edge 

of the bed, where he kneeled so that his face was at the height of the 

sleeping baby.  

– Angel of Jehovah! ... – he said in a half voice – my heart knew that 

you would come down today to meet me in this old sanctuary where 

God spoke to his prophets ..., where Samuel heard his Voice as a child. 

And where a few moments ago I heard so many voices without noise 

that speak without words as the wind and the waters that run in the 

streams speak. – And with the tips of his soft fingers he felt the little 

hands, the forehead, the cheeks of the baby, and eagerly spied the 

moment he would open his eyes. 

– Wake up angel of Jehovah, –he said, –that I will take you in arms 

to Jerusalem so that together we enter that golden temple to sing the 

love of Jehovah, that men do not know yet. 

It could be said that Yhasua's soul, illuminated by divine clarity, 

glimpsed the tender and sweet friendship of John his apostle and 

evangelist in the years that would soon come for both, charged with the 

responsibilities of their respective missions in relation to humankind, 

who walked in darkness. 

The two Essenes, fearing that Yhasua would fall into one of those 

psychic states that would be difficult for them to explain to the profane, 

intervened in that silent scene. 
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—Yhasua, —one of them said, —is not convenient at the moment 

to disturb the newborn. We have already seen and blessed the Lord for 

his arrival. Do you want to accompany us to visit the part of the 

Sanctuary that you have not seen yet? 

“Yhosuelin and the Hazzan can come too. 

Before the child accepted the invitation, his mother intervened. 

—The dinner will be served shortly, and I beg you not to take long. 

—One hour at most and we'll be right back. 

And provided with candles and torches, they aimed along the 

women's porch, which was where they had improvised bedrooms for 

that night. 

And through a great arch that opened at the end they penetrated the 

temple itself. Their steps resonated with long echoes in that loneliness 

populated with shadows, where each column appeared as a gigantic 

guardian of the abandoned temple. Yhasua walked between the two 

therapists who led him by in hand. 

—It would be said that Samuel's pure soul is here, the prophet of 

God, —the child suddenly said, standing still on the slabs of the 

pavement when they had reached what had been the Sancta 

Sanctorum (Holy of Holies). 

—Look down, Yhasua, — said one of the therapists while lighting 

with his torch the pavement. In a rustic and already very faded writing, 

you could still read: 

"The young Samuel slept on these slabs wrapped in a poor blanket 

when three times he heard the mysterious voice that in the name of 

Jehovah sent him to convey his message to Israel." 

The boy looked at the two Essenes in amazement but kept silent. 

—If you remember something from Samuel's first book, you'll 

understand that this was the place where he used to guard the sacred 

lamp, which should never go out in the temple of Jehovah. 

“It was here the glory and pain of the young prophet, who received 

the announcement of the terrible misfortunes that Jehovah would bring 

down on Eli, High Priest, and on his house, for his weakness to his 

children Hophni and Phinehas, whose scandalous life dragged all the 

youth of Israel along paths of crime and vice. 

—The extreme kindness of character of Eli, High Priest, had 

penetrated very deep into the heart of young Samuel, who watered with 

bitter tears these slabs on which he slept, before daring to transmit to 

Eli, his beloved protector, the terrible message that he had received for 

him. 

—The same as if I received a terrifying message from Jehovah for 
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my parents, for example – the boy murmured timidly. 

And passing from there to the so-called altar of Propitiation, they 

stopped 20 steps from it, so that the child could read on another slab of 

the floor this long inscription: 

“On this slab the virtuous Anna, wife of Elkanah and mother of 

Samuel the Prophet, prayed with tears for seven years asking Jehovah 

for a son, since she did not have any. Then on the seventh year Samuel 

was born to her. She consecrated him to the Lord with a solemn vow, 

leaving him in his Temple under the tutelage of Eli, High Priest, when 

the child was only six-years-old.” 

And approaching the wall, they saw the song of Anna engraved on 

a clay plate, in thanks-giving to the Most High at the moment of 

consecrating the son that He had granted her: 

“For this child I prayed, and Jehovah gave me what I asked for. 

“I return him to Jehovah. Every day he lives will be for Jehovah. 

“My heart rejoices in the Lord and my mouth widens to praise and 

glorify him. 

“There is no saint like him. There is no one besides You, our Lord. 

“The Lord gives life and takes it away; he brings it down to the tomb 

and up again 

“He lifts the poor downcast from the dust to sit him among the 

princes. 

“Because from Jehovah are the foundations of the Earth, and on 

them he settled this world. 

"Jehovah will judge in all terms of the Earth and will give strength to 

his king and praise his Messiah's lip." 

—Now I remember, —said the Hazzan, —that one Saturday in the 

synagogue of Nazareth and reading the book of Samuel, Yhasua said 

that this prophet was to come again and that he would arrive at the 

Sanctuary of Shiloh, where he had glorified the Lord so much. 

“Do you remember Yhasua this fact that motivated your parents' first 

alarms for saying words that you could not justify? 

—I really don't remember — the boy replied. 

—Well, it’s true, my son, and here I will show you the proof. 

And taking out a pocket notebook, he searched and searched, until 

he found the small story that alluded to the coming of Samuel the 

Prophet. 

The light was made for everyone, which exclaimed at the same time: 

—The child who has just been born to Salome, is Samuel the 

prophet who returns to Earth. 

Yhasua narrowed his eyes, of which two tears slid that in the light of 
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the torches shone like diamonds, while saying in a low voice: 

—Yes, he is the one who comes to glorify the Lord together with me, 

and after me, many years, so that with new visions he announces to 

men what Jehovah has reserved for those who love him and those who 

do not love him. 

And without waiting for anyone to guide him, he ran back towards 

the Women's Porch, and he penetrated Salome's bedroom as an 

exhalation. He hugged the little newborn with burning manifestations of 

affection, and while covering his face and hands with kisses, he said as 

in a vehemently delirium: 

– How lonely and sad you had left me and how long it took you to 

get here! ... But now that you've come, I will not separate from you in 

life or in death! 

Only Zebedee listened to such words because Salome slept, and 

Myriam and Martha were serving the frugal food for everyone next to 

the hearth. 

The pilgrims had to stay there for three days because of Salome, 

until the therapists, great connoisseurs of the place, got a small chariot, 

those that were used back then by people who could not travel on foot. 

And Salome continued a trip with his little one to Jerusalem without 

departing much from the traveling companions which they reached at 

every stop.  

Normally, when this journey was made without interruption, it took 

three to four days, but this time it took them seven days from Nazareth 

to Jerusalem. 

Finally, our travelers reached the last stage, a poor village known as 

Ain-El-Haramie. There Salome's chariot also stopped and all together 

they spent there the last night that separated them from the golden city, 

which was for everyone like a vision many times seen, but that they 

always wanted to see again. 

Jerusalem! ... It was the dream of light and glory of every good 

Israelite, which only for absolute impossibility would stop participating 

in the solemnities of Easter in the temple of Jehovah. 

Yhasua himself at times felt as under the weight of an alarming 

restlessness and thus, on that last night, he asked everyone: 

– What’s Jerusalem like? How is the temple? 

–You were in it 40 days after being born –his parents answered, –

but you'll see it for yourself tomorrow a little before noon, because for 

those who have not seen it, it's very difficult to explain. 

–But there I will not find the Elders of white tunics with their sweet 

and good eyes like the doves of our orchards ... –Yhasua said looking 
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at everyone with questioning eyes. 

– The Doctors of the Law are there, and they know everything that 

can be known in this world. – Yhosep said as he shared the bread over 

the white tablecloth extended on the freshly cut straw pavement, in the 

absence of a table. 

–Oh! Yes? Well, I'll try to ask them so many questions, that I will fill 

my head of wisdom, – he said, thoughtfully. – Is it possible that in 

Jerusalem they know more than the Elders of the Sanctuaries who 

discovered such great wonders? -he asked again. 

– And do you think, my son –said his mother– that the Doctors of the 

Temple are going to take time to answer your questions? 

– And isn't that what they're there for? –The boy asked again. 

–Eat, Yhasua, my son, eat, that we must rest this last night if we 

want to wake up at dawn and arrive before noon. – Myriam insisted. 

"The rest of our companions have been in the Holy City for three 

days already and must have told good Leah, who must be anxious to 

hug us, – said Myriam, to make her son forget his religious concerns. 

When the frugal food finished, the three women retired to the 

bedroom prepared for them inside the great common tent. 

Yhasua and Yhosuelin sat next to the hearth with Zebedee, husband 

of Salome, Alpheus, husband of Martha, Yhosep, the therapists and the 

Hazzan, who had set a great bed of straw and sheep skins to rest all 

together. 

It was customary that on the last night of the trip, the pilgrims sang 

together in choir the Psalm 84 that begins like this: 

 

“How kind are your dwellings, Oh, Jehovah of armies! 

“My soul ardently wants the atriums of Jehovah,  

My heart and my tongue sing to the living God. 

"As the sparrow finds its house  

and the swallow find its nest where to lay its chicks,  

I will take refuge in your altars,  

oh, Jehovah, my King and God! ..." 

 

And the soft monotonous singing continued until sleep closed the 

eyes of the weary travelers. 

Yhasua did not sing, but he was all ears to listen. And when his father 

and relatives fell asleep, he approached the therapists who were still 

sitting next to the bonfire almost extinguished, and in a very low voice 

told them: 

—I'm restless and not sleepy. The moon shines as a charm. You 
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see how it penetrates through the openings of the tent. Do you want us 

to go out to contemplate the landscape? As soon as we arrived, they 

locked me under the tent. Why should I sleep if I'm not sleepy? 

The Essene who listened more closely put his index on his lips to 

indicate silence, and after changing brief words with his partner, they 

left the tent holding Yhasua by the hand. 

It was a deep valley surrounded all around by mountains covered in 

part with vegetation, giving rise to the sharp edges of the gray and bare 

rocks, where the bushes or moss had failed to take root. 

Countless tombs appeared open in the rocks, following the Hebrew 

custom that the living always had their dead in sight to be sure, 

according to the belief of some of the sects in which opinion was 

divided, that on a given day the dead would come out of their graves 

with the same bodies they had. 

Because although the law of reincarnation was known by the 

scholars and thinkers of most remote times, no one bothered to give 

the common people a reasoned and scientific explanation of such 

profound knowledge. 

It is seen, of course, that the spiritual leaders of the multitudes 

always acted in the same way: the true doctrine remained secret for the 

Initiates of Divine Wisdom; and the faith of the masses was nourished 

by outward ceremonies of greater or less sumptuousness and 

apparatus, always enough to fill their imaginations with what their eyes 

could perceive. 

The moon shone full on the half-polished tombstones, for they were 

huge blocks of granite that closed the tombs to the outside. 

A dull murmur was perceived nearby and looking for the reason, it 

was found that there were many water leaks in those mountains. As 

small waterfalls rushed into the valley, they formed numerous pools 

which the hot Judean sun then evaporated, or summed up, giving 

marvelous fertility to that delightful place. 

The two therapists put on white lambskin caps at the same time. 

As Yhasua had never seen them like this, he began to laugh, not 

being able to contain himself. 

—Give one to me, so that I also have a lamb's head. — he said. 

But when he saw that the Essenes ignored him, he shut up and 

placed himself under observation. 

In a little while, shapes or shadows were seen coming out of the 

black openings in the mountains. 

—Oh, oh! —Exclaimed the boy squeezing the Essenes. — It seems 

that the dead are coming out of the graves. 
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—They are not dead, Yhasua, do not fear. They are unhappy lepers 

that cruelty and human ignorance have relegated to such a miserable 

condition. 

—Some are crazy because of their great suffering, because they 

have been abandoned by their women, their children and all they loved 

on Earth. 

“And people believe they are possessed of demons and stone them 

if they appear in inhabited places. 

“They know that only we love them, and the white lambskin hat is 

the sign that we are alone, and they can approach safely. 

The child's soul was filled with immense mercy and the white clarity 

of the moon made two thick tears shine on his cheeks that he did not 

try to avoid. 

The shadows were approaching as if suspicious. There were four 

and by how they walked it could be estimated that one was an old man 

and the other three were still young. 

The Essenes went ahead towards them and spoke in a half voice. 

The four looked at the child and sat on the moss-covered clubs. 

The Essenes made Yhasua sit in an old oak trunk that had fallen 

and they also sat on each side of him. 

–It seems that we have a deliberation in the moonlight -insinuated 

the boy with his sweet voice that seemed like a chirp. 

– Don't you feel anything extraordinary, Yhasua? –Asked one of the 

Essenes. 

–Yes, I feel a great desire to know how to remedy the situation of 

these men who live so miserably without their fault, only due to their 

illness. – Yhasua replied as an older person could do.  

–And if you knew and could, would you do it, Yhasua? 

—You don't even have to ask that Brother therapist. Wouldn't you? 

–Yes, I would, and any good Essenes would if they had the means. 

–And what means are those? – asked the child again. –Because 

when I want a nest, I climb to the tree and grab it. When I want a flower 

or fruit, I cut them, and when I want to do good to someone, I think with 

great willpower: "May Jehovah save you." 

–You've answered, child, –one of the therapists said. –Imagine that 

these four brothers of ours, who are sick patients with a disease that 

physical or human means are unable to cure, are flowers that the Most 

High puts in your way through life. How would you do to pick them up? 

The boy was silent and shortly his head leaned over the Essene that 

was nearest to him. The other Essenes, who were clairvoyant, 

observed the approach of highly evolved disembodied intelligences. 
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There were three Potentials of the Diamond Wall, which were placed 

behind the back of the fallen boy in hypnosis. Their hands that threw 

rays from all their fingers, extended on the child, and immediately the 

double astral in the radiant personality of Moses appeared. 

The other Essene, less developed in his clairvoyant faculty, also 

began to perceive what was happening in the spiritual plane and within 

the atmosphere itself that wrapped them. 

The reader will understand that all this was happening in the deepest 

silence, because the four patients had fallen asleep, with that deep 

dream caused by powerful magnetic currents. And supported by the 

rocks or one in another, the patients appeared as a blackish pile of rags, 

impossible to define where one began and another ended. 

The materialization of that radiant appearance was made little by 

little, until the Essenes heard a voice with a clarion sound that said: 

– You ask me how I will collect these human flowers weakened by 

evil?  This is how I do it. 

And extending his hands of light that threw like torrents of luminous 

sparks towards the shapeless heap of rags, he said with an intensity 

that seemed to stir the depths of the entrails: 

– "May this fire of God consume as much illness as there is in you!" 

It was a fast and at the same time shocking process. 

The tremendous magnetic force placed in action disintegrated those 

rags of which a sort of slight gray smoke rose, and the four completely 

naked bodies appeared lying on the grass, as white statues under the 

clarity of the moon. 

– God wanted it! Blessed be! – They heard again that the voice said–

: 

"Bathe them in that pond and don’t say a word because it is not yet 

time for Yhasua to say goodbye to those who still live dead in 

ignorance." 

And the whole vision vanished. 

It would be said that it seemed like a dream of therapists due to their 

continuous state of mystical exaltation. But there they were, the four 

naked, white bodies, without a single bruised spot, or sores, or wounds 

of any kind, that testified to the tremendous reality. 

The youngest of the therapists ran to the tent to bring clothes to 

dress those four men already cured of their terrible illness. When 

bathing them, they woke up, although still under the action of the 

powerful current that had hypnotized them. 

The freshness of the waters of the pond returned their full lucidity 

and crying with happiness seeing themselves cured, hugged the 
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therapists blessing them for the benefit they had received. 

Meanwhile, Yhasua, like a white lamb, slept on a blanket lying on 

the grass, where the therapists had left him until he woke up on his own. 

They understood that his matter should be vitalized again and knew 

well that the beneficial currents of the cosmos, wisely put into action on 

it, would soon replace whatever physical wear and tear he had had. 

Already dressed in clean clothes, the four patients were given wine 

with honey to drink and sent to keep silent about what they believed 

was a great miracle. They did not know if the therapists or the beautiful 

blonde angel who was sleeping soundly on the grass illuminated by the 

white moonlight, had worked the miracle. 

—Now you will not return to the caverns, but as soon as the day 

breaks, you will start your way to Bethel with a written message that we 

will give you for some artisans, friends of ours, so they will offer you 

work. – This is what the therapists told the newly cured, so that the 

event would not be divulged. 

—And be careful not to mention this event, because Jehovah wants 

to hide His glory, manifested by this boy who is sent by Him. 

– Silence, then, silence! Don’t wish to go against the divine mandate. 

The four solemnly promised never to pronounce a word about what 

happened. 

—Now wait for the child to wake up, so that he sees you healthy 

from your illness, because he was sorry to see so much misery over 

you. 

Meanwhile the Essenes gave them some instructions on their life 

onwards, because they wanted to enter the Essene fraternity, in order 

to pay back with good deeds, the good they had received. 

The boy finally woke up, almost at midnight. 

– What did you do with the sick? -he asked. 

– Look at them! –the Essenes replied. 

– How come! These are not the same. 

–While you were sleeping, the Lord has cured them because you 

have wanted it. Didn't you say that when you wanted a fruit or a flower, 

you took it? You wanted to return these human flowers to life, and there 

you have them. 

In a delirious access of joy, the child hugged the therapists and the 

sick one by one. It was a scene of deep emotion in which tears ran and 

the heart jumped with joy. The youngest of the cured men who would 

only be 23-years-old, hugged the child and cried in great sobs. 

– Why are you crying so much? Are you not happy to have been 

cured by the will of Jehovah? 
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–Yes, beautiful child, but I suffer because in Rama I have a mother 

who cries for me and a bride who has entered the Temple to no longer 

leave because of my terrible illness. And since I have promised to keep 

quiet about my healing, I will never be able to let them know of my 

present happiness. 

The boy turned his eyes full of astonishment to the therapists as if to 

say: “You heal the body and open wounds in the soul”. They 

understood. 

— Everything can be fixed with good will, —said the oldest among 

them. —Come with us now to Jerusalem to celebrate Easter. Over 

there, no one will recognize you and on our return we will accompany 

you to your people and your home, without the need to say what has 

happened tonight. You will only say that medicinal baths washed away 

your illness. We are known as town medics and no one will be 

surprised, mainly from one healing, which is not the first one. There we 

will talk to your mother and in the temple, we will try to see your 

girlfriend. So, as you can see ... when Jehovah sets things up, he sets 

them right. 

The young man agreed, and the joy returned to his heart. The other 

three had no greater interest in meeting their relatives, whose 

heartbreak for them had been so manifest, that they rather seek new 

friendships among the numerous Essene family that would open the 

paths of life to them widely. 

The child then put on a reflexive attitude. It was evident that many 

thoughts were running through his mind. One of the Essenes noticed it 

and said: 

– Are you pondering, Yhasua? What are you thinking about if I may 

know? 

—During my dream you have removed the illness to the sick and 

have stripped them of their old clothes. I didn't see any of that, but it has 

happened. I would have liked a lot to see how they changed from sick 

to healthy. 

—My son, — said the Essene — the dynamic forces of the spirit 

when they are in tune with those of nature perform such stupendous 

deeds that only those initiated into divine knowledge know how to 

explain and understand. For today I can only tell you that your dream 

was necessary for these men to be cured. When you finally enter one 

of our Sanctuaries, you will know the reason for all these phenomena. 

—In the books of the prophets there have been deeds similar to this 

and nothing is fantastic if we consider the power of an advanced 

intelligence using the forces of nature. 
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Meanwhile, the former patients, prostrate with their faces on the 

ground blessed God in all tones. It seemed incredible to them to be able 

to join the human society once again, from which they had been 

separated. They repeatedly felt the places of their bodies where 

innumerable blood sores made them suffer horribly and only found a 

skin pinker than the rest of the body, as naturally occurs in recently 

cured wounds. 

—For everyone, you are travelers arriving tonight from a neighboring 

village, do not forget it. Let's all go to the tent together, that the boy's 

mother might be looking for him. — said one of the Essenes, guiding 

everyone to the great tent from which there were about 50 steps away. 

Indeed, Myriam had risen to see if his son was well covered with his 

blankets and her alarm was great when she didn’t find him next to his 

father where she had laid him. He called Yhosuelin in a low voice, but 

tiredness made him sleep deeply. And before he woke up, she saw the 

curtain at the entrance to the tent rise, and the moon shone fully on her 

son who entered with the Essenes. She approached them silently as if 

looking for an explanation. 

— Don't say anything, — said the oldest Essene —here you have 

him. We went out to bring provisions to some sick people and since he 

was not sleepy he wanted to follow us. 

— Because he was with you, I won't rebuke him. Thank you for your 

care, — she said, and taking the child by his hand, she took him with 

his father and laid him to sleep again. 

At the first light of dawn the travelers began to move with that noisy 

joy of those who see the time very close to reaching the walls of the 

Holy City, which awaited them resplendent with glory and magnificence. 
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23.  Yhasua in the temple of Jerusalem 
 

Leah, the Hierosolymitani, who we already met at the beginning of 

this story, anxiously awaited the arrival of the pilgrims. The old manor 

house had been very lonely. 

Her uncle Simon had died a few years ago and her three daughters 

lived in the center of the great city because of the occupation of their 

husbands, who were the three Levites that found love in Leah’s garden. 

However, they sweetened the days of the noble widow by visiting her 

with great frequency and leaving her some grandchildren, who between 

the three marriages were six in total. 

Some old maids and a few laborers who cultivated the immense 

orchard were then the inhabitants of that quiet and honest home. 

Before noon, Yhosep with Myriam and Yhasua, Salome with 

Zebedee, his eldest son Santiago, and the little newborn whom they 

called John, Martha, Myriam’s cousin, and her husband Alpheus, all 

entered under the roof of Leah. All of them were related to the virtuous 

Leah and made that annual visit in the solemnity of Easter. 

And when the noble widow saw Yhasua reach her door, she said: 

– All Easters are holy and good, but this one, my love, is an Easter 

of glory for this house. – and hugging Yhasua tenderly, Leah cried of 

happiness. 

She had seen him when he was 40 days old, and now she saw him 

at 12-years-old turned into a beautiful teenager, graceful as a tuberose 

stick, with his topaz-colored eyes, and his long light-brown curls, that 

the wind stirred gracefully. 

The two therapists with the Hazzan and Yhosuelin, went to stay 

inside the city at the house of the Essene priest Ezra, whom the reader 

knows since the days of the birth of the Word of God. 

This circumstance contributed to the fact that the Essenian priests 

who served in the temple were aware of the presence of Yhasua in 

Jerusalem as soon as he had arrived. 

Certain rumors had arrived vaguely to the bosom of Sanhedrin, 

referring to a boy who, like another Samuel, felt called from the invisible 

world by voices who spoke in the name of Jehovah. 

And in the caravanthat year after year came from the northern 

provinces for Easter, some of the Doctors had hinted at the possibility 

that the boy-prophet might be brought to them. It had been several 

years, and this matter was almost forgotten. 

The old priest Simeon, who had consecrated him to the Lord, no 

longer lived in this world, nor the paralytic old woman, the one who was 
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healed when the Christ-child was offered to Jehovah. The other 

Essenian priests, with their silence, had sought to forget the 

extraordinary boy from the Galilean province, believing it safer for him 

and the mission he came to carry out. 

And among them they had talked about the convenience of hiding 

the boy's presence in the Holy city. 

But by spiritual notices, they had received the order not to worry 

about the matter. “The child has been forgotten by the Sanhedrin. Let 

the Divine Majesty do according to its pleasure.” Such was the spiritual 

message. 

Through the two traveling therapists, the Essenian priests who 

served in the Temple learned that the next morning the child Yhasua 

would be taken to the Temple at the time of service by some of his 

relatives. And being this a case of great solemnity all the Priests and 

Levites with their most sumptuous and rich ornaments formed guard in 

the sacred precinct and in atriums and porches. 

The room destined for the great priestly assemblies, almost 

immediately to the Sancta Sanctorum, was that morning resplendent 

with lamps and candles and the desks covered with purple and gold 

runners held a volume of the Holy Books. 

Following old customs during the solemnity of Ea and priests 

pronounced pompous speeches about the greatness of Jehovah, his 

strength, his power, revealed as all he had done for his chosen people, 

according to Israel's pretense to be the only peoples who deserved the 

care of the Most High Lord, owner and creator of worlds and beings. 

It was also a custom, accepted and followed for years, that the most 

brilliant and beautiful speeches delivered in such circumstances, was 

developing a body of doctrine, many points of which became new laws, 

ordinances, or dogmas, which were increasing year after year the 

already voluminous code of the Hebrew people. 

Each Easter was therefore a kind of athenaeum where eloquence 

and wisdom were flaunted. That enclosure was separated from the rest 

of the temple, only by a marble balustrade ornamented towards the 

interior by rich purple fabrics from Damascus, for which it was only 

possible to perceive from the Temple the rich turbans, the tiaras, the 

tricorns with which the Doctors and Priests covered their heads.  

The travelers would arrive at the second hour of the morning, as 

agreed the night before in the evening by the hearth. Only Leah, the 

noble widow, had said that she would attend first thing in the morning 

due to special circumstances. And Yhasua approaching her had told 

her: 
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—If you want, I will accompany you ..., if you give me your 

permission. — he added, looking at his parents. 

—I am delighted, my son, to take you for company if your parents’ 

consent. 

— Naturally. — said Yhosep. 

— He hasn't lived since we undertook the trip –added Myriam– our 

Yhasua dreams of the Temple and all its magnificence. 

And so it was that the next morning and when only two hours of sun 

had passed, he went out with Leah to go up to the city. 

The sun's rays falling squarely on the brilliant enamel, marble, 

bronze and silver of the frontispiece and the domes of the Temple, 

made it shine in such a way that the child felt dazzled by the magnificent 

vision. 

—Oh! —he exclaimed. —The Essenian sanctuaries are of obscure 

rock and not only do not shine but they hide so much that nobody knows 

that they exist. But the Elders who inhabit them, they do shine as stars 

in the darkness. 

“What do you think is better —the child asked later, — that the 

Sanctuary dazzles men with clarity, or that men shed light in the 

Sanctuary? 

– Child! ... You should not ask those issues to a poor woman like me 

who only knows how to spin and make bread. You are also very small 

to think about those things ... 

– Oh! You say that because you don't know that I was with the Elders 

of the Sanctuaries for a long time, and they have taught me so much... 

— Oh, Yhasua! ..., you'll be a little doctor of the law, — said Leah, 

joking to distract the child from concerns that almost scared her. 

– No, no! Doctor no, but a missionary pilgrim like the therapists, who 

comfort all pains and remedy all needs. That’s what I want to be. 

— Well, Yhasua, very good, and as your intention is pure, Jehovah 

will bless you, fulfilling your hopes. 

– Do you know Leah? that I already know what the Heavenly Father 

is like? 

— Well, my son, the Heavenly Father is like everything big, good 

and beautiful that exists. It is not like this? 

—That's like saying: Your father is very good and beautiful, but with 

that alone I don't know how it is, if I've never seen him. 

– Yhasua! The Law commands us to love our God with all our 

strength and above all things. If we accomplish this, isn't that enough? 

– No, Leah, it's not enough! I can and I must obey an order from my 

father, but that doesn't make me know how he is if I never saw him ... 
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— And the Elders, they never gave an answer to your curiosity? 

— It's not curiosity, woman. It is the need for the son to know how 

his father is. The Elders do know everything that you have to know, but, 

as no one is interested in what is beyond the stars, the Elders keep the 

wisdom among the rocks of their sanctuaries ... 

– Child! ..., your language scares me, and I assure you that in 

reaching the Temple of Jehovah I will take you to our Essenian priests 

so you can talk to them about everything you know and want to know. 

– Everybody is the same! ... They don't want to think, know, or 

understand ... just like the birds and lambs. You are also afraid to open 

the door and see what is inside, huh? 

– Well, let's now climb this stairway and you'll know what's inside the 

Temple of Jehovah ... 

The child in silence was following Leah until he reached the so-called 

Porch of the Women, which was where she was allowed to enter with 

a child the age of Yhasua. 

She called a young Levite who received the offerings of bread, wine, 

and oil and she spoke to him in a low voice and handed him two bags 

of white linen. The one contained a pound of fine flour and the other a 

pound of pure Arabian frankincense. 

They were the offerings of the pious widow for the altar of Jehovah. 

The Levite caressed the child and told Leah to enter the temple and 

stand as close as possible to the balustrade, so that they could listen to 

the speeches that were about to begin. A little while later they could see 

over the marble balustrade draped in Damascus purple, the brocaded 

turbans, the three-cornered hats, and tiaras resplendent in gold and 

precious stones, and finally the arch of rubies on the crosier of the High 

Priest, who was the last to enter to take his place of honor. 

Yhasua's eyes, ecstatic in the face of such splendor, were fixed in 

that luminous hall. 

The choir of the virgins of Zion singing verses of a psalm in which 

Jehovah is asked for Light and Divine Wisdom was heard in the 

distance behind veils and bars. And once silenced the song they began 

deliberating civil matters, related to Hebrews who had incurred in 

disorders. Later, a Doctor brilliantly developed this theme: 

"Terrible punishments from Jehovah to the offenders of His Law." 

With a display of erudition and citations of hard facts, the speaker 

left his audience in awe. 

 

After the speech came the refutations from those who thought 

differently. 
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The boy Yhasua had been approaching the balustrade, through 

whose moldings and projections, he was climbing little by little with the 

manifest intention of looking inside. Being the Temple in darkness from 

the outside, the graceful and small body of the child was barely 

noticeable between the columns and hangings. Leah herself, with 

closed eyes and the cloak thrown to her face, as she used to in her 

fervent prayer, had not noticed him. 

One of the doctors who most refuted the speech of the speaker was 

Nicodemus, who was then supported by Judas of Gamala, Manahen, 

Eleazar and Joseph of Arimathea. All of them were fourth- and fifth-

degree Essenes, but occultly, it is understood. 

When the child heard voices known to him, from Nicodemus and 

Joseph of Arimathea, he no longer resisted the impulse to stick his little 

head over the balustrade. The light from the large chandeliers fell 

squarely on his beautiful face, full of intelligence and animation. And the 

first who saw it said: 

—Let's see if this child is inspired by Jehovah and manages to get 

us to agree. 

Yhasua reacted to the discovery they had made of him, and his first 

impulse was to hide by getting down the balustrade, but Joseph of 

Arimathea, opening a door, came out for him and took him among the 

Doctors. 

It could be noticed that at that moment, all shyness fled from him, 

and he asked with admirable serenity: 

– What do you want from me? 

—Since you have heard the debate and have understood it, tell us 

which of us are in the truth. The Most High is sometimes pleased to 

speak through the mouth of a child. –These words were pronounced by 

the Great Priest, with a lot of sweetness and almost smiling in view of 

the child. 

– And you, who are the Supreme Chief here, can't you get them to 

agree? – the boy candidly asked. 

The amazement began in the listeners at such a response. 

– Being that the case, – continued Yhasua, – Jehovah will answer 

you through my mouth. 

“Whoever speaks of my anger and my punishments does not know 

or understand me. I am an essence, a light, a permanent and eternal 

vibration. Can the essence, the light, the vibration become angry? You 

get angry and under the impulse of anger, you punish, but I am not a 

man clothed in your gross materiality. Thus says Jehovah, the 

Immortal, who had no beginning and will have no end. 
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And the boy remained silent. The Doctors looked at each other and 

those who were Essenes hiddenly understood with meridian light that 

this child was a glass that contained a torrent of Divine Light that poured 

down on Earth. 

– Wisdom speaks through your mouth, child –said the Great Priest. 

–Ask him, then, the questions leading to the clarification of the issues 

that were discussed. 

–Without you asking any questions, I will speak, because Jehovah 

will say what He wants you to know. – said the boy resolutely:  

"You do not know the heavenly Father because you are cowardly, 

and you are full of fear." 

– Child! ... – Several voices were heard. 

— Do not take offense, because Jehovah never offends, but tells the 

truth. —Yhasua continued impassively. 

“Yes, you are full of cowardice and fear, and Divine Wisdom is not 

conquered by the fearful, but by the brave to face the unknown, the 

Eternal Enigma, not from power to power and with unusual pride, but 

with the love of sons longing to meet their father. And then the Father 

reveals himself to them and tells them: “Here I am. Get to know me so 

that you can love me as the Law says: more than all things on Earth. 

“Do you not see that it is a contradiction that He commands his 

creatures to love him above all things on Earth, and then becomes 

enraged and animated with anger and fury? 

“The law should say then: 

"You will fear God more than all the forces and forms of evil on 

Earth." 

“I tell you that you are afraid to scrutinize the divine truth and that is 

why she continues to be a hidden and elusive goddess who does not 

want to show herself to men. You know that God is immutable and yet 

you allow yourself to talk about his anger and his wrath. To become 

angry is to change, it is to transform one's state and this is another 

contradiction, because if at certain moments one is filled with anger and 

fury, one is not immutable. And it is blasphemy to attribute to the Most 

High such a serious imperfection, typical of the backward creatures on 

Earth. 

“God is immutable and because He is, He remains impassive in the 

face of all human errors, in the face of all the hecatombs of worlds and 

humanities. 

“God knows that incarnate intelligences, newcomers to the domains 

of intelligence and reason, are still under the government of brute force 
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that is matter in primitive humanities. How, then, can He rage against 

the order established by Himself; which is, that all humanities slowly 

and gradually acquire knowledge, wisdom, and goodness? 

“If Divine Law says: “You will love your Lord God with all your soul, 

with all your strength and above all things, it is evident that He wants as 

only gift, the love of all his creatures of all worlds, and therefore what 

pleases him most is that his creatures strive to know him because no 

one loves what he does not know. 

"In summary, everything beautiful and good comes from God who is 

our universal father and everything bad has its origin in our mistakes, 

in our ignorance and in our iniquities." 

And the boy who had acquired more and more animation, suddenly 

silenced and joining his hands on his chest and raising his face as if 

illuminated by diaphanous clarity, exclaimed: 

– My father! Lord of heavens, make men know you, and only then 

will they love you! ... – and he fell on his knees and bowed his face to 

the ground, in the form of deep prayer that the Hebrews used when 

they prayed with their hearts. 

That assembly had been petrified by astonishment and by a 

vibration of overwhelm that had spread throughout that sumptuous 

room since the beginning of the boy's speech. No one managed to 

move or speak. 

The silent boy got up and left without anyone stopping him. Leah, in 

the stupor that caused the child to talk to the Assembly of Doctors, ran 

to her house to tell Yhasua's parents what was happening, and when 

the child calmly descended the long staircases of the temple, he met 

Leah and his mother, who in a hurry came for him. 

–But, my son, what have you done? – were the first words heard by 

Yhasua, who appeared with a dull pallor, like a lily of the valley 

illuminated by the silvery light of the moon. 

 

– Nothing, mother! ..., I did nothing. The Doctors gathered in the 

temple didn't understand each other and called me so that Jehovah, 

through me, got them to agree. I have said what Jehovah commanded 

me to say. 

– Oh Lord! – sighed the innocent mother. – Now they will unleash a 

persecution against us, and the Essene Sanctuaries are too far away 

for us to hide us in them. 

– Don’t be afraid, mother, that the Heavenly Father has surplus 

means to protect us. Let's go home, I am tired and hungry. 

And ran through the winding little street that led to Leah's house. 
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When the Assembly came to their senses from the stupor and 

astonishment, they tried to think who that child was, but he had already 

disappeared, and it was difficult to find him among the tumult of people 

that were filling the atriums and naves of the Temple. 

Only Nicodemus, Joseph of Arimathea and Eleazar, personally 

knew the family of Yhasua but they were very careful not to say a word. 

—A new Prophet has emerged in Israel, —said some —and maybe 

he will be the one who will come before the liberating Messiah that we 

await. 

—It is written, —another added —that Elijah will return to prepare 

the paths for the one who will come to liberate the people of God. Won't 

it be Elijah who has returned? 

—It cannot be, — said another —because Elijah will be presented 

to us in all the force of the virile age and not as a child without the 

powers of extermination and death that the Prophet of Mount Carmel 

had. 

And the Doctors of the Law in Israel were lost in a maze of 

deductions and conjectures, which increasingly moved away from the 

Truth of God that they had within their reach, but they were unable to 

understand. 

What the Christ would state years later as an unshakable axiom was 

fulfilled in them in advance: 

"God gives his Light to the humble and denies it to the proud." 

Meanwhile, Myriam and Leah agreed to keep quiet about the 

Temple incident at home, of which the pious widow was all mouth to 

ponder the greatness she glimpsed in the child. 

—I sometimes pretend to reprimand him —she said —when I see 

him with those impulses that seem to drag him like a gale at times. But 

inside I am convinced that the child acts by divine impulse. 

—The same thing happens to me, —said the tender mother of the 

Word of God. 

“I try to contain him, but in the depths of my conscience, a voice 

raises that seems to tell me: “Whatever you do in this sense is useless, 

what can you do against what is resolved up there?"  

"Then I lean my forehead and say to the Lord: Here is your slave, 

may your Sovereign Will be fulfilled." 

When they arrived home, they found Yhasua by the hearth telling his 

father everything he had seen great and magnificent in the temple of 

Jehovah, apparently without recalling the incident of the doctors and 

priests. 

And as soon as Myriam was able to speak to his son alone, she 
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urged him to keep absolute silence about what she called "a daring 

boldness" of her son, and in order to force him to shut up, she said 

severely: 

—Look, if your father finds out, he won't let you go back to the 

Temple and tomorrow is the great solemnity. 

And the boy with his eyes full of fear, humbly answered: 

—No, mother, I won't say a word. I promise you and I’ll keep the 

promise. 

That same night, Joseph of Arimathea and Nicodemus visited 

Yhosep and Myriam, and the latter found the opportunity to beg the two 

young Doctors not to tell her husband what the boy had done that 

morning in the Temple. 

—Leave everything to me –Joseph of Arimathea replied, thinking of 

taking advantage of his old friendship with the austere craftsman, in 

order to favor the high aptitudes that woke up so early in Yhasua. 

Let's listen, reader friend, the young Doctor's conversation with 

Yhosep, as we will later hear the conversation of Yhasua with 

Nicodemus. 

– Is your workshop progressing, Yhosep, or are you vegetating 

between difficulties and setbacks? –The doctor interrogated him to start 

the conversation. 

—We are going forward and with great favor from God because in 

Nazareth and neighboring villages Yhosep’s workshop is always the 

favorite. 

"All this is due in large part to the fact that the Elders of the Hermon 

Sanctuary provide me with the best woods from Lebanon, and since it 

does not cost me transportation, I can do my work at less price than the 

others —the artisan replied. 

–And who pays for the transport of wood? – his interlocutor asked. 

–Do you remember those illustrious wise men who visited Yhasua 

in the cradle? 

– Yes, of course, who could forget them? 

—Well, they have arranged with the Elders of the Sanctuary of 

Mount Hermon so that they have permanently hired ax cutters to 

prepare wood and caravan drivers to bring it to me in Nazareth. As you 

can see, they have taken very seriously the protection they promised 

my son Yhasua. 

— Not for the protection you receive because of Yhasua, but for what 

he means to this country and for all humankind, you must bless 

Jehovah for having given you such a son. 

Yhosep looked deeply and then replied: 



 371 

—There are great things that are frightening, my friend, because a 

poor man like me cannot even remotely glimpse where they will lead. If 

he is a Prophet who brings a great mission to Israel, he will surely have 

to face all the iniquities of the powerful people, who, you well know, are 

never willing to be told the truth. 

“Reprisals, revenge, stoning, dungeons and then an ignominious 

death will come. Do you think that this is flattering, or even bearable for 

a father? 

“I am an honest and hard-working man. I comply with the Law and 

do the good deeds I can. No one can accuse me of a crime or any 

infraction, not even as small as the edge of a needle. So, I believe that 

Jehovah has no reason to dislike me. Isn’t it enough to be a good son 

of Abraham? 

—It's just as you say, friend Yhosep, but not all beings come to walk 

the same path. 

“Why did the Prophets come to life with a path so different from 

yours? Can we perhaps blame Jehovah who marked those routes for 

them? Isn't it fair to think that the Lord makes use of these extraordinary 

beings to give light to humankind that walks blindly? 

“If it had not been for Elijah the Prophet who terrified impious and 

despotic kings with his great powers, all of Israel would have 

transgressed, denying the One God, to enter a labyrinth of gods, each 

of whom is a genius inspiring evil or a vice. 

“If it had not been for Moses, Israel would have continued to be 

enslaved by the pharaohs and we would not have the Law that defines 

Good and Evil well for us. 

“And similarly for the other messengers of Eternal Truth among men. 

—You are right, but I tell you: there’s greatness that terrifies me and 

that within my understanding, I prefer that Jehovah leaves me among 

the little ones, not in those summits that give me vertigo. 

—I understand you, my friend, but even so, I beg you not to put 

obstacles in Yhasua’s path, whose mission surpasses that of all the 

Prophets. They did nothing but prepare the way for him and announce 

his coming. 

—According to this, it seems that you are certain that the Messiah-

Liberator that Israel awaits is enclosed in my little son. 

– That's right..., that's right! Yet not a liberator from Roman 

domination as most think, but a liberator from human egoism, who has 

put the whip in the hands of a few to make all of humankind one flock 

of slaves. 

“A liberator who comes to say to all men: “Stop being miserable once 
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and for all, because you are children of God!...” 

Yhosep gave a great sigh and leaning his forehead on his chest, he 

murmured sadly: 

– Let it be done as Jehovah wants it! 

—Yhosep, my friend —Joseph of Arimathea insisted— Will you 

allow me to take your son, tomorrow, to a meeting of Doctors, men of 

goodwill who wish to come to the knowledge of God? I will vouch for 

them if you trust me. 

–Man!..., how could I distrust you. I've known since you went to 

school. You well know that your father was like an older brother to me. 

“Take Yhasua wherever you want, because I know you will not take 

him but where you would take your own son. 

—Thank you, Yhosep, I didn't expect less from you. Tomorrow I will 

come for him. 

Meanwhile, Nicodemus in intimate conversation with Myriam and 

Yhasua, did similar work than his partner, to ensure that the most 

learned and best prepared men among the leaders of the Hebrew 

people could be in the near future, effective cooperators for the Divine 

Word that had come to Earth. 

And after a reasoning like the one we have heard, the incomparable 

Myriam exclaimed as her husband Yhosep: —May the will of the Lord 

be fulfilled in my son. 

—But those doctors —Yhasua said serenely— will not be wiser than 

the Elders of the Essenian Sanctuaries, and they will not be able to 

teach me anything new. 

—But listening to you Yhasua, they will understand what we want 

them to understand, that is, that the Light has arrived and that it's 

necessary that we light up our extinguished lamps in it. 

—And will you take me tomorrow? – The boy asked again. 

—If your father has consented — Nicodemus replied. In this, they 

both arrived, Joseph the one from Nazareth and the one from 

Arimathea. 

—Myriam, —said, the first, —these friends want to take our Yhasua 

to listen to the Doctors of Israel, and I have given my consent if you 

don't oppose. 

—The poor thing is so small that he won't be able to understand 

much of those great intelligences! But if it's to be for the good of all, take 

him. 

—And will they also put on me those brocade tunics and those 

turbans of gold and precious stones? —the boy asked timidly. 

—No, my son. — the two young Doctors answered at the same time, 
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laughing at Yhasua's manifest displeasure. 

—Because the Elder of the Essene Sanctuaries say that no Essene 

should wear gold and rhinestones, while there are brothers suffering 

from hunger and dressed in rags. I want to go with my white wool robe 

..., mother, that new one that you made to come to Jerusalem. 

Yhosep stared at the boy with wonder and love. 

—Yes, my son, —he said tenderly, —You are the son of a craftsman 

who is also an Essene like your mother, and purples and gold brocades 

and rhinestones should never enter our wardrobe. 

After this incident, the two visitors went to meet with the rest of the 

family in the hospitable home of Leah, that in those moments distributed 

on the table a big almond cake with wine from their old vineyards of the 

Gethsemani orchard. 

The meeting of doctors and priests of Israel was not in the temple 

but in the Cenacle or dining room of an illustrious man of letters named 

Nicholas of Damascus, disciple of the sage Antigonus of Socho as was 

his partner Jude of Gamala. Both had been the initiators of the meeting, 

whose purpose was to seek a majority in the Sanhedrin through a 

harmonious consensus that they wanted to reach on various principles 

that were not yet well defined. 

 

There was Gamaliel, still young, grandson of the great Essenian 

Apostle Hillel, and the Essenian priests that the reader knows from the 

first chapters of this work, plus some companions of the unfortunate 

doctors Judas Saripheo and Matthias Margaloth, which despite their 

celebrity in Jerusalem, as men of great knowledge, they had been 

sentenced to death not long ago for having opposed the Roman power, 

which did not tolerate insubordinations in the invaded and dominated 

villages. 

Also in attendance were Yhasua's two fellow therapists and the 

Hazzan of the Nazareth Synagogue. 

The presentation that Joseph of Arimathea made of the child, only 

hinted at their desire that those present verify that in the son of Myriam 

and Yhosep an intelligence superior to his years appeared, for which 

they thought that they were before a Prophet-Child as Samuel; 

someone inspired by God who could well serve as an intermediary 

between the Divine Wisdom and the poor mortals who eagerly sought 

it. 

Although another was the conviction of those who knew Yhasua 

thoroughly, they were careful not to let it show. 

Everyone looked at the child with caressing eyes and he was placed 
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between Joseph of Arimathea and Nicodemus. 

Nicholas of Damascus took the floor first: 

—We know, — he said —from our sacred and profane books, 

according to the stars that are Jehovah's agents to mark the dates of 

great events, that the Messiah promised to Israel since the time of our 

father Abraham has already arrived to Earth, although by divine design 

still remains hidden from human gaze. 

“Twelve years have passed since the conjunction of Jupiter, Saturn, 

and Mars. If our books and the stars have not lied, such must be the 

age of the Divine Avatar made man. 

“Do you think I'm right in these statements? —Asked the speaker. 

–Yes, Yes! It is as you say –replied all the voices, which were 20. 

Yhasua, who was the 21st, was profoundly silent. 

—You know, —he continued —that we have not been successful 

with the children of that age who showed extraordinary skills, which in 

our great yearning, we have exaggerated. 

—Several of us feel the need for a complete agreement in our way 

of understanding the great issues that should serve as a basis for the 

thinking and feeling of the people, who anxiously await their Messiah-

King-Liberator and Guide in the dark hour we're going through. 

“In the first place, we do not know who the expected Messiah is or 

how dependent he is on the Supreme Creator of all that exists. 

“Is he one of the ancient prophets? Is he an angel like those who 

appeared to our father Abraham or an archangel like Gabriel who 

appeared to Jeremiah, or Raphael who guided the steps of young 

Tobias? 

“And if we know nothing of this, we know even less of his 

dependence on the Divinity and even less how the Divinity will act with 

respect to his great Envoy to this planet. 

“These are questions that, due to their greatness, leave us stunned 

but it is necessary that we focus on them, if we want to avoid the chaos 

that will become like a dark night in the intelligences if we do not try to 

illuminate ourselves in order to give light to others. 

—It is written – said another of those present – that Elijah will come 

before him to prepare the paths for him, and Elijah is not yet visible 

anywhere. With a little common sense, we can surmise that if Elijah is 

coming as a forerunner, the Messiah must be someone far superior to 

Elijah. Who is he? 

—If you allow me —said one of the disciples of the wise Antigonus 

of Socho, —I think it will be Moses, who once was the transmitter of the 

Eternal Law given by God to humankind. And if Elijah returns to Earth, 
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why couldn't Moses also return to bring a law far superior to that of 

Sinai? 

—You’re right, it's a beautiful and happy idea, —several exclaimed. 

– Who else but Moses to free this same people from the tyranny of 

Rome as he did before from the oppression of the Pharaohs? 

—Only Moses would push back the Caesars who are tending their 

eagles over all the civilized peoples of the Earth. 

—I think we should begin, — another of those present added —by 

studying the nature of the Divinity or Supreme Force that will send us a 

Messiah, perhaps more superior than Moses. 

—That's like pretending to penetrate the Divinity itself, and perhaps 

the greatness of the matter would separate us from what we can deal 

with. —insinuated Joseph of Arimathea who for the first time expressed 

his opinion. 

—I agree with my friend, that if we climb too high, we can go crazy 

with vertigo. — Nicodemus explained, who was the youngest of the 

assembly. 

 

At that moment, Yhasua took the hands of the two of them, as if he 

needed their support to stand up. And with a harmonious timbre of 

voice, he spoke as follows: 

—I am here because you want the Divine Wisdom to come down to 

you through the mouth of a child who barely knows when the sun rises. 

“And Jehovah says like this: 

“If you have a pure and simple heart, I will go down to you with all 

my clarity. 

“And those who seek me in spirit and in truth will find me in all things 

that live and die, from the suns that shine in blue space to the caterpillar 

that crawls on the ground. 

"I have ripped off a piece of myself —says Jehovah —and it's the 

Messiah that I send you. He is my Word, my Eternal Word recorded in 

the waves of the seas that give you the meat of their fish and the 

splendor of their pearls; engraved in the mountains that give you stones 

for your homes and gold for your gift and your well-being; engraved on 

the trees that give you their wood and their fruits; in all the beasts of the 

Earth that serve you for your life. 

“I am the Eternal Light – says Jehovah – and my Messiah is a ray of 

that light. 

“I am the Power, the Energy, the Force that you see in everything 

that lives, and my Messiah is a vibration of that Power, of that Energy, 

of that Force that is above all. 
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“He has emerged from Me and lives in Me, and thinks and feels in 

Me, now and tomorrow and for all eternity. 

“He brings you my message of Love and Light, but you will do with 

him as you have done with all those who in My Name brought you the 

Truth. 

“And what will Moses tell you if it is he who will come to you? 

“My Law, which was My Message carried by him, is buried under a 

mountain of prescriptions and mandates that you have been 

accumulating, with which you have done nothing but chain consciences 

and burden souls with fear and horror, who do not know how to 

reconcile the weakness and misery of their limited evolution with the 

fury of Jehovah, the terrible tyrannical and despotic God that you have 

created in your monstrous hallucinations, instead of the God-Creator 

for his Omnipotent Love that gives Itself continuously and eternally to 

everything that lives and breathes in the Universe. 

“I am One, but so great that all the worlds and all the humanities that 

live in those worlds move within Me. 

“The light that illuminates you and the air that you breathe are my 

emanations; and you yourselves who sometimes believe yourselves so 

great, are nothing more than a vibration of my Eternal Energy. 

“Inside of Me you live, you move, and you are still submerged 

between the heavy waves of your backwardness and coarse 

materiality. 

“If one day through Moses, I gave you as the first law Love towards 

Me and towards your fellow men, all of them emanated from Me, 

through the Messiah that you now await and call I will not give you 

another Law but that same one, taken to the supreme height of Love 

above all created things. 

“And because I am immutable and eternal and I am the breath of all 

life, I see, know, and perceive how much you think and act and feel; 

and none of your evil deeds affects me, they don't even turn a hair. 

Immutable!... Eternal!..., are phrases whose meaning is beyond the 

reach of your mentality. 

“What a horrible blasphemy you utter when you speak of the wrath 

of God, of the anger of God, of the fury of God! ... 

“My justice, which is inexorable – says Jehovah –is not exercised by 

anger or fury, but by the “Supreme Law of causes and effects”, which 

invariably rules in all the worlds of the vast universe. 

“And if you who are imperfect, love your children, your works, your 

ideas, your thoughts, climbing the scale of infinity you will find clearly 

demonstrated my eternal love and to an infinite degree, without limits, 
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for everything that came from Me and it is like an extension of mine, like 

a breath of mine, like a radiance of my Eternal Light. 

“The Intelligences that have reached the most complete perfection 

in all their faculties are My Idea, My Thought, My Will, My Word, My 

Eternal Word, My immeasurable Love. They are in Me and I in them 

thus forming the marvelous Divine Unity that is Light, Energy and Love”. 

And Yhasua, leaning again on his friends on either side of him, sat 

down, showing a soft laxity, as if the vital force had diminished in him. 

An almost terrifying silence had filled the vast room and the deepest 

astonishment left everyone as if hypnotized by a strange force, which 

they could finally define with this phrase that came out of everyone's 

lips: 

—The Divine Spirit has breathed into this room. 

—Let us adore him with the prostration of our souls and our bodies. 

—said the one who was presiding over that meeting. 

 

And when they were all with their foreheads bowed to the ground, 

the boy went out to the garden of the house, from which he perceived 

the chirping of birds and the perfume of an orange tree in bloom. 

There, two children from six to eight-year-old were playing at the feet 

of an old woman of very white hair. Yhasua felt attracted to that 

charming group and slowly approached. The old woman was the 

mother of Nicholas of Damascus, owner of the house, and the kids, his 

children. They had lost their mother, so the old grandmother was the 

one who took care of them. The girl, called Martha, was the oldest and 

later in the life of Christ we will find her playing an important role. The 

boy was named Gabes. 

—Look, grandmother, the child who arrives — both children said at 

the same time. 

The old woman looked up from her knitting in which she was moving 

her hands quickly, and saw Yhasua, so beautiful, so delicate and 

graceful, like a lily swaying in the wind. 

– Who are you, beautiful boy? —asked the old woman. 

—I am Yhasua, son of Yhosep and Myriam. We have come from 

Nazareth to the festivals, and they brought me to that meeting that is in 

the cenacle. 

“I was very tired and went out to the orchard to get some air. 

— Poor thing!... But, what an idea to bring a child into that gathering 

of grown-ups! Come here, my son, so you rest. 

And the grandmother vacated the stool where she had put her feet. 

Yhasua sat down. 
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—Little Martha, — added the old woman —go ask the maid, wine 

with honey, for this child who seems to be exhausted. —The girl left. 

—These men when dealing with their issues, forget that children 

need to eat and play. 

And while Yhasua became intimate friends with the old woman and 

the children, in the cenacle they debated about a dark question. 

–Who was that child prodigy, who spoke about the deep mysteries 

of Divinity as he could speak about his toys or his sweets? 

He was a great prophet, no doubt about it, but which of them was he 

and what did his coming mean at that time? 

They thought of Jeremiah, of Ezekiel, of Elijah, of Samuel. 

—No, it's Moses, —one of the Doctors pointed out, —because there 

was a moment when I saw on his forehead those two rays of light with 

which Moses appeared when he came down from Sinai. 

—I think it's Elijah, — said another, —because at one point when he 

was speaking, I saw him with an aura the color of fire. 

—Jehovah will reveal it to your time. —said one of the Essenian 

priests. 

—That's the whole truth. — Joseph of Arimathea and Nicodemus 

said. 

—The best thing to do is wait. 

And the comment they made about the magnificent speech of the 

child continued quite extensively. The speech enclosed a whole 

theology treaty, comparable to the deepest writings of Moses who only 

knew the most illustrious doctors of Israel. 

After the first moments of astonishment, the questions began about 

who that child-Light was, to which Joseph of Arimathea and 

Nicodemus, who had brought him, had to answer. 

—He is the son of a craftsman who is greatly appreciated throughout 

the province of Galilee for his sterling honesty, as the Hazzan of the 

Synagogue of Nazareth and these two therapists can testify, who in 

their capacity as medics travel throughout that region. — explained 

Joseph of Arimathea. 

—Truly — the Hazzan added, —his parents are great servants of 

God, keepers of the Law and assiduous attendees on Saturdays to the 

reading of the Sacred Books. 

—No afflicted person comes to their door without being comforted. 

— added one of the therapists. 

“His mother, who is an angel of beauty and goodness, is animated 

by Raquel's sweet piety and I've seen her go early during the cold of 

winter and with snow on the roads, to bring a jar of milk to a young 
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mother who, due to illness, could not breastfeed her little one. 

—She was educated among the virgins of the Temple —added the 

other therapist— so she's very aware of the Holy Scriptures. 

—And what do they think among themselves of this extraordinary 

child? —asked one of the Doctors. 

—The same we all think —Nicodemus replied —that he's a Prophet 

of God. 

—But we must add that his parents live in fear for the child's future 

given the times we are living with idolaters in control of this country. — 

added the Hazzan of the Nazareth Synagogue. 

Nicholas of Damascus and Judas of Gamala, initiators of that 

meeting, stood up at the same time to say something that seemed to 

throb in that warm atmosphere of enthusiasm for great causes. 

—I was going to propose to this honorable meeting that we make a 

pact to protect and help this extraordinary child, who's undoubtedly a 

vessel chosen by the Merciful God to spread the truth among his 

people. —Nicholas said. 

—That's what I was going to propose. —said the man from Gamala. 

—God is amid us because we've concurred in everything. 

—And we concur just like you. — they all answered in one voice. 

—May God bless this alliance for justice and truth. — exclaimed the 

Elder Priest Ezra. 

—So be it. — they all answered, shaking hands with each other. 

—Our slogan will be: “Wait and be Silent” –said Nicholas. 

— Fair! —almost everyone expressed. 

—May excessive enthusiasm not lead us to hinder the Divine 

design! —the therapists added. 

And thus, ended that meeting, where the thought of God had floated 

invisibly made reality in his Christ, already incarnated on Earth. 

The next day, which was the last of the solemn feasts of Easter, 

Yhasua was again taken to the Temple by his parents and family. 

The boy was dominated by a religious exaltation so strong that his 

mother warned him and told him: 

—Yhasua, my son, ever since you've talked to those great scholars 

of Israel, you no longer walk on Earth. It seems to me that you're flying 

through other worlds that you imagine, and this is not right in a child like 

you, of whom Jehovah does not ask anything other than being obedient 

and docile to your parents. What is it, that you seem absorbed and 

overwhelmed? 

—Leave me, mother, alone with my thoughts. Don't you see that I'm 

understanding God? 
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– But son! ... God cannot be understood by creatures as small as 

us. 

– You say it ..., mother, you say it! But He's here, inside of me and 

he is telling me: You are in Me, and I am in you, because we're the 

same Essence! 

– Shut up by God, Yhasua!, that you make no sense. 

And that mother, frightened by her son's words, put her hand on his 

lips. 

The boy kissed many times that white and soft hand, while his heron 

eyes sank into his mother's eyes in a look so deep and tender that it 

seemed to want to tell her: 

– I love you very much, mother, but I love God above all things! 

 

A few moments later they entered the Temple, which all shining like 

a living flame and with its atriums and porches crowded with people 

wearing their best robes and rich mantles and turbans, presented a 

fantastic and solemn aspect. 

Yhasua's religious exaltation continued to rise in intensity. He was 

sure to see there among that radiant luminary, the divine face of 

Jehovah. And the boy trembled with enthusiasm. 

But great was his horror when instead of the vision of God that he 

expected, he found a horrible butchery, a ferocious slaughter of bulls, 

calves, rams, helpless lambs, and white doves that fluttered their wings 

in fear, while they were taken in heaps to the sacrificial altars. 

And the Priests, armed with large blades, appeared with their clothes 

and sandals wet from the blood that ran from the altars through bronze 

tubes embedded in the wall, that emptied into a marble pool built in an 

interior courtyard surrounded by sheds or rooms. There on large stone 

tables the carcasses were deposited, already quartered and ready for 

distribution to the large priestly family, which was the one who could, 

according to the Law, take advantage of those meats that were still 

steaming. 

That patio was called: “of the measurers”; because there the cattle 

were weighed and measured and the merchants came to buy from the 

priests what corresponded to each priestly family, that they did not 

manage to consume. 

Yhosep and Myriam, as Essenes, could not offer holocausts of 

animals but of fruits of the earth, and they gave their offering of flour, 

oil, wine, and honey, as was customary by the members of the 

Essenian Fraternity. 

–Mother! —Yhasua murmured in Myriam's ear, when he was able to 
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control the fear and horror caused by the slaughter of the animals and 

the altars where blood flowed. —Mother!... I tell you that the Celestial 

Father is not here...! 

—Why, my son? ... 

—Because he doesn't like offerings of blood and death, but of love 

and life ... 

– Shut up ... you don't know what you're saying! 

– Let's get out of here, I'm suffocating! —And freeing himself from 

his mother's hands, he began to run fast as a frightened fawn towards 

where the lutes resounded and the voices of the maidens who sang 

psalms, in one of the ships of the Temple in the opposite direction to 

that of the sacrificial altar. To do this, he had to cross the Temple 

diagonally and as it was full of people, Myriam lost sight of him no matter 

how much effort she made to follow him. 

He bumped into a young Levite, who was going to the court of the 

censers to rekindle the fire of his incense burner, which was going out 

for lack of air. He was one of the Essenian Levites and knew Yhasua 

by sight. 

—Where are you going so fast you look like a fugitive? –he asked 

him. 

—That vapor of blood and burnt meat chokes me and I'm going to 

die here, suffocated. Please get me out of this hell, where those men 

with knives and blood-stained dresses seem to me like demons 

escaped from a den... 

—Child ... please shut up, they can hear you! Come with me to the 

room of the censers, where I will make you see many beautiful things 

that you will like. 

And the Levite took the child to the indicated site. 

Yhasua was pale and a slight tremor shook his body. He laid him 

down on a dais and gave him wine and honey to drink, which soon 

revived him. 

The reader will remember that that room had a secret compartment, 

in which the descent to the underground path known as "The Path of 

Ezra" opened, and whose existence was one of the Essenian secrets 

transmitted from father to son since the reconstruction of the temple. 

 

Only the Essenian priests knew of that path that led to the 

abandoned tomb of Absalom, on the Mount of Olives and very close to 

the Garden of Gethsemani. 

Two Essenian priests were hidden in the secret compartment, 

coming back from the tomb of Absalom, where they had transported for 
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the poor, old and sick, part of the waste that was made of the abundant 

offerings brought to the Temple. 

—It's not fair, —they said, —that fabulous businesses are made with 

the sale of offerings of meat and fruits of the land, while our sick and 

needy elderly suffer shortage and hunger. 

They thought that the room with the incense burners was empty, and 

they came out. They found Yhasua who was quietly waiting for the 

return of the Levite who had taken him there. 

And naturally a dialogue of questions and explanations began. The 

two Essenes knew him, since they had been present at the meeting the 

previous day in the Cenacle of Nicholas of Damascus, but Yhasua did 

not recognize them and was afraid to speak. 

He only told them that he had run away from his parents so as not 

to see the slaughter of animals, a spectacle that caused him fear and 

horror. 

The two priests made themselves known to him. They spoke to him 

about the Elders of Tabor and Carmel, and finally they suggested to 

lead him to look for his parents. 

Since the commotion was great, Myriam in the meantime was also 

looking for the child and had left the place where he left them. It was 

necessary for both to wait for the ceremonies to end, when the public 

would move away so they could meet again. 

Yhosep, entertained in one of the porches with his relatives from 

Bethlehem, Elkanah and Sarah, whom he had not seen for a year, did 

not pay much attention to the loss of the Child. It was Myriam, Yhosuelin 

and Leah who were looking for him with great anxiety, when reaching 

the atrium of the foreigners, they saw him pass between the two 

Essenes who were not strangers to them. 

– Mother! ..., I’ll stay here with these Elder Brothers – was Yhasua's 

first word when meeting with Myriam. 

—But my son, what have you done? —Is this what I deserve from 

you? –And Myriam's sweet eyes filled with tears. 

– No, my dear mother! —The boy murmured, hugging her. —You 

deserve all my love, but Heavenly Father calls me to serve him and I 

want to obey his voice just as Samuel obeyed. 

—Son, —said the priest Eleazar. —For now, the Heavenly Father 

wants you to go with your mother because the God of the Prophets is 

also in the home. 

– So, you reject me? —Asked Yhasua with a trembling voice and 

close to crying. 

—No, my son, but you're still too young. That's what the Elders of 
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Tabor have told you. 

Yhosuelin had run to look for his father in view of Myriam's anguish 

for the child's insistence to stay in the Temple. 

—Why do you insist on staying? —The other priest interrogated him. 

—The temple is the house of prayer to Jehovah, and I see it as a 

slaughterhouse of animals. The heavenly father is mercy and love and 

repudiates the horror of those killings. He wants the purity of the heart 

and compliance with his law, not the abundance of live offerings with 

bloodshed. 

– What's happening here? –Yhosep said, reaching Myriam's side. 

—That our child wants to stay in the Temple as did Samuel the 

Prophet. 

– And your mother, Yhasua? ..., is she nothing to you? –the father 

questioned severely. 

—The law says: — “You will love your Lord God, above all things”—

, the child said sweetly, approaching his father. 

—The law also says: —"You will honor your parents every day of 

your life”, —Yhosep replied. —Let's go! 

And taking Yhasua's hand he began to walk. 

—Now you are a true son of the Celestial Father, who is worshiped 

not only in the Temple, but in spirit and in truth anywhere on Earth, 

because all of it is his Temple —Eleazar said to the child, dismissing 

him from the Elder Priest who had known him in the cradle. 

The boy followed his parents in silence, turning his head several 

times and waving his hands saying tender goodbyes to the two Elder 

Priests, who watched him walk away from the atrium of the Temple. 

As they moved away, the child seemed to regain his joy and serenity. 

Yhosep, who in spite of his severe exterior, dearly loved that child in 

whom he recognized a superior being, wanted to soften the harshness 

of those moments. 

—My son, —he told him, —we can bring you every year, if you are 

so pleased to visit the Temple. With your young age, what would you 

do there? 

—I would tell the words of Jehovah that he no longer wants the 

slaughter of animals, — said the child, —but the worship of a pure and 

clean heart, like the Elders of Essenian Sanctuaries. 

— And who are you, my poor child, to come and lay down laws in 

the Temple of Jerusalem? Can't you see that you would be taken by a 

possessed or crazy child? 

“Don't you see how the Elders, with all their wisdom and high spiritual 

powers, hide at the bottom of the rocks so as not to uselessly expose 
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their lives? 

—You are right, father, you are right. There was within my heart like 

a powerful wave of horror and anger, with what little I have seen there 

in the vaults of the house of prayer to Jehovah, that I wanted to shout 

out the infamies that are done there. 

“Seeing how they chase away the beggars, the blind, and the elderly 

with the whip, who come to ask for the leftovers of the offerings that 

they later sell to the merchants behind the Temple, believing that 

nobody sees them. 

—Child! ..., —said Myriam frightened. 

—It's true, mother, —Yhosuelin affirmed. —I have also seen a 

merchant give a pocket full of coins to one of those who were 

slaughtering animals, after he had removed the bloodstained clothes. 

—Here comes Leah with Elkanah and Sarah, and it is necessary not 

to touch this matter anymore, —said Yhosep, stopping his steps to wait 

for those he had seen coming towards them. 
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24.  On Mount Quarantine  
 

The solemnities of Easter had ended, and the immense crowd 

gathered in the Holy City began to disperse, each one to the place of 

their dwelling. 

Yhosep was also thinking about returning but Myriam's pious desire 

not to leave Salome alone, who had to wait 40 days to present his 

newborn John to the Temple, got in the way.. 

—Take the older children with you and leave Yhasua to me, and 

we'll both return with Salome, —she said. 

—Will you be able to get the child out of his delirium for the temple? 

—The father had observed him. 

— Yes, —she replied, —the two therapists, who remain here to 

settle some personal affairs, and also your friend Joseph of Arimathea, 

who has offered us so much, will help me with anything the child may 

need. 

—Fine, Myriam, since you wish it that way. 

And Yhosep and his older children returned to the little house in 

Nazareth, leaving Myriam with Salome and her newborn, in the old 

house of her relative Leah. 

 

Yhosep returned joined in a caravan with the relatives and friends 

with whom he had made the trip. 

The therapists had a pious program to fulfill, and with this in mind 

they had put together a plan. 

The nearby region, whose center was Bethlehem, was very 

populated by Essene families, who after those fateful years of Herod's 

persecution of the Bethlehemite children, had returned to their 

homeland. 

Moreover, from Bethlehem to Mount Quarantine there were only a 

few hours of travel, and in that Sanctuary lived some Elders who the 

weight of their years and the ailments of old age had not allowed them 

to see the Welcome One since his birth. 

Some of Mount Quarantine’s therapists had arrived in Jerusalem for 

the festivities and they were like the echo of that Sanctuary that had not 

seen the Divine Light of the Incarnate Word in its grottoes. 

Since there were still at least 30 days left to wait for the ceremony of 

Purification and presentation to the Temple of little John, that was plenty 

of time for an excursion to Mount Quarantine, because in the spring the 

road was beautiful, and the mild days favored the trip. 

And the therapists prepared to face the very serious difficulty, by the 
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way, that Myriam, in the absence of her husband, would consent to that 

trip. They first proposed it to Leah, whose discretion and prudence, well 

known to all, gave her great authority. Later they also consulted with 

Joseph of Arimathea, whose ascendancy in Yhosep meant that his 

resolutions were widely accepted by him. And this last circumstance 

would facilitate, in their opinion, Myriam's consent. This young Doctor, 

an Essene at heart and a great clairvoyant regarding the sublime 

mission that Yhasua brought, gave himself enthusiastically to the task 

of obtaining maternal permission for the child. 

And he showed up at his mother-in-law Leah's house and discussed 

the matter. 

—Happy mother! —he told her, using the adjective he always gave 

her —would you lend me Yhasua for eight days? 

– Eight days! And where are you going to take him in that time?, — 

the mother asked with some alarm. 

—If you think about what he is to this country and to all of humankind, 

you must understand the pain of some Elders who long to see him 

before they die. 

“You also know the trust that your husband has in me, and if you had 

the same, you would not deny your permission so that the therapists, 

together with me, take the child to visit those who only hope to see him 

in order to die in peace. What do you say, Myriam? 

— If you allow me, — she replied after a few moments of silence, — 

I will consult with our relative Leah. 

 

She was called immediately, and since she was already warned and 

did not see any danger to the child, she was of the opinion that he 

should be allowed to go. 

—Under your responsibility, —the jealous mother warned Joseph of 

Arimathea, — and that of Leah and the therapists, I grant my 

permission on the express condition that you give me an epistle for my 

husband, explaining this whole matter very clearly to him 

—Fine, fine, fear nothing and everything will be done as you ask. 

We are in the middle of the afternoon; Tomorrow at dawn the therapists 

will come, four of them, Nicodemus five and I six, gentlemen on strong 

trained mules and a meek donkey for Yhasua, who will feel in paradise 

knowing about this excursion. Are you satisfied? 

—Yes, yes, Myriam; say yes —Leah insisted. —The poor thing will 

be so happy! 

—Fine, yes, —she agreed at last, — I consent. Leah has the mouth 

of a saint and I trust her as if she were my mother. —And the two 
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women hugged each other. 

"We have triumphed” — Joseph of Arimathea thought, looking 

affectionately at his mother-in-law, who had given him such effective 

help. 

And next day when the last shadows of the night yielded the way to 

the first rays of dawn, the hearth of Leah's house blazed happily 

surrounded by all the travelers ready to start the journey. 

That spring dawn seemed to design in the heavens an apotheosis 

of glory and joy, having canopies of purple and gold, while in the great 

trees of Leah’s orchard, thousands of birds welcomed the new day with 

a concert of admirable chirps.  

– And what about Yhasua? — the reader might ask. 

Once Myriam's child found out the night before at dinner time about 

the projected trip, he was no longer the taciturn little bird due to the 

tremendous realities he saw in the Temple and how cruelly 

disappointed he had been. He was a chattering parrot, from which it 

was useless to ask for a moment of silence. 

His crystalline laughs filled the house and without stopping to reflect 

that Salome's little one was sleeping in an adjoining room, when there 

was no one left to talk about his trip, he ran to the child's basket and, 

gently shaking him by the little hands, told him: 

—John, little boy, I’m leaving on a trip to Mount Quarantine riding an 

ash donkey that runs like the wind, do you hear me? But I can't take 

you with me because you are small, and you can't ride. But don't get 

mad at me, eh, Jhoanin? Because when you grow up I'll always take 

you with me. 

The little one woke up whimpering, and Yhasua, thinking it was 

because of his absence, continued with his pampering with moving 

tenderness. 

—Don't cry, my little Jhoanan, I'll be back soon to rock your cradle 

and sing you pretty songs. 

And in a very soft lullaby that reached the hearth, they heard the 

crystal voice of Yhasua who put the little one to sleep: 

 

Sleep little blond angel  

You’re a pledge of Love, 

in my garden you were left 

By Lord’s angels. 

 

Go to sleep!...  

Don't want you to cry anymore 



 388 

Because No one 

can take you away from my arms 

 

The little boy went back to sleep and Yhasua returned to the hearth, 

walking on tiptoe, putting his index finger to his lips 

Something like a religious silence floated in that environment. 

—John cried because I'm leaving, —he said with a charming 

ingenuity, —but I’ve comforted him and now he’s asleep. 

—Okay, —Leah told him, —Now come and sit in your place next to 

your mother, because is dinner time. —and the boy obeyed. 

– And then? Get everything ready for tomorrow's trip. 

—No, my son, because everything is ready. After dinner to bed to 

wake up early tomorrow. Now hush! 

Leah, standing at the head of the table, recited the blessing of the 

delicacies according to the old custom of the Essene families. 

The reader will undoubtedly guess that that dinner was all sprinkled 

with Yhasua's insights and graces, who at all costs wanted that long-

awaited trip to be described to him down to its minute details. 

And to his endless questions they always answered: —You'll see it 

tomorrow and you'll tell us when you get back. 

And when morning came and he saw under the trees of the orchard 

the harnessed mules and the donkey standing still by the door of the 

home, his joy turned into delirium and translated into strong hugs and 

kisses for his mother, Leah, Salome, and his travel companions. 

—Now he's just a child ..., a child brimming with contentment and 

happiness! —said one of the therapists to Myriam who was witnessing 

the scene with some sadness. 

— I have consented to this trip so as not to take away this joy. Take 

good care of him for God's sake so that I never have to repent – she 

answered. 

—Stay calm, for us this trip is so well known since we do it almost 

every month. 

—The Elders of the Quarantine will be so happy when they see the 

child that this should only fill you with satisfaction! 

And a few moments later Joseph of Arimathea lifted the child in his 

arms, brought him closer to kiss his mother for the last time and 

mounted him on the ashen donkey that ran faster than the wind, as 

Yhasua believed. He secured him perfectly, passing a wide strip of cloth 

over the boy's knees and fastening the ends to the thick rings of the 

saddle. 

—Now everyone up! — shouted Joseph of Arimathea, mounting 
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himself and placing himself next to Yhasua's donkey. 

Nicodemus took his place on the opposite side, and the therapists 

who were the guides led the way down the avenue of blossoming plum 

trees, which divided the wide and spacious orchard of Leah’s house in 

two. 

—Don't turn your head back, Yhasua, —Myriam yelled at him, 

seeing the boy's intention. — Don't turn your head, that you can fall. 

And the three women who would one day cry together over the 

bloodied corpse of the Martyr, stood at the door of the home watching 

the little caravan go away until it disappeared from sight as they crossed 

the large gate that led to the road they had to follow; the one that led to 

Bethlehem. 

There Yhasua had great friends who had first seen him the night of 

his birth, in that honorable house of Elkanah and Sarah, over which the 

supra-physical manifestations overflowed on that memorable night. 

Very close to this house lived three Essenes who had sacrificed their 

tranquility and had run over the snow to the Sanctuary of Quarantine to 

bring the news of the birth of the Messiah: Eleazar, Josiah and Alpheus. 

Twelve years had passed, and they had not seen him again, due to the 

circumstances of the child's frequent stays in the Essenian Sanctuaries 

and due to the great difficulties of travel, especially for those who had 

already reached an old age. They always had news of him through the 

pilgrim therapists, who were like an official courier of the Essenian 

Fraternity. 

And they had been like the faithful echo of the great longing to see 

Yhasua again in all that Bethlehemite region, where he was born and 

where they had suffered so much in the terrible time of the persecution 

of Herod the Great, for the birth of this child, that even being so small 

took away the peace and sleep of the cunning and ambitious Idumean, 

who didn't hesitate to order the beheading of the Bethlehemite children 

in exchange for his security on the throne. 

Yhasua was delighted with that trip and in love with his ash-colored 

donkey, to the point that he wanted to stop walking every moment to 

feed his little donkey. 

–Have you eaten since we left? —Nicodemus asked to entertain 

him. 

—No, but the case is very different. I am very comfortable sitting, but 

the poor little donkey walks and walks supporting all my weight – the 

child replied. 

—Oh, indeed, Yhasua! —added Joseph of Arimathea. —That 

unhappy donkey must be busted with all your weight. You ate so much 
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bread and cheese there!... 

–And honey and chestnuts and some butter tacos, that I only know! 

... 

—Very well, Yhasua, fine, now that the sun is setting strong and 

noon is approaching, we are going to stop to eat, and the beasts as 

well. 

“Look among these hills of the Cedron Torrent that are on the left 

and choose for yourself the place to rest. 

— Here, here, —the boy shouted jubilantly, —next to this little wood 

where you can see that little stream. 

—Very well, Yhasua, you have chosen as an experienced traveler. 

–And Joseph of Arimathea dismounted and lowered the child. 

Two therapists indicated the convenience of them going ahead to 

give notice to the Brothers of Bethlehem and so they did. 

 

It is already known that in small towns everything draws attention. 

The arrival of travelers, and then the coming and going of people to a 

certain house would be more than enough reason for the curious to 

make inquiries and then weave legends. A discreet word from the 

therapists would put the corresponding order in this regard. 

Meanwhile, Yhasua, with tender care, fed and watered his donkey 

in such a way that his traveling companions happily said: 

—No beast was ever seen so favored and honored as the ash-

colored donkey that Yhasua rides. 

The news brought by the therapists produced an indescribable joy 

in the Essene families of Bethlehem. 

The reader will already understand that not all the individuals of a 

family should know the great secret, but only the elderly and those 

whose prudence and discretion inspired the therapists the utmost 

confidence. 

Bethlehem was too close to Jerusalem, whose high clergy, as is 

known, were always quick to distrust any extraordinary character who 

could be a threat to the stability of the splendid benefits that this group 

of families had been enjoying. This group of families had come to be 

called the "priestly nobility” and owned the highest and most productive 

positions in the various functions of the Temple, which had been 

hereditary from father to son for many years. 

Herod the Great, using his power as an intruder king, had risen an 

obscure family to the supreme pontificate, to justify a late passion for 

one of the daughters, while also seeking to have the ascendancy over 

the Hebrews that would give him alliance with the high priestly body. 
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For a petty king of a small country ruled by the Romans, his marriage 

to the daughter of the High Priest was not entirely out of the question. 

And although Herod the Great no longer existed in the year that we 

are going to record, those priestly groups elevated by his whim and 

outside all law, lived suspicious that someone would arrive who, for 

justice and right, would throw them back into the darkness that the 

arbitrariness of a king had taken them out, with no other god or law than 

his excessive ambition. 

I have believed this explanatory clarification necessary, so that the 

reader understands the extreme caution of the Essenes, old 

connoisseurs of all the backstage of the Temple and of those who lived 

in its shadow, exploiting the faith of some and the fear of others. 

And if the high clergy also wanted the arrival of the Messiah, King 

and Liberator of Israel, they wanted him to come from among 

themselves, to further enlarge and fortify the golden castle in which they 

were sublime. 

Having made these clarifications, let's continue the story. 

The oldest Essenes had to be notified first, so that they in turn would 

take the notice to the others, using an acceptable stratagem, which in 

this case would be that the travelers were looking for special fabrics in 

the old and well-known workshop of Elkanah, and that those who went 

to his house did so to establish relations with these merchants who had 

come from Jerusalem. 

Josiah and his two friends, Alpheus and Eleazar, who the reader will 

remember in the days of Yhasua’s birth, had to wait for the arrival of the 

travelers in the house of Elkanah, since the three were owners of large 

flocks of sheep and suppliers of wool to the old workshop, a 

circumstance that could not cause the slightest surprise to anyone. 

They were also providers of wool for many families and providers of 

fertilizer for the land of orchards and crops, all of which was a justified 

reason for them to go to the houses of their respective clients. 

They would, therefore, be for the second time, the ones to bring 

Yhasua, to all those who could be in the secret of the long-awaited 

coming of the Messiah in Israel. 

Elkanah and Sarah's surprise was great since they had just arrived 

from Jerusalem and had not been told anything about this journey of 

the child. 

—He is on his way to the Sanctuary of Mount Quarantine, —the 

Essenes replied to the questions that both spouses asked them. —And 

right now, we are continuing our trip to announce it there, since we only 

have eight days and we must hurry if we want all the Brothers who have 
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the apt conditions to receive his visit, do so. 

And without taking more than a few moments of rest, the two 

therapists remounted their mountain mules and undertook the same 

journey that Elkanah, Josiah, and Alphaeus had made 90 years before 

on a harsh winter night to the Sanctuary of Mount Quarantine, the day 

after the Word of God was born to bring the good news to the Solitaries. 

The hot spring sun in Judea fell, scorching the earth and drying up 

the patches of soft hay that give the fields that indefinable yellowish tint. 

It was not long before noon, that is, the prime afternoon hour, when 

Yhasua, panting and with his face on fire like a rose, fell into the arms 

of Elkanah and Sarah, to then move on to those of Josiah, Alpheus and 

Eleazar, who were waiting for him with great anxiety. 

His handsome countenance, tinted a vivid pink by the burning sun, 

gave him such a look of health and animation, together with the joy that 

flickered in his intelligent eyes, that the three friends who had not seen 

him for 90 years marveled at that beauty, full of vitality. And even more 

so listening to his crystal talk that did not stop recounting the minor 

incidents of the trip, and even the times that his donkey had shaken its 

ears when the lizards or quail crossed the road. 

The charm that Yhasua produced in everyone in that house where 

he saw the first light of life, is not to be described but for the subtle 

intuition of the reader to guess. 

Joseph of Arimathea cut off that very smooth charm. 

—We must continue our journey immediately as soon as the sun's 

rays dim a little, —he warned, — because there is little time to spare. 

—The two therapists who announced your arrival already told us, 

but no matter how much of a hurry you're in, you'll eat with us first, —

Elkanah said. You see –he continued– that Sarah is preparing the table. 

—How many are we? –She said looking at the group in which she 

could not discern each individual, because the group was compacted 

around Yhasua, who could hardly be seen because everyone present 

had him surrounded. 

But since the boy did not miss anything and had a great appetite, he 

was the first to answer. 

— Wait, Aunt Sarah, I'll tell you right away how many we are. As 

many as 10, —he said quickly. — And keep in mind that I alone will eat 

like two, because the trot of that little donkey has whetted my appetite, 

and now I only live to eat your bread. 

–Is that so, my dear child? Well, come and sit down among these 

old uncles who saw you born. 

And she sat Yhasua in the center of the head of the table between 
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her and Elkanah. 

—The rest of you are all welcome and may occupy the places you 

like. — the housewife said again. 

As soon as they were all seated, the child, without anyone telling 

him, stood up, closed his beautiful eyes and crossing his hands on his 

chest, pronounced the words they called: "Blessing of the bread". 

And on those manly countenances, some tanned by the burning sun 

of Judea, some furtive tears ran, due to the powerful irradiation of love 

for God-Universal Father that the prayer of the child Yhasua had 

activated. 

And when he finished, as a head of a family could have done, he 

took the bread that was destined for him and broke it into 10 small 

pieces. When he raised his eyes, he saw everyone's eyes fixed on him, 

and in those looks he found this mute question: why does the child 

break the bread, if this should be done by the owner of the house, 

according to custom? 

And the boy with great serenity answered the thought: —I have 

blessed and broken the bread because an inner voice told me: “The 

beloved is the one who distributes the bread among his loved ones”, 

and here it seems to me that the beloved is me. 

—God spoke through your mouth, treasure chosen among 

thousands, —Sarah exclaimed, caressing him tenderly. —Who can be 

more loved than you? 

 

And that meal, more than a simple common act of life, was an agape 

of tender devotion to that child who was for all those around him, a piece 

of Divinity descended to Earth. 

As soon as the meal was over, an old servant came in to tell Elkanah 

that "the garden was filling up with the weavers who came to sell their 

cloth to travelers from Jerusalem." 

—Well, well, —Elkanah replied, —I'm going there right away. 

No sooner had he arrived than he met about 30 people, all men, well 

known to him: ancient Essenes of the region. 

—Come with me to the Cenacle and you will see him there —he told 

them. 

And when they were finishing entering, another servant arrived that 

said to the house master: 

—Sir... At the little door of the barn where you enter the hay and 

firewood, there is a group of beggar women who come for the bread 

and the linen that the lady of the house has promised them. 

Sarah, who was approaching, managed to hear such words, and 
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hastened to answer the servant: 

—I'm coming, leave that to me. 

They were the Essene women, who, in order not to draw attention, 

had agreed to cover themselves with the ashen cloak of beggars, and 

knock on the house of Elkanah through that door that overlooked the 

countryside in the opposite direction to the great door of entrance, 

which fell into one of the winding alleys of Bethlehem. 

Everyone celebrated the ingenious ruse of the women, who were 

not ashamed to disguise themselves as beggars to go meet the 

Welcome that awaited them. 

Once they entered the Cenacle, the ashes cloaks disappeared, to 

reveal the white tunics and the veils thrown to the face, as the Essene 

women used to do for religious solemnities. 

Elkanah immediately called those who were still around the table, 

and the two therapists took the boy and led him to the great Cenacle in 

which there were more than 60 people gathered. 

—May this humble Cenacle be a sanctuary for all of us, where God 

comes down to visit us, —Elkanah said, placing Yhasua standing on 

the center of the main dais. 

—“Hosanna to the Son of the King of Heaven who comes to us! –

the Essenes began to sing in a low voice, playing soft lutes– 

“Hosanna to the Desired of Israel who comes to teach us the path of 

the Light! 

“Dry your tears Bethlehem and do not cry anymore your innocent 

martyrs, because the glory of Israel has come to you! 

“Let us sow with flowers the path of the righteous who brings the 

Truth of God on Earth!” 

From those canvas bags that they brought as if to receive alms, 

those women threw at Yhasua's feet a white shower of flowers. 

At that moment one of the women who had remained isolated in a 

corner and who was veiled in black came out to the center of the 

Cenacle and kneeling before the child, said between sobs: 

—Angel of God who forgives sins!..., forgive the unfortunate Herod 

for the slaughter of the innocents for trying to kill you... 

—Woman, lift your veil! –ordered the oldest of the therapists. When 

that woman obeyed, a beautiful suffering face could be seen that 

represented about 30 years of age. The therapist added—: 

“This woman is Mariana, the last wife of Herod the Great, who made 

her the victim of a fleeting whim, like all his. 

“In the days of the children’s slaughter, she fled from the palace and 

since then she has stayed in one of our shelters that we have in the 
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grottoes of the ancient baths of Solomon. The return and rehabilitation 

of the families who fled at that time has come out of her money. 

“She wanted to remain unknown until the end of her life, but we 

wanted her to receive Yhasua's blessing because she's a second grade 

Essene, and she's the mother of all the underdogs in this region. 

Yhasua quickly got down from the podium and, approaching her with 

immense tenderness, said: 

—Mariana! You are the widow of the king who wanted my death and 

you have come to ask me for his life!... 

And encircling with his little arms that head which shook in strong 

sobs, he kissed her on the forehead and said: 

“I give you my blessing as a child, in the name of the Heavenly 

Father who is within me. 

The woman bent her face to the ground to kiss his feet, but he put 

his hands and she covered them with kisses and tears. 

The emotion of that scene spread throughout the Cenacle, and no 

one could utter a word. 

The woman got up and, covering herself again, silently placed 

herself among the group of women. 

The therapists and the three friends, who were like the guides 

among all the Essene families, made the introductions to all those who 

had come to visit Yhasua. 

Some of those women were mothers of children killed in the 

unforgettable tragedy, some were sisters, and all of them owed Mariana 

the well-being they enjoyed. 

And when they said to her: —With what will we pay you for all you 

have done for us? –She answered them: –Forgive the criminal who 

made you suffer so much. 

This fact suggests that even monsters have in their life of crime, an 

angel who loves them and helps them redeem themselves even if it 

takes centuries. 

One of the Essenian therapists, who was known to all those people, 

spoke to everyone in general: 

—May the joy that you receive from God on this day does not make 

you indiscreet in any way, because the damage that the child could 

receive for not complying with the holy silence, would of course fall on 

you. May all your prayers and thoughts from now on be in cooperation 

with him, for the happy fulfillment of his redemptive mission for this 

humankind. And if I say happy fulfillment, it is not to feed the illusion 

that the path of redemption will be strewn with flowers. As spirits 

affiliated with a long alliance, which you well know spans many ages, 
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we are well convinced of what the sublime qualification of Redeemer is 

and what it means. 

“To fulfill a mission happily is to bring it to a successful conclusion in 

such a way that the formidable current of Divine Love brought to Earth 

by the Son of the Most High reaches to level the frightful imbalance 

produced by the forces of evil, which dominated the face of the Earth 

90 years ago. 

“And so, your prayer from the depths of your soul will always be this, 

as long as the Christ remains on Earth: 

“Eternal God, Infinite Power, may your Merciful Love save in this 

hour what evil has lost. 

“With such words, felt by your inner Self, you put yourself in tune with 

the high Intelligences that govern the evolution of this humankind, with 

the Word of God that is the chosen instrument, and with the same 

Divine Energy, whose Eternal Idea we want to support. 

“And now you have until the ninth hour to say each one what your 

heart tells you, to that angel of God that you have within your reach. But 

with order and one after the other, trying to be brief so as not to cause 

too much fatigue. 

Yhasua was left alone on the main dais, as everyone withdrew to 

the other end of the Cenacle. And the therapists brought everyone who 

had been called to visit the child one by one. 

Josiah, Alpheus, and Eleazar, had preference due to the degree 

they had reached in the Fraternity. 

It could be seen that Yhasua was like possessed of a divine strength 

and clarity because he took on the aspect of an enlightened person, of 

an ecstatic one and without having knowledge of the life of each one, 

nor of their spiritual or physical needs, he spoke to each one of 

according to what was happening in their life and that of their relatives. 

And he always began with this phrase: 

Jehovah commands me to tell you this, –and he said it with an 

admirable accuracy for which everyone was amazed. 

To Eleazar, among other things, he said: 

—Jehovah sends me to tell you not to let your eldest daughter marry 

the young man who asked you for her because leprosy is about to 

appear in him. And it is unjust to bring leprosy descendants to this 

country since there are already many of them. 

He announced to Josiah that one of his married sons was going to 

die in an accident caused by the wife who was not in the Law of 

Jehovah and that when the prediction was fulfilled, he should pick up 

the eldest granddaughter because she was a spirit of alliance, and he 



 397 

would need her a few years later, (*years later he became blind). 

To Alphaeus he told to distribute among his sons already married, 

what belonged to them as an inheritance and to dedicate himself to the 

study of the Law and the Prophets. 

And in order not to extend too much on this matter, we excuse 

ourselves from narrating what he said to others. Some were quick to 

obey the announcement when it was urgent. Others had to wait for the 

events to happen, and the therapists, aware of Jehovah's messages 

through Yhasua, scrupulously took note of everything to check if they 

were fulfilled in due time. 

Some who had lacerated lungs and others with internal ulcers, felt 

cured of their physical ills because the child, putting his hand on the 

sick part, had said these few words to them: 

—Jehovah tells me that you are sick and wants you to be healed. 

And although some of those Brothers left saddened by 

announcements that were painful for them, they all adored the 

greatness of God in that child who saw them for the first time and yet 

spoke to them about things and intimate circumstances related to 

themselves or their relatives. 

And it was even the case that one of those present when he 

approached, the boy looked at him for a few moments and then said: 

—You doubt that I can tell you a message from Jehovah because you 

see me as a child. And you doubt because your heart is not pure, and 

your conscience accuses you. 

“You keep a third of the wages that you must pay to your workers 

under the pretext of compensating you if they harm your beasts or spoil 

the wool of your sheep or the looms of your workshop. And that's not 

only improper for an Essene, but it is against the Law that says: 

"You shall love God above all things and your neighbor as yourself." 

—Child of God!..., —the terrified man exclaimed. Now I don't doubt 

anymore because you have told the whole truth, what should I do then? 

—Return to your workers what you have withheld in your 

possession, and if one day an animal is disabled or a loom is broken, 

in that case do justice, and if by doing it you put yourself in the place of 

the wrongdoer, you will do it a lot better, and Jehovah will bless you. 

This man was so sorry for what he had done, that he presented 

himself shortly after at the Sanctuary of Mount Quarantine to declare 

his sin before the Elders, in case they wanted to take away the degrees 

he had in the Fraternity. 

The Elders limited themselves to advising him to help the destitute 

elderly and orphans for three years until he finished the second degree. 
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At last, the hour of confidences with the Divine Anointed ended and 

the people dispersed. 

When the travel companions approached the boy, he told them: 

– How much you have let me sleep! It seems to me that I made a 

long trip. 

They looked at each other, because they understood that the child 

had spoken in a state of perfect clairvoyance, that is, detached from his 

matter, which did not retain the memory of what had happened. 

And an hour later they continued their interrupted journey towards 

the Judean desert in the center of which the Dead Sea seems to sleep 

in long stillness. Known as the Sea of the Salt Flats in prehistory, it was 

a sinister funerary sarcophagus of five populous cities consumed by the 

flames of burning oil. 

The end of the journey was, as the reader already knows, the 

peaceful village of En-Gedi, at the very foot of the arid Mount 

Quarantine. 

The scene was the same that we contemplated in the first chapters 

of this work: stone cabins of the woodcutters and the goat herders, 

goats who run and jump over highs and lows, through valleys and hills, 

over peaks and precipices, and in the end, when the great mass of 

stone intercepts the view and the passage of the traveler, the well-

known “Andrew Cabin” is found attached to the rock, which although 

the former owner had passed into the spiritual world, continued to be 

called by his name. Twelve years had passed, and some 

transformations had taken place in the humble dwelling. 

Old woman Bathsheba, Andrew's widow, continued to be a 

housewife with her two children, Jacob and Bartholomew. Both were 

already married to humble villagers, two local shepherdesses, who 

being sisters, orphans from their mother, found in good Bathsheba the 

mother they had lost in childhood. Jacob had replaced his father in his 

gatekeeper position at the Quarantine Sanctuary, a position in which 

his brother Bartholomew was his assistant. 

The arrival of the travelers was a very important event for the village 

of En-Gedi, for although they tried to make their outward appearance 

as modest as possible, there were many whispered comments. But, 

since two therapists came with them, they soon calmed down thinking 

that just like other times, people from Bethlehem would come to buy 

cheese and honey from Andrew's farm, which were highly sought after 

in that entire region. Or perhaps to dig in the old salt mines, which 

sometimes happened that people suffering from rheumatism sought 

those salts for their patients. 
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—But that beautiful child riding on a donkey, what office does he play 

among travelers? 

—To contract cheeses and honey, it was not necessary. Neither to 

dig in the salt flats. 

—Who knows if he is not a little prince persecuted by the Herodians 

coming to Idumea or Midian to save him! 

And those good villagers dug in the dust raised on the roads by the 

mounts of travelers to find the solution of the enigma. 

The therapists, guessing all these questions in the investigating 

looks of all the villagers, rushed to reassure them. 

—Those of you who have a supply of cheese, honey, wax, or dried 

figs, prepare them because these gentlemen come from Jerusalem to 

buy them. —They were told. — But bring good quality, ok? because 

they don't want waste produce. 

The scene turned into a general rejoicing that silenced all the 

comments and the mysterious conjectures. And after learning that the 

travelers would remain seven days at Andrew's Farm, they all 

disappeared to tell those who did not know about the important matter 

of the travelers who had come from Jerusalem. 

And a few moments later, old Bathsheba and her daughters-in-law 

received a visit from those travelers, whose passage through the village 

had set everyone in motion. 

The old woman who had known Yhasua in his cradle and who was 

in the secret of who he was, threw herself on the ground to kiss his feet, 

crying with happiness. 

—Come you too, —she called to her daughters-in-law —for this child 

will be the Savior of Israel. 

But Yhasua, who had an immense joy within himself, immediately 

uncovered himself like an overfull amphora. 

—Don't cry, good woman, you remind me of Grandma Saba of 

Mount Carmel who cried every time she saw me. 

"I know that you are old Bathsheba, that you have two sons, Jacob 

and Bartholomew, and a portion of precious goatlings that will delight 

me the days that I spend here... 

—Oh, my precious! —exclaimed the good woman, drying her tears. 

How do you know all that if you’ve never came here? 

—Well, because I'm friends with therapists and they tell me 

everything. 

Meanwhile they spoke with the daughters-in-law of Bathsheba, to 

instruct them in the need to be very discreet in case they were asked 

by the neighbors. Both young women were Essenes of the first degree 
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and true daughters of Bethsheba, they had no will other than hers. 

The old woman had rescued them from the bad treatment of a 

stepmother, and they were for her like two admirably docile little lambs. 

The youngest one, named Baara, who was Bartholomew's wife, ran 

down a mountain path to warn the two brothers who were out with their 

donkeys bringing loads of hay to the stables. The eldest was Agar, and 

she ran to the kitchen to hasten dinner, for it was already late afternoon. 

And Yhasua, as if he were in his own house, said to Bethsheba: 

—Give me a few bundles of fresh hay for my donkey and bread and 

honey for me because we both have a great appetite. 

And shortly after the two brothers arrived, the therapists went to the 

secret path of the barn, to notify the Elders that the Light-Man, still a 

child, was waiting to enter the Sanctuary after having ridden a long way 

from Jerusalem on his ashen donkey to get to hug them. 

Yhasua's entry into Mount Quarantine was more emotional, if you 

will, than it was at the other Essene Sanctuaries. An Essene with a 13-

year-old boy came out to greet them. 

This boy was Yohanan, the one who would later be called the 

Baptist, the Prophet of the Jordan. 

Yhasua was accompanied by the therapists, Joseph of Arimathea, 

and Nicodemus. 

The two children stared at each other for a brief moment... 

Then this double exclamation was heard, at the end of which, the 

beautiful blonde head of Yhasua with Yohanan's black tinted head, 

merged in the close embrace of the two chosen by the Lord: 

– Yhasua! ... 

– Yohanan's! ... 

—The Elders await you on the dais, —said the Essene who had 

greeted them. 

But the two children did not move. 

When those two beautiful heads separated, everyone saw that there 

were drops of tears that struggled to overflow and run... 

Yohanan was the first to speak: 

— I had seen you in a dream tonight coming at me, just as you have. 

—My mother had told me when I left to come here: “In the mountains 

of Judea you have a cousin, a boy like you, whose mother, before she 

died, had a revelation that he would be a great servant of God. 

“And as soon as I saw you, I already knew that you are that child. 

The therapists and the Essene gatekeeper knew that Yohanan was 

the reincarnation of Elijah and naturally they thought about it at that 

moment. 
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Joseph of Arimathea and Nicodemus picked up the wave 

telepathically and said almost at the same time: 

—Could it be that we are in the presence of Elijah the Prophet who 

prepares the paths for the Messiah-Savior? 

—The Divine Wisdom draws back the veils of its eternal mysteries 

to the souls of good will, —said the Essene —taking one of the torches 

that radiated yellowish light in the entrance corridor. 

“Let's go, —he added, starting to walk followed by the two boys, the 

two young Doctors, and the therapists who brought up the rear. 

Yohanan had taken Yhasua by the hand and, approaching the 

Essene, asked him: 

—Would you let me pass leading my partner? 

—Come in, come in, little ones! How can we expect the two of you 

to march at our pace? 

With everybody realizing the second meaning of such words, 

Nicodemus added: 

—Let us bless the Most High if we can follow them from afar. 

—To think that this humankind walks in darkness, having these two 

great lights! —  exclaimed Joseph of Arimathea. 

—Because pride and ambition blind the powerful, who claim to guide 

humankind to happiness, —the Essene replied. 

—Humankind is the Blind Queen of our rock carvings, — added one 

of the therapists. 

While the older people advanced slowly, to avoid the edges and 

protruding points on the roof, the two children had already reached the 

small square from which all the caves opened, used as rooms for the 

solitary. 

The therapists thought: 

—How is it that now they let people from outside enter without 

blindfolding them? 

The extreme sensitivity of the Essenian caught the wave and replied: 

—When the King is present, all doors open for him and his 

companions. 

"We are already home. —And he put down the torch with which he 

had led them down the gloomy corridor. 

—This is the grotto of the Servitor, —Yohanan said at that moment, 

pointing to a wide cavern where the sun reached and flooded the 

square. 

He was a venerable Elder, whose fresh and rosy face was not in 

keeping with his lower extremities, already severely attacked by 

persistent and chronic rheumatism. 
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—Light of God! —he exclaimed, extending his arms to Yhasua. —

Again, illuminating my path on Earth. 

—I have just come to you for the first time, and you tell me that I am 

once again illuminating your way, —observed the boy, allowing himself 

to be embraced by the Elder's arms. 

— I understand myself and you will understand me too. 

Next to the Servitor were five other Elders, all very old, who were 

trying in vain to overcome the intense emotion. And Yohanan was 

naming them: Gideon, Laban, Thair, Zacharias, my father, and this 

living harp called Hussin. 

The Essene whom he called "living harp" hugged Yhasua and began 

to sob deeply. 

—I was waiting for you, to leave, —he told him when he was able to 

speak. 

– Are you going very far? —asked the boy, fixing his gentle eyes on 

Hussin's. 

—On the contrary, very close! So close, that I will continue by your 

side in the afternoon breeze that will ripple your hair. 

“I go and come back, my child, like the wave of the sea that will return 

to the shore without you feeling it arrive. I go and return like the bird that 

looks for a burning sun and that after the winter, returned to the old nest. 

—You are telling me a psalm as beautiful as the ones my mother 

sings on her lute at sunset, and in it you announce your death to me..., 

—pointed out the child, moved. 

At this point of the dialogue the other travelers entered the cave of 

the Servitor. 

—You are all welcome to this house of God. — said the Servitor 

when he saw them arrive. 

The Essene porter showed them to the dais covered with mats. 

—This Sanctuary —he explained —is not like the northern ones that 

you will surely know. It is nothing more than an intermediate passage 

to reach the Great Sanctuary of Moab. Since the ascent is long and 

arduous, this Rest in the Quarantine has been put on for the weak and 

the sick. 

After the impression of the first moments, the conversation was 

animated and each one of the travelers began it with one of the Elders. 

Let's hear the Servitor with Joseph of Arimathea. 

—You're not the child's father, are you? 

—No, Servitor, I am a close friend of his family, and I am also the 

one who obtained the permission to bring him to you. 

– Oh, thank you, thank you!, May the Most High compensates 
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amply. 

“You could not have been more opportune, because next moon five 

of us are called to the Great Sanctuary of Moab; Only Zacharias will be 

left here with Yohanan and the Essene gatekeeper, who is Dathan. 

“In truth, it was a divine inspiration. And if you don't find it a heavy 

task, I beg you to tell me everything you know about Yhasua, because 

no detail should be missing from our Archive. 

—It will be my pleasure, but first, please tell me what you know and 

what you need to know, —answered the questioned one. 

—We known all about him until the day he was taken from the Mount 

Tabor Sanctuary. We ignore the rest until today. 

"Brothers, — said the Servitor aloud. —We have a job to do, and 

since it's something heavy for the children, let one of the therapist 

Brothers take them to the garden and entertain them to their liking. 

“Yohanan, —he then called —go show Yhasua your flock of lambs 

and your nests of doves. Play and recreate, dear ones, who have a 

whole lifetime ahead of you to meditate and suffer. 

The boy looked questioningly at Nicodemus and Joseph of 

Arimathea. 

—Go calmly, Yhasua, here you have nothing to fear, — they both 

answered. 

And the two children left followed by the youngest of the therapists. 

Let's listen, dear reader, to the conversations of one and another, as 

designed by the magic brush of Light in infinity. 

And Joseph of Arimathea recounted what we know of Yhasua since 

his departure from Mount Tabor. 

The Essene gatekeeper and Thair took notes while the narrator 

spoke. And when he narrated Yhasua's discourses on Divinity in the 

Jerusalem Temple and in the Cenacle of Nicholas of Damascus, the 

narrator took out his pocket notebook and read them as they had been 

written by an Essenian Scribe who had helped them. 

—It is the only way that we can have a true and continuous 

exposition of the life on Earth of the Incarnate Word of God —

acknowledged the Servitor when Joseph of Arimathea finished his 

story—. 

“Sign them –requested the Servitor after reading the papyri the 

Scribes had written. 

—I too have witnessed all this, — Nicodemus clarified, —I will sign 

as well. 

—And us, — said the therapists present. 

—Very well, all of you sign the two papyri, because we will take one 
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of them to the Great Sanctuary of Moab, and the other will be archived 

here as our Law requires. 

"And put below your signatures the degree you have in the Essenian 

Fraternity." 

When everything was finished, they went to the Sanctuary that was 

on the same square, where some old olive trees shaded the burning 

sun falling flat on those rocks. 

The Elders with walking sticks and leaning on the travelers, walked 

the few steps that separated them from the Sanctuary. But the Servitor 

was placed on a rustic little wheelchair that was gently pushed by one 

of the therapists. 

After arriving at the Sanctuary that the reader knows from the first 

chapters of this work, Hussin, the "living harp" as Yohanan and 

everyone called him, took a small lyre, and played a sweet melody that 

he had titled thus: 

 

"Waiting for Love" 

 

"We are waiting for you Love, with the auroras 

That defoliate camellias and wallflowers, 

When the last star goes out 

in a sapphire sky. 

We are waiting for you love when the afternoon 

says its last goodbye to the sun, 

When the night lights up its lanterns, 

We are waiting for you Love!... 

In life, in anguish... 

even in the grave 

Waiting for you always, as you can see, 

A lot of snow fell on our heads 

And our feet still walk! 

Waiting for you love, centuries passed 

that our heart can no longer measure... 

So many moons and years!...  

Love, listen...It's time to come! 

Come Love, that the Earth is going crazy 

In anguish of death and fear! 

There was so much, oh so much evil sown 

There is not an inch without pain! 

Come Love, that the souls that await you 

will be forced to emigrate 
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Like wandering weary swallows 

That fly over the sea! 

Come Love!..., don't be late, we're dying 

Suffocated in black quagmire 

Many of your martyrs who waited, 

were reaped by humankind! 

In life, in misery, 

even in death 

Waiting for you always, as you can see... 

It doesn't matter if there's snow on our temples 

Because our feet still walk! 

Come here love! I don't want my lips 

To give life its last goodbye 

Without having seen your light!, 

Without having felt your warmth! 

Come Love!... We are looking for you, calling you 

As a little one calls his mother 

The anguish of not seeing you is so deep, 

Like a slow death! 

 

Those trembling voices of octogenarian men who sang while crying, 

spread a current of love so powerful that Joseph of Arimathea and 

Nicodemus could not resist it and they both embraced each other crying 

like children. 

Without knowing how or why, Yhasua began to run through the 

orchard, and hearing the choir of voices in the Sanctuary, he entered 

gently into it and planting himself amid everyone and seeing them cry, 

he told them with his musical voice: 

—Why do you cry so disconsolately, as if you had nothing to look 

forward to? 

“The apple and orange trees are in bloom, and the turtledoves coo 

with love in their nests. 

“I was so happy contemplating the works of the Celestial Father 

when I felt that you were singing while crying... And you are crying too, 

–he said to Joseph of Arimathea and Nicodemus. 

And with deep sympathy he approached each one of the Elders 

kissing them tenderly while he told them: 

—I have come to bring you peace and joy and it is not fair for you to 

cry. —And when he reached Hussin, who was still vibrating the strings 

of his lyre, he said cheerfully—: 

“You're to blame for everyone's crying! Give me this folder with your 
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psalms –and he began to read the lyrics that everyone had chanted. 

He gently dropped onto the dais next to Hussin as he continued 

reading. 

At last, the folder fell from his hands and his eyes closed. It was 

hypnosis. 

– Bohindra! —he told Hussin. —It had to be you to sing to Love in 

this supreme evocation. 

“I am already amid you as the most powerful vibration that the 

Heavenly Father can bring to this planet. 

“And because you have waited so long for Love, now you have Love. 

“And because you have searched so much for Love, it comes out to 

meet you and tells you: 

“Nightingales of Divine Love, release your wings to the infinite 

spaces, that you still have time to return before humankind perceives 

my presence in its midst. 

“You waited for me so long, that now I will be the one waiting for 

you!...” 

After a short moment the boy woke up. 

—Everything blooms in the orchard, —he said. —Come with me and 

you will see. 

No one could resist and everyone left. 

Great astonishment caused everyone the fact that the Servitor did 

not need his little wheelchair, but he walked out with his tired feet, 

leaning on the shoulder of the boy who served him as a cane. 

Under the old olive trees of the orchard and on rustic stone benches, 

the oldest ones sat down first and finally all of them, while the two 

children were free to give themselves over to long races in pursuit of 

the goatlings painted in different colors and the little white lambs of 

Yohanan. 

—How many days do we have left with the child? —the Servitor 

suddenly asked the two young doctors who had brought him. 

—Eight days counted from today at dawn when we left, — they both 

answered. 

—By resting here tomorrow, you still have time to go and return to 

the Great Sanctuary of Moab, —replied the Elder, fixing his dark eyes 

on his interlocutors. 

— To Moab!... Oh, Servitor!..., you ask too much, not for us, of 

course, but for the child –Joseph of Arimathea objected. 

—Moab is too far away because of the huge turn around the Dead 

Sea, —Nicodemus added. 

—You are mistaken, my Brothers — the Elder insisted —There’s no 
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such turn around the Dead Sea. 

– What! And the salt flats and the desert? —Joseph asked again. 

—Ten years ago, —said the Elder —we began to realize our dream 

of shortening the distance between this Sanctuary and that of Moab. 

— And have you succeeded? 

—Completely. — answered the Elder with deep satisfaction. 

—Bring me the sketch of the Dead Sea, Brother gatekeeper. — said 

the Elder. 

And when the Essene gatekeeper returned, the Servitor spread the 

small sketch on his knees and, using his awl, pointed to them: 

—Do you see here in the great gulf how the width of the lake 

becomes half? 

—Yes, we see — answered the interlocutors. 

—There it only has 15 furlongs and we have built rafts of logs that 

span 20 furlongs. 

—How!... but is it possible? —asked both doctors in astonishment. 

—And so possible! —calling the Essene gatekeeper again, he said: 

Take advantage of the last light of the afternoon to show these Brothers 

our hidden rafts at the end of this orchard. 

And Joseph of Arimathea and Nicodemus saw in amazement a 

strong wall built of wide logs hewn flat and fastened together with thick 

iron links. 

—This is a very strong fence, almost as strong as stone. —they both 

said. 

—A fence that becomes a bridge when we need to cross this lake of 

death. —said the Essene. 

They were on the shore of the Dead Sea, whose blackish, very 

cloudy waters give the impression of being very heavy and therefore 

still. 

Some remains of ancient ruins protruded from its banks. 

—Not even lizards live among so much death!... — exclaimed 

Nicodemus, seeing the terrifying appearance of those ruins. 

—Of course not, — said the Essene, —because on certain days 

when the Jordan River rises and water level rises, these ruins are 

completely submerged. 

—And how do you manage to turn this fence into a raft? —the 

visitors asked. 

—Do you want to see how it works? Therapist brothers! –he shouted 

—Please call Jacob and Bartholomew, and in addition come, two of 

you. 

And before long, the two brothers were quickly maneuvering to 
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loosen the moorings that held the raft in a vertical line like a wall 

surrounding the orchard. 

Between the two therapists and Andrés' two sons, they released the 

rafts into the lake, each one four cubits wide and 20 long, and tied 

together they formed a bridge long enough to pass from one side to the 

other. 

Stretching out the rafts on the lake, they soon saw that Jacob and 

Bartholomew were moving away to a long distance, while the two 

therapists and the Essene goalkeeper were throwing more and more 

rafts into the water, which they then hooked to one another. 

 

—And what happens when do you get to the other shore? —Joseph 

questioned. 

—There we have a small farm like Andrew's, —answered the 

Essenian, —where two of the Servitor's nephews keep trained mules 

and donkeys for us, and in half a day we reach the Sanctuary of Moab. 

—Your perseverance works miracles! — exclaimed Nicodemus. 

—A miracle that was done in nine years and that we have been using 

for a little over a year now, without ever failing. 

And when a few moments later the first shadows of the night began 

to descend, it was seen that from the opposite bank they were making 

signals with a torch raised on a mast. It was placed in the precise place 

where the great gulf of the other bank penetrates so far, that it forms a 

marked peninsula which is like a tongue of firm land that stands out 

among the waters of the lake. 

—This means that on the neighboring shore they perform the same 

miracle that you do from here, —Joseph of Arimathea recognized. 

—Naturally, —the Essene replied. —Because the Essenian 

Fraternity is nothing more than a single will and a single thought, and 

that's how it has always been able to carry out its works that seem like 

miracles to you. 

—Our job is done, — explained the eldest of the brothers. 

—But did you tie the last raft to the mooring pole? —asked the 

Essene. 

—I tied it up when I saw the signs they were making with the torch. 

—And that mooring pole, —Nicodemus asked, —is it nailed to the 

bottom of the lake? 

—That has a separate story, —the questioned replied —and while 

we return to the Sanctuary I'll tell you about it. The first stars are already 

appearing, and this warm spring night invites to walk slowly. 

“As you see; Yhasua and Yohanan have a lot of fun entering the 
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farm's stable. —In effect, both children separated the goatlings and 

lambs from their mothers, so that, the next day, they would give milk to 

the milker. — 

“The history of the mooring mast is providential. About 20 years ago 

the sources that feed the Jordan there in the north, overflowed and in 

the great flood a cargo barge came down the river that brought a 

shipment of wood from Lebanon. It seems that the crew left the boat 

adrift and the current brought it to our lake of death. When the waters 

receded to their ordinary level, the ship was buried in the sticky bitumen 

on the bottom with only the mast sticking out. So, that's the mooring 

pole we tied our rafts to about halfway across the lake. Have you 

understood? 

—Perfectly! That means that you have enough ingenuity to take 

advantage of all the circumstances for the benefit of your cause –said 

Joseph. 

—And those woods that no one ever came to claim, served us for 

many works, including rafts. 

“Here come the children with all their load of laughter and joy. Let's 

go in with them. 

Indeed, Yhasua and Yohanan seemed to suffered contagion from 

the goatlings and ran like two little devils fighting to get there first. 

—I'm faster than you, —Yohanan told him, —but I let you get there 

first because you're my visitor. 

—And I, when you go to visit me in my orchard in Nazareth, I'll let 

you climb the chestnut tree first so you can eat the best... By the way, 

Yohanan... I have an appetite! 

—And me too. We have run so much! 

—Well, it's time to eat then, — the Essene who had heard their last 

words told them. 

They saw that under the olive trees of the orchard and closer to the 

caves, the Servitor was waiting for them with the other Essenes and 

already seated at a rustic table covered with a white tablecloth. Baskets 

of fruit, bowls of butter and cheese, little jars of honey, and as many 

golden loaves as there were diners, was what they saw on the table, lit 

by torches held from the outcroppings of the rocks, which formed the 

doors of the caves. 

—You little doves come here, on each side of this poor old bird —

the Servitor said to the two children, who he made sit down, seating 

himself between them. 

Joseph of Arimathea and Nicodemus, followed by the other Essenes 

were then installed on either side of the children. 
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—Tonight, we make an exception, —added the Elder —Jacob and 

Bartholomew, stay to dine with these sons of Moses. 

Hence, there were 17 around the table. 

—On one condition, Servitor, — Jacob proposed, willing to accept 

the invitation. 

—You will say, my son... 

—That when these gentlemen return from Mount Moab, all of you 

come to share our bread at Andrew's Farm. 

—Granted, Jacob, and what party are you celebrating? 

—That my mother celebrates 70 years of life and 25 years of 

widowhood, and not a single day has passed without laying flowers on 

our father's grave. 

—You celebrate life and love!... oh, what a beautiful and sublime 

party!... — exclaimed Nicodemus. 

—That's what the Dead Sea mountaineers are like! — exclaimed 

Hussin. It seems that even in his most intimate affections the firmness 

of the rocks is traced. 

—Time can’t beat them! —Thair added. 

—In truth, — said the Servitor again, —these men were two boys of 

11 and 9 when their father died, and since then they put themselves at 

our service and still continue to do so without thinking of abandoning 

us. The Divine Law brought their companion turtledoves to their own 

home, and they have woven their nest on the rocks of Quarantine..., at 

the door of the sons of Moses. 

The two brothers, greatly moved, looked at everyone with that deep 

feeling of love and achievement of humble souls, for whom all honors 

and praise seem too much. 

And as they sat around the table, the comments continued on the 

beautiful poem of the disinterested and persevering love of Andrew’s 

sons for the hermits of Mount Quarantine. 

After the meal and before the two brothers left, they asked the 

Essenes: 

—Will you need us tomorrow at the time of embarking on the 

passage? 

—I don't think so, — answered one of the therapists, —because we 

are here to guide. 

—I had thought, — said Bartholomew, —that the boy would cross 

on my Moorish donkey, because there is no one like him for moving 

paths. 

It would have been better if he hadn't said it, because Yhasua quickly 

got up from the table and ran towards Bartholomew brimming with 
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enthusiasm and happiness. 

—So, you had a Moorish donkey, and you hadn't told me anything? 

—There was no chance until now... Do you want it for yourself? –

And the young and modest mountain man caressed Yhasua's tanned 

locks without daring to kiss him. 

But the boy, as if he had felt the vibration of that intimate note of 

Bartholomew’s soul, opened his arms and, embracing him, said: 

—First I want you and then your Moorish donkey, do you 

understand? 

Everyone looked pleased at that tender scene. 

—I have understood, —the young man replied —and I want to tell 

you, Yhasua, that my Moorish donkey and I are yours for life. 

The boy wrapped his arms around his neck, kissing him tenderly, 

and Bartholomew picked him up in his strong arms and ran with him to 

the stables at the end of the orchard. 

—Wait a bit— several voices yelled at him— it's not time for the trip 

yet. 

But the young mountain man, crazy with joy and love, no longer 

heard anything but the sweet voice of Yhasua who had told him: 

"First I want you and then your Moorish donkey..." 

—He's crazy!... he's crazy! —Jacob repeated, seeing his brother run 

with Yhasua in his arms. 

—You see? —said the Elder Servitor. —As was the love of his father 

Andrew, for us, continues to be the love of his children. 

—A sweet and soft little star, whose light never goes out, — added 

Hussin the Essene, poet and musician, who maintained that love was 

the only appreciable greatness on this Earth plagued by selfishness 

and ambition. 

A little while later, in the light of the full moon that rose like a golden 

torch in the diaphanous blue of the skies, they saw Yhasua returning 

as a knight on the Moorish donkey, while Bartholomew brought him by 

the halter. 

And the intelligent animal, as if proud of the precious cargo it was 

carrying, circled the table several times until they saw it approach 

Yohanan's father and rub his snout on the Essene's arm. 

—Father! — Yohanan shouted, —since you usually give him 

chestnuts, he is asking for them now. 

—Here they are, little Moorish one, here they are –and the Elder 

gave them to the meek little animal that was so celebrated that night. 

It was resolved that they would not leave at dawn, to ensure in the 

clear light of the next day that the path of rafts on the water was in 
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perfect condition to cross. 

And an hour later all was calm and quiet in the humble sanctuary of 

caves, where the Word of God, still a child, was staying with a few of 

his faithful followers. 
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25.  Hussin of Etruria 
 

Only Hussin kept vigil that night, seated at the same table around 

which they had dined a short time before. 

He felt as if transported to another world alien to the miseries and 

selfishness of the Earth. 

He went through some of his previous lives in his thoughts and his 

soul expanded in the pure joy of seeing himself once again close to the 

Word of God made man. 

And from his soul full of gratitude towards the Eternal Love, this 

tender question arose: What did I do to make you love me so much, oh! 

Supreme Love? 

And throwing back his head crowned with white hair, he seemed to 

search in that serene starry sky for that Eternal Love, after whom his 

spirit launched in that hour of deep contemplation. 

Hussin, to tell the truth, was not old because of his years, that he 

was only 59, but because of the weakness of his physical matter, and 

because of the intensity with which he had lived his life. 

He felt that his heart was like a lonely bird perched on the branch of 

a cypress tree, surrounded by graves. 

In his youth and before knowing what the afterlife is, he had loved a 

lot, first a mother who was a flower of light and tenderness, whose life 

and love she had concentrated on Hussin, the only son of a hapless 

love. 

As a boy he did not know his father. In his childhood he saw no other 

manifestation of love than his mother weaving wreaths of wildflowers 

for the tomb of her dead companion. 

He had been born among the picturesque hills of distant Etruria in a 

small grotto known only to him; closed to the outside world where he 

left forever the mortal remains of all his loves; the father he did not 

know, the mother who was the delirium of his youth, and the young 

Arab, Zared. Zared was the daughter of a slave of the King of Arabia. 

The slave had fled from the mistreatment of the King’s favorite wife. 

She died in Gerasa, the place of her shelter, where she left ten-year-

old Zared alone in the world. 

Gerasa was in the middle of the road of the caravans that came from 

Ptolemais. Hussin found the girl asking for alms in the market, and as 

is to be expected, she was suffering the coarse insults that are usual in 

such cases among the people of the underworld. 

From there he had picked her up with immense pity, seeing in those 

little black and sad eyes full of dreams, a new light for his sky that had 



 414 

been dark and gloomy since the death of his mother. 

"My sweet flower of the mud" he called her ever since, and not being 

able to keep her by his side because he made frequent trips to 

Ptolemais with a relative who owned a caravan, he left the girl in charge 

of a relative's wife, paying her maintenance and care. 

Zared was a beautiful flower of fire from fiery Arabia, and her beauty 

grew coupled with the deep love awakened in her for her young 

protector. She found his absences too long, and her dreamy black eyes 

made the journey from Gerasa to Ptolemais many times each day. 

When she turned 15, she was going to marry Hussin, who for the 

last five years had worked like two men, in order to establish his home 

in his native town, on the piece of land inherited from his parents. 

From Tyre or Ptolemais, he brought his beloved one, rich and 

beautiful fabrics to prepare the trousseau for the upcoming wedding. 

And the girl who remembered the typical clothes of her father's wives, 

back in her native country, prepared her wedding dress in the style of 

her country and always thinking: "I want to appear to Hussin as one of 

the houris of Allah." 

But it was in the law of Hussin, that in that life he would see all his 

Earthly affections die, and on the way back from a trip she found Zared 

dying, consumed by a malignant fever that no doctor could cure. They 

had only managed to prolong her life a few more days, so that he would 

see her die. Sensing her own death, she said to her beloved one, 

inconsolably: 

—I wanted to be one of Allah's houris for you and He heard my 

request. 

“I will never grow old, and this eternal youth will follow you like a star 

all the days of your life!” 

And when death closed those dreamy black eyes, Hussin had her 

corpse embalmed, dressed in the wedding dress that she herself had 

prepared, and reclined among cushions in a handcart, carried by four 

burly Ethiopians hired for that purpose. He undertook a journey to 

Samaria, crossed the Jordan and arrived at his old stone house, next 

to the sepulchral grotto of his parents, between the picturesque and 

giant hills of Mount Ebath. 

Hussin's love, stronger than death, was the magician who performed 

that wonder. 

The old stone house, attached to the living rock, was connected to 

the sepulchral grotto by a small corridor carefully carved by expert 

stonemasons from Sichar, who also transformed the grotto into a 

precious sarcophagus worthy of an oriental princess. The wall covered 
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inside with quartz blocks, reflected the white body of Zared in all 

directions when the candles that Hussin surrounded his corpse were lit. 

 

—She waits for me like this, decked out for our wedding. —And he 

was slowly wasting away, and his servant saw him leave the grotto 

losing more and more vitality. 

 

Two pilgrim therapists happened to pass by on a horrible stormy 

night and asked for hospitality in the old stone house. 

It was the Divine Light for Hussin's soul. 

Then he knew what the afterlife is, and that his blind fidelity to that 

beloved corpse, did not bring him closer to the soul of his dead woman 

who was inside himself due to the great love that had united them. 

And after four years, he closed the grotto with a large block of stone 

whose lock only he knew and leaving his house to the old servant who 

had served them, he went with the therapists to Mount Quarantine to 

approach Zared via the spiritual path. 

He had lived there for 31 years, from where he had only left every 

five years to visit Zared's sepulchral grotto and keep it in proper 

condition. 

He had made a cult of the love of his dead people, which was fused 

in his soul with the supreme adoration that he rendered to the Divinity, 

in such a way that thinking of them and rising to the Infinite, was for him 

as one profound feeling. 

And in this state of mind, he had found Yhasua's arrival at Mount 

Quarantine. 

The reader will now perfectly explain those heartfelt verses "Waiting 

for Love", which Hussin had plucked like a vermilion rose from the 

depths of his own heart. 

All this world of emotional and holy memories overflowed from the 

soul of the Essene poet and musician, that night when he stayed alone 

to watch in the orchard of the Sanctuary, under the branches of the 

ancient olive trees. His human loves purified, almost divinized by pain 

and by the high spiritual development he had achieved, the approach 

of the Man-Light, the Man-Love, gave them even greater intensity, to 

such an extent that he felt as if his matter was vibrating in an intensity 

that almost hurt him. He believed at times that his weak body was going 

to burst from the overflow of divine love that flooded him. 

He began to walk along the very shore of the Dead Sea, dimly lit by 

the light of the moon. 

Well after midnight, he thought he perceived the light of a torch on 



 416 

the waters in the distance. Then, he perceived a vague white shadow 

that seemed to follow the dim light. 

Filled as he was with the memory of Zared, he believed that it was 

her ghost coming to visit him and that she was getting closer and closer 

to the shore... 

An intense wave of love..., of illusion and of infinite longing, suddenly 

overwhelmed his soul, accelerating the beating of his heart and making 

his brain vibrate strongly. The deep emotion made him feel dizzy, and 

a slight swoon as he saw that the white figure with the torch continued 

to approach... 

 

The divine suggestion was so powerful that he cried out from the 

depths of his soul as he opened his arms to narrow the vision: 

 

—Zared!..., I'm coming towards you!... You live in God!... — His eyes 

darkened, he was short of breath, and everything sank into darkness. 

 

The white figure with the torch was one of the Essenes from Mount 

Moab who crossed the raft, scouting, for they had realized that they 

were trying to get through for some very urgent reason. 

He arrived just as Hussin's lifeless body had fallen into the water like 

a white lotus severed by a gale. 

The Essene pulled him out of the water, shook him vigorously, but 

he understood that it was the end of that holy life consecrated to love. 

—Hussin, —the Essene was saying —if you waited another day, you 

would have flown from Mount Moab. 

And after kissing the forehead of the still-warm corpse with pious 

tenderness, he picked him up in his arms and went to leave him lying 

on the table where they had dined the night before. 

He gently rang the bell in the gatekeeper's grotto who came out at 

once. 

—Hussin has drowned!..., —the Essene shouted with deep alarm. 

—No, Brother Dathan, —the newcomer replied. —It was a syncope 

at the moment that I stepped onto the shore 20 paces from him. As 

soon as he fell, I picked him up and he was already lifeless. 

“We all know what Hussin's soul was, and that from one moment to 

another it would slip out of our hands like a captive lark whose cage 

suddenly opens. 

And together they took him to the grotto that had been his habitual 

abode. 

The recently arrived Essene, whom Hussin, in the 
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semiconsciousness of the last hour, had taken for Zared's vision, 

declared the next day that the Elders of Moab would cross the lake as 

soon as night fell, since they had already made the agreed signs, 

warning them that the rafts were in perfect condition to cross. 

—We had spiritual notice that the child Yhasua was here, and when 

we saw that you were putting the rafts, we assumed that you were going 

to take him and it seemed better for us to come, to prevent the forces 

of evil from causing an unfortunate incident. 

—Come to my room, —said Brother gatekeeper —and I will share 

my dais with you. The day is a few hours away and it is not fair that we 

bother others who are sleeping. 

—First of all, let's light candles around Hussin's corpse, and through 

the force of our thoughts, let's try to orient him in his confusion. 

After lighting candles and throwing incense into a cauldron, they 

concentrated deeply on their inner world. They did not take long to 

perceive that from the solar plexus of the corpse, a small cloud of gas 

or steam began to come off. It was taking shape and forms until 

Hussin's astral body was somewhat confusedly designed. 

They saw him look at his lifeless body for a moment, then he looked 

in all directions as if looking for something..., until they saw a 

transparent white silhouette approaching him that hugged him tenderly 

and took him by the hand. When he perceived the two Essenes, he 

smiled at them making an affectionate sign with his right hand that 

seemed to say: see you later. 

And both astral bodies launched into immensity. 

—This is how those who lived their lives consecrated to love die!... 

—exclaimed the Elder messenger.  

—Love is his joy and his everlasting glory! –answered the Essene 

gatekeeper with intense emotion. 

And both went to the room of the latter to wait in the repose of sleep, 

the arrival of the new day.  
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26.  The Elders of Moab 
 

Knowing from the messenger that the Elders of Moab would cross 

the lake at nightfall, activities began to prepare lodging for them for the 

days they remained there. There were 70 of them, and although there 

were unoccupied caves in the Quarantine, it was essential to prepare 

rest platforms for everyone. It was necessary for Jacob and 

Bartholomew, with a small caravan of donkeys, to go quickly to the two 

nearest towns, Hebron and Herodium, where the Essenes had large 

workshops for weaving and preparing blankets and sheepskins. At the 

same time, the therapists also went out to warn the Essenes who lived 

with their families, so that those who wanted to see and hear the great 

masters of the Fraternity could go to the Quarantine Sanctuary, where 

the masters would stay for a few days. Everything had to be done, of 

course, with the greatest discretion and prudence, to avoid publicity for 

the event as much as possible. 

People from Bethlehem, Hebron, Juttah, Herodium and from some 

neighboring villages, had to cross the desert of Judea, which was rough 

and wild in the extreme, although not of great extension. 

Almost all of it, in its steep mountains was inhabited by the hidden 

penitents redeemed by the Essenes. We have already said that they 

were people convicted of death or life imprisonment who had obtained 

pardon, but on condition of not appearing in the towns or inhabited 

places of the country. 

This fact, known only to the Essenes, had greatly contributed to 

exterminating the beasts of that frank desert, so their journey did not 

offer dangers to travelers. 

And so it was, that when the night spread its immense blanket of 

shadow over deserts and mountains, over villages and orchards, and 

over the silent and still lake, a parade could be seen, quiet and silent as 

the shadows, of the Elders of Moab who had left their rock sanctuary in 

the middle of the morning, to arrive at night at the shore of the lake 

where the raft was tied. 

Each dark shadow that moved slowly on the mobile rafts, carried a 

lighted match, whose reflection on the sleeping water seemed to 

multiply the small lights, half veiled by a ceramic tube that protected it 

from the wind and from some profane gaze that could call attention to 

this event. 

Joseph of Arimathea and Nicodemus, standing on the shore of the 

lake where the raft was moored, contemplated this silent procession of 

ghosts wrapped in dark cloaks, and with the uncertain light of the match 
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that illuminated their steps. 

—Voice of silence, —the two young doctors were saying to each 

Elder to whom they shook hands to jump onto the beach. And behind 

them, Dathan, the Essene gatekeeper, received and snuffed out the 

matches. They counted 69. Not a single one was missing, because the 

one who arrived as a messenger and explorer was in the Sanctuary 

with the others preparing the psychic vault of the compound, since the 

material details had been arranged during the day. 

Yhasua and Yohanan slept on one of the platforms of the cave of 

the Servitor, unaware of the guests who arrived that night. 

And as soon as they had placed their feet in the atrium or outer porch 

of the Sanctuary, they left their dark cloaks, giving sight to the white 

tunics girded with purple cincture that Yhasua liked so much when he 

was in the Sanctuary of Hermon, Carmel, and Tabor. 

And without saying a single word, aware that everything was 

understood and felt, they left the dark cloaks and leather leggings at the 

door. And with white woolen slippers, their feet slipped noiselessly, like 

shadows, into the interior of the Sanctuary, where 70 veiled candles 

with violet lampshades spread a soft gloom just enough to distinguish 

objects. 

A very soft psalm evoking the Divinity began to prelude the lutes, 

and the lyrics were chanted in a low voice by the entire ensemble. 

Afterwards they gave each other a fraternal embrace, and the Great 

Servitor of the Sanctuary of Moab opened the Assembly with the ritual 

phrases: –May the Divine Light illuminate our conscience. 

After a moment of silence, they all prostrated themselves with their 

faces to the ground. This was a sign that showed that they recognized 

themselves as miserable and small. 

And then the Great Servitor added: –May Divine Love purify all our 

misery. 

The Assembly was open, and two of the Seventy took their places 

in front of two desks in the center, illuminated by oil lamps, and got 

ready to write. They were the Major Notaries of the Essenian Fraternity, 

tutors, and guardians of the Archive. The Archive was kept in the Great 

Sanctuary of Moab since the days of Moses. 

—Since we have eyewitnesses here, —said the Great Servitor —of 

the 90 years of life that the Divine Avatar has, our stay here will serve 

to coordinate and rectify the complete account of his days on Earth, so 

that we don't leave room for doubt, misrepresentation, or correction 

later. 

And then an Elder, called the Narrator, approached one of the 
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illuminated desks and began the reading from the moment that 

Yhasua's parents celebrated their nuptials in the Temple of Jerusalem. 

The two Senior Notaries read, comparing what they had in their own 

folders, and the Quarantine Notary did the same. 

Joseph of Arimathea and Nicodemus present there, reviewed in their 

memory as the Narrator read. Nobody had to make any objection, 

because everything was in accordance with the truth of the facts; and 

the Senior Notaries attached to their large folders the one that was 

written there, on the day of Yhasua's arrival, based on the stories made 

by Joseph of Arimathea and signed by him, Nicodemus and the 

therapists, eyewitnesses of the events. 

Immediately afterwards they all went to Hussin's grotto, and singing 

a sweet and heartfelt psalm, transferred his corpse to the sepulchral 

grotto that was at the other end of the garden. In that grotto there were 

many mummies of disincarnated Essenes from long time ago. 

An oil lamp burned there permanently. It was a symbol of love and 

of the constant memory of the Brothers who remained in the physical 

plane. The love and remembrance were meant to help the recently 

disincarnated to get oriented in their new scenario of activities. 

And it was the law among them that for seven consecutive moons a 

concentration of thoughts of love towards the departed would be made 

every day, until they had spiritual warning that he had found the new 

path to follow. 

The love of their Brothers accompanied them even beyond the 

grave. 

The first part of the program was fulfilled. 

The next day they would start more superior works under the 

inspiration of the Spirit of Light, incarnated in Yhasua, and his main 

collaborator abroad: Yohanan, later called the Baptist. 

The fatigue was reflected in the exhausted faces of some of the 

Elders. For this reason, they were led to the immense grotto, which was 

a pantry, cellar, dining room and kitchen. Its extremely irregular shape 

made it resemble a rocky square plaza, part roofless and part covered. 

When the Essenes took possession of those caves (* centuries ago), 

they had to clear them of all the horror that was in them, from the times 

of the terrible invasions and wars that devastated the entire country of 

Moab, shortly after having announced it in their prophecies the great 

Essene teacher, Jeremiah, prophecies that cost him a long time in a 

dungeon, full of putrefied mud that almost cost the life of the Prophet, 

when it would have been better for the Moabite king to take the 

necessary precautions, to avoid in time the frightful disaster. 
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When the Essenes took refuge in the caves of Mount Quarantine, 

they were crowded with corpses in complete decomposition, almost in 

a state of skeletons. This was the case because in those caves the 

beasts had had feasts of human flesh, of those fleeing from Moab, 

passing the Dead Sea, or crossing the southern salt flats. This was 

easily guessed by the state of the corpses, because the limbs were 

scattered throughout these enormous caves, denoting that those 

bodies had been dismembered. 

Human ferocity and the ferocity of wild beasts have sometimes very 

marked points of contact. 

What it was not possible for them to know by physical means was 

whether all those beings numbering more than 400, counting from the 

skulls they found, had died of hunger or whether the beasts had taken 

their lives. 

And the immense grotto that the Essenes used as a cellar, kitchen, 

and dining room, and which had a large opening to the outside, was the 

one that was the most crowded. 

And since they could only do that job when there was no danger of 

being seen, it took several months to finish throwing those miserable 

human remains to the bottom of the Dead Sea, which no grave would 

have been capable of containing. 

Joseph of Arimathea and Nicodemus, who silently listened to those 

painful stories, passed down by written tradition from one to another 

from the first Essenes who inhabited those caves, thought deeply 

moved: "This is how humankind treats men who want to do them good." 

“The idlers, who have become rich by plundering their fellow men, by 

looting and stealing under cover of the force emanating from power, live 

in palaces, amid endless orgies, and the towns still acclaim them and 

bow reverently before them, as if they were superior beings come to 

Earth to dazzle their hungry and enslaved peers. This is horrible! This 

is unfair and although God tolerates it impassively, we who are men, 

cannot bear it!” 

This is what the two young doctors from Israel silently thought. The 

Great Servitor of the Sanctuary of Moab and one of the Notaries who 

were resting nearby on dais covered with skins while the food was 

being prepared, perceived in their sensitivity the struggle that was 

taking place between the two friends and whose sullen and taciturn 

countenances clearly revealed their inner rebellion. 

—In order to form exact judgments, — said the Great Servitor —of 

the psychic and moral phenomena that take place in many of the beings 

of this humankind, we must start from the principle that those of us who 
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know the grandiose process of human evolution, which unfolds in 

immense ages and in numerous centuries are a great minority among 

them. Divine Wisdom knows this, and that is why it impassively 

contemplates the slow pace of evolution. 

"The Eternal Law, at certain intervals, gives strong shocks to the 

backward humanities, whether they be sidereal or cosmic cataclysms 

or struggles of the elements, or bloody and destructive struggles of 

some countries against others, in which a part of humankind violently 

abandons physical life so that the souls acquire more quickly the lucidity 

and understanding necessary to raise the level of their evolution. 

“God does not force anyone to sacrifice themselves for other beings. 

And if at this time and in this country, a handful of men: the Essenes, 

continuators of Moses, have wanted to sacrifice ourselves for human 

evolution in these parts of the Earth, it has been because the spiritual 

knowledge acquired in many stages of eternal life, made us understand 

the divine designs in all their greatness. We have wanted to position 

ourselves as a haughty phalanx, face to face with the human tide, blind 

with selfishness and ambition, and we must necessarily suffer the 

material consequences of our courage, of our audacity. And in order 

not to be crushed by it, we hide in the caves of rocks waiting for better 

days. 

“The terrestrial humankind in general is what it can logically be in 

relation to its intellectual, spiritual, and moral backwardness. We are 

the most advanced spirits, the ones who deviate from the usual and 

typical environment of this planet. 

“More clearly: if in a wild symphony made up of a hundred drums, 

cornets, and strident shouts, the sound of a lyre or several lyres 

suddenly mixes, what happens? That the wild symphony predominates 

and drowns out the subtle and soft concert of the lyres, which will break 

their strings and shatter if they insist on mastering the strident sounds. 

So, there’s nothing unfair, you see. 

“Freely and voluntarily, we agreed on a very distant day, with the 

Great Guide of this humankind, our cooperation with it, to raise it from 

its moral and spiritual backwardness. Its moral backwardness is so 

great that it takes aversion and hate to everyone who fights to get it out 

of its puddle of mud, in the middle of which it feels very comfortable. 

“Humankind is so ignorant that it accepts the grossest errors and 

superstitions, as long as they are in tune with its tastes and comforts, 

without forcing it to make the slightest effort to change paths. 

“Our doctrines and our lives, in accordance with the Divine Law, 

drive humankind crazy, put it out of its mind, making it fall into frightful 
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delusions of hatred and fury. And it seeks to exterminate us like harmful 

and detrimental animals, for its peace of mind. 

"That’s all!" 

—You have read our thoughts, Great Servitor! —exclaimed 

Nicodemus. 

—It's true, — affirmed Joseph —but following your reasoning, the 

light is made in the mind and all rebellions are extinguished in a wave 

of immense pity, for the ignorance and backwardness of humankind. 

—Our modest dinner is served, —said one of the therapists, pointing 

to the other end of the immense grotto illuminated by the bonfire that 

sputtered in the center, and by several oil lamps clinging to the rocks, 

which in a wide semicircle walled the enclosure that the solitary called 

dining room. 

There was not a large table to be seen there, but rather several small 

tables, where, two by two, more than a hundred people could be 

seated. These tables were quite low, so that the diners could eat 

comfortably seated on the platforms carved into the living rock. 

The Great Servitor and one of the senior Notaries invited the two 

young doctors to dine with them; and they brought the closest tables 

closer to the two Elders, sitting down at the same time next to them. It 

was known that a strong wave of sympathy had been established 

between them. 

It was at that time, at that intimate dinner in the Quarantine 

Sanctuary, when Joseph of Arimathea and Nicodemus of Nicopolis 

solemnly pledged to serve as a shield of protection for Christ, amid the 

world where he was soon to enter like a lamb among wolves, like a 

nightingale to a nest of hungry crows. 

And so that their action near him would be efficient, they had to hide 

as much as they could their intimacy with the carnal family of Yhasua 

and even with his disciples, when the time of his public life amid men 

came. 

—Your bonds with him, —said the Great Servitor —must be invisible 

like ours, and like those of the illustrious sages who visited him in his 

cradle. To their superior knowledge we owe the verification that the 

matter that accompanies Yhasua is, according to spiritual science, the 

one that corresponds to the Word of God incarnate. 

—That’s why —added the Notary —you must try to be in continuous 

communication with us, if not personally, always through epistles that 

you can deliver to our therapists, who travel throughout the country 

visiting our Sanctuaries and the Essenian families scattered throughout 

the country in all its extension. 
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—Count on us for everything and anything —was the response of 

the two friends. 

—But silence! A lot of silence, in such a way that not even your own 

families can reveal it —the Great Servitor said again. 

—I promise you for the august mission of the Christ —answered 

Nicodemus vehemently. 

—I promise it to you by Christ himself —Joseph said, resting his right 

hand on his chest, as if he wanted to associate his own heart with the 

solemn promise he was making. 

An hour later everyone rested in the caves of the Sanctuary of Mount 

Quarantine, where the Savior of humankind, still a child, with a handful 

of his servants, hid from humankind to outline in the shadows, the 

grandiose program of his redemption. 

When the chirping of the birds and the light of the new day fully 

illuminated the dais on which the two children slept, both jumped out of 

bed. It seemed to them that they had wasted a lot of time not taking 

care of their lambs and kids. 

After the brief morning prayer by the bed, they both went out to the 

square that overlooked the lake, where they ate the first night. 

The two children stared at each other, seeing so many Elders in 

white robes walking around in groups of two or three talking animatedly. 

When Yhasua distinguished Joseph and Nicodemus among the 

Elders, he ran towards them like a fawn in search of his mother, and 

without reluctance of any kind he asked them: 

—Where did you get so many Elders? if last night there were only 

seven. 

—Heavenly Father has sent them for you, —Joseph replied. 

—How come for me? –asked the boy, letting the luminous look of 

his brown eyes run over all the Elders, who in turn looked at him with 

theirs flooded with emotion and love. 

—Yes, for you, beloved above all things! –said the Servitor 

approaching him with his arms open. And the child without any shyness 

threw himself into them, feeling that those arms were as soft as his 

mother's lap. 

And the Seventy Elders of Moab gathered around the child, waiting 

their turn to hold him close to their heart. 

Yhasua had the immense joy of recognizing those who, during his 

stay on Mount Carmel, came from Mount Hermon; and for whom he, 

his mother, and Yhosuelin went in a small sailboat to wait for them in 

Tyre, and our readers will also remember this passage. 

That distant Sanctuary to the north, lost among the wild beauties of 
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Mount Lebanon, reminded him of his early childhood. He had entered 

his beautiful grottoes shortly before he was two-year-old and had left 

before he was seven-year-old. 

Aside from the fact that the Elders with white robes and hair were so 

nice and dear to him, Yhasua felt as if he were submerged in a wave of 

infinite happiness. 

—Go back to Jerusalem whenever you want, —he finally told 

Joseph of Arimathea and Nicodemus, I'm staying with the Elders. 

—Just what we needed, Yhasua! —Joseph laughed— It has been 

hard for us to get permission from your mother Myriam, to bring you 

here for eight days and you talk about never coming back!... 

The very Elders whom he had known as a child on Mount Hermon 

intervened to convince him. 

—It's not good to rush events, son, —one of them observed 

caressing him tenderly. – The Heavenly Father has marked all your 

hours and that of coming with us has also been marked. Your parents 

are for now the owners of your life and you well know that the Law 

commands to pay them obedience and veneration. 

—Besides —added Nicodemus —the Elders of Mount Tabor have 

promised to visit you once a year; those of Carmel too, now you have 

a few days to relax among those of Quarantine and Moab. 

“Do you want more, Yhasua, do you want more? Also think a little 

about us and above all, your carnal family... your mother, that mother 

that there are not two like her, and that is a treasure that you should 

know how to appreciate. 

—Forgive me! –said the boy sweetly– you are absolutely right and I 

cannot make you look bad with my family that entrusted me to you. And, 

turning toward the Elders, he said: 

“Since you know that the Heavenly Father has set the time for me to 

come with you. Can you tell me when it is? 

—When you have passed 20 years —answered one of them. 

The boy mentally counted the remaining years and said: 

—Eight years!... are many indeed, but one day they will end and 

then... —And he looked at the Elders and the two friends with a firm 

gaze full of intelligence. 

—And then what? —several voices asked. 

— Nothing, nothing!... It's just that sometimes I have thoughts that 

don't seem to be mine but rather those of a man of many years. I 

already know that I am a little boy subject to the will of all. And that's the 

way it should be!... 

“Let's go Yohanan, to graze our kids! 
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–Let's go! –His little friend answered, while in his inner world this 

question arose: 

“What is in Yhasua that all the Elders love him so much? That he is 

very beautiful, it is true, but the Elders do not allow themselves to be 

dazzled by the beauty of the body... Yhasua will be in the future a great 

prophet of God..., who knows! or perhaps that Messiah for whom I have 

been taught to pray and call since I was born. 

And both boys ran towards the stables which were indeed a 

picturesque sight. 

The stables were made up of several very irregular caves connected 

to each other, or rather, an enormous gallery of caves full of projecting 

rocks, some high, others low, with bends and tortuosity without end. 

And goats and little kids, climbing on the outcropping rocks and lost 

among great hangings of ashy, yellow, and greenish mosses, formed a 

whole pleasant and unique group, so Yhasua found himself as in a 

paradise. 

The running of the kids and their enormous jumps from the bristling 

rocks amused him greatly. 

—Lucky you, Yohanan, who has for you all this joy of living! – he 

said to his little friend – while I have to be here only eight days. 

—And in your house in Nazareth, isn't there also joy of living? — 

asked Yohanan, feeling sorry for Yhasua. 

—Not like this —answered the boy. –My father and my older 

brothers are absorbed by the workshop and their respective families. 

Anna and Yhosuelin, who are single, are both melancholic and are 

always thinking about things that I don't understand. My mother is the 

only one who tries to make my life happy, but since she has many things 

to do, she lives absorbed by them. 

“Moreover, I can only have two or three little lambs and some doves 

there, because they would spoil the vegetables and plantations, and of 

course, that is not fair! 

—Look, Yhasua, I have an idea. 

—Tell me. 

—That every time you come for the Easter festivities, they bring you 

here, and that you spend here something like vacations after school. 

– Oh, what a beautiful idea! Let us take the flock to pasture and to 

the watering hole; then we will discuss the matter with my two friends 

and with the Elders. 

—Oh, beautiful, beautiful! I’d also like that you come, because here, 

as you can see, they are only elderly people and the last thing they think 

about is playing with me. Sometimes I go with Bartholomew and his 
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family, or he comes here, and I have a lot of fun. My life is also sad, 

Yhasua, you see. 

— Do you know one thing, Yohanan? 

– If you tell me!... 

—That I have drawn some deductions from loose words heard by 

chance... 

— Of what and why? Speak, Yhasua. 

—That you and I bring important missions to fulfill in this world by 

order of Jehovah. 

—I also heard something here that my father was talking with the 

Servitor and two therapists who came from the north, who had visited 

you... 

—And I know something else yet more important!... 

– For real, Yhasua? 

– So real!..., –and saying so, the boy sat down on a rock while the 

goats and their kids grazed around him. 

His beautiful face took on the look of one inspired. He was no longer 

smiling. He no longer played. His gaze, stretched out in the distance, 

seemed to search other horizons for something that was reflected in his 

spirit. Seeing him like this, Yohanan sat down next to him. 

—I know —Yhasua began —I know that you and I have lived many 

centuries before now and that we have lived many times before now. 

– How do you know that? –Yohanan asked with alarm. 

—By the teachings the Elders of Mount Carmel have given me. The 

Essenes are very ancient, although down the ages they were not 

always called Essenes. 

—And do you know what they were called? 

—Yes. In a very remote time, they were called White Prophets, later 

Anthulians, later Dactyls, then Kobdas and now Essenes. They are the 

same. And just as you and I are now in their midst, we were in those 

distant ages too. 

—Oh, how old we are!..., —Yohanan exclaimed. —And we look like 

children! 

—And children we are in the matter we wear now! So many times, 

we have been children lulled in our sleep by a mother who rocked our 

cradle! Oh, the mothers!..., the wonderful mothers who always love..., 

who always suffer and always hope!... 

—How strange you are, Yhasua!..., it seems that you have become 

an Elder like the Essenes. 

—What happens is that now my inner Self, which has lived long 

ages, is speaking to you!... 
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“Eight thousand years ago I too was a child, born of great love in a 

grotto like these, where a family of reindeer lived. 

“Yohanan!..., have you read the Holy Scriptures? 

—I always attend those lectures. 

—So, you know the poem by Adamu and Evana, right? 

— Oh, yes!..., the famous couple from which the era called Adamic 

Civilization starts. 

– Exactly! And Abel, their first child, was me! Didn't you know? 

—No, I didn't know that! 

—And you were part of the Essenes of that time who were called 

Kobdas, and your name was Agnis. 

— And why were they called that and not Essenes like now? 

—Because Essenes took the name of the most intimate and beloved 

disciple of Moses, whose name was Essen, do you understand? And 

the Kobdas were named that way because that phrase is translated 

“crown”, in the language that they spoke. They proposed to be the 

“crown of love and light” within which the Anointed man of Eternal Love 

would carry out his activities for that hour. 

—But, you know many things, Yhasua!... — exclaimed Yohanan. 

Why don't I know all these? 

—Now you will know them in the days that I am here. Are you afraid 

of Elijah, the Prophet about whom so spooky traditions run? 

—I am not afraid, because I know from the Scriptures that he was a 

Prophet of Jehovah, that in His name he did justice over the powerful 

and the wicked! 

— Elijah was yourself! 

— Me?..., did you say me? 

—Yes, you, and I know this from having heard it on Mount Tabor, 

while the Elders evoked Jehovah to send them Divine Light with his 

heavenly messengers. 

—And what happened then?... 

—They thought I was sleeping because they saw me still!..., very 

still. And it was that I couldn't move as if I had lost the movement of my 

body. But my mind was lucid and attentive. To the fervent prayer of the 

Elders, Jehovah answered them with a vision that seemed like a flame 

of fire. Little by little, a human silhouette was drawn, and it was Elijah 

the Prophet who spoke that the hour of the great apostolate of Yhasua 

and Yohanan, today both children, was approaching. 

—And you said that I was Elijah? I haven't left here for almost as 

many years as I have... Oh, Yhasua!... I don't know how to understand 

what you've told me! 
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—Before doubting, Yohanan, let's think a little. The Elders taught me 

how to think in accordance with reason. 

“When you sleep, what does the active and main part of yourself do, 

that is, the soul, which is immaterial and vibrant like a ray of light? 

— What do I know of what it does? It might sleep too! 

—No, Yohanan, it doesn't sleep, because only the organic bodies 

need to sleep for the nervous system to rest. The soul is free during 

sleep and can go where the Divine Law allows it. The night that I told 

you about, surely you were sleeping here, but your soul detached from 

matter and went to Tabor where the Elders called to contact the Infinite. 

—When they explained the Scriptures to the Essenes of the first 

grade, they ordered me to listen and I heard that Elijah the Prophet will 

come before the Messiah Savior of Israel, —Yohanan said 

thoughtfully—. 

“You tell me now that you are convinced that I am Elijah who has 

come back to life, so you, who are you? that being younger than me, 

you know so many things?... Yhasua!..., who are you? ... 

And Yohanan devoured Yhasua with his brilliant black eyes, whose 

gaze was still lost in the distance... 

—I am Moses, who has returned with a new law for men: the Law of 

Universal Love. 

Without knowing why, the two children hugged each other with 

indescribable emotion! 

Moses and Elijah!..., the two great figures of the final epic of Christ 

the Redeemer, transformed for that hour into Yhasua of Nazareth and 

Yohanan the Baptist. 

—What's going on here that you hug each other so desperately? — 

suddenly, the voice of Nicodemus said next to them, followed by 

Joseph and the Essene gatekeeper, looking for the children whose 

lateness caused them surprise. 

—Nothing's wrong, —answered Yhasua, —but we're remembering 

our old friendship and tenderness has overflowed from our chests. 

What do you want us for? 

—The milk and roasted chestnuts are steaming on the table. Don't 

you want to have breakfast with us? 

— Let's go, — said both children, following Nicodemus. 

The day passed without notable incidents, but early that night, 

Yohanan approached the Quarantine Servitor and very stealthily told 

him: 

—Yhasua wants me to go with him to pray to Jehovah in the 

Sanctuary, will you let us? 
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–And why not? Your desire makes me think that the Lord is calling 

you for specific purposes. We cannot hinder the Owner of all things. Go 

then, my sons. 

The Elder, speaking like that, obeyed the announcements of one of 

the Essenes from Moab had received that morning. The message 

directed to leave both children in complete freedom of action during the 

whole day, since the Superior Intelligences carried out work so that 

"their true Self" would manifest itself abroad, not through hypnosis, but 

in full consciousness. 

While this happened, the Great Servitor, two Notaries, Joseph, and 

Nicodemus, stood at a distance in what they called the "virgins' grotto". 

This grotto overlooked the Sanctuary but separated by a bronze grille 

and a light white veil. It was the place the Essene maidens sang in 

chorus accompanied by their lutes the psalms that the Elders 

designated for certain solemnities. From there they could observe 

everything that happened in the Sanctuary. 

They saw Yhasua entering with soft and slow steps as if he felt a 

great weight that prevented him from walking lightly. 

He went to prostrate himself in the center, in front of the Tablets of 

the Law. These were a copy equal to the old original that was kept in 

the Great Sanctuary of Moab. Yohanan had followed him, and he also 

prostrated himself next to Yhasua. Both then stood up and approaching 

the lectern made of oak, where the Tablets of the Law were, they stood 

still for a few moments, as if they were stone statues. The golden light 

from the great chandelier that hung from the ceiling fell squarely on the 

faces of both children, fixed with insistent stare on those stones 

engraved more than 10 centuries ago. 

Suddenly, they saw that Yhasua placed the index of his right hand 

on that final verse that says: 

"These ten commandments are enclosed in two: Love God above 

all things and your neighbor as yourself." 

And with a vibrant and sonorous voice that did not seem to come out 

of that little body they heard him say: 

—Yohanan!... I have just discovered that this is the only reason you 

and I have come to Earth in this hour of humankind! Look, Yohanan, 

look! —And he continued marking those inflexible words with his little 

pink finger, firm as an iron awl: 

“Love God above all things and your neighbor as yourself”. 

A strange and phosphorescent light illuminated those phrases that 

Yhasua touched with his finger, to the point of making them visible from 

the distance in which the silent spectators were. The "grotto of the 
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virgins" was soon filled with people, as all the Elders were called to 

witness the spectacle. The phosphorescence of the phrases turned into 

a thread of fire that enlarged them more and more, until those phrases 

completely filled that part of the Sanctuary where the books of the 

Prophets were, above which the radiant clarity extended like a living 

flame!... 

—This is all, Yohanan!..., do you see it?, this is all!, –Yhasua's 

sonorous voice continued saying –When each man on this Earth loves 

his God above all things and his fellow man as himself, all other laws 

are superfluous because this one contains everything. 

—You’re throwing fire from your hand, Yhasua! —exclaimed 

Yohanan, almost frightened. Withdraw your finger because you will 

consume the Tables of the Law!... 

—No, no!, the fire that burned in the bush of Horeb before Moses 

one day, now burns again to consume everything..., the temples, the 

altars, the gods, the symbols, because only one thing must remain 

standing after having shone this fiery flame: 

"You shall Love God above all things and your neighbor as yourself." 

“Everything else is dry leaves that are blown away by the wind, it is 

a flower of hay that turns into dust with the passage of time and life! 

And as if a tremendous energy were taking over his entire being, he 

took the papyrus scrolls that were in a white stone beaker where it read: 

Books of Moses. 

—Do you see, Yohanan?, these few scriptures where the genesis of 

the worlds, of beings and of things is described, where some simple 

rules of good living teach the children of Israel the secret of living with 

peace, health, and joy?... In the Temple of Jerusalem and in all the 

Synagogues, from Midian to Damascus, the books that are called 

Moses are true tablets of blood, where he regulates and orders the 

slaughter and torture of men and beasts in homage to Jehovah. 

“How will educated men one day explain the “You shall not kill” of 

the Law of Moses, and the “You shall love your neighbor as yourself”, 

placed in comparison with those other so-called books of Moses, where 

under the axiom of “an eye for an eye and a tooth for a tooth”, 

authorizes all the murders and crimes that fit into the satanic codes of 

revenge in action? 

“Oh, Yohanan, Yohanan, you and I will be sacrificed like little lambs 

among wolves for this unconscious humankind, which basks in 

selfishness and hatred, but from your blood and mine the apostles of 

fraternal love will sprout by the thousands like plants from a wonderful 

nursery, who, like us, will fall mowed down like ripe ears of corn and 
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whose successive lives in an endless chain will write in all consciences: 

"Love your neighbor as yourself", until men tired of suffering, finally 

embrace that immortal and eternal law, which is the supreme code in 

all worlds and for all humanities! 

“Are you crying, Yohanan?... Why are you crying? 

—Because your fire has burned the veils that hid the things that 

happened and I relive your sacrifice, as if once again they were drinking 

your blood and mine, shed together for the sake of humankind. Until 

when?, Yhasua, For how long?... 

—Until the present hour that is for me the final one, the one that will 

mark the apotheosis, and will be the most ignominious of all my deaths. 

“You are Elijah!..., the terrible Elijah who wielded lightning bolts of 

fire in his hands and made the tyrants and the wicked tremble with fear! 

And you cry now, Yohanan, you cry now?... 

— Here are neither the tyrants nor the wicked, Yhasua!... Cherub of 

the seventh heaven! Here you are, lamb of God, and your tenderness 

invades me like a giant wave that shakes my whole being, trembling 

with horror and fright! 

“You are the lily of the valleys sung by Solomon, the bunch of 

hyacinths in bloom on the chest of the chosen one, the perfume of 

myrrh and aloe that fills the soul with dreams, peace, and love; the 

lullaby of the turtledove that moaning calls the companion from the 

hollow of a rock!... Oh, Yhasua, glass of honey and essences!, and I 

should not cry for you?, the only one who knows how to love?.. Are you 

going to die, you said?... Are you going to be devoured by that hungry 

she-wolf called humankind? 

“Are you going to be torn apart by that herd of rabid crows that never 

get enough of blood?... No, no, Yhasua, no! It's way too much!... I don't 

want it! And if it’s true that I am Elijah who made Mount Carmel burn in 

flames and turned the priests of Baal into coals and spread the soldiers 

of Ahab like grubs on the ground, I will exterminate all the men of this 

Earth if there’s not one single person capable of loving you, Yhasua, 

son of the Immortal God, who lights the stars at night and the suns at 

dawn! 

"I will destroy like the rough sea destroys the ships that cross it... 

— Yohanan!... Yohanan...! –Yhasua told him sweetly, putting his soft 

and delicate hand on the shoulder of his friend trembling from the 

formidable energy, which like a boiling wave ran through his entire body 

–. 

“You will do none of that, Yohanan! because you will be sacrificed 

before me, and from your place of glory and love, you will see my 
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holocaust as an Intelligence of long evolution can and should see it. 

You will wait for me smiling and happy, to see me arrive triumphant over 

ignorance, fanaticism, and death! You will wait for me to lift the pink and 

gold veils that cover the door of the heaven of Love Beings, and you 

will be the first to tell me: “Enter your homeland forever, Christ, Son of 

the Living God!” 

 

Yohanan opened his eyes as if in the grip of a sudden dazzle, and 

without being able to utter a single word, he exhaled a deep groan and 

fell lifeless on the pavement. This clamor and the noise of the fall, cut 

off the current of light, of love, and of infinite wisdom. Then Yhasua saw 

himself again with his weakness as a boy who fears everything and for 

all, and throwing himself to the ground with his little friend, he sobbed 

bitterly: 

—Yohanan!..., don't die... Yohanan!..., who will accompany me to 

take the goatlings to the watering hole and to graze? —And he covered 

the icy forehead of the fainted boy with tender kisses. 

Then the Essenes came out of their hiding place and ran towards 

both boys. Joseph and Nicodemus lifted Yohanan and led him to his 

bed, while the Elders consoled Yhasua, who kept repeating: 

—Yohanan, don't die!..., I want you not to die! 

—Calm down, son, calm down! —  said the Great Servitor who had 

lifted him up in his arms and held him close to his heart. Yohanan is 

only faded and soon you will see him perfectly well. 

And going from arm to arm as when he was very little, they all arrived 

at the great dining room where the semi-consumed hearth fire only 

revealed a small pile of embers that glowed in the semi-darkness. 

The wave of love had consumed the wave of fear and Yhasua was 

forgetting everything that had happened. 

—What do you do, Yhasua, when the fire is almost out? — asked 

one of the Elders. 

—You lit it up again, —answered the boy. 

And thereupon he took a bundle of dry twigs and a handful of straw 

and threw it into the burning ashes. A flame of gold and purple arose, 

joyfully lighting up the grotto. 

—Oh, what a beautiful fire! —the boy exclaimed, looking at everyone 

with his smiling eyes. —And how beautiful are your white robes 

illuminated by this radiance! —And he threw himself by the fire on a 

black bear skin, whose large stuffed head formed a stark contrast to 

Yhasua's delicate and blond head. The Great Servitor made the sign of 

silence on his lips because he had the intuition that the child was going 
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to fall asleep. 

Since that moment, a great change has been noticed in Yhasua's 

personality. Until then the boy had fought with the man. The latter would 

appear at times, only to disappear later, defeated by that exuberant 

childhood that seemed to struggle to prolong itself indefinitely. 

It could be said that his subconsciousness hesitated before 

beginning an apostolate that would lead him to the most tremendous 

sacrifice. 

What phenomenon occurred in the psyche of the Light-Man during 

that dream in the grotto-dining room of the Essenes as he laid stretched 

out like a lamb on the skin of a bear rug? All the Elders allowed him to 

sleep there for as long as he wanted. 

Yohanan also slept in his bed in the cave of the Servitor. 

The Elders, without losing sight of the sleeping Yhasua, made their 

frugal evening meal around him. Then they continued the evening there 

peaking in a low voice about the spiritual process that they saw that his 

great soul was following, submerged by force of love in the gloom of 

matter. 

When the night was already far advanced, one of them received a 

spiritual dictation that advised them to retire to rest, leaving only three 

or four of the strongest in health. 

Joseph of Arimathea and Nicodemus did not want to depart for a 

moment from the child entrusted to their request. The same thing 

happened to the two therapists who accompanied him from Jerusalem. 

One of the Major Notaries of Moab and the Notary of Quarantine 

completed the six who believed it convenient to remain reclining on the 

dais of the great dining room to watch over Yhasua's sleep. 

And during the stillness and silence that not even the slightest noise 

interrupted, some of the Elders of Moab, each one alone in his rock 

alcove, insistently asked the Divine Wisdom for light and success to 

efficiently second the Word of God in his great mission as Redeemer. 

The next morning, when everyone went to the Sanctuary to sing the 

customary psalms of praise to God, they said to each other in a low 

voice, at the end: 

— We need to talk. 

— Yes, yes, I had thought the same. 

— And me too. 

And it turned out that everyone felt the need for a confidence. They 

went into the assembly hall. 

—Let us each write separately what we plan to say in this meeting 

that we all wanted, —the Great Servitor said immediately, as soon as 
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they had sat down on the dais. 

And they all wrote in their pocket folders. 

From the comparison made later, of what they had written, the 

following resulted: 

Some had seen in dreams and those who kept vigil saw either 

through a high contemplation of their own detached soul, or through 

clear intuition, what was operated in the Word of God who was almost 

13 years of age during the night spent in the Quarantine Sanctuary. 

The five Superior Intelligences that as guides watched over 

Yhasua's terrestrial life, had made him travel during his sleep that night 

to all the places on this Earth inhabited by portions of humankind that 

he came to redeem. 

The human pain was so much!..., the iniquity so frightening!..., the 

meanness and misery so complete, that the moment seemed to repeat 

when a patriarch of antiquity interceded so that a certain city or region 

would not be annihilated. 

“If there were, Lord, 50 righteous, would you spare the city? 

"If there were only 10 righteous, for love of them I would stop my arm 

of justice." 

And not even those 10 had been found! 

The situation of humankind at that time was similar. The Essenian 

Fraternity was found amid humankind, serving as a lightning rod so that 

human wickedness would not exceed the limit, after which the balance 

disappears and everything sinks into chaos, into the shadow, in non-

being. 

The great Guides of the Word of God in his last Messianic day, made 

him look to the bottom of the abyss towards which humankind was 

rolling. 

The fiercest selfishness ruled in all parts of the world, in Britain, 

Rome, Greece, Gaul, Iberia, Germany, Scythia, Persia, Arabia, the 

Indies, in the decadent Egypt and the semi-barbaric Ethiopia. 

Everything was a single sea of pain, of crime, of misery that suffocated 

to the point of nausea... 

And the white-robed Elders with tender and pure hearts reasoned 

like this: 

— “This that has been revealed to all of us equally. If it’s a 

manifestation of the truth, this is what the child has seen during his 

dream tonight and today we will have proof of the radical change that 

will take place in his spiritual personality”. 

Yhasua's sleep lasted until almost noon, that is, more than 15 

consecutive hours. 
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He awoke surrounded by the Elders who agreed not to make any 

reference to his long sleep, or anything connected with it. Yohanan had 

woken up a few hours before and had managed alone with the 

inhabitants of the stables, thinking with sadness that his companion 

would be sick given that the Elders did not wake him up. Yhasua sat 

silently on the bear's skin where he had fallen asleep, reluctantly 

throwing aside the blankets that had covered him. 

On a little stool near him was the bowl of milk and the basket of 

chestnuts, which was his usual breakfast. 

—Have you already prayed? –he asked. 

—Yes, my son, —the Great Servitor replied — but we will gladly 

accompany you. 

The boy got on his knees, put his hands together on his chest and 

began with a trembling half-voice as if he were holding back a sob: 

— “Praise be to you, oh God! Lord of all that exists, because you are 

good above all things and your mercy is eternal” ..., —and he continued 

for a long time with the clamorous and mournful verses of the Miserere. 

And then, sitting on the same fur he had slept on, he silently ate his 

breakfast. 

Yohanan came in bringing him a baby goat that had been born that 

night. 

—How long have you slept, Yhasua! Are you sick? –he asked him. 

—I don't think so, nothing hurts! 

The Elders, engaged in their different manual tasks, pretended not 

to see, or hear anything, to let the two boys expand freely. 

—Are you saying anything to this new inhabitant of the stable? —  

Yohanan asked again, presenting the kid to Yhasua. 

—Poor Little thing! —he exclaimed, running his hand through the 

silky white and tan fur of the little animal. —Do you also come to suffer 

on this Earth?... 

— What! — exclaimed Yohanan. —Does it upset you that one more 

kid has been born? With this one there are already 57. Didn't you want 

them to reach 70, like the Elders of Moab? 

— Look, Yohanan!... I don't know what's happening to me, but I'm 

disgusted with everything in life, and I'd rather die!... 

— Not even I can bring you joy?..., — Yohanan said sadly. Until 

yesterday you told me that I was lucky to be here among so much joy 

of living, and today you want to die? 

—Yes, like Hussin... sweet Hussin, who died without a doubt 

because he found himself one day as I find myself now. 

— What do you have now, Yhasua? –Yohanan continued, also lying 
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half on the bearskin rug while Yhasua with the sleeping goatling on his 

knees mechanically passed his hand over it and looked without seeing 

everything around him. 

— I don't know, I don't know!... But it seems that a lot of time has 

passed over my life... I have such strange thoughts that they are 

certainly not mine — continued the boy as if under the influence of a 

powerful suggestion. 

Meanwhile, the Elders cut and sewed leather leggings, some hemp 

mats, curtains, and reed baskets, others polished reeds or wicker for 

fruit or cheese dryers, but all with their ears attentive to the dialogue 

between Yhasua and Yohanan. 

—Do you have thoughts that aren't yours, you said? Yhasua!..., I 

don't understand you! Whenever I think, the thoughts are mine and not 

someone else's. When a moment ago I thought of bringing you the kid 

to make you happy, the thought was mine and no one else's. It is not 

like this? –And Yohanan looked insistently at his little friend, wanting to 

discover the reason for his bad mood. 

—Yes, that's how it is, Yohanan, and I'm pondering how to make you 

understand what I have. 

—Yes, yes, you already told me that, that you have a great dislike 

for everything. 

“Do you want to go back with your family because you are already 

tired of us? 

—No, because I'm sure that with my family it would be even worse 

still. 

– Why? 

—Because my mother would suffer a lot; and my father and my 

brothers would be very irritated to see me so useless and unwilling to 

do anything. While everyone here calmly continues their tasks without 

paying attention to me, and so I calmly wait for this to pass. Because 

believe me, Yohanan, the one who suffers the most from this is 

myself!... I wanted to run, play, laugh, these few days that I have left to 

be here!...” 

Suddenly, and in the farthest reaches of that grotto, deep, muffled 

sobs were heard!... And closer to the children, one of the most sensitive 

Essenes of Moab dropped, fainting on the fiber mats he was weaving. 

New soft moans and suppressed sobs began to be heard from different 

points of the great cavern-kitchen and dining room. 

Yhasua felt a strong shake. He got up quickly and ran towards the 

one who fell fainting on the mats. Then he looked at the Great Servitor, 

at everyone, and his face reflected great concern... 



 438 

—Why is he like this, Obadiah? Why are Ephraim, Azariah and 

Absalom sobbing?... Do you know, Great Servitor? 

—Yes, my son, I know. They are very sensitive, in such a way that 

they deeply perceive the pain, joy, restlessness or any state of mind of 

others. They have perceived the psychic state in which you are, they 

have absorbed it completely, due to the great desire that we all have 

for calm and joy to return to your spirit. 

The boy thought for a moment and then said: 

– I'm fine, it's over! I don't want anyone to suffer for me. 

—Only you have the right to suffer for everyone? —asked the Great 

Servitor sweetly. 

—I think so, judging by what I saw in my dreams last night. –

Yohanan listened in silence, amazed at what he heard. 

Everyone returned to the most complete tranquility and the Great 

Servitor continued his dialogue with Yhasua who had approached him. 

—It would be very interesting to know what you saw in your dream. 

—I have seen crowds suffering, as I have never seen such a thing. 

Men who torment and mistreat other men, who plunge them into dark 

and dank dungeons where they die of hunger and cold; old people and 

children thrown into precipices as useless, so as not to give them the 

bread they cannot earn. Men and women full of youth and life thrown 

as food to the beasts that guard the fortresses of the powerful; or 

slaughtered on the altars of nefarious and wicked gods. Crowds dying 

burned in bonfires as wood is burned to bake bread and delicacies; 

hanged, mutilated... Oh, what frightful visions in my dream tonight!... 

And Yhasua covered his face with both hands, as if he was afraid of 

seeing again the tragic visions of his dream. 

Then he continued: 

—The Earth rolled before me like an orange and from every corner 

of it I saw the same horrors, the same crimes!..., and I shouted as hard 

as I could: “You shall not kill”, says the Law. “You shall love your 

neighbor as yourself”, also says the Law; but no one heard me and they 

kept on killing, and the whole Earth was drenched in blood, and the 

screams, clamor, and groans resounded like distant thunder whose 

echoes kept vibrating until they drove me mad! 

The Elders, all of them, had approached to hear Yhasua, who, 

getting more and more inflamed in his story, ended up shouting with 

terribly painful exasperation: 

—Tell me!... tell me! what wrong did I do to be so tormented with 

these frightful visions, which will kill my joy of living forever?... 

The Elders tightened the circle around the child and his thoughts of 
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love must have formed a soft and subtle psychic vault. 

The Great Servitor drew him close and embraced him tenderly. 

The child, like a wounded bird, hid his face in the noble chest of the 

Elder and began to cry bitterly. 

Yohanan tried to control his emotion. Joseph and Nicodemus, in the 

second row, thought with deep concern: 

—If Myriam, her mother, were to witness this scene, she would 

undoubtedly ask us for an account of this moral pain, too premature in 

her child who has not yet turned 13. 

— Peace, Hope, and Love on all beings, —the Great Servitor said 

in a solemn voice. 

“The Law of the Instructors of Humanities is not like the Law of the 

little servants of God, and we should not be alarmed by what we have 

just witnessed. 

“The higher the spiritual position of a being, the sooner and more 

vibrant is the call of the Eternal Truth to his inner Self. 

“Let us bless the Most High, because Yhasua felt the call among us, 

who know the processes of the Law in cases like this, and thus allows 

us to provide the necessary support so that moral suffering does not 

cause imbalances, or mental or physical disorders. 

“And you, my little son, begin to understand that the mission that has 

brought you to physical life requires of you what is required of a doctor 

who arrives in a country of lepers and plague patients, where pain and 

misery reach even the paroxysm. Always think that the Essenian 

Fraternity is around you, which is your spiritual mother of this hour, and 

in its bosom, you will always find the soothing to the great pains of an 

Instructor of Humanities. 

The hands of all the Elders were extended over Yhasua, standing 

before the Great Servitor, for a long quarter of an hour. 

The tranquility was reflected in the child's expressive countenance 

and one of the Elders who was a clairvoyant explained the entire 

process followed by the Higher Intelligences during Yhasua's dream. 

The clairvoyant had reported it to the notaries before the boy woke 

up, and it was fully verified by the statements that everyone had just 

heard. 

Then, to return the spirits to their normal state, they all went out to 

the serene little valley where the herds grazed under the leafy olive 

trees and the vines laden with bunches. 

Two days later, those who had received notice of the presence of 

the Elders of Moab at the Sanctuary on Mount Quarantine began to 

arrive. 
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Almost all of them arrived at dawn because they made the trip at 

night. 

Travelers arrived from Herodium, from Juttah, from Hebron, from 

Bethlehem and even from Jerusalem. They were all Essenes who did 

not want to miss that opportunity, rarely found in the lives of beings who 

lived for an ideal of human perfection. The Seventy Elders of Moab 

were the great teachers of the Fraternity, were their Prophets, their 

Apostles, their Saints. The Messiah was in their midst, still a child. And 

this circumstance magnified before them that moment that perhaps 

would never be repeated in the life they were living. 

Some knew that Elijah the Prophet was also there, reincarnated, in 

the person of a little boy older than Yhasua. 

Various figures of social and religious importance in Jerusalem also 

attended that memorable event, including Nicholas of Damascus and 

his friends Antigonus, Shammai, and Gamaliel, grandson of Hillel, the 

Essene apostle martyr 50 years ago. The reader will remember that the 

great demonstration of Divine Wisdom that Yhasua had, took place in 

the Cenacle of Nicholas. None of them doubted that the Word of God 

was incarnated in the Nazarene child, son of Myriam and Yhosep. 

But it would be of great importance for them to know the opinions of 

the Elders of Moab, great teachers in spiritual science. The 

Bethlehemite friends of Yhasua since the unforgettable night of his 

birth, Elkanah, Josiah, Alpheus and Eleazar, with those relatives who 

could accompany them, also came among the silent pilgrims. All of 

them, disguising their mystical fervor under different aspects, were 

arriving at En-Gedi, a region lost among the neighboring mountains of 

the Dead Sea. 

Never have more people paraded through the poor Andrew’s Farm 

than on that occasion. It was the obligatory entrance to the Sanctuary, 

and everyone had to go through there. 

The caves were insufficient to comfortably accommodate so many 

people from outside, whose number exceeded 200. But the warm and 

pleasant spring of those places, facilitated the concurrence of the 

pilgrims, who remained only one day and one night in the caves of the 

Sanctuary. 

The Elders dedicated themselves, privately, to listening to the 

spiritual queries of the travelers. The traveler’s degree of knowledge 

was diverse, from the first to the fourth degree. 

It was a great School among the rocks where all material decoration 

was missing, but where uniform harmony floated, emanated from many 

souls that were seeking the same goal: The Divine Truth, which should 
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set the path to follow on planet Earth forever. 

 

When all were heard and satisfied in their consultations, the general 

assembly was prepared for late afternoon in the Sanctuary itself. The 

Sanctuary appeared with all the veils drawn back and the dividing 

screens raised, to give greater breadth to the enclosure, and to leave 

everyone with the feeling that with the Incarnate Word being in their 

midst, all categories and divisions would disappear. Thus, they were 

fused as a single soul that united with the Divine Anointed to support 

his work of human liberation. 

— Now, we are all disciples around the Great Master, —the Great 

Servitor said, when all the Elders agreed that the reservations and 

separations that until then had been observed with great rigidity should 

disappear. —And if he will make himself small to be equal to us, how 

much more must we lower ourselves to be equal to those who are at a 

lower spiritual and moral height than the one we have conquered 

through centuries of evolution. 

In their private conversations with each of the pilgrims, the Elders 

had taken pains to deeply engrave in all souls the final sentence of the 

Law of Moses, on which Yhasua put his finger one night, saying to 

Yohanan: 

“For this only, you and I have come to Earth”. 

That phrase: “Love God above all things and your neighbor as 

yourself”, enclosed the complete summary of the entire Law for the 

Essenes as for Christ himself. 

He who had not sinned in this, was free from all guilt and could 

present himself calm and serene to the assembly presided over by the 

Divine Word, which would surely be of a dazzling clarity over all 

consciences. 

And almost all of them, in their intimate confidences with the Elders, 

had to recognize that a very high perfection is contained in those final 

words of the Law, which only very few could reach. 

They had all done works of mercy, hospitality, and mutual help. All 

had helped the needy. But equaling the neighbor with themself in the 

participation of a benefit; that, very few had done. 

And in the radiant light of that final sentence of the Law, the 

unmistakable silhouettes of the true disciples of Christ the Redeemer 

were designed from that moment, that remained unknown to 

humankind, that is, those who were capable of loving their neighbor as 

themselves. 

The Man-Light had already marked his immortal and divine route. 
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"Cherub of the Seventh Heaven" as the Essenes called him, had left 

all his glory, his greatness, his ineffable happiness. And descending to 

the gloomy terrestrial prison, as an illustrious prince who had left 

everything, to sink for years in the blackness of a dungeon with the sole 

purpose of freeing those tied to it. 

Inaccurate was this simile, because the Christ left much more, 

incomparably more, than a prince of the Earth can leave. But in our 

poor modes of expression, I do not find a figure, an image that can be 

compared with the sublime and heroic renunciation of Christ. What less 

then could he demand of those who wanted to be his disciples than to 

tell them: Love your neighbor as yourself? 

It was then when that assembly among the rocks glimpsed the scope 

of the immortal phrase that the Christ would take as the basis for his 

apostolate of fraternal love. And from that moment, all those who 

attended took the unbreakable resolution to donate half of their material 

goods to the missionary work of Christ. 

The Elders of Moab and of all the Sanctuaries would also contribute 

half of the product of their manual labor for the Holy Treasury as they 

called it, because they considered that nothing was more sublime and 

exalted than demonstrating with facts that the good of the neighbor was 

their own good. 

If the idolatrous and pagan Rome supported its orgies by imposing 

heavy and onerous taxes on the dominated peoples, the "Holy 

Treasure" fruit of love of neighbor, would deal with the misery and 

hunger that the domination of the Caesars imposed on the world. 

Such were the sentiments that animated all those who surrounded 

the Christ child, at that moment of his earthly existence. 

And from those pilgrims the "Guardians of the Holy Treasure" were 

designated for each city or town, thus facilitating the delivery of the 

annual donations they had to make. 

Joseph of Arimathea, Nicodemus, and Nicholas of Damascus in 

Jerusalem; Elkanah and his friends Alphaeus, Josiah and Eleazar, for 

Bethlehem; Andrew of Nicopolis and two of Yohanan's uncles, for 

Hebron and Juttah, and successively, were designated as the 

Guardians, among the best known and most proven Essenes, for all 

the regions from Midian to Syria. 

—Only in this way will we be worthy, —the consciences of all said, 

—to cooperate in the work of the Christ based on the immortal phrase: 

"Love God above all things and your neighbor as yourself." 

Knowing the Elders that human souls can only reach union with the 

Divinity through a perfect tranquility of conscience, they believed they 
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had done everything possible to achieve it. The great enthusiasm for 

lofty and noble causes is also contagious, and that nucleus of Essenes 

gathered around the Christ child, in the caves of Mount Quarantine, all 

vibrated at the same pitch as the strings of a harp prepared for a divine 

concert. 

And when everything was resolved and secured in the material 

order, the spiritual preparation began with the singing of a psalm sung 

by all the Brothers gathered. 

At the foot of the pedestal where the Tablets of the Law rested, a 

three-foot-high dais had been placed and on it were two oak stools. The 

Seventy Elders of Moab surrounded that dais in double file and in front 

of them the other Elders, therapists, and pilgrims. 

The Great Servitor entered last with Yhasua and Yohanan, who 

were placed on the two stools. 

A faint perfume of incense floated like an invisible wave through the 

sacred precinct and several lutes played a soothing melody. 

In that most serene silence, this unanimous thought elevated to 

Divinity could be clearly perceived: 

"Almighty God, author of everything that exists!... Let us see the 

greatness of your designs, if you allow us to collaborate with your 

Messiah in his work of human salvation." 

And the unanimous thought, raised to Divinity from the bottom of the 

hearts, obtained the desired response. 

Yhasua and Yohanan leaned towards each other as if their heads 

were looking for support. Their perfect stillness resembled a peaceful 

dream, but their eyes remained open. 

Suddenly the two stood up on the platform, as if the same voice had 

ordered them to get up. 

—Do you know what this means? –Yohanan asked Yhasua. 

—Yes, —the boy replied. –This means that everyone around us 

already knows that the spirit of Elijah the Prophet is enclosed in you, 

and Moses is in me, the one who recorded this Law on stone tablets. 

“Your fire made the bush at Horeb burn before me one day and 

Mount Sinai to shine like a fiery flame. Light your fire now on all the laws 

that have sprung from human egoism so that, once they are consumed, 

My Law of the present hour may appear radiant and alive.” 

A soft nimbus of rosy light was enveloping Yhasua, and a living fire 

turned Yohanan into what looked like a burning ember. The vivid glow 

seemed to blot out everything behind the children, the Tablets of the 

Law, the lecterns with the Books of the Prophets, and all the Holy 

Scriptures. And on a dark background like ebony black, a luminous 
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hand wrote with a fiery stylus and in large characters: 

"Love God above all things and your neighbor as yourself." 

Possessed of strange and powerful shock, the whole assembly had 

risen to their feet, hardly believing their eyes. 

Only the white-robed Elders looked like ivory statues, motionless as 

the stone dais on which they sat. 

—Yohanan! — said Yhasua with a vibrant voice. —For bringing this 

New Law into the world, you will die assassinated by men, I will die 

assassinated by men, and three quarters of those who have witnessed 

this manifestation of God's designs will die, also assassinated by men! 

"Can you count the sands of the sea and the stars that populate 

infinite space?... 

“Nor will you be able to count the frightful murders that blind and 

unconscious men will commit because of this New Law. However, it 

contains a supreme mandate from the Father, along with his last look 

of mercy and his last forgiveness for this delinquent humankind. But 

woe to humankind when this mercy and forgiveness have been 

silenced by the vibrating voice of his inexorable Justice!” 

Yohanan looked like a statue of fire, and his two hands raised high 

gave off a vivid, almost purple glow. 

And that vivid clarity designed in the dark background of that 

intangible scene, terrible scenes that no one could specify of which era 

they belonged. 

On a barren mound full of pebbles and white human bones 

entangled in dry brambles, a crucified man was seen, and then others 

and others, until they formed like a forest of thick trunks with human 

beings hanging on them. 

Then a dungeon was seen at the bottom of a dark battlemented 

tower, and there an executioner with the deadly ax and a beautiful 

man's head held by the hair, while the throbbing trunk still shook on the 

pavement in a pool of blood. And beyond him, others, and more 

beheaded men, women, and children. 

And almost lost in a nebulous background, you could see a drunken, 

fanatical crowd, maddened by the unrestrained orgy in which they 

rejoiced happily, happy to the beat of lewd songs and hysterical 

laughter... 

These visions lasted only a few minutes, much less than the time it 

takes to write them down. 

Yhasua, as if frightened by so many horrors himself, touched 

Yohanan's raised arms while saying: 

—Put out your fire, Elijah, son of Orion, and may Peace, Hope, and 
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Love return to our hearts! 

Yohanan collapsed to the ground, as if all his physical strength and 

energy had been exhausted when the fire in his hands was 

extinguished. 

Yhasua let himself fall faintly on the stool where he had sat at the 

beginning and heaved a deep sigh. 

Lights had suddenly gone out when Yohanan fell to the pavement 

and little by little they all regained their serenity. 

And after taking both children to rest on a dais among blankets and 

furs, the Great Servitor spoke to the assembly in these terms: 

—By divine permission, your eyes have seen what the terrestrial 

human redemption will cost in sacrifices and in blood. 

“Martyrs will be all of us who of our own free will offer the Word of 

God our cooperation in his work of salvation. Perhaps many centuries 

will pass without us being able to reap the fruit of the seed of fraternal 

Love that we sow with immense sacrifices and pain. 

“We still have time to retrace our steps. The paths of the Essenian 

Fraternity fork from this solemn moment in which the Most High allows 

us to see the price of the liberation of souls plunged into the darkness 

of ignorance and their moral and spiritual backwardness. 

“If anyone feels weak before the difficult day, forget what you have 

seen and heard and return to your ordinary life as if you did not know 

the spiritual life. Live for yourself and for your family, without further 

commitments of any kind. The Essenian Fraternity will finish fulfilling its 

mission when the Christ is put in contact with humankind. 

“So, it will be his word and his brilliant thought that will create new 

Schools and Fraternities. We fade into darkness and oblivion, so that 

he shines in the light. 

“I do not want your answer at this moment of spiritual enthusiasm, in 

which torrents of energy and light, hope and love make you living harps 

that vibrate without your own will. 

“Return to your usual environment, meditate on everything that the 

Most High wanted to show you. Measure your strength and coldly 

decide your path to follow. 

"May the Divine Light illuminate your conscience." 

The Essenes of first and second degrees hesitated after a cool and 

calm meditation. A third of them felt intimidated and left for later their 

decision on the matter. 

They still had seven years to decide, when the Incarnate Word would 

complete 20 years of his physical life. 

In time we will know who remained faithful to the call of that hour and 
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who turned away for fear of the tremendous sacrifices that could be 

glimpsed in the distance. 

Two days later the Elders of Moab crossed the lake by raft in the 

light of the waning moon, whose yellowish glow was like a topaz veil 

that made torches and matches unnecessary. 

The next morning Joseph of Arimathea and Nicodemus with Yhasua 

and the therapists undertook the return to Jerusalem accompanied by 

the Bethlehemite friends who are so familiar to us from the beginning 

of this story. They stayed in the old city of David after tenderly saying 

goodbye to the Child-Light that perhaps they would not see again for a 

long time. 
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27.  The Apostle Child 
 

Nazareth, the picturesque Galilean city neighboring Mount Tabor 

and Lake Tiberias, received Yhasua 90 days later and this time to stay 

there for a long time. 

The boy returned to his Nazarene home completely changed. He 

was not the same Yhasua that they had seen leave 50 days before. 

—How well the air of Jerusalem suited you! –His stepbrothers called 

him, joking. 

—Did you like the Temple? Did the city amaze you? Come on! 

Yhasua, tell us your impressions and that way we will know if you have 

understood everything correctly. 

It should be noted that Myriam had told the boy that his trip to Mount 

Quarantine should not be known to anyone except his father. His father 

had also observed a change in the child, so he told his wife Myriam. 

—Jehovah gave our son a new energy —Yhosep would say to 

Myriam, seeing Yhasua who, even after sunset, continued in the 

workshop putting in order all the tools, wood scraps, unfinished 

moldings, strips, and utensils in general. 

And when the last light of the afternoon was fading, he would close 

all the doors and silently hand over the keys to his father. 

—Yhasua, —Yhosep told him when he received the keys one 

afternoon and in the presence of Yhosuelin, Anna, and James. – Have 

you disliked the trip, that you've become somewhat taciturn? 

– Father!, – the boy answered with resolution – I didn't answer my 

older brothers when they asked me similar questions because I don't 

know how they would take my answer. But if my frankness is not going 

to offend you, I will tell you that the trip was charming, the view of the 

city, splendid. The Temple was full of wealth and magnificence. But 

what is being done in the city and in the Temple has seemed disastrous, 

horrible... and bad! 

—How come, my son? 

—As you hear, father. Nothing about the law of Moses is seen there, 

but the grossest and clumsiest manifestation of refined selfishness, 

interest, profit, and ambition. 

“Our Galilean environment is much purer, father, and if it were up to 

me, I would not exchange the atmosphere of our province for those of 

Judea despite Jerusalem and the Temple being there. 

—But are you serious, Yhasua? –Yhosep insisted, astonished. 

—Oh, father! Not because I was 90-year-old have I stopped 

understanding what happens in the city of the Kings and in the house 
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of Jehovah, let Yhosuelín say so, who has seen and knows as much 

as I do. 

The father looked at that other son who was silent and in that look 

there was questioning. 

—It's true, father. —said the aforementioned. –The Temple is like a 

great market where the priests trade shamelessly, except for those who 

are Essenes, who do not engage in the slaughter of animals. 

—But animal sacrifices are prescribed by Moses —Yhosep argued 

hesitantly. 

—No, father! —argued the boy decisively. – I studied the writings of 

Moses in the Essenian Sanctuaries and his writings, which are brief and 

concise, not only do not authorize such massacres, but on the contrary, 

advise the Elders of the Hebrew people to try to accustom the people 

to change the holocausts of blood, for those of fruits of the Earth and 

flowers of the fields and fragrant resins of the forests. And he adds even 

more, these words that are glossed by Isaiah, Ezekiel, and Jeremiah: 

"Purity of heart and mercy in deeds are more pleasing to the Lord 

than the fatness of rams and bulls." 

“But it is well known that burning a handful of flour, an apple, or a 

pinch of incense, does not leave the priests the fat profits of a bull. And 

there, hundreds are killed every day, and their meat and fat are bought 

for gold by merchants in the depths of the garden itself, where the lands 

of the Temple end. Do you think that Yhosuelin and I have not seen the 

pockets of gold and silver that the merchants gave to the priests at the 

back doors where the woodcutters enter? 

Yhosep said, with pain: 

—Well, well, my son, and you too, Yhosuelin, let no one hear you 

speak as you have done in front of me. Great calamities will come upon 

our people. Let us pray to the Lord to have mercy on us. 

And getting up, he entered his bedroom where the soul of a just and 

pious man poured out his heart in silent tears. 

Beneath his severe and almost rustic appearance, he hid a heart of 

gold and he truly felt deep sorrow for the bitterness that he sensed in 

Yhasua and for the great evils that awaited his people. 

 

Almost three years had passed over the life of Yhasua, who 

continued in his home in Nazareth between his tasks of tidying up his 

father's workshop, without neglecting to help Myriam in her efforts as a 

housewife. He had to frequently renew the jugs of water brought from 

the fountain, remove the drying racks for fruit, water the vegetables and 

plantations in the orchard. These were the different ways he helped his 



 449 

mother. 

A great sadness began to infiltrate Yhasua’s spirit, as if a shadow 

were darkening him little by little. 

And so, after he performed his usual duties, he went to sit on a stool 

that he had made for himself. It was hidden where the boy used to hide 

to think. That original caller was still hanging there, the one he invented 

so that his mother could call him when necessary. 

And in that secluded corner of the orchard, the 15-year-old Light-

Man conversed with his inner Self: 

— Is this what I came for to the physical life, leaving that splendid 

and divine sky of the Love Beings that Antulius described in his 

marvelous stories? To water vegetables and kill ants, remove fruit 

dryers, put hammers and chisels back in place? To vegetate like any 

little animal that eats, sleeps, and works? 

“Why study the Holy Books? if the doctors and sages of Israel allow 

them to be moth-eaten in closed cupboards and have built others that 

mark new routes to humankind? If humankind was bad by dint of 

selfishness and ignorance, with these new routes it will become worse 

day by day separating it from the true Divine Law written by Moses. 

“The Prophets!..., who cares about the Prophets today, if there are 

so many wise men and doctors who interpret the laws of God in such a 

way as not to interfere with the convenience of the powerful, and to 

have the people more submissive and bowed down? 

“And if the great Prophets of antiquity were forgotten, can I dream of 

being listened to? Poor me! Lost among the tools of a carpenter, 

tending the vegetables of a humble Galilean orchard. 

“What fleeting and misleading vision was that of the Elders of the 

Essenian Sanctuaries, who feed the illusion that I am the Messiah of 

Israel? 

"Me!..., me!, me!, miserable unknown boy, son of Galilean artisans, 

of whom it is said that "nothing good can come of it"! 

“Hindered by inaction; disappointed in my own inability; tired of a 

useless life without any defined purpose, I see myself as a barren tree 

for physical life and barren for spiritual life”. 

Such were Yhasua's monologues during the last of these three 

years, when he was 15-year-old. 

Myriam, his mother, guessed that something unusual and abnormal 

was stirring in her son's heart, but she was unable to extract a single 

word about it. 

One morning when the boy was making his third trip to the fountain 

for water, he did not return until after noon. 
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It was a fine spring morning, and since a gentle, serene rain had 

fallen the night before, the dew-curdled flowers seemed to weep tears 

over Yhasua's bare feet, who walked slowly toward the fountain. 

There were still 50 steps to go, when he discovered a pair of small, 

dusty feet emerging from a bush, next to which there was an empty 

water-jug. 

He left his jug by the side of the road and gently opening the 

intertwined vines that formed a gloomy grotto, he bent down to find out 

what was happening to the owner of those feet. 

He saw that it was a sadly moaning girl. Her rather rapid and labored 

breathing indicated she was close to a nervous breakdown. 

Yhasua, deeply saddened, knelt on the ground to make himself 

heard by her. 

When he saw her face, he recognized her. 

—Is that you, Abigail? What happened to you, lying on the ground 

like this? 

—I was coming home for the third water trip and on all three I've 

been chased on the run by a bad man hiding behind the big hill. I am 

so afraid, and so tired that I threw myself here to rest so that I could 

return. I am afraid I will fall on the road and break the jug. 

—Come on, cheer up, —Yhasua told her, trying to help her get up 

— I'll take your jug to your house.  

—You won't be able to get there because Aunt Michal is very stern, 

and she'll call me useless and lazy as usual. If it were her daughter, she 

would excuse her, but not me, who's the stranger in the house. 

“How bad it's not to have a mother, Yhasua!..., –and the girl burst 

into tears. 

—Don't cry, Abi, don't cry. From today on I'll be your brother to 

defend you in everything and against everyone. 

“If you don't want me to come to your house, I will accompany you 

past the ravine and you will have nothing to fear. 

"Let's go to the fountain where I will wet your forehead and you will 

drink a little sip of pure water that will do you good. 

Yhasua picked up the girl's water-jug and his own, and they headed 

for the fountain. 

—And why does Aunt Michal send you to the fountain alone and her 

daughter doesn't come too? – Yhasua asked. 

—Because she is busy doing embroidery and laces to adorn herself, 

and I am the servant. She has her mother, and I don't. Do you 

understand, Yhasua? 

—And doesn't your father look after you? 
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—Since he married that woman, he doesn't want to hear from us. 

My sisters are serving other relatives and living the same life as me. It's 

hopeless, our evil has no remedy. 

—How can it be hopeless? –Yhasua asked vehemently. You'll see, 

Abi, you'll see how I can find a remedy. 

—You? What can you do? You’re almost as young as me. 

—I am 15-year-old this winter. I have begun to be a man and if 

Jehovah didn't give me life just to run lizards, I think I can do something 

for you. Tomorrow I will come several times to the fountain, we will meet 

here, and I am almost sure that I will bring you good news. 

They arrived at the fountain. Yhasua filled the girl's jug and left his 

on top of a tree tied to a rope. He made her drink from the hollow of his 

hands. He repeatedly wet her forehead and hands. And when he saw 

that she was calmer, he invited her to get going, but only after he had 

filled a bag well with small pebbles and taken a solid stick of ash. 

—This is in case an enemy appears to us, — he explained, smiling 

at the shy Abi, who couldn't get over her astonishment at the sight of 

her partner's decision. 

No one appeared on the road. Yhasua stayed 50 steps from the 

house lost among fig and olive trees, and he didn't leave until he saw 

the girl enter. She greeted him from a distance waving her hand. 

This small incident, seemingly unimportant, produced a strong 

reaction in his spirit. There was someone who needed him in life at that 

time: the poor orphan who, at only 90 years of age, carried a burden of 

humiliation, disappointment, and pain on her good little soul. 

—I might not be a Messiah or a Prophet, —Yhasua said in dialogue 

with himself, — if it is not in my law to be, but I will be a useful man for 

the weak and downtrodden in life, trying to alleviate their sorrows and 

uncertainties. 

“Extraordinary lives, the Lord gives to those who can live them with 

merit and success for the good of humankind. I am not one to pretend 

to live one of those lives. The great love of the Elders towards me has 

blinded them, making them see in my poor person the one Desired of 

Israel. 

"Yhasua... humbly prepare to be a good man, capable of loving your 

fellow men and doing them as much good as possible, without thinking 

again about sublime greatness that will never be within your reach". 

He returned to the fountain, loaded a jug full of water and went home 

where he found his mother waiting for him with some alarm. 

—You never took so long, Yhasua, what happened to you? —  

asked Myriam, placing the food on the table. 
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—Nothing extraordinary mother: a poor girl frightened by a bad man 

hiding in a ravine. I had to accompany her to her house and carry her 

jug, because she didn't have the strength to carry it herself... 

—Your father was already getting ready, as soon as we finished the 

meal, to go look for you. 

—It wasn't necessary, mother. I'm older now and I'm strong, and it 

may be that the same thing happens to me many times as today. 

And he ate in silence. 

Without knowing why, Myriam felt an alarm deep in her spirit. 

It seemed to her that during the time it took for Yhasua to come and 

go from the fountain, he had completely changed and that she had 

something to fear from that change. Two days later, Yhasua met the 

poor orphan girl again, whose joy at seeing him filled the child with 

satisfaction. 

—Yhasua, what a joy to think that I am no longer so alone in the 

world! 

These simple words fell like a soft dew on the saddened soul of the 

adolescent who believed himself not only unnecessary, but even 

useless in the world. 

But he just smiled at her as he handed her a small bag he took out 

of his empty jug. 

—This is for you — he told her. —They are honey pastries that I 

asked my mother to bring you as a little gift. Do you like them, Abi? 

—Oh, yes!..., very much! and if they come from you I like them much 

more. But if you want, we'll eat them here together, because I can't take 

them to my house –answered the girl, sitting down on the base of the 

well. Yhasua sat down next to her. 

—I promised you days ago that I would remedy your situation, — the 

boy said after a moment. 

—And what are you going to do? —she questioned, looking at him 

fixedly. 

—I spoke with the Hazzan of the Synagogue, whose wife is elderly 

and needs help with the household chores. She's a sweet, good woman 

like bread and honey, and she would love you like a daughter, if you 

love her like a mother. 

The girl's joy was so great that, forgetting about her pastries, she 

jumped towards Yhasua, hugged him, and kissed him on the cheek. 

— Oh, you are so good, Yhasua, to take care of me like that! 

—The Law orders it to me, Abi, when it says: “Love thy neighbor as 

yourself”. If I were in your situation, I would like for someone to take 

care of me to alleviate my suffering. 
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“Wouldn't you also have done it with me or with others, who were 

like you now with a great suffering? 

— I think so, yes! — answered the girl. 

— Well, the Hazzan's wife will go tomorrow and discuss the matter 

with your aunt, and I'll go with her in case my presence is ever needed. 

— You're quite a man, Yhasua! —Abigail exclaimed. Who taught 

you all that? 

—The Law of Moses taught me this, according to my conscience. 

You do the same, Abi, whenever you see a fellow man in painful and 

terrible state, because that is the Law of God..., the only Law, do you 

understand? the only one! 

—You are like the sun, Yhasua! — the girl kept saying gratefully. 

Where you are, there is light! How much I love you! 

—And I love you, Abi, because you are the only creature in the world 

that has needed me. Knowing that without my effort to help, you’d suffer 

a lot, believe me, it gives me strength to continue living. Oh, my poor 

little wildflower trampled on the trail! –added the boy sweetly, running 

his hand through the girl's dark hair–. 

“I assure you that Jehovah chose you to make me love life at this 

time, when I thought I was dying of disappointment and boredom. 

“Do you know how awful it is to believe that you are useless in the 

world? 

The girl began to whimper quietly. 

— Why are you crying, Abi? Aren't you glad I've remedied your 

situation? 

–No, Yhasua, no! Because when you see that I don't need you 

anymore, you'll want to die again, and you'll leave me alone... alone... 

alone. Leave me, then, suffering as I am, so that you will continue to 

live for me, who needs you. 

—Oh, poor little fool!..., — Yhasua exclaimed, drying the girl's tears. 

—Can't you see I'm glad to know you love me? Can't you see that I'll 

never think that I'm useless anymore, since I have been able to comfort 

you? 

“To comfort a pain, Abi, is to resemble the angels of God. The men 

of this land seek to become great and leave aside the only way to be 

great: comfort those who suffer and spread good on Earth. 

—Let's seal our friendship, Yhasua, eating your mother's pastries 

together —said the girl, offering one to Yhasua. 

—Very well, Abi, I see that you have understood that we will be good 

friends. When you are all set in Hazzan's house, how many beautiful 

things I will teach you of so many that I know! 
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And just as he had said, Yhasua accompanied Hazzan's wife to Aunt 

Michal's house, who unleashed herself like an irritated parrot against 

the poor orphan, trying to convince everyone that she was useless and 

didn't even compensate her for all the food and clothing she gave her. 

Although the Hazzan's wife was warned by Yhasua, she looked at 

him as if questioning the child, because if what Aunt Michal said was 

true, that unhappy orphan would be nothing more than a burden. 

Yhasua intervened as an older person might. 

—Our Hazzan's wife is a good servant of Jehovah who understands 

the Law of Moses very well. Since her children are already married and 

do not cause her any burden, she has thought of taking a girl to teach 

her in her own way and so that she keeps her company in her lonely 

home. Aunt Michal, being Abigail as you say, that she doesn't know 

how to do anything well, let this good old woman take care of her 

education, since she wishes to do so. 

—And why do you take action in this matter? Are you a relative of 

hers? –asked the woman sourly, whose character allowed herself to be 

known with a harshness that hurt. 

—He's a disciple of my husband, —the old woman insinuated, —

and he also came to guide me, since I did not know this house. 

—And how did you know about my picaninny niece? —the woman 

asked again. 

—It's well known in Nazareth, where everything is discussed at the 

fountain, that the orphan weighs you too much —answered Yhasua–. 

And since this old lady needed a girl for company, I told her that perhaps 

your niece would suit her. 

—What salary will you give her? — Michal asked the old woman. 

—The one ordered for children her age —the old woman answered. 

The woman thought for a few moments, and then she added: 

—Take her, but I don't want any complaints later if she behaves 

badly. 

—Rest in calm, good woman, I know how to educate children — 

answered the old woman. 

The woman called the girl in a very rude manner and ordered her to 

put her clothes in a bag and follow the Hazzan's wife. 

Poor little Abigail hid her joy very well and after a few moments she 

came back loaded with a bundle that Yhasua hurriedly took to carry it. 

—Wait, — Michal said, —I have to search the bundle, lest this rogue 

carry my daughter's things. 

—Leave everything, good woman, —said the old woman. –It is very 

bad to humiliate children like this and for no reason. Come on —she 
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said, getting up and taking the orphan by her hand. 

Yhasua threw the bundle to the ground and stepped aside, allowing 

the old woman and the girl to pass; and turning to Michal with an energy 

that frightened her, he said in a low voice: 

—The wickedness of your heart will one day be punished in your 

daughter, whom I will save from being stoned for adultery in the public 

square. You are warned. 

What force would those words radiate, that the woman remained 

paralyzed in the room without being able to answer a word? 

When she reacted, she wanted to run to call them to give an 

explanation, but she didn't see them anywhere, since the path was very 

winding and full of bushes and vines. 

Abigail's face was reddened by the insult she had received and soon 

she began to cry silently. 

Yhasua took her by the hand to tell her: 

—Are you sad to leave the house where you have suffered so 

much? 

—No, Yhasua, but I am so ashamed that you believe me to be a 

thief. 

—Dear daughter, don't say that because you offend us —said the 

good old woman whom everyone called Grandma Ruth. 

—Do you think we haven't realized Michal's wickedness? — added 

the boy, —forget that house and its inhabitants forever, Abi, forever, do 

you hear?" 

“The Hazzan will arrange things so that your wages are deposited 

safely to form your future dowry, since neither she nor your father 

deserve the trust of those who protect you from this moment on. Don't 

worry anymore about anything other than being good and happy, and 

always blessing the Lord because he had mercy on you. 

It almost always happens that certain events have an impact on the 

environment, as if an ethereal wave carried its vibrations through many 

souls. And the protection given by Yhasua to the poor orphan, had to 

be repeated in several more cases, as if the homeless and helpless had 

been sent to the adolescent Messiah, so that he would protect them in 

their situation. 

Special circumstances, not sought by him, keep putting the suffering 

ones in his path, within his reach, at his very side. It was as if the Eternal 

Law wanted to convince him once and for all that the mission of "Savior 

of humankind" was his, and no one else's. 

Abi was the first humble little flower in his gardens of love and it was 

thus that he had a tender solicitude and affection for her that never 
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waned in his heart. 

After her came others and more, as if attracted by an invisible golden 

thread that was tying them to the beautiful teenager, son of Myriam and 

Yhosep, who, at only 15 years of age, found a way to alleviate their 

sorrows and smooth their paths. 

Yhasua's parents became alarmed to see their son getting involved 

in intimate affairs of girls from the region, ragged old men, and even 

some insane people who had fled to the caves in the mountains. 

Until one day, some people went to Yhosep with the complaint that 

his son Yhasua had hidden a man accused of assault and robbery at 

the mill in one of the neighboring towns. 

And to the great anguish of the poor mother, Yhosep and his eldest 

children had a family council to judge Yhasua and apply a severe 

correction to him, since he was compromising the honorable name of 

the family with a behavior that everyone judged incorrect. 

Yhasua appeared before the family court with admirable serenity. 

Through his mother he was aware of the accusations that were 

going to be made against him and he came prepared to answer. 

The council was in the dining room of the house. That way, Myriam, 

although she refused to take part, could hear everything that was said. 

—My son —said Yhosep —your older brothers present here have 

painfully heard some accusations against you, and I want to know if 

what they say is true. 

—I'll tell you, father —answered the boy. 

—They say that you have brought into honorable houses, insolent 

little girls that their masters threw out on the street for their bad habits. 

Is this true? 

—Yes father. It's true. 

—And why do you have to get involved in things that don't concern 

you? 

—You're almost in diapers —added Eleazar, the eldest of all 

Yhosep's sons —and you already think you're capable of getting 

involved in other people's business. 

—If you allow me to speak, I'll explain — said the boy without any 

alteration. 

—Speak, Yhasua, that's what we are waiting for —his father told 

him, almost convinced that his son would have great reasons to 

enumerate. 

—The Tables of the Law were given by God to Moses to make men 

more good and they are such a serious mandate that failing to comply 

with them is a great sin against God. On the Tablet of the Law it is 
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written: “Love your neighbor as yourself”. 

“My neighbors are those little girls mistreated by their masters and 

thrown into the street like mangy dogs, after they were fed to their vices 

and rudeness. 

“Eleazar, if your poverty forced you to send your girls to serve in rich 

houses, would you like to see them rolling through the streets, thrown 

by the masters who couldn’t get what they wanted from them? 

—No, surely not, —replied the interrogated. 

—And do you think that these girls, that you call insolent little girls, 

are any different from your daughters and from all the girls who, 

because of their position, have never seen themselves in such 

situations? 

—Okay, Yhasua, —said Yhosep, —but I don't see the need for you 

to be the one to remedy situations that are beyond the reach of a boy 

like you. 

—I am 15-year-old, father, and more than that, I have limited myself 

to referring the cases that came to my attention to Hazzan, to the 

therapists, or to some people of position and awakened consciousness, 

so that they took care of remedying so many evils. 

—But it's the case, —said Matthias, the second of Yhosep's sons, 

— that they accuse you of meddling in what is none of your business. 

—Yes, yes, I know, —answered the boy, —because the masters 

want to savor the pleasure of revenge on the little girls they threw, 

begging for a piece of hard bread and sleeping on the doorsteps. How 

beautiful, huh? And we continue impassive, with the Law under our 

arms and without moving a straw from the ground for a helpless brother! 

For this, it would be better for us to be pagans, who, having no law other 

than their will and their whim, are sincere with themselves and with 

others, since they act according to what they are. 

—They say that lately you have hidden a thief who was brought to 

justice because he stole a sack of flour from the mill at Naim. Is that 

true? 

—Yes father. He is a man who has a sick wife and five small children 

asking for bread. Because his wife is consumptive, they don't want to 

give him a job at the mill from which he was fired. As he left, he took a 

sack of flour to bring bread to his children who had not eaten since the 

day before. 

“If that man did not return home, the children would cry from hunger 

and the sick mother would suffer horrible despair. 

“Moreover, the sack of flour was paid for by Grandma Ruth. Is it fair 

to persecute that man? 
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“Yes, Yes. I have him hidden and I won't say where, even if they 

order me to be flogged! –added the boy with an energy that amazed 

everyone. 

—Enough, Yhosep... enough! — cried Myriam with a deep sob. The 

poor mother shed bitter tears seeing her 15-year-old Yhasua subjected 

to a family council, because of his works of mercy, that very few 

interpreted them in the lofty sense with which he made them—. 

“How long are you going to torment him with an interrogation 

unworthy of servants of God, who commands us to be merciful to our 

neighbor? 

They all turned to look at Myriam, who, pale and tearful, seemed to 

be pleading with her eyes. 

—Fine, Myriam, fine. Don't take things like that, we just want to 

instruct the child so that he doesn't provoke the anger of certain people 

who can't stand anyone getting involved in their affairs –said Yhosep. 

The older brothers, for whom that woman was as sacred as their 

own mother, kept silent, and they went home without aggressiveness 

or anger, but with a simple: “See you tomorrow”, which Yhosep and 

Myriam answered. 

When the three of them were alone, Myriam, crying, hugged her son 

whom she loved above all things on Earth, while Yhosep, deeply 

moved, was unable to utter a word. 

– Mother! —said the child– do not cry anymore please, I promise not 

to give reason for this to happen at home. 

—Yhosep, it was not necessary for your older sons to come to 

correct my son. As a mother I have more right than anyone over him, 

and I am enough to correct him if he commits mistakes. 

"Why humiliate me and my son like that?... 

—Forgive me, Myriam, and think that before Yhasua, Eleazar and 

Matthias were humiliated with the aggressive rudeness with which they 

were treated by those who believe they were harmed by Yhasua's 

intervention in their affairs. 

—Backed by the Hazzan and the therapists, our boy believes in the 

duty to remedy the weak mistreated by the strong. Moreover, he 

believes that he can do it without harm to himself and his family. Isn't 

that so, Yhasua? 

– Dad! I understand that the Law obliges us all equally. Only those 

who exploit the blood and the life of their fellow men for their own benefit 

pretend not to understand it. 

“Say, father; if you snatch a lamb from the claws of a wolf, do you 

expect the wolf to be happy that you take his bite? If we are to expect 
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human wolves to be content to release their prey on us, the Eternal 

Father was wrong in commanding us: love our neighbor as ourselves. 

“He should have said: Strong ones! Devour the weak and the 

helpless. And you little ones, let yourselves be quietly devoured by 

those stronger than you.” 

And Yhasua, somewhat excited and nervous, sat by the table with 

his elbows resting on it and buried his forehead in his hands. 

—Son —said his father, moved –The Anointed of the Lord is already 

glimpsed in you, and your poor parents feel the alarm of the 

martyrdoms that the wicked are preparing for you. Do not see more 

than our love in everything that has happened this afternoon. 

—I know, father, and I am looking for a way to fulfill God's Law 

without hurting your hearts. 

—Will you succeed, Yhasua? —asked his mother while drying her 

tears with her white apron. 

—For now, maybe I'll be able to, dear mother. Later, I don't know. 

This is how this incident ended that day, the first of its kind, which 

passed like a fateful wave through Yhasua's life, still barely a teenager. 

And I say to the reader of these pages: it will be easy for you to 

understand how the bitterness of the wealthy classes, who enslaved 

the weak and needy, reached such a high degree, when years later, 

the Missionary stood before them to tell them: 

— “Hypocrites! You profit from the sweat and blood of others, and 

then you ring bells whenever you throw a copper alms coin to a beggar.” 

Soon the news reached the Mount Tabor Sanctuary of what was 

happening to the adolescent Yhasua and that a terrible spiritual 

struggle was beginning for him in which he saw himself alone. Great 

and painful doubts regarding his mission began to eat away his 

energies and to extinguish the divine breath that his Guides and his 

Teachers had tried to instill in him. 

And the Servitor, as he had promised one day not too far away, 

arrived at the Synagogue of Nazareth with two Elders from the 

Sanctuary. 

The Hazzan fully informed them about the situation, adding that the 

boy would not take long to arrive, because he went there every evening 

at sunset to learn any news about his protégés. 

The Hazzan's private house was attached to the synagogue by the 

orchard. It had become the place where Yhasua could feel free to be 

like a brother to his helpless little brothers. 

And Grandma Ruth, with Abigail as her helper, prepared clothing 

and sometimes pastries and sweets, so that the boy would have the 
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satisfaction of alleviating the painful situations of misery and hunger of 

those who lacked a roof over their heads and a family table around 

which they could share their bread. 

His mother, Myriam, seemed to feel in her own heart the 

repercussion of her son's love and feelings, and one afternoon, when 

she saw that he was about to leave, she said to him, stroking his hair: 

—I would like to go this afternoon with you to visit Grandma Ruth 

and good Abigail, whom I have grown fond of through you who love her. 

—Mother!..., I don't want you to receive another disappointment 

because of me, — answered Yhasua with some alarm. 

—Disappointment, why? I am certain that you are doing nothing 

wrong. I’ll get my cloak and go; wait for me. 

When she came back out, Yhasua saw that she was carrying a fairly 

large bag, plus a very well-packaged bundle and a basket neatly 

arranged with multicolored ties. 

—This basket is for Abi, your little friend, and you will take it to her. 

—Ok, mother, thank you. I will also carry that bundle that is too 

heavy for you. —His mother gave it to him without saying anything. 

And they went out. 

Those narrow and winding streets where the houses were not in line, 

but intersected by orchards and fields, made the distances longer, 

because the passerby could not see what was 30-steps ahead. 

After a short walk, a ragged and frail boy emerged from behind bush, 

whose mere sight made the heart shrink. 

— Yhasua! —he told him, — I came here to wait for you because in 

Grandma Ruth's patio there are many who are waiting for you and since 

I don't have the strength to make my way, I always go home with only 

one bread roll, and we are four brothers. 

With eyes full of tears, Yhasua looked at his mother, who also had 

her own eyes close to tears. 

—Come with us, son —Myriam said, taking the boy by the hand. We 

can't open the bales halfway, but I'll make sure you don't go home with 

just one roll. Have you eaten today? 

—I cooked the wheat that Abi gave me days ago, and we still have 

some for tomorrow —the boy who was only nine-year-old replied. 

—And why doesn't your mother cook? —asked Myriam. 

The boy looked at Yhasua as if scared. 

—Mother! This is the family of the man who had taken a sack of flour 

at the mill. The mother is sick, and Santiaguito, who is the oldest, takes 

care of everyone. The father being persecuted as a thief, cannot return 

to his house. 
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These words of Yhasua, made the tenderness explode in Myriam's 

soul so she began to cry without trying to hide her tears. 

—You see, mother? —Yhasua continued. —That’s why I didn’t want 

you to come with me to see closely the pain that I have been drinking 

for a long time. 

“Go back mother, that I alone am enough to suffer for everyone! 

—No, no, my son, I’m over it! I want to go with you wherever you go 

–answered the mother continuing the march, always taking the poor 

boy by the hand who was stealthily pinching some dry, hard figs that he 

was taking out of her pocket. 

They still had other similar encounters before arriving. This finally 

made Myriam laugh as she said: 

—Wow, the children spring from the bushes and the stones of the 

crossroads! 

“Even if both Yhasua and I gave you, a hand each, it would not be 

enough for all of you. —There were six children. 

—The strongest ones —Yhasua said to the children, —take the little 

ones by the hand and walk in front of us so that my mother and I can 

see that you are good companions, and that you don't fight. 

And all the joy that her son felt when it was possible for him on Earth 

to "love his neighbor as himself" was reflected in Myriam's pure soul 

with marvelous clarity. 

Finally, they arrived. 

Great was Yhasua's surprise when he met the three Elders who had 

come that morning from Mount Tabor, whose Sanctuary was the 

closest to Nazareth. 

— I have kept my promise to you, Yhasua, — the Servitor said as 

he hugged him. I promised to visit you and here we are. 

— But you took so long that all the lights you turned on in my soul 

went out, or perhaps turned into fireflies, they escaped from my heart, 

—answered the boy with a hint of bitter sadness—. 

“Allow me — he said reacting suddenly, —to take care of my little 

helpless friends, and then I'll be with you. 

— My son suffers a lot when he’s away from you, —Myriam said to 

the Elders when the boy walked away from her. 

—We already know, and that's why we're here. 

—What are you going to do? —she asked. 

—Heal the wounds that human selfishness has caused him before 

his time comes — the Elders replied. 

—Rest in us, Myriam, that the Most High will teach us to do with your 

son what we must do. 
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Little Abi, all made an amphora of joy approached Myriam. 

—Come, mother Myriam, I'll guide you to where Grandma Ruth and 

Yhasua are waiting for you. 

And she followed the girl down a shady path among cherry trees in 

bloom, which ended in a large, paved patio where some enormous 

orange trees formed a thick roof of greenery dotted with orange 

blossoms. 

And there, sitting on mats or on rustic benches, Myriam saw a group 

of children to whom the grandmother distributed bread and sweets, 

helped by Yhasua and Abi. 

Myriam handed the little girl the precious basket that she had 

brought full of sugared fruits and honey pastries and asked Yhasua to 

open the bundle that she had brought, which contained many 

handkerchiefs, socks, hats, and tunics of various sizes and colors. 

When they had equally distributed all the gifts, Myriam handed over 

to Grandma Ruth, on behalf of her son, the small pocket bag that she 

wore under her cloak. It contained a third of the product of the dowry 

that she had brought to her marriage, to alleviate the necessities of the 

needy families that his son was helping. 

Yhasua, who was present there, hugged his mother while saying in 

a low voice: 

—I knew, good mother, that you would understand my feelings. 

—The olive groves and plantations that my parents had in Jericho 

—continued Myriam, —are currently managed by one of the brothers 

of Yhosep, my husband, and he will bring here every year a third of the 

harvest for the same purpose that I gave you this small bag. Grandma 

Ruth, I ask as the only condition that nobody but you, knows where the 

benefit comes from. Do you promise me? 

—I promise you in memory of my dead parents —said the old 

woman, moved. 

Yhasua couldn’t contain himself with joy. It was his first great joy as 

the future apostle of a doctrine of love and brotherhood among men, 

and like a little child of a few years, he hugged and kissed his mother 

repeatedly, while saying with a voice trembling with emotion: 

—I begin to believe again that I am a messenger of God Love and 

that you, my mother, are the first of my conquests. 

—I am happy with your happiness, my son —she told him, allowing 

herself to be caressed by her beautiful adolescent who seemed to have 

all the happiness of heaven within himself. 
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28.  The Sanctuary of Tabor 
 

Meanwhile, the Elders, being aware of what was happening to 

Yhasua with his relatives who did not see well the child's interference 

in the painful circumstances of his protégés, took advantage of the 

opportunity to obtain Yhosep's consent more easily for a new stay of 

Yhasua at the Tabor Sanctuary. 

And this time his mother separated from him with less pain, because 

for the reasons we know, she saw her son suffer intimately because he 

was not understood by his own family. And his new stay in the closest 

Sanctuary would bring tranquility to everyone, until his son could take 

full responsibility for his actions. 

Yhasua suffered a painful internal shock at first, due to the deep 

affection he had for all his protégés, whom his departure would leave in 

the greatest helplessness. 

But his own mother, Grandma Ruth, and the Hazzan of the 

synagogue soon dissipated his painful concern, with the formal promise 

of not neglecting all those his heart loved. 

Six days later, Yhasua followed the Elders to Tabor, where we'll also 

follow him, friendly reader, for as long as he remains there. It can be 

said that the second period of the spiritual instruction and education of 

the future Master of Humankind took place there. 

The Tabor Sanctuary then shone with the splendid clarity of great 

intelligences gathered there by the Essenian Fraternity, to be in more 

immediate contact with the Divine Word incarnated. 

On Tabor there was an outstanding Athenian, belonging to the old 

School of Socrates and Plato, whose name was Harmodius. He had 

come from Cyprus to Carmel 14 years ago. Also on Tabor were Elders 

who had come from Mount Hermon and some other students of the old 

and illustrious School of Alexandria. 

They had entered the Essenian Fraternity at different times, and had 

formed as a Lyceum or Forum, dedicated to gleaning in the fields of 

eternal truths, the highest truths that human minds had conceived and 

understood. 

They had been scattered in the various Sanctuaries that the 

Essenian Fraternity owned, and only five years ago these illustrious 

investigators had gathered on Mount Tabor, which was a short distance 

from Nazareth and could very easily be in contact with the Incarnate 

Word. 

Alexandria, the luminary of the civilized world since the time of the 

first Pharaoh of the Ptolemaic dynasty, three centuries earlier, had 
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collected in its famous Museum-Library, all the wisdom of the ancient 

Kobdas. 

The famous city of Alexander the Great, founded on the great ruins 

of Neghada, the sacred city of the Kobdas, shed sovereign splendor for 

three centuries. All the men who had escaped the bestial seduction of 

the orgy, of pleasure in the domain of Bacchus, or of the orgy of blood 

and physical torture in the arenas of the Roman Circus turned their 

gazes towards this city. 

Some Essenes of Moab or of Hermon of ancient times had been 

there hired as scribes or copyists and had thoroughly imbibed the lofty 

wisdom of the blue-robed solitaries, the Kobdas of Prehistory. 

Others, in the School of the Sulaiman Mountains next to the Indus, 

where Gaspar, prince of Srinagar, had compiled the ancient science of 

the Flamens, with the most superior knowledge as explained and 

practiced by Krishna and Buddha. 

It was, therefore, a group of men in possession of everything great, 

beautiful, and true that could serve as spiritual food for the most 

illustrious intelligences. 

And this Forum or Lyceum, was where Yhasua found himself at the 

age of 16, during his stay of 40 moons in the Sanctuary of Mount Tabor. 

There were 10 Elders who formed that Lyceum within the Fraternity, 

which had prompted them to do so as a means of being more efficient 

to cooperate with the Divine Word for the spiritual and moral elevation 

of humankind. 

In Tyre, Sidon, and Damascus, great capitals of the kingdom of 

Syria, where the Essenian Fraternity in alliance with the wise men of 

the Far East had opened Schools of Divine Wisdom since the birth of 

the Word, they sent some of their most outstanding members when 

they learned that he was in the Mount Tabor Sanctuary. 

Travelers from Damascus, Tyre, and Sidon met and continued their 

journey together to Tiberias, located on Lake Tiberias, also called the 

Sea of Galilee. 

The news spread stealthily to the north, due to the therapists from 

Mount Hermon, and reached the Syrian cities on the banks of the great 

Orontes River: Riblah, Kadesh, and Hamath, built on the slopes of the 

Lebanon mountain range. 

And so, running like a trail of light or like a soft gust of Galilean 

breezes scented with roses and orange blossoms, the news also 

reached Antioch. The populous Antioch, although pagan and idolatrous 

in the great majority of its inhabitants, had topographical features that 

made it a kind of meeting center or market, the most important, where 



 465 

people from all over Central Asia, from Tiphsah (aka Thapsacus) on the 

Euphrates and even from the Far East, went for their business. 

And as if the great capital between the sea and the Orontes River 

guessed its future importance in the spread of the doctrine of Christ, it 

gave a jubilant farewell to a small nucleus of its sons, when they 

announced that they were leaving Syria to secure commercial treaties 

for the transport of valuable wood from Lebanon, which was necessary 

for the constructions that were raised day by day in the great city, queen 

of the Orontes. 

The large commercial contracts were nothing more than the pretext 

that hid the true motives that took them to Syria, where in Sidon they 

were awaited by members of the Essenian Fraternity. The Essenian 

Fraternity was the austere and loving mother who kept in her lap the 

divine treasure of the heavens: Yhasua, the Word of God incarnate. 

The reader will well understand that to carry out this movement, the 

entire first year that Yhasua remained on Mount Tabor was necessary, 

because the means of communication and locomotion at that time were 

quite slow no matter how much goodwill one had. 

And even more so, if one considers that everything had to be done 

with the greatest possible caution and discretion, due to the great fear 

the Essenes had of the intransigence of Judea, dominated by the clergy 

of Jerusalem, erected in supreme authority by fraudulent agreements, 

from the time of Herod the Great, who paid them in this way, so they let 

him enjoy the usurpation of the throne of Israel. 

And although all this was outside the domains reached by the paw 

of that hateful pontificate, whose disastrous performance culminated in 

the execution and death of Christ, it was nonetheless under the Imperial 

Legate of Syria, representative of the Roman Caesar, whom the priestly 

gold bought when his alliance was necessary. 

We have wanted to give this extensive information so that it's 

understandable to the reader, the prevailing state of things in the scene 

of action in which the Christ would unfold his life as Missionary 

Instructor of humankind. 

Some Christian chroniclers in general have insisted on surrounding 

the personality of the divine Savior with anti-scientific and irrational 

fantasies, wishing to make him appear greater to humankind. This is 

because they were unable to understand the works of Christ in their 

true meaning. Fatal error! 

None of all this was necessary for the sublime greatness of his own 

spirit; greatness conquered through immense ages of consecration to 

Good and Love, the only forces capable of raising the spirit to the height 
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of its divine origin. 

Christ did not need to overturn the laws of nature, the perfect work 

of God who is supreme Wisdom, to make himself superior to all created 

things and to dominate them at his will, within the limits set by his own 

mission as Savior, Instructor, and Guide of the terrestrial humankind. 

To understand the great Master from this moment we have reached 

in the narration of his hidden and intimate life, we must go back, albeit 

briefly, to his previous messianic days, since in all of them he 

accumulated, century after century, the grandiose powers, the 

magnificent forces that upon reaching the final stage, must necessarily 

be, a sublime apotheosis of generosity and love. 

Yhasua with his 16 years, was the youngest student of the Lyceum, 

ignored and hidden in the caves of Mount Tabor. 

Years later, his disciples and followers had to live the subterranean 

life of the catacombs to love and follow the great Master, whose life 

from his birth until he was 30-year-old slipped away in the shadow of 

the Essene caves, only place where he could be sheltered from the 

fierce persecutions of humanity for whom he came to sacrifice himself. 

— “The servant will not be better treated than his lord, nor will the 

disciple be more honored than his Master…” –he would say, years later, 

when he announced to them how much they would suffer for following 

him. 

Most of the Galileans who followed him with delirious enthusiasm 

until his death, had known and loved him in the ignored and humble 

School of Mount Tabor, which shed immense clarity in the intelligences 

and predisposed the souls for immolation and sacrifice for the sake of 

the great ideal that synthesized the entire Law: “Love your neighbor as 

yourself”. 

The two largest caves that Mount Tabor had were the ones that had 

been adorned as a Sanctuary proper. All the adornment consisted of a 

high black stone pedestal, where the Tables of the Law were supported, 

a copy of the authentic ones existing in the Moab Sanctuary; 90 smaller 

pedestals, on each of which rested the lives and writings of the 90 so-

called major Prophets; and finally large, scented wax candles placed in 

small stone supports, and the pilasters of vitalized water for necessary 

cases. 

The other larger grotto was the archive and room for spiritual 

assemblies, with cupboards in the living rock, with dais in the very stone 

of the grotto, and with several oak desks for notaries and clerks. Sheep 

or wild animal skins in the winter, reed, or hemp mats in the summer; 

were all the richness of those rooms destined for mental concentration 
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and study. Both caves were connected by a little oval door, small to 

give way to a man. Towards one side of this little door, the irregularities 

of the grotto formed a rather pronounced and lower half of the 

circumference of the roof than the rest of the grotto. With reed curtains, 

this cleft was skillfully separated from the grotto and that was Yhasua's 

bedroom for as long as he remained on Tabor. 

A small bed of plantain trunks and the upper part interwoven with 

hemp ropes, a small reed chair, a desk with writing utensils, a small 

candle, and a jar of water, was all that was contained in the small rock 

alcove in which the immense personality of Christ the Savior of men 

took refuge. 

—You stay here as owner of the Sanctuary and the Archive — the 

Servitor had told him, installing him in his small room, since the 

remaining grottos, dwellings of the other Elders, were somewhat further 

away, as if lost in the crossroads and labyrinths of the mountain. 

The only immediate neighbors to Yhasua's bedroom were: 

Harmodius the Athenian, the Servitor, and a septuagenarian Elder, 

Alexandrian by origin, and whose name was Tholemi. Both possessed 

great spiritual faculties and had delved so deeply into the luminous 

fields of metapsychics, that human souls were for them like open books 

that can be read without any difficulty. 

—This vicinity –said the Servitor to Yhasua–, will be very favorable 

for you. Realize that they are for you, two older Brothers, who will gladly 

give you the light of their lamps to illuminate any shadow that hinders 

your path. 

And when everything was quiet and silence in the Sanctuary and the 

melancholy and solemn song of the Miserere had allowed its last 

resonances to die out, Yhasua went alone to his bedroom that was so 

close to the Sanctuary. 

Sitting at his desk on which he crossed his hands, he leaned his 

head back, where the yellowish light of the candle was shining. Big 

drops of tears silently slipped from his clear eyes that were staring at 

the ceiling ang got lost in the folds of his white tunic. And tender and 

emotional images also passed through his mind in silence: her mother 

with her white headdress and her blue dress, singing the psalms of the 

night, perhaps looking sadly at her little empty bed; Abigail, the humble 

wildflower who had restored his faith in himself, through the rawness of 

her painful life as an orphan girl; Grandma Ruth, for whom he had been 

a ray of sunshine in the gloom of her sad life with the absence of her 

children, now far from home; that sorrowful group of abandoned boys 

and girls, elderly, and sick, to whom his love brought a sweet vibration 
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of the joy of living... It was his whole world parading before him, 

saddened by his abandonment. 

Why had he abandoned them? What was he looking for in the 

Sanctuary if no one needed him there? Would he continue to feed the 

splendid idea that he was chosen by Jehovah for great things? Was he 

to seek a greatness that his heart rejected? 

Immersed in these meditations that flooded his eyes with tears and 

his heart with anguish, he did not perceive the white figure of Tholemi, 

who contemplated him in silence from the little door of the Archives. 

—Woe to him who is alone!..., says the sacred book, —the Elder 

murmured in a low voice. 

Yhasua turned his head and smiled sadly when he saw him. 

—I'm not anymore since you've been here. —Come in —said the 

boy, leaving the desk free. —Sit down and I'll seat on the bed. 

—You're thinking — said the Elder, — "why am I here if it's time for 

silence and sleep", right? 

—True, and I wasn't expecting anyone in my bedroom at this hour, 

—he replied. 

—Love always watches over, my son, and this time, it chose me to 

show you that those “anointed of Love are never alone”. 

—That means you believe me an anointed of love. Why? 

—Because you love a lot!..., immensely more than the rest of men 

love. 

—And what demonstrations of love can you have from me? You just 

met me today. 

—That crying that has left traces on your cheeks and violet circle 

around your eyes, my son, tells me very clearly how much you suffer 

from so much love. 

“The separation from all your loved ones has filled your heart with 

bitterness, and that bitterness has overflowed like an uncontrollable 

torrent that no longer fit in the width of your soul, isn't all this true, 

Yhasua? 

—Yes, Brother Tholemi, it is as you say; but I don't see anything 

exceptional in this, because I believe that everyone suffers when they 

separate from those they love. 

—Yet most men only love themselves; but you, little son, you forget 

your convenience, your peace, your well-being, to seek the peace and 

well-being of others. A moment ago, you felt the pangs of death thinking 

of your mother, that she might be feeling lonely without you, of your 

protégés who might believe they are helpless without your tenderness. 

You suffered for them and not for you. True? 
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—That's right. 

—On the other hand, they suffer because they have lost possession 

of you for a time; they do not have your tenderness, your request, the 

almost infinite softness that you shower on them. Who loves more, 

Yhasua, the one who cries for the lost good or the one who cries for the 

pain of others? 

– Oh! of course it is understood that the one who cries for the pain 

of others loves more. 

—This is why you cry, Yhasua, when you cry. That is why I have 

called you anointed of love. 

“The day will come when you’ll have to abandon yourself to that love 

without limits or measure, without control, or caution, and that it alone 

marks the routes that you’d have to follow. I know that day will come for 

you... 

“But since that day has not yet dawned, we have temporarily set you 

aside because your spirit first needs to fully know itself and be 

invigorated by such knowledge. For this you only need to remember, to 

live for a time in your past. To this end you are among your old friends 

from the caves, the only ones who will understand your variable states 

of mind and will lead you to that spiritual plateau, where you’ll find 

yourself, and accept with a serene and unshakable soul, the enormous 

burden of your love towards others. 

 — “The enormous burden of my love for others”, you have said, —

Yhasua murmured as if he did not fully understand the meaning of such 

words— How can my love for my neighbor serve as a burden to me, if 

the Law says, "Love your neighbor as yourself?" 

  —You'll see, my son. Heavy and enormous burden is that of love, 

the heaviest of all, although it is also the one that most magnifies the 

spirit and the one that produces the most intimate happiness. The 

whole of humankind is weighing on you, my son, because you love it, 

in the disinherited, in the orphans, in the sick, in all those who suffer. 

But since it is not yet time for the enormous weight of your love to 

destroy your material life, your old Brothers of the caves take you away 

from that burden at intervals and strengthen your spirit with a love that 

asks nothing of you, that wants nothing of you, but your peace, your joy, 

your spiritual and physical well-being. 

—Oh, how good you are my friends of the caves! And why do you 

love in a different way than others? 

—Because we have traveled many centuries along the paths of love 

and we have had to learn to love for love’s sake, without expecting any 

reward. The Eternal Law gives you the unselfish love of the Elders in 



 470 

white robes, to serve as a shield while you develop your personality to 

its fullness, in such a way that: even if human selfishness hinders your 

material life and annihilates it, your Self comes out triumphant over 

selfishness, evil, life, and death. After your apotheosis, your friends in 

the caves will be eclipsed in a darkness so dense and opaque that 

many will ask: where are they? We will be, I say, in all those who know 

how to love without selfishness; we will be like those intense perfumes 

whose emanations are perceived without anyone being able to specify 

where the drop that produces it fell. Do you understand, Yhasua? 

—And why do you want to disappear like that? Can you not 

perpetuate your life and your work indefinitely? 

—In a few years the messianic periods will have ended in their 

material manifestations on the physical plane. And it would be a very 

serious mistake to pretend to perpetuate ourselves as an organized and 

materially constituted entity, with the pretense of leading humankind. 

Because once this final messianic period has ended, it does not need 

new laws, but to fulfill the only Law that summarizes them all: “Love 

your neighbor as yourself”. 

“With the culmination of this messianic period, free will, freedom of 

conscience, freedom of thought reaches its fullness; and after you, your 

friends in the caves will surely be in all those who understand and feel 

the divine law of fraternal love vibrate within themselves. 

“If we tried to perpetuate ourselves as a materially organized entity, 

we would hinder the spiritual march of humankind, since in order to 

maintain authority over souls we would have to create repressive laws 

of all human freedoms, and we would make humankind go back to the 

clumsiest unconsciousness, instead of encouraging it to fly towards the 

eternal greatness of God. 

“How are dynasties, kings, emperors perpetuated? With lies, 

deception, falsehood, with force erected as law, with crime. Your friends 

from the caves, Yhasua, are anointed by Love like you and their life will 

henceforth be impersonal like yours: without a throne, a crown, palaces, 

legions, without imperative mandates on consciences, once the time 

have come when humankind knows that if it complies with the law of 

brotherly love: “love your neighbor as yourself”, it has fulfilled the entire 

Law and not even God himself will ask for anything more, since it has 

reached the highest summit that humans can reach on planet Earth. Do 

you understand? 

—Not quite and forgive my simplicity. Why, organized in the face of 

the whole world, would the Essene Fraternity do wrong with all the 

knowledge of God and men that it has? 
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—I understand your question, Yhasua, and I will answer it. The 

Flamen Lemurians, who were as many as the Essenes in those remote 

ages, when that continent sank, moved from island to island until they 

reached the Asian Continent. There, they organized as a teaching entity 

first and a priestly one later, prepared the stage in which centuries later 

Krishna, called the Prince of Peace, would act. They insisted on 

organizing themselves materially, later becoming official, allying 

themselves with the civil authorities. With this they only became an 

entity of force, privileges, and domains. The spirits, aware that they had 

taken a wrong path, were eclipsed in the shadow, leaving the entity in 

the power of the ambitious, of the selfish who saw the easy way to 

enlarge themselves in the shadow of the already powerful entity of the 

Flamens. What happened? The frightening division of the numerous 

Hindu humankind, into castes, the first of which were the Brahmins 

(*priests of the god Brahma). Brahmins had the privilege of living at the 

expense of the efforts of the entire country. No one would know in those 

Brahmin lords, owners of lives and farms, the humble Lemurian 

Flamens that emerged in distant ages from the pastoral love of Numu, 

the God-Shepherd as they called him and who were at that time, 

teachers and therapists, angels of mercy and consolation for all those 

who suffer from life. 

"The Kobda Fraternity, which prepared the field for the sweet Abel 

of prehistory, when it wanted to perpetuate itself as an organized entity 

and also become official in alliance with civil powers, fell into the same 

abyss as the Flamen’s. The Pharahome, "lighthouse man" of the 

ancient Kobdas, was transformed over time into the despotic Egyptian 

Pharaohs, who by simply tilting the index of their hand to the ground, 

condemned one or many human beings to torture and death, without 

allowing them any defense and almost always to satisfy whims, 

caprices of courtiers or spiteful courtesans who were seeking revenge 

to cure the grievance. 

"Believe me, Yhasua, that the Fraternities of a high spiritual order 

must always remain in the shadows and never seek to perpetuate 

themselves indefinitely, nor ally themselves with the civil powers 

constituted on force. 

“Created by one or many spiritual Guides with high spiritual goals, 

they cannot descend without lowering themselves to the vulgarity of 

material forces and powers. It is well understood that to perpetuate itself 

by force, it is necessary to go over the law of brotherly love. There, "love 

your neighbor as yourself" can no longer exist because they must look 
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at the material convenience of the entity already organized on material 

bases and eliminate, destroy, annihilate everything that opposes their 

power. And then, a frightening chain of crimes and horrors marks the 

route followed by the entity that was born of love and for love. 

“Do you understand, my son, why we the Essenes of the present 

time know that we must eclipse ourselves as an institution, to continue 

living through the centuries the anonymous and obscure life on the 

physical plane, yet intensely active on the spiritual plane? 

—Oh yes, I understand clearly now. 

—And so, when humans see beings who allow themselves to be 

killed and resist all torture before renouncing their faith in the supreme 

ideal of fraternal love, they must think: They are the Essenes, who only 

allow themselves to be recognized when it is time to hold Love above 

life and death! 

—Oh, Brother Tholemi, how sublime you, the Essenes, are in your 

altruism and selflessness! That is why humankind does not understand 

you, nor will it ever understand you. 

—Just as it doesn't understand you, my son! Barely stepping on the 

threshold of your 16 years you have already tasted intense bitterness 

due to human incomprehension. Your pains in the Temple at 90-year-

old say so, seeing the thought of Moses as a transmitter of the Divine 

Law converted into a code for the slaughter of animals, which turns the 

Temple of prayer into a public market, where merchants profit from the 

faith of the ignorant and deluded people. Your bitterness in Nazareth 

says so, where only a few people correctly interpret your pity for the 

helpless. 

“And later, Yhasua, you will need all your control over yourself and 

all your willpower not to run away, disgusted, from the mud in which a 

large part of humankind wallows joyfully. Mud in beardless 

adolescence; mud in the parched youth and without ideals, that raise 

their foreheads from the earth; mud in weary manhood, still witting to 

find new aspects of their refined lasciviousness; mud in celibacy; mud 

in marriage, in widowhood, in old age..., infernal mud overflowing in all 

beings. 

"Yhasua, white angel of the delirious dream of the anointed of Love, 

who madly turn their eyes to you saying: "Man of Light, Man of Love, 

save us from the mud that we are drowning!". 

“And you will still hear, frightened, that human misery artificially gives 

resounding and even attractive names to the disgusting forms of lust 

with which it rejoices to live; “they are imperative mandates of nature” –

they say–. “It is joy of living”, “it is the paternal instincts that manifest 
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themselves exuberantly, they are love dreams, illusions of happiness 

that every being longs to conquer”, etc. 

“Oh, my sweet Yhasua! 

“And still, it is necessary to think about the victims that are being left 

behind..., the victims that never cease to exist along those dark paths, 

where humankind is launched like a runaway horse. Then yes, the 

Divine Thought is sadly forgotten: “love your neighbor as yourself”. 

“Neighbor is the wife or the husband, betrayed in their conjugal faith; 

neighbor is the maiden whose honor is dragged through the dunghill; 

neighbors are the children of no one who sprout like sick flowers from 

the poisoned garden of vice, and that the winds of life carry rolling like 

dry leaves along the roads!...” 

 

Yhasua, who had silently listened to Elder Tholemi's terrible 

monologue, suddenly got up and looking in the drawer of his desk for 

one of the papyrus sheets that had been placed there for when he 

wanted to write, he took his eagle quill and with firm characters, even 

though his heart trembled, he wrote in full view of the Elder this missive: 

“Father, Mother, brothers, I have made the resolution never to leave 

this Sanctuary of Tabor, where I want to live and die. You can come to 

see me whenever you want, but don't make any effort to get me away 

from here because that would be a useless effort. Just as my cousin 

Yohanan lives in the Sanctuary of Mount Quarantine, I will live in Tabor. 

"I beg the Most High to console you if the resolution of your humble 

servant grieves you." "Yhasua". 

—Read what is written —he said with great firmness to his 

interlocutor —and please send this notice to Nazareth with the caravan 

from Ptolemais that passes tomorrow at noon. —And he sat down on 

his bed again. 

With eyes moist with emotion, the Elder clasped the beautiful 

adolescent in his arms, whose saddened face resembled a marble 

Adonis about to cry for an impossible love. 

—My poor turtledove saddened by a sinister blast from the 

hurricanes of life... —he told him. – My fawn frightened by not finding 

clear water to drink in the deceitful gardens of humankind!... 

“Believe me, my son, that in the immensity of God, the just finds 

compensation for all his efforts and the courage and strength necessary 

to go over the mud without staining his tunic; Just like the bird of 

paradise, when the lakes appear cloudy and agitated, it leans to drink 

from the chalice of the white waterlily, or from the magnolia flower, 

mother-of-pearl cups that store rainwater or tears of dew. 
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“I well understand that this notice is an anguished cry of your soul 

scared of what it senses coming; but I tell you that it is premature and 

that you will have time to send it days later, since you are going to stay 

here for a long time. Don't you find it more prudent to wait until you soak 

up all the knowledge that you are going to receive from tomorrow on 

before you make such a resolution? 

—Believe me, Brother Tholemi, that more knowledge than I had 

tonight, I think I will never have! What else do I need to know about men 

and life? 

“I only need the strength not to hate humankind, and the power to 

love it without it deserving my love. And since I have neither those 

strengths nor that power, I want to hide here for the rest of my life. 

–Yhasua! Give time to time. You will have that strength and that 

power in such a high degree, as no man ever had on this Earth! 

“You have already seen a lot during your visit to Jerusalem, of that 

frightful filming of human misery that runs through the paths of life 

destroying ideals and hopes, honors and desires, trampling on 

everything that is holy and beautiful among the works of God. But I tell 

you truly, that you could have your sad vision of Jerusalem in any part 

of the world where you took your steps. 

—But then tell me, what am I to think of this humankind that is the 

work of God? –asked Yhasua, somewhat disoriented in his thoughts. 

—To think of this humankind with the divine thought, our spirit must 

soar to great heights, my son, because otherwise we would not find the 

truth. 

“You, accompanied by an immense legion of spirits who, for the love 

to the Truth and to you, have followed you for long ages, are the 

promoters of this humankind to its high destiny. 

“Evolution is very slow, and not in one leap does a backward 

humankind become perfect. 

“Think, my son, that by your own will and by the degree of your 

spiritual evolution you have taken the position of chief and guide of the 

immense terrestrial human caravan, amid which there are beings of 

very varied degrees of evolution. The lazy, the late, the indolent and the 

vicious weigh heavily on the most advanced. And not only do they 

weigh, but they revolt against all those who insist on making them 

advance along the true path. 

“When in the divine designs the time struck for this humankind to 

begin to understand ideas and feelings, something beyond purely 

animal instincts, a kind of gathering or call was made to the worlds more 

advanced than the Earth, so that the intelligences that were behind on 
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those other worlds, would join the legion of instructors for this 

humankind. The planet Venus was the one who offered the largest 

contribution of advanced souls to serve as promoters for the primitive 

spirits of terrestrial humankind. 

“And none of us were deceived, but rather, well aware of the great 

sacrifices, and the painful holocausts that awaited us in the lower world 

(*the hell for the common people), where we came with the double role 

of instructors of this primitive humankind and exiled to purifying 

penance. Because in the world where we came, we were left behind 

due to our weak will for spiritual conquests, to which the Supreme Law 

of evolution obliges us all. 

"Divine Wisdom, my son, employs all possible resources to drive its 

creatures to eternal progress towards perfection. God is the utmost 

perfection, the supreme beauty and the eternal love, and wants all his 

creatures similar to Him, forming a single essence with Him, a single 

light, a single thought, a single love. And while that sublime end arrives, 

oh how many thousands of centuries must pass! How many 

martyrdoms, how much suffering, how many lives of sacrifice caused 

by those to whom we come to extend our hand to help them walk. 

"Therefore, neither you, nor I, nor anyone who has come to 

understand the ways of God, can be frightened of the backwardness of 

this humankind." 

Yhasua listened silently without missing a word from his Elder 

Master. 

—I just figured it out —he said after a moment, —that humankind is 

an unhappy blind leper, who must first be healed so that she can wear 

the white robe of brides. 

—Perfect image, my son, but with the aggravating circumstance that 

she does not allow herself to be cured voluntarily, and that in that 

healing thousands of beings of good will who fight to heal her are 

sacrificed. 

—I am beginning to understand, Brother Tholemi, the role that the 

Essenian Fraternity plays amid this humankind. 

—And you at the head of it, Yhasua, although you have not yet 

become fully aware of this. —And standing up, the Elder added: 

“—It is already late, and it is necessary that you rest, so that 

tomorrow we can begin the great task. 

—What is it if I may know? —Yhasua asked. 

—That of being able to live your past, so that you clearly understand 

the reason for your present. 

—Be as you wish. 
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—As God wishes, my son, whose supreme mandate you have come 

to fulfill. May peace be with you. 

—And with you, Brother Tholemi.  

And the boy who had accompanied the Elder to the small door that 

connected the Archive with the Sanctuary, continued to light for him the 

gloomy hollows of the immense grotto with his candle, until the white 

silhouette was lost in the darkness. 

Yhasua, standing at the irregular little door connecting the two caves 

and with the candle in his hand, looked like a statue of the goddess 

Minerva illuminating the darkness of human ignorance. The pearly 

softness of his countenance, his long chestnut curls, and his sweetest 

eyes, gave him a look of incomparable tenderness. 

In the Great Sanctuary, only the oil lamp burned before the Tables 

of the Law, according to the old Essene custom, a symbol that the 

Divine Law always lived in the souls and in the works of all those 

affiliated to the already numerous family of the sons of Moses. 

 

He was going to go over there, but he remembered the long 

conversation with Master Tholemi and thought: 

—If I want to cooperate in the healing of the blind leper, I must begin 

by not being like her, rebellious against the advice of those who know. 

Yhasua!..., your past is still a thick cloud that you still need to decipher. 

Your future is even more unknown and uncertain for you. Say, then, like 

Samuel the Prophet: “Command, Lord, that your servant listens”. –And 

retracing his steps, he recollected himself in his bed, not without 

devoting a last thought to his absent mother, to all his blood relatives 

and to his spiritual family, his little protégés, beginning with Abigail and 

ending with the small and frail Santiaguito (“little Jacob”), who used to 

come out to wait for him halfway on the trail to get a larger donation. 

—Poor thing!... –Yhasua murmured, when sleep almost closed his 

eyelids –How many honey pastries would I give you if I were by your 

side!... But I am certain that Grandma Ruth and Abi will take good care 

of you, as I wish. 

“May your divine mercy, Lord, spread like a soft blanket over all 

those whom my heart loves! 

And the child of Light, the child of Love, overcome by sleep, forgot 

the physical plane to make way for his radiant spirit to satiate himself in 

the Infinite, with the Beauty and Goodness that he sought in vain on 

Earth. 

Let us ask the Eternal Energy, friendly reader, to give powerful wings 

to our will and our desire, to follow even if from afar his divine Anointed, 
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when physical sleep took him beyond the astral sphere of the Earth. 

His Guides were waiting for him in the infinite immensity to comfort 

and encourage him in his first fainting spells as a man imprisoned in 

matter. 

—For mercy, my brothers, don't let me return to my terrestrial 

captivity!..., —were the first thoughts that the great Guiding 

Intelligences of Yhasua discovered in his intimate Self. 

They too, in other times, had tasted the bitter chalice of incarnations 

in physical planes of little evolution and they understood very well the 

state of discouragement of their companion. 

 

They also knew that it was a transitory and fleeting state and that it 

would not last more than the time it’d take for that heroic spirit to shed 

the fluidic garment with which it had crossed the astral sphere of the 

Earth. 

In the spiritual detachment during physical sleep, he perceived the 

infinite sweetness of love among his Brothers of the splendorous sky of 

the Loving-Beings. 

The Messiahs who, together with him, incarnated on their 

corresponding planets, also made their intimate confidences revealing 

sufferings that were perhaps more painful than his own. 

The sublime holocaust had been decreed and voluntarily accepted. 

You could still go back. There was still time. Several superior 

Intelligences offered themselves as substitution, fully understanding 

that no one is obliged to make the supreme sacrifice. 

Faced with this dilemma, Yhasua sought the loyal and sincere gaze 

of his soul mate incarnated on Venus, and read these words in her 

thoughts: 

“If you turn back, you will no longer enter the seventh portal of our 

Loving-Beings heaven with me.” 

A slight vibration of pain perceived in those words, and valiantly he 

made this thought vibrate in the wide immensity: 

"I'm not going back a step. I will continue to the end like you.” 

Resonances of ineffable harmonies seemed to expand like a 

sonorous echo of the thought of Christ, and Yhasua woke up with an 

indescribable emotion. 
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29.  Yhasua and Nebai 
 

It was already late morning and Yhasua felt that in the Archive they 

were unrolling papyri, some of which, when they collided with each 

other, produced a noise like dry leaves. 

He peered through the reed curtain that separated his small 

bedroom and saw the Essene archivist looking in the stone cupboards, 

among the immense pile of yellowed scrolls. Melchisedech was still a 

young man. He was 49-year-old, and he had only been on Mount Tabor 

for seven. 

He was originally from Hamath on the great Orontes River, the most 

important river artery that ran from North to South between Phenicia 

and Syria. He had been spiritually trained in the Essenian School of the 

Hermon Sanctuary and was chosen as one of the 10 teachers who 

were to help the Messiah, then still a child, to awaken the powerful 

spiritual faculties that were half asleep in him during that period of time 

called "childhood” in the physical life. 

The soul of Melchisedech was a crystal and silk soul, whose 

clairvoyance was such that he perceived even from a distance the 

different states of mind of a spirit to which he was linked by love, by 

affinity, and by duty. 

The Elders judged wisely when they placed him next to Yhasua, 

whose soul of exquisite sensitivity needed another soul in which all his 

intimate impressions would find an echo. 

The boy had exchanged few words with him, but enough to feel the 

soft tenderness of that Essene with chestnut eyes, bronze hair, and 

bronze long, silky beard. His physical beauty also made him attractive. 

All these impressions, Yhasua collected through the reed curtain and 

thought in silence: 

—It seems to me that I'm going to grow very fond of this Essene who 

is sweet and good as bread and honey —he said in a low voice. 

The Essene looked up at the curtain of reeds and smiled. He was 

approaching little by little, as if he had felt called. 

Yhasua came out saying the usual phrase: "Peace be with you." 

—And with you, my dear, —answered the Essene —I was going 

towards you, and you came out to meet me. Looks like we coincide, 

huh? I see you suffered strong shocks last night. 

— How do you know that? 

—In the violet circles of your eyes and in the vibration of pain and 

fatigue that radiates throughout your person. 

—It's true, but I'll get over it. 
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—Now go eat your food and I'll wait for you here so that together we 

can go out to the meadow, so you get some rest. Then we will study 

the problems that concern you. 

—Then I'll be right back. 

And the boy went to the grotto that was the kitchen where the 

Essene in charge of food for all served him right away and sat next to 

him. 

—Will you not eat? —asked the boy. 

—We Essenes eat only twice a day. The first has already passed 

and the second will come in the late afternoon. But this, Yhasua, does 

not apply to you, because you are a growing plant, and you need to eat 

four times a day. So now you know; whenever you need to, come here, 

you will find the baskets full of what we can offer. I'm always here, but 

sometimes I go out to the garden for vegetables or fruit, and you can 

take whatever you want from here. 

And the good Essenian cook was opening one after another the 

huge cupboards carved into the rock itself, where Yhasua saw a large 

supply of cheeses, dried fruits, butter, honey, and an enormous basket 

of sweet rolls, very similar to those his mother made. 

—And if I were a gluttonous guest and ate it all, what would you say? 

—asked the boy amusingly. 

—There's half a year's supply here, plover, and you are going to eat 

it all, you who eat less than a nightingale? You are the owner of it all, 

ok? 

—Thank you, Brother, thank you. I see that you are going to take 

care of me as much as my mother, who only thought about me eating. 

—Look, child —the Essene said, patting Yhasua's back —they’ve 

asked me to take good care of you so much and so much, that you will 

have me behind you every instant. 

—Fine, fine, now I must fly to the Archives, where my master is 

waiting for me. 

But the cook, who was going to play the role of guardian of the child's 

food, held him even longer until he finished what he had been served. 

—Now you can fly little bird, you will no longer faint in flight. 

"God ‘s Blessing!... — the Essene murmured, seeing him run away 

at full speed. —Why have I deserved the glory of taking care of that 

body, temple of the Divine Word who will save this humankind? poor 

thing! He is still weak, but I will make him strong and vigorous, and he 

will be a beautiful bronze bachelor! 

And Yhasua, accompanied by his teacher Melchisedech, went out 

to the neighboring valley planted with pomegranate and orange trees, 
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in which various little trails were seen like whitish ribbons that would 

surely lead to neighboring villages or cabins and frequented by the 

solitary. 

—Can you tell me where these paths lead? the ones that start from 

the Sanctuary and get lost behind the hills? —asked Yhasua. 

—At the end of each one of them there is a white and warm nest, 

occupied by little birds saved from the storms of life, who today enjoy 

peace and happiness. 

— Oh! Really? My heart widens and jumps for joy like a kid when I 

see beings uprooted from pain and placed on the path of peace. 

— Would you like to visit them? —asked the Essene. 

—If you deem it appropriate, yes, with great pleasure —answered 

Yhasua. 

—Let's go along this little trail between cliffs and waterholes. It is one 

of the most picturesque here. At the end of it we'll find a stone house 

among the rocks, and everything is covered with climbers, which do not 

reveal where the house begins and where it ends. In addition, it’s good 

that you know that the family that inhabits it’s linked to you since your 

birth. 

– How is that? I knew nothing about it. 

—Well, now you're going to find out, Yhasua, and you'll see how 

interesting the inhabitants of the little stone house are. I usually come 

frequently because, to tell you the truth, I find there a wide field for my 

studies and observations of a metapsychics order. 

—Are they many? 

—Nope; only the parents, two boys, now grown-up, and a girl who 

is two years younger than you, and who is a precious little parrot who 

fills every corner where she passes with laughter and joy. 

“The history of this family is something to write a book about. Their 

tragedy lasted almost three years. Our therapists fixed everything right 

when they were on their way to announce your birth in Moab. For this 

reason, they say that your arrival on Earth brought them their salvation. 

—Tell me about it, then, if we still have time before we get there. 

And while the Essene told Yhasua the story of the little stone house, 

I remind the reader of the tragedy of the woman thought to be crazy in 

the Masada Fortress Tower, in the south of the province of Judea. She 

had been locked up with her two children, while his companion, like an 

enraged lion, prowled the neighboring caves and thickets waiting for an 

opportune moment to take revenge and free his captive family. 

After having heard the story of the tragedy of that family, Yhasua 

asked: 
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—How come they told me nothing about all this during my previous 

stay on Tabor? 

—At that time the therapists were still afraid that the cause of the 

misfortune would look for his victims again, so a deep secret was kept 

regarding the place of their refuge. Now the situation is different, 

because the Roman Prosecutor who plunged them into disgrace, was 

taken out of the country three years ago, and sent to distant lands. The 

one who currently governs the region is someone else who knows 

nothing about the matter, and hence this family now enjoys peace and 

happiness. 

“The husband and father of the family is of Greek origin, although he 

was born in Rhodes. But due to his marriage to Sabad, who is from 

Jericho, they settled in that city, where she had parents who enjoyed 

an excellent position. 

“He is a sculptor and engraver and was always traveling because he 

took on large contracts in the cities that King Herod was building. While 

he was working on adorning palaces in Caesarea and Sebaste, in the 

province of Samaria, the Roman Prosecutor passed by like a hurricane 

of fire destroying his home, his honor, the life of his elderly parents, and 

everything that made up the happiness of a family. 

—And why all this? —Yhasua asked innocently. 

—Because Sabad, the wife, is as beautiful as few women can be 

found in this land, and this is a land of very beautiful women. And seeing 

himself mocked in his disastrous passion, the Procurator ordered her 

to be locked up in the tower of the fortress of Masada with her two sons, 

11 and 13-year-old, but separated in a way that the mother did not know 

about them, nor did they know about their mother. 

—And how was she able to mock his passion? —Yhasua asked. 

—She had an old Arab maid who gave her a potion to drink that 

produces swelling and bruising in the flesh as if she were leprous; but 

such effects disappear after a short time. The Procurator went for her, 

found her in such conditions, found out what had happened, and killed 

the unhappy maid. He confiscated the house and property; the parents 

were left in misery and abandonment. Sabad was sent to the fortress 

of Masada, where he would have her safe for himself, in case the illness 

disappeared. But she contracted an acute hysteria, almost like a raging 

madness, and once the Procurator tried to visit her, she threw him down 

the stairs by throwing an oak chest that was within her reach. 

“It was in such circumstances that our therapists intervened in the 

case. 

“But we’re already entering the garden of the house – added the 
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Essene, setting aside some plantain poles, which, placed between two 

rustic stone pillars, closed the entrance. 

— Did you come to say goodbye to the travelers? –were the first 

words that both visitors heard after the usual greeting. 

— Travelers?..., who travels? 

—My two sons and I, —answered Arvoth, for such was his name. 

“Yesterday morning I told the Servitor of your Sanctuary and 

requested guardianship of my home, since Sabad and the girl will stay 

here alone with the old maid and her husband, no one else. 

—How long is your absence? —asked the Essene again, while 

Yhasua observed a small pool surrounded by large stones where 

innumerable white doves shook in the sun. 

—I have taken a big job in Riblah on the Orontes River. 

—Oh, my distant lands, my beloved mountains!, my great 

murmuring river!... –exclaimed the Essenian with enthusiasm. 

—Are you from there? —asked the owner of the house. 

—A little further north, in Hamath. Oh, my friend, you are going to a 

land of delight to which nothing compares! Riblah, right in the middle of 

Lebanon, an Eden..., the most beautiful thing you can imagine on the 

banks of the Orontes... I congratulate you then. 

“Do you know who this teenager accompanying me is? Asked the 

Essene. 

– If you don't tell me!...– answered Arvoth. 

 —Discover the secret for yourself. How many years ago did our 

therapists find you in that cave, next to the Masada fortress? 

—Fifteen, as of last winter. 

—Do you remember what business led them to go to Mount Moab? 

—I knew that they were delivering the announcement of the arrival 

of a great character who was going to revolutionize the whole country, 

as it happened in fact, because next was the persecution of the 

Bethlehemite children. 

—Well, this teenager is that character in question. He was born four 

days before the therapists found you. 

— What?... And you bring him to my house? 

– And why not? And although you still don't fully understand the 

mission with which the Most High sent him to Earth, you can well 

believe that he's the bearer of all goods and the winner over of all evil. 

—And for me he was truly a messenger of joy and peace, because 

when he was born, I got my wife and children back, and today he comes 

to my house when I rejoin the society of men. 

“Welcome to this future righteous man who brings good to Earth and 
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annihilates evil! 

—Yhasua! —said the Essene in a loud voice. —Leave the doves 

from the backwater for a moment and come so I introduce you to the 

owner of this house. 

—Your doves have welcomed me, a symbol of tenderness and 

peace —the boy said upon meeting Arvoth —and therefore we can 

think that we have begun a loyal and lasting friendship. 

—That’s how I, your servant, wants it! What a great pity that you 

arrive when I must leave! 

—That's ok, as long as the departure is for your well-being –Yhasua 

answered. 

And he took them towards the house, which clearly showed that its 

inhabitants were craftsmen of stone and wood. 

The orchard and garden were adorned with polished stone blocks, 

sometimes in the shape of broken columns, others in the shape of 

animal heads peeking out from behind a tree or a rock. 

And once inside the house, there were wooden sculptures of 

flowers, animals, children playing, capitals of different shapes and 

styles. 

The father's talent for art had passed to his sons, but they had 

chosen for their works the hard trunk of the trees that the forests of 

Galilee’s fertile province offered so generously. 

—A Cretan priest, a descendant of Rhadamanthus, wants to build a 

small temple to Homer and has hired me for the job. I will leave with my 

two sons three days from now – added the owner of the house. 

—And did you say that is in Riblah? 

—Yes, it’s a voluntary exile; due to family misfortunes, which have 

forced him to expatriate from his native country, Crete. My work must 

be a copy of the temple of the goddess Cybele existing on Mount Ida in 

that country, of which he has given me plans and sketches. 

— Mount Ida in Crete? On the island of Crete? —Yhasua asked, 

suddenly interested in the conversation. 

—Exactly, such is the detail. 

—What beautiful stories have the Elders of Mount Carmel, about the 

island of Crete and the caves of Mount Ida! 

—Yes, yes, indeed —said Melchisedech—because that's where the 

last Dactyls took refuge when they found themselves persecuted in 

prehistoric Attica. And the Elders of Carmel are the continuators of the 

solitaries of Mount Ida in Crete. 

—Well, I know all that by heart —Yhasua added, —and I'd be 

interested in anything related to that good Cretan who hired you to build 



 484 

a temple to Homer. 

—I will bring you what news I can gather —Arvoth replied. 

At that moment, a blonde girl dressed in orange came out of the 

house like a whirlwind of gold. She was chased by a domestic gazelle 

which soon caught up with her. 

—What are you doing Nebai? —Come here, we have visitors –her 

father told her. 

The girl suddenly stopped, and she looked very surprised at Yhasua 

whom she was seeing for the first time. She was already familiar with 

the Essene. 

She surreptitiously fixed her hair, which was disordered by her 

running, and bowing gracefully, she said in a low voice: 

—At your service! 

—He’s a prince from other worlds, Nebai, who comes to visit us, —

his father added. 

—Greatness! —said the girl, bowing again. 

—Don't believe it, girl —explained Yhasua, blushing—your good 

father is joking. —I am the son of a woodworker like your brothers. 

— Oh!..., better this way, because I’m scared of princes. They are 

always bad, and you seem very good. 

—Go tell your mother we're in this gazebo. 

The girl went and came back bringing by the hand a beautiful blond 

woman like her, who despite her 45 years, retained a delicate 

appearance of youth. 

—Sabad, this adolescent was the origin and reason of our salvation, 

—Arvoth said. 

The lady bowed and in her eyes this question could be clearly seen: 

– Why?... 

—Those therapists who found me in the caves near the Masada 

Fortress were on their way to announce his birth to the Sanctuary of 

Moab. 

—Oh, God! What a nightmare! —exclaimed the woman, still 

horrified, —Blessed be Jehovah who allows us to meet you! 

—It's only fair that we celebrate this event. So, bring the best you 

have in your cellar, that under this white rosebush, souls will open to 

friendship and love. 

—Coming, coming right away, —Sabad said, looking at Yhasua's 

eyes, which for her, had soft gleams of stars. 

—So, this is the child Israel was waiting for! —she murmured with 

tender devotion. —We maidens of Jericho didn’t ask for anything else 

every time we prayed, but the coming of the Savior of Israel! 
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And her opal-colored eyes filled with tears, which she hid by turning 

toward the house to bring what her husband had asked for. 

That gazebo, covered by a resplendent white rosebush with buds 

about to open, would listen to the most tender and sad confidences. 

Yhasua seemed to meditate, almost as if he was far away from 

everything around him. 

When Sabad could no longer hear him, he said: 

—How much resemblance I find between your wife and my mother! 

Sort of like they were from the same family, only my mom has brown 

hair and eyes. 

—And both are from Jericho, —the Essene hinted. —It could very 

well be the case that they were relatives. 

And a few moments later, Sabad, helped by her daughter and the 

old maid, arranged fruits, sweets, and jams on the gazebo table, plus 

some almond pastries, which Yhasua had already tasted when he 

arrived at Tabor. 

—Now we know, Melchisedech, —said Yhasua, —where those 

pastries came from. Do you make them, Nebai? –He asked the girl who 

was still standing next to him. 

The familiar way that Yhasua spoke to her, took away the girl's 

shyness, and sitting next to him, she answered: 

– No, I do not! It is my mother who often makes them for the Elders. 

And between the two adolescents a current of sympathy was 

established that seemed to be taking them to enchanted worlds of light 

and harmony. 

Both had much knowledge beyond their few years, because the 

solitary had found in that girl such an alert intelligence and such a 

marked inclination towards everything beautiful and good, that they did 

not neglect the cultivation of that spirit that an unsought circumstance 

put in their way. And as for Yhasua, it is already well known to us how 

the Elders had cultivated him in the greatest knowledge of the time. 

Finally, and after having deepened enough in the reciprocal 

knowledge and understanding, Yhasua insinuated a proposal that had 

been lingering in his heart for quite a while. 

—Nebai —he told her, —I see that you are very happy. I am too. But 

it seems to me that we will be very selfish if we do not think of making 

others happy as well. 

— And who, Yhasua? Isn’t everybody happy here around these 

fields and meadows, full of fruits and flowers? 

—There are many who suffer and cry, Nebai, to whom you and I can 

bring a little joy just by wanting it. 
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—Let's want it, then, and let everyone sing and laugh like us. Tell 

me, where are those who suffer. We will do what’s needed to help them. 

—The Elders of all the Essenian Sanctuaries know very well where 

the pain is hidden, Nebai, and they’ll guide us. –And raising his voice 

he said to Melchisedech –: 

“We have made a pact, Nebai and I, if you help us fulfill it. 

— Didn't I tell you that this white rosebush has magic and as it opens 

its flowers to the sun and dew, it also fills hearts with songs and lights? 

–said Arvoth who seemed overflowing with happiness and enthusiasm. 

Yhasua explained the proposition that he had suggested to Nebai, 

and Sabad and the Essen took charge of directing the children to where 

they could satisfy their longing of bringing joy and hope to those 

tormented by life. 

There was a beautiful little valley on the mountain, where some 

ancient ruins denoted the existence of a village in the past. It was right 

on the border of the territories that, in the distant time of the occupation 

of Palestine by the people of Israel, had been assigned to the Tribes of 

Zebulun, Naphtali, and Issachar. They were called “Dobrath ruins” 

since that had been the name of the town. 

It was less than an hour's walk from the site of the Tabor Sanctuary. 

And the good Essenes, who left nothing usable that they didn't use 

for the good of others, had the idea of using those ruins as a refuge for 

abandoned elderly and sick people who lacked a roof to shelter them. 

This was enough to make the little valley of ruins a frightening place 

for most people who dread a place inhabited by pain and disease. 

Away from highways and frequented paths, only therapists visited 

those places. This was the field of action in which Yhasua and Nebai, 

still adolescents, made their souls overflow with love and tenderness, 

which were abundant in their souls. 

Sublime alliances awaken in elevated souls at given moments and 

sometimes for insignificant and puerile causes, if you will, but they 

reach great realities in the future! And that eternal: "Love your neighbor 

as yourself", foundation and coronation of the doctrine of Christ, lit up 

an intense flame in Nebai's soul in such a way that she was no longer 

able to turn it off and that impelled her in the future to sublime deeds of 

brotherly love. 

Nature had overflowed in those regions all its exuberant beauties; 

and the love of the Christ, as an adolescent first and as a man later, 

flooded them with that aroma of tender piety and mystical adoration, 

with which he saturated everything that was familiar to him. This is how 

he later consecrated and embellished the peaceful town of Bethany, 
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the Mount of Olives, the Garden of Gethsemani, the Pool of Siloam, the 

Sichem Well, Lake Tiberias, and even the terrifying and arid Mount 

Golgotha, acquiring marvelous contours that centuries have not been 

able to erase. 

The Gospels speak with measured scarcity of an event that occurred 

on Mount Tabor, the "Transfiguration" of Yhasua. That is, the radiant 

exteriorization of his purest spirit that was only witnessed by some of 

his disciples. Why did such a psychic phenomenon occur in this place 

and not in another, one might ask. Such radiant exteriorizations 

occurred in almost all places where the soul of the Christ, completely 

dominating the physical plane, was able to flood his own matter with 

the luminous vibrations that reached him at intervals from the heaven 

of the Loving-Beings, whence he had descended. But Tabor and its 

surroundings, which was a beautiful place in the province of Galilee, 

had drunk to satiety from the divine soul of the Christ during a large part 

of his life, from adolescence until his death. It could very well be said 

that each bush, each tree, each hill and even the wildflowers along the 

paths in those places were mysterious chests that kept the intimate 

vibrations of love of that great being, who for 33 years flooded the Earth 

with the subtle radiations of his merciful love. 

And Nebai, the vehement girl who supported the works of love of 

adolescent Yhasua, intensified her own preparation at that time. Her 

preparation kept rising in tone during numerous stages until it 

culminated in the Middle Ages, in the glorious epic of the Maid of 

Orleans, Joan of Arc, sacrificed for the freedom and rights of the French 

people. 

When Yhasua returned to the Sanctuary after the excursion, all the 

discouragement, pessimism, and doubt that had plagued him days 

before, had disappeared. 

He clearly saw that his field of action was widening, that there was 

much more pain and misery in the world than he had ever seen before. 

It was no longer just Abigail, her wildflower trampled on the roads, 

and the needy children of Nazareth who needed him. There were little 

flowers of God shattered by human unconsciousness everywhere he 

looked. Eyes that cried without anyone but the wind drying their tears; 

hearts that sobbed with anguish; hands that trembled with cold and 

hunger, through the muddy streets or along the roads, were paintings, 

as if painted on fire in front of the soul of the adolescent Christ, who 

woke up as in an explosion of energy, of vitality, of generous 

enthusiasm. 

—I want to annihilate pain on this Earth! —he exclaimed one day as 



 488 

if possessed by a superhuman ardor. – I want to make everyone who 

suffers happy! Tell me how to do it, you who know everything! 

These words were addressed to the Elders of Tabor, two days after 

the excursion to the hidden stone house inhabited by Arvoth and his 

family. 

—Little by little, Yhasua, –the Servitor indicated– you will reach 

everything with the favor of God. 

And they methodically began to develop the great faculties and 

hidden powers in Yhasua’s sovereign spirit, capable of convulsing the 

world. 

—You have said the great word, Yhasua, —one of his teachers told 

him one day—: "I want to annihilate pain in this world." Well, let's get to 

work! 

—Concentrate your thoughts daily on those words, which by the 

force of your will can become an irresistible power. 

And 10 days passed in which Yhasua said from the depths of his 

soul placed under high tension: 

"I want to annihilate the pain in this world!" God-Love! "I want the 

power to make those who suffer happy." 

After the deep concentrations, his teachers invited him to go out to 

the meadow surrounded by hills and leafy trees. 

—Now, Yhasua– they told him – rehearse to use the power and 

strength that you have accumulated in your mental concentration with 

whatever you think appropriate. Start first with living things from 

kingdoms inferior to the human kingdom, for instance, the plant and the 

animal kingdoms. 

“They are also creatures of God subject to pain, sickness, and death. 

And on the edge of a trail in the mountains near the orchard, they 

found a stunted cherry tree, born in the hollow of a rock where the 

scarce food had prevented it from growing. It still couldn’t open its red-

colored flowers, when its fellow trees had already bloomed their flowers 

and turned into fruits. Yhasua looked at the sick little tree and caressed 

it with his hands that trembled due to the abundant accumulation of 

magnetic fluid. 

—You have lacked water, land, and love, —he told the tiny tree with 

growing energy. I give you love at this moment; I will give you soil and 

water immediately. —And looking at it with immense love as if it were a 

being with organic life, he went back a few steps, entered the nearby 

orchard, filled a container with water and a sack of compost, and with 

extraordinary speed returned to the sick little cherry tree. 

To his amazement, he noted that the tiny buds were swollen and 
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thick as if they had received a shot of vitality and energy. 

—Love has revived you, —he said, as if conversing with the sick 

cherry tree, —this soil will be your food and this water will be your elixir. 

And saying like that, he emptied the sack of soil until it filled the hole 

in which the little tree had grown. Then, after dipping his hands, that 

burned like flames of fire, in the water of the container, he quickly threw 

the water to the trunk of the little tree. 

—I won't leave you until I see your flowers open —he told it and 

waited a few more moments. The little flowers began to open slowly 

obedient to the mental mandate of that adolescent, who contained 

within himself the Creative power of Divinity. 

Thus began the exteriorization of the hidden powers of Yhasua, 

which due to his high degree of spiritual elevation, were latent, as if 

dormant in his human and divine personality. 

Many cases like that of the sick cherry tree appeared to the Messiah-

adolescent, until the phenomenon of the transfusion of vitality was so 

easily carried out that the masters understood that Yhasua already 

exercised complete dominion over the plant kingdom. 

And with identical methodical and controlled exercises, he also 

came to dominate the animal kingdom, then the human kingdom, and 

finally the elements of Nature. 

The reader can see that in a few lines everything was said in 

synthesis; but it is fair to participate in the details of the great progress 

and successes that the young Messiah was collecting in his fruitful stay 

on Mount Tabor. 

In one of those trails that forked through the hills near the Sanctuary, 

there was a humble cabin where an old couple lived. Their two sons 

had been born with their lower extremities disabled by paralysis. They 

had no other resources than a herd of goats and sheep, three or four 

enormous chestnut trees, an exuberant trellis, some long-standing fig 

trees, and a 100-year-old olive tree. The head of the family, now in his 

seventies, brought the news to Tabor that his little goats were sick. They 

had scabies, due to which they were feverish, and their milk production 

had decreased by more than half. 

Their two sons were desperate because the only thing they could do 

while sitting on their wheeled benches to help their elderly parents was 

milking the goats and making the cheeses. 

The Essenes of the Sanctuary took Yhasua to the poor cabin of old 

Tobias, so that he could test his spiritual power and magnetic force in 

the sick herd. 

He had met the old spouses before. If Tobias was meekness 
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personified, old Beila was the sweetness of honeysuckle, caressing 

whatever her eyes and hands touched. 

She was spinning and crying. With the flakes of white wool, she dried 

her silent crying. The old man weeded his vegetables and the two boys 

shelled vegetables in a container. 

A tenacious and painful silence formed an atmosphere of lead that 

suffocated the sensitive ones. The Essenes and Yhasua observed this 

scene for a few moments, through the thick vines that surrounded the 

patio. 

Yhasua advanced first as if an impulse beyond his will had led him 

precipitately. 

—Why do you have so much bitterness in yourselves? —he asked 

spontaneously without waiting for the Elders to arrive and introduce 

him. 

They all looked at him at once, because that little voice with its 

delicious timbre struck their souls like a party bell. 

—Oh, what a vision of God!..., —exclaimed the sweet old woman, 

leaving the spindle and the spinning wheel to run towards the child who 

appeared, in effect, as a mother-of-pearl cutout on the dark green of the 

foliage. 

The Elders arrived and made the appropriate introductions. 

—This child is the one whom you know the prophets announced and 

whom Israel awaits. 

A joint exclamation and a tender devotion were reflected in all 

countenances. 

—You already know —added the Servitor, —that he has come down 

to Earth to annihilate evil and bring good to all those who believe in him. 

Pain afflicts you at this time. Ask the Lord to show you his power 

through his chosen one. 

The old woman returned to her silent weeping and the three men 

said: 

"May Jehovah have mercy on us." 

Yhasua was like petrified, devouring the old woman's tears with his 

fixed eyes, until his eyes also filled with tears. And then he took two 

steps towards Beila and taking her emaciated and wrinkled hands, he 

kissed her on the cheek while saying: 

—Cry no more, for the Heavenly Father is the owner of all the 

treasures in the world and if you are good children, He never forgets to 

show Himself a father, better than all fathers! 

The old woman's crying became a sob that broke the soul, and her 

white-haired head rested on Yhasua's shoulder as if finding a long-
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sought rest. 

And the child's right hand passed with the softness of a flower over 

the old woman's head. 

That picture of emotional tenderness moved everyone so deeply that 

the Essenes came to understand that a powerful current of love 

enveloped Yhasua, making his spiritual and magnetic intervention on 

sick animals opportune. 

—Bring the flock to the fold —said the Servitor in the ear of Elder 

Tobias. 

—They're already there —he replied. 

—Let’s go, everybody —he said quietly. And he approached Yhasua 

and took his right hand, while telling him—: It is time. Let's go, Beila, to 

fulfill the will of the Lord. 

They crossed the yard in silence and reached the stable. 

A current that was both powerful and gentle at the same time, kept 

everyone half unconscious. The two boys had fallen asleep in their 

wheeled carts..., with the dream of hypnosis produced by that same 

current. 

Gently two Essenes pushed them into the stable. 

The Elders who had taken Yhasua, formed a magnetic chain so 

strong that a few moments later his face turned bright pink, as if his 

blood wanted to flow in waves from his forehead, his cheeks, and his 

hands, extended forward. 

This intense spiritual and magnetic vibration lasted for a quarter of 

an hour. The boy's eyes closed as if weary and his arms fell languidly 

along his body, which sank gently onto a mound of dry straw. 

The herd, which had remained quiet until then, suddenly began to 

move in search of the water troughs and mangers. 

—Healing has begun —said the Elders to Tobias and Beila. The 

couple couldn’t come out of their astonishment yet because they had 

never witnessed anything like it. 

Soon the two boys woke up saying at the same time that they had 

had a very beautiful dream that each one told in his own way, but that 

deep down it was the same: 

It was something like the appearance of a luminous being, which 

they thought should be an angel, that Jehovah allowed to approach 

their poor cabin to annihilate evil and pour peace and abundance over 

it. 

An overflowing joy shone on all faces. 

Only Yhasua remained still and serious laying over the pile of straw 

in which he had sat. He seemed absorbed in thoughts very oblivious to 
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what happened there. 

Soon the Essenes understood that the Guiding Intelligences kept 

him in deep mental concentration, to return all the vital force he had 

spent on his first essay of dominating the animal kingdom. 

And when they saw him come out of that psychic state, they made 

him drink a mug of grape juice with honey and then his normal state 

was promptly restored. 

Essays like this were becoming more and more frequent, until after 

10 moons passed, when Yhasua was in the middle of his 17 years, that 

great part of Nature that we call the Animal Kingdom, was by then 

submissive and obedient to his mental mandates and to the powerful 

current magnetic force that his will put into action. 

By way of clarification and to avoid misinterpretation in such a 

delicate matter, I must say that the reader should not imagine for this 

reason that the possession of similar powers is within everyone's reach. 

They are inherent, yes, in the human soul; but complete success will 

always depend on the spiritual and moral elevation of the being who 

wants to exercise them. 

And so, it must be known and never forgotten that an inferior being 

who has not yet eliminated from himself the basic and coarse passions 

typical of a scarce evolution, cannot and must not give himself to 

experiences like these, which would make him vulnerable to being 

taken as an instrument by evil entities and forces that would lead to a 

disastrous end for himself, and for all those who fell under his influence. 

This was the hidden meaning of those words of the Christ to his 

disciples: “Seek first the Kingdom of God and His Justice; and all these 

things will be added unto you.”  

A serene and balanced examination of their own capacities and 

aptitudes will make it known to each, whether they can try to acquire 

these powers to the maximum degree. 

If there is sincerity in the soul of the seeker of internal powers, he will 

easily know the real purpose that leads him to seek this. 

Is it his own aggrandizement and desire for celebrity? 

Is it the greed to accumulate treasures and wealth to satisfy 

ambitions and material desires? 

If your moral and spiritual condition is comprised in these questions, 

do not take a single step in search of supernormal powers for the above 

reasons. 

If, on the contrary, you can truly say the words of adolescent Yhasua: 

— “I want the power to make everyone who suffers happy! I want 

the power to nullify pain on this Earth!” Then it's a different matter. You 
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are on the way to beginning the development of the inner powers of the 

human soul. And your success will be according to the selflessness and 

altruism that motivates you. 

Because when the soul reaches these heights in its evolution, the 

Eternal Law is even more inexorable, and the divine mandate: 

“Love your neighbor as yourself” – greets the soul on this difficult 

path and seems to ask: 

—What motivates you? Love for your neighbor or love for yourself? 

If it's the first, go ahead! It is the path of the redeemers! 

If it is the second, turn back, because it is the path of the reprobate, 

of those who use holy and divine things for their own benefit; of those 

who profit from deceit and lies, and drag the multitudes into ignorance 

and brutality. A frightening slope in which very few stop, most ending 

up in worlds of terrible expiations, of which the great Atlantean 

philosopher Antulius had full knowledge. We slightly revealed these 

when reviewing the deep spiritual explorations to which Antulius 

dedicated himself in that distant messianic stage. These explorations 

were meant to enlighten the humankind of that time so that it could be 

able to understand the eternal truths. See also: *Chapter "The 

Hierophant Isesi of Sais", of the book "Moses: The Seer of Sinai", by 

the same author. It is the most extensive account of the sidereal 

explorations carried out by Master Antulius. 

In all his messianic journeys, the Christ and his faithful followers 

illuminated humankind with the Eternal Truth. But the wickedness and 

refined selfishness of those who trade with divine things, threw 

mountains of ash and sand on the truth until it obscured or disfigured 

its clarities, so that the complete ignorance of the masses would allow 

them to exercise the most complete dominion over them. 

Such has been the process followed since the most remote times. 

Ages and centuries rise from the dust; dust removed again in this 

solemn hour of the eternal human pilgrimage, to say to the generations 

that come: 

“The Final Judgment is in sight. The hour of Justice and Truth has 

arrived. No error will be tolerated. No deception will be hidden. 

“Merchants of divine things! In no world with life will you have a place 

for yourselves! Vampires of human blood, executioners of consciences, 

murderers of the rights of man and of the freedoms of the human soul!... 

Life denies you its beauties and its benefits. The lapidary and 

formidable phrase of the seers and those inspired by the Divine Truth 

was written for you: “Dust you were and to dust you will become”. 

“Worlds in decrepitude, forming immense cemeteries of dead globes 
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in the starry voids, will be the ones that receive you, until from lumps of 

dust or granules of icy ashes you begin again the long series of 

embryonic and unconscious lives!” 

This painful meditation of a moment has undoubtedly passed 

through your mind, friendly reader, like a flash of lightning perhaps, but 

clear enough to understand the tremendous responsibility of the spirit 

that makes a trade with the internal powers and faculties inherent in the 

human soul and for those who exploit divine things for the benefit of 

their personal ambitions and petty selfishness. 

So, let's continue our narrative. 

From the first moment of meeting Tobias's humble family, Yhasua 

had been interested in his two sons, Aaron, and Seth, who were twins 

born with their lower extremities useless due to extreme bone 

weakness. 

His father, Tobias, was the brother of that old Simon, doorkeeper of 

the Sanctuary of Tabor, father of the later Peter the apostle. With 

Peter’s family the reader already made friends long ago and because 

of this we have not made any mention of it in this second stay of Yhasua 

in Tabor. 

Through Simon, Tobias approached the Essenes of the Sanctuary 

and in this way, silently and without any violence, the sphere of action 

of the Elders was expanding, which prepared the paths for when the 

Word of God came out into the public life. 

The Eternal Light, that divine magician of the infinite skies who sees 

and knows all things, even the most secret and hidden, will tell us with 

its customary fidelity what Yhasua, aged 17, did with Aaron and Seth, 

aged 19. 

The great and enlightened Spirit of Light, who had the enormous 

weight of humankind on him, spent some afternoons at sunset sitting in 

a little chair made of banana leaves and reeds in front of the rolling carts 

of the two disabled boys. 

What comparison did this friendship have with the friendship of 

Nebai, the splendid golden flower that he had found perched in the 

plantain trees that surrounded the little stone house of Arvoth the 

sculptor? 

Yhasua, profound psychologist, who began to read the souls as 

easy as he read yellowish papyri, found the most tender and emotional 

comparison. 

—Nebai —he said —is the flower of happiness and love, and you 

can’t be close to her without perceiving powerfully and strongly, those 

two vibrations that are pure reflections of the Supreme Beauty: 
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happiness and love. She sprang into physical life from the love and joy 

of her parents, who were meeting again after a painful and cruel 

separation. They had believed themselves dead, the most frightful 

despair seized them. Suddenly the clouds open, the skies clear, and 

the storm is blown away by the fresh wind of a new dawn. 

“How could Nebai not be what she was, a flower of happiness and 

love, as if made on purpose to serve as an agent for redeeming and 

beneficent love, with which I feel flooded and overflowing?” 

This is how Yhasua thought one afternoon sitting in front of the 

wheeled carts of his two silent friends, Seth and Aaron. They were 

weaving cane and reed baskets with admirable quickness. His father 

would later sell the baskets to the peasants of Naim, Canaan, and 

Magdalo, when the harvest of fruits and vegetables was approaching. 

And his thought continued as if weaving a divine net of gold and silk 

in which a multitude of souls were being caught, which the Eternal Law 

placed in his path as a Missionary. 

—Nebai! Nebai! Fresh honeycomb that the Father placed in my path 

so that I can sweeten the brackish waters that humankind drinks. You 

must come here, where sadness has taken root like the tares that choke 

the seeds of the farmer. 

“In the ruins of Dobrath we have made a new day dawn, and the joy 

and love with which we have flooded that gloomy valley predisposes 

bodies and souls to health and peace. Nebai!..., you have to come here, 

and these two beings will run through the sown fields, like fawns that 

go in search of the mother who calls them with her breasts overflowing 

with the elixir of life!” 

Yhasua's concentration on this thought became deeper and deeper. 

His soul felt compelled to drive away the sadness of those two 

youngsters who moved their hands nimbly weaving the reed, while their 

legs remained still, immobilized by an illness that came along with their 

birth. 

The last rays of the setting sun enveloped the landscape of verdant, 

flowery hills in soft gauze the color of amethyst and opal. 

Suddenly the climbers that fenced the patio of the cabin opened, and 

a pretty gazelle with a red bow around her neck appeared light and 

graceful, frightened, and nervous. 

Yhasua turned his back towards that place, but the two brothers saw 

the gazelle, shouting at the same time: 

—There you are chestnut thief. –Yhasua turned around and saw the 

gazelle that he immediately recognized. It was Nebai's gazelle. 

—Hush —he said, —don't frighten her away. Her owner must not be 
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far away, because I’ve called her. 

The two boys looked at each other without understanding a word. 

Yhasua concentrated his thought on the beautiful little animal, which 

did not run away when he gently approached her. 

—You have escaped the tutelage of your guardian and come here. 

Here they call you a chestnut thief, but you will also learn not to steal 

as the Law requires. —And Yhasua came so close that he was able to 

put his arms around her neck. 

“Where's Nebai, do you know? 

—I'm here, —said the beautiful teenager, opening the flowering 

vines of bluebells, which formed a beautiful frame around that little 

golden head. She was smiling like always. 

—My Spark made me run so much that I'm exhausted to catch up 

with her, —Nebai said, letting herself fall on the green grass. 

—She is the daughter of Arvoth the sculptor —Yhasua told the boys. 

—Yes, yes, we know her. She has come by sometimes for cheese 

and milk –answered one of them. 

—With my thoughts, I've been calling you for some time Nebai.  

—And I as well —said the girl —without knowing why, was thinking 

about you without imagining that you were here. I believed you in the 

Sanctuary dedicated to your extensive studies. 

—You see, Nebai, how our thinking has formed a current that we 

can make stronger and stronger for the benefit of those who suffer. 

—You, always thinking of those who suffer! –exclaimed the beautiful 

girl looking at Yhasua as one looks at that evening star that usually 

announces the early arrival of the night– Can you tell me when will it be 

time for you to think of yourself and feel happy and blissful like me? 

—That hour will never strike for me on Earth, Nebai, never! Do you 

hear it? 

And as he said so, Yhasua's beautiful eyes narrowed so that his 

interlocutor would not read in the depths of his thoughts. 

The beautiful gazelle had also lain down on the lawn next to her 

mistress and Yhasua, leaning on the trunk of a tree, seemed to be 

submerging in a soft dream that separated him from the outside world. 

—Yhasua! —the girl said —I understand that you're all different from 

the other people who live on Earth. And more than once I have asked 

myself: why does Yhasua look at all things as if he were already a 

mature man, full of experience and reflection? And I don't know how to 

answer myself. Can you give me the answer to my question, Yhasua? 

–Nebai! You study the Law of Moses and the books of the Prophets. 

True? 
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– Oh yeah! Since I was very little my mother taught me the books of 

the Prophets and explained them to me, because she spent three years 

with the widows of the Temple before marrying my father. Why do you 

ask me that? 

—Well, because if you have studied the Law of the Prophets, you 

must know what constitutes the foundation and crown of that temple of 

Divine Wisdom that helps men to walk in life along the paths of God. 

—And do you think that I do not walk in the paths of God? 

—I'm not saying that, Nebai. I just wanted to give you the answer to 

your question. The law says: "You shall love the Lord your God with all 

your soul, with all your strength, and your neighbor as yourself." If I want 

to be a faithful adherent of the Law, I cannot, Nebai, be indifferent to 

the pain of my neighbor. His pain must be my pain. His crying must burn 

my insides. His anxieties and his desperation must shake my heart, 

which will not find a moment of rest until all those pains are relieved. 

"Look, Nebai, that scenario just a few steps from us." 

And Yhasua took his gaze from her to the two brothers who were 

still weaving reeds, motionless in their wheeled carts with their pale and 

sad faces of incurably sick people. 

—Yes, it's true! —said the girl —It must be a terrible thing to be 

paralyzed like this not being able to use your feet at all. 

–Well, Nebai! Can I be happy and blissful while they drink the bitter 

cup of their impotence? Will I love my neighbor as myself, leaving them 

alone with their pain, while I enjoy all the goods and joys of life? 

“You already have the answer to your question, Nebai. 

“You already know why the hour of happiness and joy will never 

strike for me on this Earth! 

“I can't laugh and enjoy when others cry and suffer. Do you 

understand, Nebai? I cannot!" 

And Yhasua raised his gaze to the blue immensity, as if asking the 

Infinite why he alone felt so deeply the almost infinite sorrow of his 

fellow man's pain. 

A current of deep emotion passed at that moment from Yhasua's 

soul to Nebai's, who, saddened perhaps for the first time in her life, 

bowed her little blonde head and let silent tears run, that fell on the neck 

of her gazelle Spark, that had laid her head on her mistress's knees. 

She suddenly looked at Yhasua, who was still leaning on the trunk 

of the tree, and he appeared to her as if enveloped in a soft light. She 

could not define if it was the light of the setting sun. She saw his eyes 

full of tears that did not run, because they were fixed on a point in the 

purplish and golden clouds of sunset. 
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—Now I understand you, Yhasua, —the girl said in a low voice 

standing up and approaching him. —Now I suffer with you for those 

who suffer, and I also cry for those who cry. You are an angel of 

Jehovah come to Earth to alleviate human pain!... Now I understand 

that you are not a man like the others!... I don't know what you are, 

Yhasua! Perhaps the mystery of Jehovah covering the Earth! The Love 

of God beautifying life!... 

Yhasua took Nebai's right hand and brought her toward the two 

paralyzed youths. 

A solemn and grave silence spread over the environment saturating 

everything with recollection and almost with fear. 

It would seem that a formidable breath of mystery, of divinity, and of 

supreme majesty, hung over beings and things. 

—Where are you taking me? —asked the girl in a low voice, allowing 

herself to be led. 

—To the altar of God, Nebai..., my sister; where you and I will be the 

priests of the Lord, using His power and goodness, relieving the pain of 

those who suffer! 

The two youngsters Aaron and Seth watched them approach slowly, 

as if absorbed in a thought that they could not understand. 

—Nebai! ..., let us be able to love them as ourselves and they will be 

happy —Yhasua told her, and he put his hands on the head of both 

patients. 

Nebai's eyes closed as if in soft torpor and she put her hands on top 

of Yhasua's. 

– Aaron and Seth! —Yhasua said in a loud voice with an emotion 

that made him tremble—: Be happy with health and energy, with vitality 

and strength, because we love you as ourselves and because God 

loves us all as Himself! 

Nebai's voice, soft as the arpeggio of a lyre, was repeating Yhasua's 

words, as if it were their echo that would resonate again, sweeter, more 

intimate, and more suggestive. 

Something like an electric shock shook the two invalids, who, 

possessed by deep emotion, threw themselves into each other's arms 

as if then they understood the misfortune that had them tied to their 

wheeled carts. 

The time that this intense state lasted in the beings that it acted we 

cannot specify with certainty. But when everything returned to its 

normal state, Aaron and Seth, holding Yhasua's hands, slowly got up 

and stood up before the astonished eyes of Nebai who couldn't believe 

her eyes. 
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Yhasua stopped holding them for a few moments. Both as if 

electrified, looked with deep anxiety into the eyes of Yhasua, who 

looked at them without blinking. 

—Now I want you to walk towards me —he told them, retreating 

three steps from them. 

Both leaned on each other holding hands and still somewhat 

hesitantly, they obeyed Yhasua's order, who was slowly retreating 

forcing them to continue walking towards him. 

When they arrived, he placed himself between the two saying: 

—Lean on my arms and we'll go together to the hearth where your 

mother will give us dinner. 

And they continued walking, although they were all immersed in that 

terrifying, mute, and silent recollection of a great, unexpected, and 

inexplicable events, for those who are unaware of the ultra-powerful 

force of a will, tuned to the most intense and disinterested love. 

Nebai reacted first and ran towards the kitchen shouting with all her 

might: 

—Mother Beila!... Your children left the carts and walk alone! Come 

see them! 

The old woman left without understanding the girl's cries. 

Seeing the unexpected picture of her two poor weak and pale sons, 

walking leaning on the arms of Yhasua, slender, upright like a young 

oak tree with a firm stem, the good woman began to cry and laugh as 

if under the action of a hysterical crisis. 

—Miracle of Jehovah!... God has come down to our cabin!... I cannot 

believe what I see!... Tobias!... Tobias!... Tobias!... 

And the poor mother fell down senseless on piles of wool that she 

herself put out to dry that morning. 

Tobias, who was weeding his vegetables and watering and tilling his 

plantations, heard the voices of his wife calling him and ran to see what 

new misfortune was coming upon his home. 

Nebai was helping the poor mother at that moment, who had not 

calmly resisted the stupendous spectacle of seeing her two son, 

crippled by birth, walking. 

Tobias looked at his two sons and his wife held by Nebai. He 

understood everything and falling to his knees in the middle of the patio 

he covered his face with both hands and began to cry loudly. 

Yhasua, immutable, serene, undaunted as if he hadn't seen what 

was happening, continued walking with both patients until he reached 

with them where Beila had fallen. 

—Mother, mother! —exclaimed both boys leaning towards her. —
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Look at us, we're really cured. 

—It can't be!..., it can't be! —the mother said between sobs. 

—But it is, Beila!... Has God perhaps lost the power to make his 

children happy? —Yhasua told her, taking her by the hand. “Get up and 

put the white tablecloth on your table because we have been workers 

of the Heavenly Father and we have earned our wages. Tobias! the 

Lord already knows your thanks and your love, come closer and hug 

your sons whom love has made happy. 

And Yhasua, standing next to Nebai, was moved to witness the 

intimate embrace of those happy parents with their two sons already 

cured of their disease. 

—My love and yours, Nebai —Yhasua said in a low voice, —was the 

powerful magnet that brought to this good family all the Good that 

emanates from God. 

“Now we have been able to love them as ourselves and the Lord has 

compensated us for our fidelity to his Law. 

Aaron and Seth were among the first beings of the human species 

that the Incarnate Word healed in the last stage of his messianism on 

Earth. 

Two moons passed in which Yhasua continued his same spiritual 

exercises and his works of love for his fellow men. There was no other 

incident than the arrival of his mother to visit him, accompanied by 

Yhosuelin and Abigail, who was a cute, little 14-year-old woman. 

And Myriam explained that Grandma Ruth, who acted as mistress 

and mother to her, had died almost suddenly, and therefore the girl 

could not stay there, since the Hazzan hired a servant to serve him. 

The girl's joy on seeing Yhasua again was a true explosion of joy, 

which made the Elders laugh at her spontaneous manifestations. 

She was endless in her news about all the little protégés, whose 

excessive gluttony, according to her, made Grandma Ruth weary, 

Mother Myriam who helped them, and herself, who "until late at night 

took care of the demands of all those little gobblers”, who almost ate 

her from head to toe. Yhasua laughed heartily hearing her ardent 

expressions of protest. 

—Does all this mean that you are already tired, Abi, of being joy and 

hope for the underdogs? –Yhasua asked her, sounding out how far the 

girl's fraternal love went. 

—No, no, not that! Isn't that right, Mother Myriam? I've always done 

my duty. 

And Myriam, the incomparable Myriam, the soul of a dove incapable 

of letting a drop of gall go on another soul, said to her son, looking at 
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him with tender devotion: 

—If you find many collaborators like Abi to realize your dreams of 

human happiness, you could be very happy, my son. 

And after talking at length with her son about all related to the family 

and friends in Nazareth, they deliberated what to do with the orphaned 

Abigail, who preferred any situation to going back to the rough and 

grouchy Aunt Michal of her early years. 

Mount Tabor was only half a day's journey on foot from Nazareth, 

but it was made somewhat difficult by the alterations of the completely 

mountainous and forested terrain, which was in parts almost 

impenetrable. And the Sanctuary was precisely within the place where 

it was most covered up from those who should ignore it. 

The poor cabin of Simon the porter was at the end of the last little 

valley where it could be reached with relative ease. 

There the impenetrable tangle of the jungle and the rocks began. It 

seemed to have joined in an iron embrace to defend the lives of the 

solitary, in a space of two leagues around it. After this, a landscape of 

interposed little valleys continued, with leafy green hills and streams of 

incomparable freshness. 

Myriam remained for a third of a moon by her son's side, staying at 

the house of Simon the porter, where Yhasua went down daily along 

the secret path of the rocks. 

Peter's sister, Naomi, whom the reader already knows, had married, 

and lived in Sepphoris. 

Abigail could very well take her place at the side of Simon's wife, 

Joan, who was already elderly. But who would replace Abi for the 

homeless in Nazareth? 

These were the musings of the Light-Man with only 17 years of age 

but with a clear awareness of his duty towards that suffering portion of 

humankind. 

His mother eased his painful concern. 

—Don't think, my son, —she told him—that Grandma Ruth and I 

have neglected your protégés. Furthermore, the therapists placed 

several of them in places where they earn an honest living. 

“In your father's workshop, Yhosuelin has four of those children as 

apprentices, and they are already helping with their small wages to 

meet the needs of their family. Do you remember Santiaguito (little 

James) who came out to wait for us on the trail?... 

—Oh, yes! How could I forget him in only a year and a half that I'm 

here? 

—Well, he entered together with his father, the one fired from the 
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mill as you surely remember, in the service of the Hazzan. With this the 

family does not lack what they need. The therapists got his mother out 

of bed, who after a long convalescence is now in good health. 

And good news of this nature continued in those tender confidences 

of mother and son. 

In an explosion of gratitude, Yhasua hugged his mother so effusively 

that she told him: 

—I can see how much you love the disinherited of life for the sole 

fact of being disinherited. When will you also love your loved ones like 

this, who in turn need love and care? 

And Myriam stared at her son deep in his eyes. 

He felt her soft reproach, and squeezing his mother's hand to his 

lips, he replied: 

—You didn't need me like all those homeless people who were 

thrown from everywhere... You not only have your life assured, but you 

still enjoy a position that protects you from all the contingencies and 

alternatives of life. 

—Yes, what you say is true, but your father and I cannot fill the void 

left by you in our house with anything. When will you return, my son? 

—Whenever you want —Yhasua replied. How is it that my father did 

not come with you, as he had promised me through the last therapists 

who came from there? 

—Your father, Yhasua, begins to feel illness in his heart that makes 

us all sad. He did not want you to know it before, so that you would 

remain here quietly... This is the reason why I told you that we also need 

your request and affection. 

—Going up these mountains would cause him great agitation, right? 

—asked Yhasua, somewhat alarmed by the news—. 

“I will go to him, then, when you return. We will go together, mother, 

and I will not return to the Sanctuary until he is fully healed. 

“Abigail –he said to the girl who was approaching at that moment– 

come with my mother, we are going to the Sanctuary to decide with the 

Elders if I should return to Nazareth with you both. 

—Oh, Yhasua! Nazareth is so saddened without you and without 

Grandma Ruth, that I have no desire to go back there... 

—Let's focus on God revealing His will to us, because in fulfilling it 

lies our peace and well-being. 

And guided by old Simon, father of Peter and Andrew, future 

apostles of Christ, they entered the secret path of the rocks that only 

had an exit in one of the caves of the Sanctuary. 

To Abigail, this was terrifying —To live like this among the rocks, like 
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foxes and lizards! —she said, frightened. 

—Abi, —Yhasua told her seriously —You are already a little woman, 

and you must learn to see, hear, and be silent. 

“If you return to Nazareth, you must not mention anything about the 

Solitary people who live here, because it would be an attack on their 

tranquility and their lives. Because I think I can trust you, I have brought 

you here. Do you hear me? 

—I will be discreet, Yhasua, don't be afraid. I have received nothing 

but good from you and the therapists. How could I be able to betray you 

all? No, no..., I rather let them cut out my tongue. 

And laughing at times at the girl's alarms and frights, they finally 

arrived at the grotto where the path had an exit, which was something 

like a waiting room that didn't present any aspect of continuity, since it 

appeared as an isolated grotto for travelers to rest. Some rustic 

benches, a jug of water and a sack of dried figs indicated this. 

—Sit down here —said Simon the guide —I'll make the call. 

And the good old man plunged his arm into a mossy hole in the 

grotto and there was the distant sound of a bell. 

Soon an opening was uncovered in one side of the roof where the 

grotto was lower than a man's height, and the Essene cook who so 

assiduously cared for Yhasua peered out with his placid and serene 

face. 

—Is that you, my plover?... 

—Yes, it's me, but I don't come alone but with my mother and a little 

sister younger than me. 

“We wish to converse with the Elders because there are news from 

my family in Nazareth. Ask if they will come here or should we pass. 

—I'll be right back —the Essene replied closing the ramp he had 

opened upon arrival. 

—Oh, what a pity! —exclaimed Abigail —Why should they hide so 

much if they're good like you? 

—Think about the fact that you, without being bad, were forced to 

run away from your aunt Michal —Yhasua replied —Like Michal and 

even worse than her is a large part of humankind, Abi; and the just who 

are not defended by the arbitrary laws of the country are persecuted 

and even led to torment and death. 

—Do you remember –said Myriam– the story that I have told you a 

few times about the persecution of children under two-year-old born in 

Bethlehem when Yhasua was born? 

— Oh, yes!..., I remember it very well. 

— What harm could children under two years of age have done? 
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—The wickedness of men, Abi, when they are dominated by the 

lowest passions, reaches the point of ferocity. That’s all. 

Simon the gatekeeper had gone back since the visitors were 

attended. 

A little while later, the Servitor and two more Essenes descended 

the ramp, Tholemi and Melchisedech, the three masters of Yhasua that 

the reader already knows. 

They were three beings of the alliance of Christ from distant ages, 

who by divine law were again at his side to collaborate with him in his 

last messianic journey. 

Only the Servitor knew Myriam personally, for he had been in the 

Sanctuary since his youth. The other two had arrived a short time ago, 

that is, when that Lyceum was formed, with instructors chosen to 

collaborate in the mental and spiritual development of the adolescent 

Christ. 

—You don't need to introduce us to your mother, Yhasua, because 

the resemblance is so great, that just by looking at both of you, 

everything is said, —said the soft and delicate Melchisedech, greeting 

Myriam, who was silent and withdrawn. 

—On the other hand, the little sister has no physical resemblance —

added Tholemi. 

—She is a sister by affinity only —answered the boy. 

—For my son, all the homeless and orphans are family, as is this girl 

–This is how Myriam explained to her interlocutors. 

—Her name is Abigail, —said Yhasua —and since I came to Tabor, 

she has fulfilled the task that I left undone, that is, taking care of the 

poor children without bread and without a roof over their heads who 

wander around the squares and sidewalks like stray dogs. 

–Oh..., she is a great woman!... —said the Servitor—, or a small 

mother who stays awake for others smaller than her. 

—Oh, Yhasua! —said the girl suddenly. —I had forgotten to tell you 

that Uncle Jacob will no longer be able to let our little homeless friends 

sleep in the stable. –And her little desolate eyes looked sadly at the boy 

as if asking him: what do we do now? 

Faced with such a disaster, Yhasua lost his poise and serenity. 

—What!... Is this how Uncle Jacob fulfills what he promised me? I 

must leave immediately, —Yhasua determined with a painful unease. 

—Calm down, my son —his mother said —this won't be until the 

next moon because good Jacob surrenders as payment for debts half 

of his orchard, which is where the empty stable is, the one he lent to the 

children. Don't be angry with him, he has a lot of pain to get rid of half 
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of his possession. 

—And Thaddeus, his eldest son, what does he do? —Yhasua asked 

nervously. 

—He's desperate, because it was him who fell into the trap of a false 

wool merchant who passed through Nazareth, ruining people of good 

faith —her mother answered. 

While this conversation, the Essenes listened in silence and tied the 

ends in this simple network, woven with the difficulties and anguish of 

their peers, whose painful vibrations affected Yhasua closely and quite 

intensely, because he felt the pain of his neighbor as his own. 

The "good Jacob" mentioned was an Essene of the third degree, a 

just man whom the Servitor had known for a long time. 

His son Thaddeus was years later, one of the 90 apostles of Christ. 

—Listen to me, Yhasua —the Servitor intervened —From the 

conversation you just had with your mother, I see that you and we 

cannot remain in our quiet paradise while our Brothers struggle out at 

sea in a desperate fight. So, let's go to them and remedy their pain with 

the favor of God. 

—Starting with your sick father, we will try to relieve everyone of their 

heavy burdens. What do you think? —he asked his two companions 

who remained silent. 

— Do you want us to accompany Yhasua? —asked Tholemi, who 

was the oldest of the three. 

—Both of you and I —said the Servitor —since I know the country 

inch by inch, because I was a therapist for more than half my life. I 

believe the Lord will allow me to use my personal influence with some 

who can remedy so many evils. 

—And what do we do with Abi? —asked Yhasua —The tutoress she 

had is dead, she was the Hazzan's wife. We could leave her here with 

Simon's wife. 

– Poor thing! —said the Servitor—what do you want her to do 

besides languish from boredom in this solitude between two elderly who 

vegetate in their calm stillness? Two more years and this girl will be 

able to take a husband and form a new home. Just by giving her bread 

and a roof over her head, we can't fix her life. 

—That's true —Myriam said —and I think there is already an honest 

and hard-working young man who has thought of her. 

Yhasua looked alarmed at Abigail who turned cherry red. 

—So that's how you thought of my flock of abandoned lambs? —he 

told her between severe and mocking. 

—I don't know anything, Yhasua! I don't know anything! –said the 
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girl, who hugged Myriam and began to cry. 

—Don't be silly, my daughter —Myriam told her —Yhasua is joking 

with you. 

“What she says is true, because she only knows that Benjamin, the 

eldest son of your brother Matthias, he helps her distribute clothes and 

sweets to your protégés and he contributes as much as she can for this 

purpose. 

“It is I who have heard the confidence of the boy who had the 

frankness to tell me what he thinks. 

—Seeing love bloom in youth is beautiful, my daughter —the 

Servitor told her —You don't have to be ashamed of this. I'm seeing 

that there are many little cords to tie up there, where good people fight 

for this rough life. 

“Helping with all that is good, beautiful, and great, and avoiding all 

possible evil, is the sublime compendium of the law of fraternal love. 

“So, let’s arrange the trip in 10 days from today, what do you think? 

—As you say, Servitor —several voices said at once. 

The Light-Man's field of action was widening more and more every 

day. And two days after the scene we have just narrated, we find him 

with his mother in the little stone house of Arvoth the sculptor. 

Myriam and Sabad had recognized each other as close relatives, 

since the latter was the daughter of a sister of Myriam's mother, Anna. 

Since the misfortune that occurred to the family of Arvoth which was 

of great resonance among the wealthy families of Jericho, she had not 

heard anything from her unhappy cousin. Her imprisonment in the 

Masada Fortress was an impenetrable secret, as was her freedom and 

refuge in the Tabor mountains. 

Sabad was 10 years older than Myriam and they had not seen each 

other since childhood because Myriam spent several years interned 

among the virgins of the Jerusalem Temple. 

The reader can well imagine the endless confidences that both 

women must have had during the days that Myriam spent in the little 

stone house. 

Both were aware of the affinity that had awakened between Yhasua 

and Nebai, although they were unable to define it under its true aspect. 

Was it friendship? Was it love, or a simple companionship for the pious 

and tender ideal that bloomed in both of them like a radiance of divine 

love over all beings? 

The two mothers gave themselves over to conjectures or formed 

castles of gold and mother-of-pearl, dreams of fairies veiled with 

illusion, and we, friendly reader, will know in depth what germinates and 
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grows in the vehement and sensitive souls of Yhasua and Nebai, if we 

follow them closely on their wanderings through the ruins of the 

neighboring little valley of Dobrath, where they made frequent visits in 

the evening. 

And while the mothers talked in the garden of sculptures, Yhasua 

said to Nebai sitting in the fountain of the doves: 

—Three days from now I'm going to Nazareth with my mother, and 

you'll be left alone to take care of our protégés from Dobrath. Will you 

know how to do it Nebai with the same request as now? 

The girl was silent for a moment. Without hiding her sorrow, she 

asked in turn: 

— Do you want to demand perseverance in me for a task that you 

abandon, Yhasua? The initiator was you and now you leave it. To tell 

the truth, you have no right to expect me to continue with equal 

enthusiasm. 

The girl's answer contained a soft reproach, coupled with a hidden 

bitterness. 

—You are right, Nebai, but if I leave, it is only for a short time and for 

reasons that I cannot overcome. My father is sick, and the Elders think 

I should go to him. But as soon as he heals, I'll be back. It would be so 

sad for me to leave, without the certainty that you will continue what we 

have started together! 

—Are you asking me for a formal promise? —asked the girl. 

—I do not ask you, Nebai, because I have no right to do so; but if 

you did promise to me spontaneously, you would give me great 

satisfaction. 

—I must make a confession to you, Yhasua, and don't take it the 

wrong way. Until now I have struggled with myself to overcome the 

natural revulsion that some of our sick and elderly produce in me. They 

are so dirty and so mean; I can hardly love them! 

“What I did for them, I did it to please you, to see you happy, to 

deserve your friendship, your affection, and so that you feel united to 

me, like these white doves with the fountain. Do you see, Yhasua, how 

they look at each other in the water of the fountain and drink from it and 

are reflected in it and have all their joy in these stones that the sun gilds, 

that they splash when they shake their wet wings? Do you see it, 

Yhasua? 

—Yes, Nebai..., I see all this beauty of God even in the smallest 

things, and I am glad that you see them too. 

—Well, I had thought that you and I would always be like the doves 

and the fountain, inseparable... 
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“What will become of the fountain if the doves fly away? 

“What will become of the doves if the fountain is exhausted and runs 

dry? Do you know, Yhasua? 

And the beautiful girl, with a slight shade of sadness, dipped her 

hands in the water and splashed the gentle doves sleeping among the 

stones and the flowery grass. 

—If the doves truly love the fountain, they won't fly very far and will 

soon return, Nebai; and if the fountain loves the doves, it will never run 

out, do you understand, Nebai? We are making a simile of the doves 

and of ourselves. 

“If there is in us a great and true love, we will reflect each other like 

doves in the fountain. 

“My thoughts will follow you everywhere and even from a distance I 

will feel the joy of our sick ones and our elderly when you go to them to 

comfort them on my behalf. 

“Believe me, Nebai, that my thoughts will be with you like a white 

dove reflecting in the fountain; and I will be in the white head of the old 

woman that you comb, in the sick man that you dress, in the child that 

you lead by the hand, in the wound that you heal, in the tears that you 

dry, and even in the eyes without light that you close when the death 

has quenched them... 

"Oh, Nebai..., my dear Nebai!..., —exclaimed Yhasua, taking the 

girl's hand—promise me that you will see me in all the works of mercy 

that you carry out during my absence, because in all of them I will be 

there with you. 

—I promise, Yhasua, now and forever, –and when she said those 

words, she tilted her face over the fountain to hide the emotion that had 

filled her eyes with tears. 

—You are also reflected in the fountain, Nebai, like the doves, —

Yhasua said, looking at the beautiful image of the girl in the still water. 

—And the fountain tells me that you have tears in your eyes and 

sadness in your heart. 

—I have learned from you, Yhasua. Didn't you tell me one day that 

the hour to be happy would never strike for you on this Earth?... 

Yhasua was silent and immersed himself in his internal world for a 

few moments. 

—True, Nebai, true. I have brought you sadness..., I, who would like 

to flood all beings with light and joy... My poor Nebai!... You have been 

the fountain in which I have reflected myself. You have understood me 

so much, creature of God, that you have come to drink the pain of 

humankind that I have drunk since I was able to understand and think... 
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—Our mothers are coming this way —the girl said, looking toward 

the house —May they always ignore the mystery of the doves and the 

fountain. 

—Oh, the mothers, Nebai!... They know everything because love 

deciphers all mysteries for them. 

—Yes, yes, we know everything, children, and what you keep in your 

hearts is not hidden from us —said Sabad smiling, who was more 

expansive and spontaneous than Myriam. She limited herself to 

wrapping the two teenagers in one of those indescribable looks that are 

a poem of tenderness, of inner happiness and of mysterious longing for 

those to whom it is addressed. 

A subtle veil of purple blush shone like an aurora on the beautiful 

face of Nebai who remained silent, while Yhasua as deified by a radiant 

idea replied: 

—The love of a mother, Sabad, would transform all beings into 

archangels of God, if they were capable of understanding what a 

sublime nature true love is. 

When the visitors left, Nebai was left alone at the edge of the 

fountain. 

The first star rose like an amethyst lamp on a turquoise background, 

naturally attracting the gaze of the girl who seemed to sink deeper and 

deeper into deep meditation. 

She then muttered under her breath some of Yhasua's last words... 

"Believe me, Nebai, that my thoughts will be with you like a white 

dove reflecting in the fountain." 

— And it will be so!..., yes it will be, because he wants it and I want 

it too, –said the girl with such decision and energy, that all of her revived 

in a radiant explosion, like a flower that suddenly receives a stream of 

fresh water. 

And from that time on, Nebai was the instrument of the Divine Law, 

so that the telepathic force or transmission of thought could develop in 

Yhasua, to a point never reached by a human being immersed in the 

physical terrestrial plane. 

—I will wait for your thought at all hours of the day —Nebai had told 

Yhasua, saying goodbye at the edge of the fountain —but I will wait for 

it more at sunset, when the first star appears in the sky. You will tell me 

whatever you want, and I will write it down in my folder and I will carry 

out your mandates. 

It was the mind of Nebai, mountain flower, the clear fountain in which 

the thought of the Light-Man was reflected as the first spark of the law 

of Telepathy, which he would put into action years later and not in a 
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single subject, but over numerous crowds. 

Yhasua's return to Nazareth was greeted by Yhosep, his father, with 

tender emotion. 

He saw him as a beautiful young man of 17 already, tall, delicate, 

and graceful, like a bamboo from the shores of the lake. 

—You are Myriam..., all of Myriam, as you grow up —he told him, 

looking at him from head to toe, while he had him standing next to his 

sick chair. 

But Yhasua no longer heard any noise or murmur from the Earth. 

He had concentrated deeply as he abandoned his hands in his father's; 

and his thought had plunged like a golden dart into that sick heart that 

was beating irregularly. 

Yhosep threw back his gray head, which rested on the back of the 

chair. A soft torpor came over him, making him sleep so deep and 

serene that when Myriam came in with glasses of cherry syrup, she 

was surprised, for it seemed to her that he was not breathing. 

A moment later she understood everything. Her clairvoyance 

perceived, although very dim, a ray of golden light that went from the 

head of her son to the chest of her sick husband. She remained still, 

motionless, hardly breathing, because a secret intuition told her that 

she was thus helping her son with the healing that he was doing on his 

father. Finally, he woke up and his eyes revealed an immense joy. 

—What a long dream and what a beautiful awakening! —he 

exclaimed, still seeing Yhasua, whose hands he held in his, and Myriam 

two steps away with the cherry syrup that looked like liquid ruby. 

—What did you dream, father? —asked Yhasua, sitting down next 

to him, while Myriam offered them both the precious syrup she had 

prepared. 

—That numerous angels of the Lord took my sick heart out of my 

chest and put yours in me, my son, yours, young and healthy as a 

bunch of ripe cherries. And with faith it could be believed so, judging by 

how well I feel. All pain is gone, and it no longer hits me in the chest like 

the hammers on the bench. Oh, Yhasua!..., my old heart wanted to see 

you close, very close, and it beat furiously calling you. Do you see?... 

Oh, mischievous heart of an old man who begins to have tricks looking 

for pampering! 

And Yhosep laughed as they had rarely seen him. 

—It is our son who has cured you —Myriam told him —His sojourn 

on Tabor has not been unsuccessful. The Elders have told me of great 

things he has accomplished there. The Most High has taken him as an 

instrument to relieve all human pain. 
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—The announcements are coming, Myriam!... They're coming! 

“Many great and beautiful things I want to see in you, my son..., but 

I don't want to see you suffer or die. Not that!..., not that! 

And Yhosep altered in the chair. 

—Calm down, father! Calm down, you won't see any of that —

Yhasua told him softly. —Why do you have to bring up those thoughts 

in this hour of so much joy? 

—It's true, Yhosep, you shouldn't make these happy moments bitter 

for us, —added Myriam in her lark's voice. 

—You're right... I'm getting old indeed, and I fall into silly ravings 

without any justification. 

Those happy parents celebrated the arrival of the sublime son with 

an intimate meal the next day. All the children of Yhosep with their 

families, plus the Hazzan and the three Essenes traveling companions, 

formed a good number of guests. 

—Don't say anything about your healing, father —Yhasua told him 

—so everyone will believe that it's the joy of having me by your side that 

gives you that relief. 

It must be taken into account that out of all the children of Yhosep, 

only the youngest, Yhosuelin, was affiliated with the Essenian 

Fraternity. The others were sympathetic to the therapists for the benefit 

they received from them, but they never cared about anything other 

than complying with the Law of Moses without much effort and without 

putting a marked enthusiasm into it. They belonged to that fine mob of 

good beings deep down who live for nothing more than work and family 

duties. Peaceful by nature, they never got mixed up in the political 

upheavals of their time, leaving "those from above" as they said, to 

watch over the interests of the people. This detail clearly explains that 

they did not welcome Yhasua's efforts to seek solutions to the problems 

of the indigent and underprivileged. 

Accustomed to being self-sufficient and enclosing their entire lives 

between their home garden and their artisan workshops, they did not 

understand that there were souls that felt other longings and concerns. 

And they became all censorship against those who sought 

complications in their lives by leaving the closed orbit of the home and 

the workshop. 

Myriam's relatives were different because the brothers of her parents 

Joachim and Anna, among whom there were several Priests and 

Levites, left sons and daughters with whom Myriam always maintained 

friendship. It was among them that Yhasua found, in the future, an 

environment more in line with its great ideals of human improvement. 
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Some more than others, they all hoped that Myriam's son, as he was 

commonly called to distinguish him from his half-siblings, was destined 

to be the one who would brighten the family, since they were not 

unaware that there were extraordinary events at his birth. They also 

knew that the Essenian Sanctuaries hidden among the mountains were 

the School of the Prophets, of the great therapists, and they kept 

appropriate discretion. And so, their pride and a bit of vanity made them 

see with more pleasure that Yhasua was instructed in the Sanctuaries, 

than his eagerness to look at the beggars and ragged little boys on the 

street. 

All the conversations during the meal developed around this way of 

thinking. The Essenes gave Yhasua intelligent glances to keep him 

silent, as a gift of peace and harmony to the family gathered in his 

homage. And the Servitor, in a discreet double meaning, said to keep 

everyone calm: 

—Do not doubt that our Yhasua will always be a faithful fulfiller of 

the Divine Will. 

Yhasua stayed for 40 days among his own in Nazareth where he 

received visits from all the relatives of his parents and friends, who were 

many because Yhosep was considered a just man in every sense of 

the word, whose prudent and discreet advice and even of material help, 

there was hardly a neighbor of the region who had not needed it at 

some time. 

Yhasua was able to reap the fruit of his efforts as an adolescent for 

his helpless siblings and at the same time see how the well-directed 

efforts of the Hazzan, of Grandmother Ruth, of her own mother, with 

the great support of the therapists, had completely eliminated the 

wandering destitution in the streets and suburbs of Nazareth. 

The good will of all, put into action with the same goal, had resulted 

in work distributed with altruism and justice, annihilating the horrible 

monster of hunger and misery, which devastated almost all the cities of 

Palestine. The Sea of Galilee, which would be in future years one of the 

most picturesque centers of action of the Divine Master, was populated 

on all its shores with fishing boats, because the solitary castellan of 

Magdalo had donated a third of the wood from his great forests to the 

therapists so that jobless carpenters could build small fishing boats. 

These were later rented for a tiny price, paid with fish, to all those who, 

having no resources, wanted to get sustenance for their families from 

the small Galilean Sea. 

More than once the eyes of the young Messiah were moistened with 

happy emotion, when in that stay of 40 days in his native land, he toured 
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the shores of the lake of golden waters in one of the fishing boats with 

one of those poor people who he had saved from the muddy suburbs 

of the city two years before, with no other prospect than finding copious 

crusts of stale bread or leftover food dumped in the dunghill. 

And before such facts, this deep feeling became flesh in his heart: 

—If there were not so much selfishness in humankind, no human 

being would suffer misery and hunger. There would be peace, 

happiness, and love to give each one what belongs to them by divine 

right, since the law of life is given by God for all his creatures equally. 

He did not forget to visit little Johnny, son of Zebedee and Salome, 

born as we know in the collapsed sanctuary of Shiloh, on the way to 

Jerusalem, five years ago. 

—If you hurry to grow up and become a man, I will take you with me 

everywhere I go —said the one who a few years later would travel from 

Idumea to Phoenicia, and from the Mediterranean to burning Arabia, 

truly taking John by his side, and calling him "Star of my rest", in the 

moments of intimate confidences with which the great Apostle rested 

from his fatigue and inner uneasiness. 

When the 40 days of permanence in Nazareth were completed, the 

Light-Man found his own heart overflowing with the joy of having 

provided all those who approached him with a few crumbs of the divine 

feast of love, which is consolation, peace, and hope. 

—Mother! —he said to Myriam with emotion —I have never been as 

happy as I am now, because I did not leave anyone with an empty glass 

out of all those who put it before me. 

“Oh! If only men knew the infinite joy of giving themselves to 

everyone without expecting a reward, this world would be a paradise! 

And with his soul overflowing with love and joy, Yhasua undertook 

the return to the Sanctuary, leaving all his little friends happy to know 

that they should wait for him, because he would fulfill his promise. 

—I'll be back soon —he had told them —and I want to find you all as 

I found you now, with bread on the table and the fire burning, which 

means that you work under the gaze of God, who blesses your efforts 

and fatigue. 

Abigail hid among the crowd of adolescents and youngsters who 

were saying goodbye to Yhasua in the orchard of the house, to say 

goodbye to him last. —Yhasua —she told him —I am staying with your 

mother to take care of her and love her until you come back. 

—Very well, Abi, very well, and by the time I get back we'll celebrate 

your betrothal with Benjamin, my nephew. Be careful, I don't want any 

fights! ok? Our God of Love will make you happy because your love for 



 514 

the underdog has won you happiness. 

 

And at the end of the afternoon, Yhasua found himself again in the 

picturesque caves of Mount Tabor, where pleasant news awaited him. 

The last caravan from the north had brought an interesting shipment 

from Riblah, from Arvoth the sculptor, fulfilling the promise he’d given 

before he left. 

That Cretan priest who hired him to build a small temple to Homer 

was a strange being for everyone; but in whom everyone recognized a 

just man. An ardent enthusiasm for everything beautiful, great, and 

good shone in him. 

He was a widower and lived with only two children: Nicanor and 

Lastenio, 20 and 18-year-old, respectively. 

To this news, others were added that were of great importance for 

the Essenes: 

The Cretan priest, whose name was Menander, had a valuable 

archive of very remote times, as if they were fantastic visions of old 

civilizations that no longer lived even in the memory of men. And 

Menander affirmed that this archive was the only inheritance left by 

Homer, his illustrious ancestor, and that to preserve it he had voluntarily 

exiled himself to silent Riblah, hidden in the heart of the Lebanon 

mountain range. Those interested in questioning his rights over that 

valuable treasure would not find him there. 

The old man was willing to show it to those who, for study purposes, 

wanted to review it. He only asked for discretion and silence. 

In the formidable History of the Ages that the Essenes had been 

forming since Essen, a disciple of Moses, founded the Essenian 

Fraternity, there were many gaps, empty periods, as if the incessant 

march of humankind had stopped at intervals. And the efforts of the 

solitaries aimed to fill those gaps with history, so that humankind could 

know the complete order in which the Divine Wisdom passed like a 

radiant star through the sky of this planet, sowing civilizations as the 

farmer sows his fields. 

Of such inestimable value was this news for the Essenes, that they 

didn't take long to arrange a trip to Riblah. Four of the 10 that formed 

the high body of teachers would go, taking Yhasua with them. 

Among the four traveling Essenes, they possessed knowledge of the 

main languages or dialects in which men had expressed their thoughts 

since ancient times. 

And while the Elders hired the beasts from the caravaneers in 

Tiberias and finalized the errands for the trip, Yhasua talked with Nebai, 
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his flower of the mountain, about how he had kept his promises and the 

mental messages he had sent her from Nazareth. 

 

By way of instruction for the reader, I will give a copy of both folders, 

that of Nebai and that of Yhasua. Both sitting on the stones of the 

fountain, while the doves cooed and good Sabad offered them 

melodies from her lute in the late afternoon, they compared day by day 

the results of their admirable perseverance; of Yhasua to emit a 

thought, and Nebai, of receiving it. 

Of course, there were failures at times, for various reasons, because 

given the conditions of the physical plane in which both subjects acted, 

complete perfection is not always easy and possible in a long period of 

time, since there were 40 days of testing. 

First day: “Approximately at the time that Yhasua should have 

arrived in Nazareth, I seemed to feel that he was saying to me: Help 

me, Nebai, to relieve my heart-sick father. I closed my eyes and thought 

strongly: I want Yhasua to heal his father's sick heart”. 

—Exactly! —said Yhasua, looking at the annotations in his folder. 

And what else did I tell you that day, Nebai? 

—I didn't feel anything else. 

—Then you didn't hear the end, because I added: "If your love is as 

great as mine, my father will be cured." 

—And was he not cured? 

—Yes, he was. 

—So, Yhasua, maybe my love is as great as yours —answered the 

girl bravely, strengthened by her success. 

 

Mother Sabad stopped playing the lute and smiled at this dialogue 

in which the wonderful play of those feelings was seen like the rubbing 

of limpid crystals, which made the lights of a shadowless glow 

transparent. 

—There is nothing more beautiful and sublime than love in pure 

souls, which float in subtle and diaphanous planes, where vulgar and 

petty beings cannot reach —thought the blessed mother. She was 

witness of that divine dialogue between souls which the Law had 

arranged to meet to achieve great deeds of love and human 

redemption. 

 

And Nebai looked at her folder again and continued reading: 

—Second day: “Nebai: Thank you for your cooperation. My father 

was relieved of his illness. Do not forget the valley of Dobrath, but don’t 
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go alone, go with your mother or the maid. 

—Well, Nebai, very well! —exclaimed Yhasua, comparing it with his 

folder. —There are small differences in expression, but deep down it 

says the same thing. Listen: “Nebai, thank you for the mental help you 

gave me. 

“My father no longer suffers illness. Remember our valley of Dobrath 

and when you go, be accompanied by your mother or the maid.” See, 

Nebai? It's almost the same. 

— Have you seen, Yhasua, how your messages got to me? –said 

the girl full of satisfaction and joy. 

—When thoughts are perceived like this across distances, it is 

because you and I are immersed together in the infinite irradiation of 

our God-Love. Do you understand, Nebai? 

—Oh, yes, Yhasua, I understand! I imagine God as an immense 

luminous sea, in which you and I float like two silvery fish, which very 

close together go to the same place. Isn't that how God-Love is, 

Yhasua? 

—Yes, Nebai, it is so. And just as now we listen to each other and 

understand each other, because we are in the same plane of vibration 

and the atmosphere and the ether are one and the same; in the same 

way it happens to the souls in the infinite space when the reciprocal 

love, disinterested and pure, places them in the same vibratory wave. 

That’s the way my wise teachers have taught me. 

—And if you and I didn't love each other and were indifferent to one 

another or disliked each other, could we perceive thoughts like that? — 

asked the girl. 

—Oh no, Nebai! Never! Our selfless and pure love is the one who 

has submerged us in that luminous sea that is God, as you imagine it, 

and that's how the two little silvery fish speak and understand each 

other in the infinite bosom of God-Love. 

—And couldn't it be the same if I sent you my messages with my 

thoughts? —Nebai asked —Would you perceive it? 

—Of course, I would; let's try to do it starting tomorrow at the time 

we set –answered Yhasua. 

—Stillness comes to me at dusk, Yhasua, when the first star 

appears. At that time, I no longer play or run, or laugh like crazy. Sitting 

here at the fountain, I spy the appearance of the first star in the sky and 

a softness and stillness that seems like a prayer invades me. At that 

time, I can send my message to the Sanctuary. What are you doing at 

that hour, Yhasua? 

—I study the prophets, or meditate alone in the sanctuary, or under 
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the trees. 

—Agreed then, Yhasua? —the girl gently insinuated with the same 

tenderness and intensity with which other children ask for a toy or a 

treat. 

—Agreed, Nebai, and with all the enthusiasm in my heart. 

 

And they continued going through the folders until they came to a 

note that said: “Since dawn I felt harassed by the idea that Yhasua no 

longer wanted to leave Nazareth and return to Tabor. And saddened by 

such an idea, I came to the fountain in the late afternoon, as usual, and 

found that one of the stones that form the edge had come out of its 

place, and that when rolling on the grass it crushed a baby dove that 

had recently came out of the nest. This caused me great sadness and 

when I quieted down to wait for Yhasua's thought, I thought I heard 

these words: 

— “Nebai: I am hesitating between staying with my family in 

Nazareth or returning to Tabor, and this makes me suffer enormously. 

Help me find the way of the Law” 

—Exactly, exactly..., Nebai! —exclaimed Yhasua —What a beautiful 

sensitivity of yours, which makes you perceive my thought addressed 

to you in this way! 

—Yes, yes, but I cried so much that afternoon with your message 

that I associated it with the grief caused by the dead little dove under a 

huge stone. 

“Can't you guess, Yhasua, what I thought at that moment? 

— Let's see!... Wait, wait. Think hard, Nebai, and I'll tell you —The 

girl narrowed her eyes and thought... 

Yhasua also closed his eyes and concentrated on his inner world: 

—You thought, Nebai, —he said after a few moments of silence, —

that you would be like the little dove crushed by that stone if I didn't 

return to Tabor. Did I get it right? 

—Oh, yes, Yhasua!... You're a magician! —the girl exclaimed, 

looking at him with her big, frightened eyes. 

—No, no magic, little sister. We are two silvery fish submerged in 

the same current... The divine irradiation of our God-Love. Didn't we 

agree on that? The waves of that current bring back and forth thoughts 

from one another. That’s all! 

—Oh, how marvelous is your wisdom, Yhasua! Why don't the Elders 

teach all men what they teach you? 

—Well, because men aren't interested in learning it, Nebai. They are 

too busy accumulating material treasures, becoming big, fighting to 
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dominate each other, subjugating themselves to satisfy the cries of 

pride that drives them to crush each other in uncontrollable fury. 

“Now it is Rome, later it will be Carthage, Macedonia, Iberia, 

Germany, Britain. Oh, the men of this Earth like a hazelnut, believe they 

are lords of Creation when they have laid their paws on the weak and 

defenseless peoples! Oh, Nebai, how bad men are, the smaller they 

are..., the more miserable!... 

And Yhasua, sitting on the edge of the fountain, rested his head in 

his hands and kept a long silence. 

—Did I hurt you, Yhasua, with my questions? —the soft voice of the 

girl was heard asking. 

—No, Nebai, you can never hurt me. It is the vision of human 

wickedness that tears my soul to pieces like poisoned arrows... 

Melchisedech, Yhasua's teacher, arrived at that moment saying that 

they would leave three days later for Riblah, since everything was 

ready. 

And we, friendly reader, will follow them closely, since the Eternal 

Law allows us to be like Yhasua's shadow, following him everywhere to 

get to know in depth his life as the Word of God incarnated on Earth for 

the last time. 
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30.  On the Banks of the Orontes 
 

The last stars still dotted the gauzes of the night that were being 

diluted in the first reflections of dawn, when the Essenes and Yhasua 

undertook the march towards Tiberias, where they would join the 

caravan that at noon passed through the lavish city built by Herod in 

tribute to Tiberius Caesar. 

They were in the middle of summer and the heat was suffocating, so 

they stopped at the shore of Lake Tiberias. From there they could see 

the domes and columns of the brand-new city, built 10 years earlier in 

the most picturesque part of the region, on a plateau from which a long 

expanse was commanded in all directions. 

The caravan arrived soon after and our travelers joined it heading 

north. 

Passing along the shore of the lake, following the only road between 

it and the rock on which the castle of Magdalo stood like a sentinel of 

the village of that name, they found on the shore a beautiful white boat 

covered with blue hangings. There, a blond girl of about 10-year-old 

was playing, accompanied by a woman who was 40-year-old who 

dressed in the style of Greek women, with the wide peplos of bright 

colors that the wind fluttered like gigantic wings of exotic birds from 

India. 

The travelers had to pass three steps from the boat, in the center of 

which was a small table with a basket of threads with which the Greek 

woman wove lace and another basket of grapes and cherries which the 

girl detached and ate graciously. 

Since the donkeys walked slowly along the narrow path, Yhasua 

looked insistently at the beautiful creature that ate grapes and cherries, 

and her golden hair reminded him of Nebai. 

The girl ran to the rail to watch the caravan pass and she shouted: 

—Elhida!... Look at that cute little boy riding the dark donkey. He's 

blond like me. 

—Shut up, girl, don’t disturb the travelers— the woman told her. 

Yhasua smiled at her when she saw the angry gesture she made 

towards her mistress who was scolding her. 

—I think you like my grapes and cherries —the girl said. —You want 

them? 

Yhasua shook his head negatively, but the Servitor, who knew that 

this girl was the daughter of the lord of the castle, who donated the 

wood from his forests for fishing boats, intervened immediately. 

—Don’t despise the gift, Yhasua, because her father provided for the 
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needs of your protégés from Nazareth. Besides, a refusal like that is 

taken badly here. 

Yhasua dismounted and approached the boat, with some alarm from 

the Greek woman, who did not lose sight of the girl. With great ease 

and frank joy, she extended her basket to Yhasua, saying: 

—Take them all, I have many in the orchard. 

Yhasua took the basket and distributed bunches of grapes and 

cherries to his closest traveling companions. 

—For now, I can only thank you —he told her as he returned the 

basket —but I'll bring you back a nest of nightingales from Lebanon. 

—Oh, thank you, thank you! Come back soon and don't forget the 

promise. 

And standing on the stern of her boat, she kept waving her little hand 

saying goodbye to the little traveling boy. 

Who could guess, dear reader, that years later on a tragic and 

terrifying day, that blond girl, then a woman, would cross madly through 

a rabid and ferocious mob to throw herself before gallows and embrace 

at the feet of the man who was dying there crucified? 

The girl's generous trait interested Yhasua and she, in turn, said to 

Elhida, her Greek governess: 

—More than for the interest of the nightingales, I want him to come 

back to look again at those eyes he has... he's an Adonis! as my father 

says when a handsome young man stands before him. 

—And you, Nelia, it's wrong that you're so nosy with the people who 

pass by..., —the governess said, scolding the girl. 

— Don't just call me Nelia, no! I want to call myself Nelia Mary, as 

my mother. I already told you, Elhida. 

“That Nelia, short for Cornelia, sounds bad to me. Mary, Mary..., yes, 

it's musical and harmonious and the beautiful Syrians pronounce it like 

a warble: Myriam!... 

This distracted conversation between the blonde girl and the Greek 

woman still reached Yhasua's ears, because the serenity of that 

summer evening by the lake carried the sound waves along the coast 

through the soft wind from the South, which always blew at dusk. 

This purely casual meeting was soon forgotten by both protagonists 

of the very brief scene. So many travelers went and returned by that 

same road! 

And for Yhasua, that happy girl, full of all that can satisfy the most 

demanding taste, did not make any impression on his intimate self. It 

would have been another story if he had found her in disgrace. 

They spent the night in Minyhe until moonrise. It was another small 
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village like Magdalo, asleep on the shores of the lake with its small 

population of fishermen, farmers, and woodcutters. The following noon 

they met in Chorazim, a more important city, where some Essene 

families gave them shelter for the hours that the caravan was detained. 

Here lived the widowed mother of Philip, who was later one of the 90 

apostles. 

Philip filled Yhasua with presents, when under great secrecy, the 

Servitor told him who this young man was, whose physical beauty draw 

his attention so much. 

Philip ‘s mother suffered from a cancerous ulcer on her left knee, 

which saddened everyone in that house. 

The meal was made under a trellis on the very shore of the lake. 

During the meal, Philip sadly shared about the pain his mother was 

suffering, despite he and his wife making great, but unsuccessful efforts 

to relieve her. 

Yhasua got up from the table and raised the mug in which he had 

drunk wine, leaned over the waters of the lake, raising as much of it as 

would fit in the mug. 

—If you help me —he said —and we're all capable of loving 

Grandma Deborah, as we love ourselves, she will be healed. 

Her daughter-in-law removed the bandages and Yhasua, strongly 

concentrated, spilled drop by drop the water that he had vitalized with 

his breath and his gaze. 

The poor old woman let out a painful moan as if a piece of her skin 

had been roughly ripped off. The wound turned red, raw, and it began 

to distill drops of blood, which Yhasua's breath slowly dried. The water 

in the bowl ran out and her wound was bandaged again. 

—The dawn sun will find you cured, grandmother —Yhasua told her 

lovingly, kissing her on the cheek. 

—Blessed be you, angel of God! —exclaimed the good woman, 

crying with joy. By the time you return I will have woven for you a robe 

as blue as the sky from the finest thread my hands have spun. 

From that time on, this woman and all her relatives and friends were 

the circle devoted to the Divine Master in his years of apostolate, in 

which he made the city of Chorazim one of the busiest scenes of his 

missionary work. 

The house of Deborah, mother of the apostle Phillip, was the house 

of the Master in Chorazim, as that of Martha and Lazarus was in 

Bethany, and that of Leah in Jerusalem. 

Wandering pilgrim in search of love on Earth, he found a nest and 

shelter where there were souls capable of understanding and loving 
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him, and above all, capable of assimilating his sublime doctrine, based 

solely on love for one another, but elevated to the maximum: “love your 

neighbor as yourself”. 

Behold the serene lake of silver waters in which the conscience of 

every follower of the Christ must be reflected! Here is the mirror of the 

faithful moon, which should be imitated by the uninterrupted procession 

of all the acts of our physical life, if we want to have the right to call 

ourselves, with truth and justice, “followers of Christ”! 

From Chorazim onward, the journey no longer had the charms of 

beautiful prospects. Because all the way to Caesarea Philippi, the great 

bordering capital between Galilee and Syria, the region was generally 

rugged and its mountains with great precipices and tangled woods were 

good den for wild beasts and bandits. 

When crossing the Jordan river near Lake Merom a short distance 

from Chorazim, they met a family from the country of the Ituraea, who 

were looking for the caravan to go to Damascus. 

Five sons and four daughters, plus the father and mother, were 

already 11 people. They were riding donkeys and dragged with them a 

beautiful herd of African antelope and sheep from Iran which 

constituted their fortune. 

They were fleeing their homeland because they were being evicted 

from the few places where there were pastures and drinking water. 

—This is crazy! —warned the leader of the caravan —You are going 

to lose everything on this long journey. In your sheepfold, almost half 

are young with less than one moon, and you can see that not all of us 

travelers can go carrying a lamb or a small antelope in our arms. It 

cannot be, I can’t allow it! 

The women began to cry uncontrollably. 

—We were headed to the nearby lakes of Damascus where a 

relative of ours owns land that he rents us at a low price —the father 

would say. 

While this conversation took place, Yhasua listened and meditated, 

and then approaching the mother and daughters who were crying in 

silence, he told them: 

—Don't cry anymore, your crying hurts me. I'm the last of the 

caravan, but I think I can help you with this. 

The woman looked at him in disbelieve. 

— You, child?... And what are you going to do if you don't even have 

a beard? 

—I don't need the beard, but a little love and pity for your pain —he 

replied —And that's the only thing I have. Wait. 
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And he ran towards the Servitor, who was already waiting for him, 

since it was impossible for Yhasua to see pain and not taking pity on it. 

—Servitor! —he said excitedly with his eyes wet from tears. —For 

the love that you have for me, I beg you to help save these poor people. 

—What do you want to do with them? —asked the Elder. 

—Protect them in our Galilean land, so fertile, where the valleys full 

of pastures abound, without anyone using them. You, Servitor, can 

send them with an epistle to any place neighboring the Jordan. You 

know so many people and are loved by so many! 

—Very well, Yhasua, fine; don’t be disheartened by this. Between 

Chorazim and Lake Merom, which we just passed, lives a brother of 

Deborah, Phillip’s mother. He lives alone with his wife and both of them 

are old and full of ailments. 

“They own a good portion of land that is a blessing from God 

because it's fertile and abundant. They have no children and spend a 

life in sad solitude. We will send this poor family there until we return 

from Riblah and then, with time and calm, we'll see what happens. 

The reader can guess Yhasua's happiness. He was not sure 

whether to cry or laugh. And he ran like a thirsty fawn in search of water, 

to dry the tears of the unhappy Ituraean family, who found themselves 

without a homeland, and now they were going to have a homeland 

among friends of the Essenes of Tabor. 

An epistle from the Servitor delivered to the head of the family with 

the address and details of the site where the old cabin of Laban, Philip's 

uncle, was located on the banks of the Jordan next to Lake Meron, was 

enough to make the happiness of that poor exiled family. In a few hours 

they would find themselves in a safe haven for themselves and their 

animals. 

Yhasua even accompanied them to set them in the road that ran 

almost parallel to the caravan’s road, from which the path branched off 

between hills and woods that led directly to Laban's hut. 

Following the beaten path known for a long time, the caravan 

crossed part of Gaulanitis and Ituraea. This path, as we already said, 

presented a roaring appearance due to its steep mountains, as if cut 

with a pick mattock, and its tangled jungle that hid treacherous 

precipices and dangerous crossroads. Countless spooky legends 

disturbed the tranquility of travelers upon arrival at this place, which was 

believed to be a propitious setting for evil beings, whether they were 

called demons, witches, or simply "errant souls". 

For this reason, the caravan always tried not to spend the night there 

if they could avoid it. Instead, they forced the march and crossed the 
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region beginning with the first light of day until the arrival of night, when 

they would reach the river plain near Caesarea Philippi. 

But on this trip, something unexpected happened. Excessive and 

suffocating heat sickened most of the beasts when they had not yet 

finished crossing the mountainous and gloomy region. Hence, the 

caravan was forced to stop in the clearest part of the road where a small 

stream born from a spring hidden among the rocks would provide 

drinking water for man and beast. This small stream born on the slopes 

of Mount Hermon, crossed the outskirts of Caesarea and came to flow 

into the Jordan, next to Lake Merom, which they crossed two days 

earlier. 

In the small esplanade that they chose for that forced rest when the 

night surprised them, there was also the path of the caravans that came 

and went from Tyre, the beautiful and noisy Phoenician port which put 

the entire region in contact with the sea. 

As soon as the bonfires that the travelers lit to light themselves and 

season their food were seen to glow, they heard cries for help. 

The voices came from a dark gorge in the mountains 50 paces from 

the esplanade. Armed with torches, spears, and strong sticks, the Kabir 

of the caravan and his men, plus the Essenes, went to that place that 

with the shadows of the night appeared even more terrifying. 

They found a family there tied to tree trunks. 

It was a middle-aged father, a somewhat younger mother, a 19-year-

old boy, and a 14-year-old girl. The mother lay unconscious on the floor 

and the girl was the one giving those mournful moans, while the two 

bound and gagged men struggled in vain to break the strong cords that 

almost drew blood from their tied arms and feet. 

The Servitor and Yhasua had stayed with the travelers on the 

esplanade where they set up their tents. 

The victims were travelers from Cyprus, originally from the Gulf of 

Chitin. Some road robbers had taken their horses and luggage, leaving 

them in the pitiful state in which they were found. 

The father was called Alypius, the son Halevi, the mother Ecli, and 

the girl Dorcas. They had come from Cyprus and were looking to join 

the caravan heading south from Damascus, bound for Joppa (Jaffa) 

over the sea. 

Ecli's parents, already very old, called them anxiously because they 

saw their last days approaching without having by their side a single 

one of their children to close their eyes and receive the valuable 

inheritance of a field that was the richest olive grove and vineyard of 

that region. 
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The Kabir of the caravan only offered to take them as far as 

Caesarea Philippi, now almost in sight. But what would they do in that 

great capital without friends and without any means of livelihood? They 

had been stripped of everything and the situation could not be more 

desperate. 

The Essenes, cloth of tears for all human pain that came their way, 

immediately found the finger of the Law, pointing out to them: "Love 

your neighbor as yourself." 

And the Divine Law, fertile mother of all good, gave them the solution 

to that painful problem. The imminent thing was to lead the fainted 

woman to the tent and give food to the others, who fainted more from 

thirst than from hunger. 

When they saw them arrive with that stretcher improvised from 

spears and sticks, they thought they were carrying a corpse. 

—A little less than a corpse —said the Kabir; —but what could we 

do? If she doesn't come back to life, we'll bury her as God intended. 

The poor girl cried inconsolably believing her mother was dead. 

The four Essenes knelt around her stretcher and applied cold 

compresses to her head and a thick wine-soaked cloth to her solar 

plexus. They made her drink water from orange blossoms and rubbed 

her extremities. Her heart was beating weakly, but she wasn't reacting 

in any way. 

Yhasua, seated four steps away from the aching group, resembled 

the motionless and silent statue of meditation. The deep and painful 

crying of the girl Dorcas seemed to get him out of that state, and 

approaching her, he said: 

—Don't cry and wait for the Heavenly Father who will let your mother 

live. I want you not to cry! Come with me. 

And taking her by the hand, he led her next to the stretcher. The 

Elders, who were so aware of the powerful action of the superior forces 

when they took possession of Yhasua, understood when they saw him, 

that there was an enormous condensation of those forces in him and 

that the healing of the sick woman was going to take place immediately. 

He and the girl knelt on both sides of the stretcher. Above her 

motionless body, Yhasua took the hands of the girl who had stopped 

crying and who was looking at him as if hypnotized by something that 

she saw in him and that was invisible to others. Those four joined hands 

trembled like strings put under high tension, shaken by the wind. 

Yhasua's eyes were fixed on the patient's closed eyes, which 

suddenly opened, full of fear at first and full of tears later. Then a rush 

of sobs like a long-contained storm, and finally a soft laxity that denoted 
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peace and rest. 

—See? —Yhasua said to Dorcas —Do you see how the Heavenly 

Father listens to the groaning of his children? 

A great astonishment spread like a fluttering veil that enveloped 

everyone and a single question emerged from everyone's lips. 

—Who's this young man who dominates disease and death in this 

way? —Understanding the Essenes that some explanation had to be 

given to the profane around them, the Servitor said: 

—This young man is the son of the most honorable and just man of 

Nazareth, and it seems that a prophet of Jehovah is already outlined in 

him, greater, perhaps, than those who in six generations of prophets 

illuminated the horizon of Israel. But since these are the first 

manifestations of the divine power that resides in him, it should not be 

publicized until the Lord manifests His will. 

—It is the case —said one —that I have my son ill with a slow fever 

that is consuming him. 

—And I, my mother —said another. 

—And I, my wife —added a third. 

—And I, a furious crazy brother who brings trouble to all of us —said 

a fourth. 

And so it happened that there was hardly a single traveler who did 

not have some sick person in his family. 

The Servitor looked at Yhasua and understood that he was still 

possessed of superior forces that made him capable of defeating evil. 

—Do all of you who suffer in your relatives believe that the power of 

God, Lord and Owner of everything that exists, can heal them? 

– We believe it, we believe it!, —they all repeated —since you have 

returned to life that woman who was like dead. 

—I ask only one thing of you... That in gratitude to the Lord for the 

good received, you be merciful from now on with all the homeless who 

suffer from hunger and misery —Yhasua said with the intonation of an 

inspired voice exercising supreme authority. 

 

—We promise you! —they all said at once. 

Yhasua narrowed his eyes and extended his arms slowly towards 

the four cardinal points. He forcefully emitted his breath as well in the 

four directions and kept silent. 

—The power of God —he said later —will visit your dear sick people 

if it is true that you believe in that divine Power. 

During this scene, the patient had sat on the stretcher and caressed 

her daughter's hands, who, lying on the lawn, could not get enough of 
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looking at her living mother, after she’d already thought she was dead. 

And since they were almost in sight of Caesarea Philippi, they 

resolved to bring there the family found in such sad conditions to 

provide them with the necessary means to reach Joppa in Judea, 

towards which they had undertaken their journey. 

Because the mules and donkeys were not enough, it was necessary 

for some to share their mount with one of those recently incorporated 

into the caravan, and so it was that the young Halevi mounted the rump 

of Yhasua's donkey. 

—You both together weigh as one of us —the Kabir said —so, I 

believe that for only seven stadia to go, the donkey can hold you well. 

But Yhasua, whose soul was full of compassion, could not resist 

seeing what he considered an incredible effort for the animal. So, he 

insisted on getting off and walking beside Halevi, who mounted his 

donkey. This fact, apparently of so little importance, earned him a great 

conquest for the future of his great work as a missionary. 

He discovered in Halevi a clear intelligence and a soul worthy of 

careful cultivation. They became great friends. The young man also 

became convinced that Yhasua was a prophet. And since in the 

philosophical schools of Cyprus there was a lot of talk about the law of 

reincarnation, Halevi thought in silence seeing the nobility and 

sweetness of Yhasua, who walked by his side. 

–Will this be one of the great ones who has returned and will sweep 

the crowds and revolutionize the world!... 

Yhasua perceived this thought of his friend clearly and looking at him 

affably, he said: 

—And you, Halevi, will bring real life to my dreams of human 

fellowship in a capital on the sea. 

—How do you know? —asked the young man. 

—Are you not thinking that I am a Prophet? Think as well that this 

inspiration came to me. 

Halevi fell silent. 

And for the reader's illustration we say here that Halevi, after 

Yhasua's death, presented himself to the Apostles still gathered in 

Jerusalem and told them in detail about this fact, the vivid memory of 

which he kept in his mind. 

—Baar-naba! —exclaimed several at once. —You are the one that 

the Lord announced to us that would arrive with your soul full of fire and 

your hands full of gold for the foundation of a great School of 

missionaries. Baar-naba!..., we will call you, because you are the "son 

of a prophecy" that took years to come true. 
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This Baar-naba name transformed over time to Barnabas. He was 

the founder and the soul of the great Christian church of Antioch, where 

the name of "Christians" began to be given to the adepts, and where 

men and women of all the races of the Earth were received in contrast 

to the church of Jerusalem, which only opened its doors to Jews by 

birth. The new name given to Halevi means in Syro-Chaldaic: “son of a 

prophecy”. Barnabas was also the introducer of Saul of Tarsus, 

converted to the bosom of the disciples of Christ. 

And Yhasua's conquest was a double on this occasion, because 

Dorcas, Halevi's little sister who always remained in Joppa on the old 

farm of his maternal grandparents, enthusiastically embraced the 

doctrine of the Nazarene Prophet, to whom she owed the life of her 

mother, who lived into her eighties. Dorcas, a Greek name, was 

translated into Syrian-Chaldean when naming her among the first 

disciples of Christ, and this translation made her into "Tabitha", who 

was the famous woman of this name, mentioned so many times in the 

chronicles of that time, as a generous benefactress of the Divine Master 

and his disciples. 

Like her brother Barnabas in Antioch, Tabitha was in Judea the soul 

of all Christian work, since her abundant patrimony put her in a position 

to meet the needs of the Christian community of the first century in that 

unfortunate Judea, the most intransigent and hardest of all Palestine, 

and perhaps for that very reason it was watered with the blood of the 

Divine Martyr. 

She was the founder of the first women's work of mutual aid, 

because in her own house she opened a spinning and weaving 

workshop, where the women of the town went to make clothes for all 

the needy Christians. 

The Apostle Peter, who after the death of the Master, was like 

Tabitha's intimate adviser, had the tenderness of a father for her. 

How fruitful and happy was the double conquest of Yhasua at the 

age of 17 on the noisy and gloomy road to Caesarea Philippi, where 

they’d found them handcuffed by the assailants of Ituraea! 

In midmorning, our travelers entered the suburbs of the great capital 

where they had to stop long enough to renew supplies and deliver 

merchandise and orders brought from the South, destined for 

merchants or individuals based in this capital. 

Yhasua with Halevi and the Essene Melchisedech, his teacher, 

wanted to tour the city whose commercial movement was intense. 

The three most important roads of the entire country met there. From 

there started the caravan route to Tyre, the great maritime capital of 
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Phoenicia on the Mediterranean. 

Caesarea was reached by the long road from the South from 

Idumaea and Midian, as well as the one that descended from the North 

from the distant Tiphsah on the Euphrates and crossed Hamath, Riblah, 

and Damascus. And although it was a city rebuilt in the Roman style, 

the old part was still the old Syrian city, with its great markets and 

bazaars, where turbans and veiled women made one feel the oriental 

atmosphere, an indefinable mixture of stillness and activity, of mystery 

and shyness. 

The mixture of races had, of course, produced a veritable confusion 

of the most varied languages and dialects. And the need to sell and buy 

established a real struggle to be understood, which is why there were 

many who were linked to commerce playing the role of interpreters and 

scribes. 

One of these interpreters caught the attention of Yhasua, an 

observer by nature. Or it could be, perhaps, that his fine sensitivity 

perceived the great hidden and secret pains, even if they hid in the 

depths of the most impenetrable soul. 

—What do you think of that man? —he asked his teacher, 

Melchisedech, in a low voice, who hadn't noticed him until that moment. 

—He's a beautiful Arab guy and he seems to be a person of quality. 

His manners give him away, though his once-rich clothes show long 

wear. Why you ask? 

—Because since I saw him, I know that he carries death in his heart 

—answered Yhasua. 

—And you no longer live but with the intense longing to heal that 

heart, do you? 

—Oh, yes, Master Melchisedech and forgive me! The pain in that 

heart is poisoning mine. 

—Very well!... Now we'll remove all that poison so that you remain 

calm —answered the Essene, and approaching the unknown character 

spoke to him in correct Arabic, as was spoken then. 

“We are foreigners in this city and need a guide to tour it during the 

time that the caravan that brought us from the South remains here. 

“Could you lend us your services? 

—With all pleasure —he replied —But how come you speak Arabic 

so well? 

—Because I am a fan of its study and I have always been interested 

in everything about your country. 

They had begun to walk through the winding alleys of the old city. 

—This is the most important mosque we have here —he said, 
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stopping before an ancient building, although well preserved in its 

venerable antiquity. Its slender and graceful minarets could be seen 

from a long distance. 

“Here are preserved some scriptures of the Prophet of Fire (alludes 

to Elijah) and his disciple Elisha, of whom they have a fervent fear, and 

a piece of Elijah's mantle and a lock of Elisha's hair are preserved here 

as talismans against all evil. 

—Oh, how wonderful! —exclaimed the Essene —There are so many 

evils on Earth that all the talismans are not enough to remedy them. 

—Those of my country in general —added the interpreter —have 

blind faith in the talismans of the prophet. I'm the only one who doesn't 

think so. 

– You? How is that? 

—Because they never worked for me. And in order not to deny the 

faith of my elders, I have solved the problem thinking that such objects 

will not belong to the Prophet, although they say that many were cured 

just by putting their hand on the crystal and gold chest in which they are 

kept. 

—And only for you, was the talisman petty of its gifts? —Asked the 

Essene, while Yhasua and Halevi followed closely listening to the 

conversation, without fully understanding it. 

—That's true —answered the Arab dryly. 

—In this caravan —added the Essene —we come, several medics, 

from a very old School called Divine Wisdom. 

“The therapists who almost always manage to cure the strangest 

illness belong to this School. 

—Oh yes, I've heard of those therapists, but I've never had one 

come in front of me —the interpreter replied. 

—Well, here you have one that is at your disposal, and at the 

caravan stop, there are three more. Do you have sick people in your 

family? 

—I don't know, what is the illness; I only know that an immense 

misfortune befell me, due to the evil spells of a witch, whom I curse from 

the bottom of my heart. 

—Don't curse anyone, friend, that's not the way to achieve the good 

you yearn for. 

“Tell me what’s happening to you without minding these youngsters 

who do not understand your language and I will tell you if your illness 

can be remedied. 

The story was this: 

He was the third son of a prince of the Hareth family who had large 
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domains in Arabia. 

He had secretly married a cousin of his, who was destined to marry 

the heir to the King of Ethiopia, the most powerful of the sovereigns of 

Africa. When her father learned about this, he cursed them both and 

forced the most disastrous sorceress he had in his kingdom, under pain 

of death, to drive mad and furious by means of horrible spells his 

disloyal and disobedient daughter, who had rebelled against the 

paternal authority. And she had been crazy for four years since they 

had been together, to the point that she didn't even recognize him. 

—My name is Ben-A-Bar —he said suddenly —and I promise to be 

your slave for life if you take care of my sweet Zafira, who is for me 

more than my life. Take this ring as a pledge, which was a gift from her. 

—No, no!, none of that, my friend. Keep your jewelry because we 

therapists want nothing back for the good that our God allows us to do. 

Yhasua —he said turning to him– tell our Brothers that we have a little 

job to do here. 

Yhasua, whose intuition allowed him to perceive all that intimate 

drama, ran to where the Elders were and found them around one of the 

streets. 

—We have received notice that you need us. What is it, Yhasua? 

—A sick person asking for help —was the answer he gave. 

Once gathered, the Arab led them to his house located in what they 

called the "old tower", which was a very old suburb. In its center there 

was an ancient battlemented tower backed by a rock, to which it 

appeared adhered like if it was part of it. 

—My whole world is here —Ben-A-Bar told them—This tower, which 

was a fortress and prison in other times, is the only thing I have, since 

it came from my mother's inheritance. 

“Come in and you will see my poor wife, hopelessly crazy. 

Halevi trembled with fear without knowing why. 

The Essenes, aware of the terrible extraterrestrial forces that act in 

these cases, also felt that vibration of fear and fright that the geniuses 

of evil surround all their works, to produce a strong suggestion, which 

is the first step in the descent into the abyss of darkness into which they 

precipitate their victims. 

—Halevi! —Yhasua told him in a sonorous voice —if fear strikes you 

like this, don't go in, stay at the door. 

—It's better, because perhaps his uncultivated thought, can hinder 

our work, —one of the Elders remarked. And the young man, half 

exhausted by the powerful fluidic vibration, sat down on a dais at the 

door. 
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Yhasua felt compassion for him, and approaching him, said: 

—Look, Halevi, go down this alley and at its end is the caravan 

where your family is waiting. 

“In a few moments we will meet you there. 

—But you, what are you going to do here? —asked the young man. 

—Didn’t you think that I am a Prophet? Much evil is locked up in this 

ancient tower and the Prophets are sent by Jehovah to annihilate evil 

on Earth. Do you understand now? 

—Oh, yes, Yhasua, I understand! You are surely going to give life to 

another dead person as you gave to my mother. 

Yhasua stared at him. 

—Poor Halevi! —he said in a low voice —you are still a featherless 

bird, but your time will come, and you will be a giant among giants. 

He entered the tower again and found the Essenes who, with several 

black servants, were filling with water a marble pool that was in a 

vestibule, adjoining the room of the sick woman. It was adorned with 

sculptures and large pots with greenhouse plants. 

The ancient appearance of the tower disappeared when entering it, 

where all the beauties with which the Arab nobles adorn their homes 

were found. 

Great draperies of silk and gauze floated like blue and gold mists in 

the faintest breeze and a strong perfume of Arabian incense wafted 

everywhere. 

While the servants filled the pool, the Essenes deliberated on how 

to shake up that organization of a woman who was in her period of 

laxity, after a furious attack that always left her exhausted. 

—Let us see your wardrobe —said Tholemi suddenly, whose 

clairvoyance undoubtedly perceived what was best for them to do after 

having heard in detail the Arab's explanation of how this madness 

began. 

“The most horrible impression suffered by the patient –said the 

Essenian– was her father’s curse who denied his consent to her love. 

So, from there on we must extract her healing by trying to reproduce a 

pleasant impression on her that destroys the prior impression. 

Though Ben-A-Bar was in dire financial straits, he had preferred to 

work as an interpreter in the markets and bazaars rather than sell any 

of his and his wife's wealth of clothing and jewelry. To sell what was the 

greatness and glory of your ancestors is a crime for the sons of ardent 

Arabia. 

And so it was that the Essenes came across a prince's wardrobe in 

all its splendor. 
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—You, who know well the customs of your land, choose the best 

clothes to wear at a wedding, because we are going to pretend that you 

are getting married with all the solemnity customary in people of your 

class —said the Servitor to Ben-A-Bar who looked at them puzzled. 

—Think that we do everything to cure your wife. Can you provide us 

with musicians? 

—Yes, I have slaves who play the guzla and the lute beautifully. 

—Let's choose the room for the ceremony, —Tholemi said. 

—Look at this room —said the Arab, opening a huge door that led 

to a great entrance patio. 

All draped in crimson damask and with large silver chandeliers, it 

was indeed a majestic room. 

—Well, very well —said the Elders —Here we must have flowers, 

music, perfumes, characters dressed in all the wealth of your country. 

They will be the representatives of the father of your wife, who come to 

witness the wedding ceremony. Do you understand the comedy with 

which we wish to erase in your wife the impression that produced her 

madness? 

—Yes, yes, I understand everything! —said Ben-A-Bar full of 

animation and enthusiasm. Even on him the beneficial suggestion that 

the Essenes tried to produce began to work. 

—Now, let us leave these dark robes and let our white garments 

appear —said the Servitor —Let’s all cover ourselves with white capes 

and turbans. 

And they went upstairs where the sick woman slept. 

Before calling her attention, they made a strong fluidic chain in the 

antechamber. During this concentration Yhasua fell into hypnosis and 

was laid on a divan right there. 

Ben-A-Bar remained in the hall, already dressed in his rich wedding 

dress. Two middle-aged slave girls stood by the bed. 

—Go get dressed properly, because your mistress's wedding is 

going to take place —the Servitor told them. 

The women accustomed to blind obedience did not object at all, no 

matter how astonishment the order caused them. 

The Elders, alone with the sick woman, called her mentally and with 

such force that she opened her eyes. An immense pain was reflected 

in them and some fever in the ruby red of her lips that trembled slightly. 

 

A violet circle surrounded her large black eyes. 

—Your Highness! ... —the Servitor told her —your father sends us 

here to witness your wedding on his behalf. Ben-A-Bar awaits you in 
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the lounge, with his entourage. You are already cured of the disease 

that delayed this event, which should not be delayed any longer. 

The young woman, who was no more than 18-year-old, sat up and 

passed her hand several times over her eyes, over her forehead, 

touched her hair, her body. 

—I sleep..., I dream!... Come closer so I can touch you –The 

Essenes held out their hand. 

—Poor sick Little Princess, the fever had you so bad that you still 

think you're delirious! —said Melchisedech, whose sweet voice seemed 

to cheer up the sick girl. 

—Come on, here come your slaves to put on your wedding clothes. 

In fact, eight women entered with large open boxes, where silks, 

gauze, pearls were seen in an abundance that was frightening. 

— Allah's blessing!..., what a horrible nightmare I've had! –exclaimed 

the young woman beginning to explain to herself what had happened 

to her. 

The beneficial suggestion was beginning to work. The clairvoyants 

saw the radiant spirit of Yhasua asleep, who approached the bed of the 

sick woman and placed his hands over her head. 

—Go now —she said to the Elders —they will dress me right away. 

—Very well; when you are ready, we will take you to the living room 

–the Servitor replied. 

The poor thing hugged all her maids to whom she said content and 

happily: 

“My father finally consented! I am no longer cursed, oh, blessing of 

Allah! 

They submerged her in the fountain whose waters had been 

magnetized and dressed her in her most beautiful robes, white and 

gold, according to the custom, and wrapped in the thick veil that hid her 

from all eyes. 

The Servitor took her by the hand, preceded by the other Essenes 

and followed by her eight slaves. They went down the steps, at the foot 

of which Ben-A-Bar was waiting for her with a few knights in white 

cloaks and turbans studded with precious stones. 

They entered the room where the Servitor blessed the union, after 

which, Ben-A-Bar lifted the veil to see the face of the bride according to 

the Arab ritual for marriages. 

—We are no longer cursed, Ben-A-Bar! —was the first sentence of 

the poor sick woman. How happy I am with your love and my father's 

blessing! 

Yhasua had woken up to the softest sound of Arab music as Zafira 
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went down the stairs, and he too followed the procession down. 

A nuptial concert also resounded within the heart of Man-Love 

because he saw happiness and love shining in two hearts that, only a 

few hours earlier, were two tombs in which death nested. 

He hugged Ben-A-Bar with all the outpouring of his soul and kissed 

Zafira's hand. 

—What a handsome young man! —she exclaimed, looking at 

Yhasua. 

—He is a Prophet of Allah who begins his life of light on Earth —the 

Servitor told him. 

—In the name of our God-Love, I tell you: Be happy with the love 

that unites you at this moment —Yhasua told her, deeply moved. 

The newlyweds wanted to present them with beautiful jewelry, but 

they refused any material compensation. 

—Let Yhasua say –proposed the Servitor– what is the reward we 

want –everyone looked toward where he was. 

—Your love must be fruitful like the love of God, from which it is born 

—said Yhasua, after a brief silence. —And we would be as happy as 

you are at this moment if we can leave with the certainty that you two 

will be as parents for the helpless who suffer hunger and misery. 

When Ben-A-Bar translated these words for Zafira, the young 

woman ran to Yhasua and said in Arabic: 

—I swear to you by the memory of my dead mother, that I will be 

sweet as rain to all those who have sorrow in their hearts. 

Shortly after, the happy couple handed over the old tower to the 

therapists as a refuge for the elderly, the sick, and the orphans. They 

moved to Tyre to get away from the dangerous proximity of Arabia, 

where the hatred of Zafira's relatives persisted, for having been 

disappointed in their great ambitions. 

In the Phoenician capital they established a weaving workshop, with 

fabrics from Persia, and a manufacturing workshop of Arabia perfumes. 

Yhasua visited them several times and stayed at their house when he 

had already begun his missionary life. Halevi, years later, after he had 

already become the apostle Barnabas, incorporated them into the 

Church of Antioch, where they lived until the end of their days. Their 

children were born into Christianity, which was beginning to spread 

throughout Central Asia. 

An hour later the caravan set off across the beautiful plain covered 

in green grass and traversed in all directions by streams. These were 

tributaries of the Nahr-el-A’waj River, which flows into the lakes to the 

southeast of the city of Damascus towards which they were heading. 
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On either side of the picturesque road were farms, cottages, and 

orchards of marvelous fertility. In the distance, to the west, the 

magnificent Mount Hermon with its gigantic cedars and its endless 

plane trees could be seen silhouetted against the serene blue of the 

skies. 

Some of the Essenes had been trained in that hidden Sanctuary, 

which was truly a nest of nightingales of Divine Love and Divine 

Wisdom. Yhasua himself remembered with love the years of his early 

childhood spent there until he was seven-year-old when he returned 

with his parents to Nazareth. 

—There is the grave of my first Essene teacher, Hilarion of Mount 

Nebo, who often gives me brief written messages announcing that he 

will come to listen closely when I “come out of the nest”. 

Yhasua said this to Melchisedech who was walking beside him. 

—So, your old tutor gives you an appointment for the physical 

plane? 

—So, it seems. And what do you understand by coming out of the 

nest? –asked Yhasua to his companion. 

—Well, simply, when you begin your teaching to humankind. 

—That’s what I thought. But tell me, how will we meet and how will I 

recognize him? 

—Oh! As for that, don't worry, the Law has hidden and unsuspected 

ways. 

—In one of his messages he tells me: that from this stage of life, the 

form of evolution will change, because the Law marks him tests and 

missions that are very different from those he has had since distant 

times. He says that he must go back to what he was eight thousand 

years ago. 

—I suppose —said the Essene —that you know something about 

the performance of the Schools of Divine Wisdom in the Origins of the 

Adamic Civilization, eight thousand years ago. 

—I know it by reference and incidentally, I could say —answered 

Yhasua —because they made me study in-depth the Anthulian 

philosophy and the history of that time. I still need to delve into the 

Kobda philosophy, from the beginnings of the Adamic Civilization. 

—Well, at that time, your first Essene teacher made his evolution as 

a female and was the mother of that Evana who had agreed to bring 

the Man-Light, Abel, to life on his fifth messianic day. 

—Yes, yes, I know something about all that, —answered Yhasua. 

—And soon you will know in depth everything related to that time, 

whose events are half known to present-day humankind —the Essene 
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told him. He knew that Yhasua would begin his higher studies on his 

return from Riblah—. 

“I have hopes of good discoveries in the Archive that we are going 

to review –added the Essene– And the days it’s taking for us to get to 

Riblah are too long for me. 

—But, what else do you need to know? –Yhasua asked, sincerely 

believing that his Essenes teachers knew everything. 

—Oh, Yhasua! There's so much we ignore! There are gaps of 

centuries between events, which are linked to the work of spiritual 

elevation of humankind. 

“Through the facts that we unearth from the dust piled up over the 

centuries, we want to discover the traces of the great Instructor of 

humankind and of the philosophical Schools that cooperated with Him 

in the great work of human evolution. We have lost many traces, 

Yhasua, and although our disincarnated Brothers tell us where to find 

some vestiges, we must find them at all costs. 

“And I hope to find those traces in Riblah. 

“The trace of the Kobdas who seconded Abel was lost. We only 

know that Adamu was the last Pharahome of Neghada on the Nile 

before the decline and destruction of the Great Sanctuary. 

“We know that his son Abel was the Thidalah of the Great Alliance 

of Nations, but we don’t know for how long and what was the end of 

that glorious period. 

“A terrifying silence of centuries comes after this, until a new blaze 

of light: Krishna, appears to us on the horizon full of nebulae and 

impenetrable mystery. And we Essenes, Yhasua, will not accept to 

disappear from the Planet's stage, without first leaving the whole chain 

of gold and diamonds of the redeeming work of the Man-Light well 

linked. 

“Each Planet is a dwelling place, it's a School. And the Director of 

this School with his numerous assistants has been keeping records, 

statistics, annals of his performance and general development of the 

civilizing and educational works, with which he has tended to the 

progress of the humankind entrusted to him. 

“All this is the meaning of the luminous trail that remains. But that 

trail has been lost for many centuries and we Essenes cannot rest until 

we manage to unite all the links of the immense chain that appears 

broken. 

“Do you understand, Yhasua? 

“In their time, the Anthulians would do the same, and so would the 

Kobdas. But in these solemn moments in which the final journey is 
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taking place, it’s fair that we leave clear the great book-history of human 

evolution through the ages. 

“The Eternal Law will request this clear account from the Essenian 

Fraternity, which is the continuator of the great spiritualist Schools of 

the past...” 

Tholemi at that instant quickened his mount to stand beside 

Melchizedek. 

—I just received a voice message and my intuition tells me that it’s 

the answer to something you had been talking about. 

— Let's see, let's see! – Melchisedech and Yhasua said together. 

—Listen: “Everything comes at its time. In the Riblah Archive you will 

find some of what you’re looking for; more in the bottom of the old ruins 

of Mount Casius (aka Mount Jebel Akra) in the outskirts of Antioch, and 

if you go through the Archive of Alexandria through our Brother Philo, 

you will find everything you need to know to fill the gaps of your long 

history ". 

—Colossal! Brother Tholemi –exclaimed Yhasua clapping his hands 

noisily. 

—Indeed —added Melchisedech —because that’s what we’d been 

talking about with Yhasua to shorten the days of our trip. 

—Here we arrive to the first stream of the three that we have to ford 

—shouted the Kabir of the caravan —and it’s good for the beasts to 

drink, eat, and rest. 

They all dismounted, and the guardians of the beasts took care of 

them while the travelers lay on the grass under the shade of the plantain 

trees that marked the course of the streams with their green and slender 

silhouettes. 

—We’ve made the first journey of the three we have until we reach 

Damascus —said the Servitor, who had traveled this path many times. 

“Here –he added– I have some old friends whom I visit every time I 

travel through these places. And I haven't seen them for more than four 

years. 

“Do you want to accompany me? –He asked his companions. 

—But where are those friends if there’s no house to be seen here? 

–Yhasua questioned looking in all directions. 

– No? Well, you'll see. –And the Servitor began to walk towards a 

green hill covered with bushes and vines, where some centenary olive 

trees and enormous fig trees flanked the green hill as if protecting it 

from the burning winds of Arabia, which from time to time blew like 

hurricanes of fire.  

Turning around the hill on the eastern side, he saw as if the hill was 
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cut vertically. And that cut appeared all covered with strong plantain 

trunks. Between one trunk and another there was a door and sitting 

next to it there were two men, one old and the other young. They were 

making strange cords with very thin strips of animal hides. Each one 

had next to him a thick roll of the cord that they were weaving. 

Seeing the Servitor, they dropped everything and ran to hug him. 

Hearing the exclamations of joy, an elderly woman appeared at the 

door with a young child, who clung to her skirts and prevented her from 

walking. 

—A whole family! —exclaimed Yhasua. —A whole family under this 

hill of land. This is wonderful. 

They reached the door of the miserable cabin and heard great cries 

from the child who fled from the people like a frightened roe deer. 

—The family has increased from what I see —said the Servitor, 

trying to comfort with caresses the little one who was screaming more 

and more, hiding between the folds of the woman's dress. 

—Yes, yes —said the old man, —these little presents fall on us poor 

people like a stone in the eye. 

—But you must confess, Yuref, that this stone is beautiful —

continued the Servitor. —Bring some benches here and we'll visit you 

for as long as the caravan rests. 

Between the old man and the young man, who, incidentally, had one 

wooden leg so he walked with some difficulty, they took out benches. 

The child started to warm up to the Servitor who had lifted him in his 

arms. 

Yhasua, meanwhile, observed the strange dwelling with interest. 

The trunks inside and outside served as pillars that supported the cave 

skillfully opened on the rocky hillside, where the silky mosses played 

the role of natural decoration. 

The woman, now in her sixties and looking sad and long-suffering, 

offered them a platter of figs and fresh bread baked on the embers, still 

hot. It was all she had. 

—Tell us, Yuref, about your life and, above all, how this child came 

to you —the Servitor said to his old friend. 

—The passage of the caravans always brings us some relief 

because the Kabir already knows us and leaves the leftover from the 

travelers after the stop. And about three years and some months ago, 

a storm of wind, rain, and lightning stopped the caravan in Caesarea, 

and only one traveler, who said he was in a great hurry to reach 

Damascus, took the risk. He ran past with his horse like a black ghost 

of the night, lit only by the light of lightning. 



 540 

“As soon as he had passed, we felt the cries of a creature that, 

despite the rain and thunder, reached us so pitifully that even at the cost 

of seeing ourselves thrown to the ground by the gale, my son and I went 

out to the road. 

“We found this little boy who must have been about six months old 

and who was as beautiful as he is now. 

“Who is he? Where does he come from? Why did his parents throw 

him? 

“Everything is a secret that we cannot decipher. When the caravan 

arrived here after the storm, I went to the Kabir to find out if he knew 

anything about this secret. He knew nothing and he could only say that 

the traveler who went ahead to Damascus had joined the caravan at 

Caesarea Philippi and that his only baggage was a small bundle, 

clothes it seemed, put in a saddlebag. It was this one, look –said the 

old man, taking down from a support in the trunks a striped esparto 

saddlebag that had two compartments.–. 

“Here was the boy —the old man pointed out, —and here was a roll 

of clothes and a pocket with a few silver coins that we still have. This is 

the whole story. 

Yhasua seated on a small stool that was a piece of a banana trunk. 

He had won the friendship of the boy who approached him fearlessly. 

—Does he have a name? —asked one of the Essenes. 

—Between the pocket of coins was a small tablet with this word: 

Boa-ner-jes. And so, we call the child without knowing what we say. 

—Such a word is ancient Arabic and means: “son of the storm” –

said Melchisedech, who knew thoroughly from the remote origins, the 

language born in the old Sindi Rock, which was more recently known 

as Mount Sinai. 

—Well, the name is right —said the old man —because on a stormy 

night he came to our cabin. 

—Well, well, Yuref —said the Servitor —don't regret about the work 

of mercy you did, that perhaps in return, Jehovah will give you peace 

and abundance. 

—That's right, Servitor —said the woman whose name was Fati, —

because since the child came, hunting of wild animals is abundant and 

there are more requests for the cords that travelers buy from us to take 

them to other countries. My husband and my son stay up all night to 

fulfill the orders. 

—Show us the tablet and the coins if it’s ok with you —Melchisedech 

said again. 

—Oh, no problem whatsoever! –answered the old man, and went to 
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look in a clay pot under his bed of logs and skins for what they asked 

for. 

—These coins —observed the Essene —are not from the Roman 

Government but come from Iran. They’re Persian. 

—What a mystery! The Arabic name and the Persian coins. 

—What do you think, Servitor, if we take the coins and give them 

equal value in Roman silver? They would serve us for study and as a 

thread to discover the origin of this child. The tablet, as well. 

—Are you ok with that, Yuref? —asked the Servitor. 

—Don't even ask —the old man replied —what’s this poor thing 

going to do with these coins and the tablet? 

—Very well. Now Jehovah is going to give you the great prize for 

your work of mercy. Prepare all your things and on our return, you will 

come with us to the province of Galilea where with your trade as cord 

makers you can very well improve your situation. 

 

—But what about hunting wild animals? —asked the young man, 

who spoke for the first time. 

—The rugged mountains of Samaria are richer in game than this 

plain and by only taking advantage of the hunting season, you have 

enough to weave cords for five years —the Servitor replied. —Here 

making a life for yourselves is way too hard and you are no longer 

young, neither you nor your wife. 

The woman shed some tears that perhaps had been buried in her 

heart for who knows how long. 

—Am I right, Fati?, you want to come to Galilee? —asked the 

Servitor. 

–Oh yeah! It’s so horrible to live like savages in this solitude. 

—No more talking, then. And in front of this cabin, we’ll place a 

written board that reads: "Shelter for travelers." 

“You will leave here your poor furniture of logs and dry herbs, your 

jugs, and skins. There on Tabor you will have everything you need. 

Yhasua was delighted with the child, who in charming half-tongue 

showed them some poor, half-damaged little birds that he kept in a little 

basket and that were struggling to take flight. 

—Let's give them freedom —he said to the boy, leading him out by 

the hand. And he released the little birds that only took a short flight and 

fell to the ground. The little child was going to cry, but Yhasua gave his 

new friend some trinkets and sweets acquired in the bazaars of 

Caesarea that he had intended for his friends in Nazareth. The child 

loved a tiny flute, a kind of ocarina, from which he began to make 
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sounds that made him laugh in such a way that everyone ended up 

celebrating the child's musical grace. 

This is how Boanerges began his life as a musical shepherd boy 

who filled the Galilean prairies with his songs and who helped Mary of 

Magdalo with his subtle and exciting poetic inspirations to find her way 

in following the Man-of-Light. 

He was Bohindra of the Kobdas of Prehistory, who came back to life 

as the son of nobody, to be only the son of Eternal Love, to which he 

had voluntarily consecrated himself. 

From that hour on Yhasua and Boanerges followed each other very 

closely, though they did not recognize each other until the days of 

Christ's public life on the prairies of Galilee. 

The caravan road from there on ran through the most beautiful and 

smiling plain of all that region until it reached Damascus. Populated with 

orchards of wonderful fertility, with groves of walnut, olive, plum and 

apricot trees, to which access was not impeded by any fence, it made 

travelers owners to a certain extent of the abundance with which mother 

nature had endowed that lush green countryside. 

Discreet engravings on boards hanging from the trees, said from 

time to time: "Travelers: use without abuse the gifts of nature and you 

will have refreshment for all your trips." 

Some herders of antelopes and sheep supervised gratuitously the 

fulfillment of these indications, although without using any violence. 

Yhasua observant as he always said suddenly to the Essen teachers 

of him: 

—I don't know why I seem to find traces of our therapists here. 

—You are not mistaken —answered the Servitor —Therapists from the 

Hermon Sanctuary have this entire radius as a field of action. 

“In my youth I have traveled these paths several times each year. 

—And so have I —added Tholemi, who had also spent his youth on 

the Hermon —Now you'll see –he said, as he approached one of the 

shepherds who was sitting in the shade of a walnut tree playing a flute. 

—Are you the owner of this orchard? – he asked him. 

—As if I were, because in exchange for the grass that my antelopes 

consume, I take care of the trees, ensuring they are not damaged. 

—Would you give me a handful of plums for this little fellow who’s 

hungry and thirsty? —he asked again. 

—Take the ones you wish, just don't break the branches. 

— Do you know the therapists? 

—I am the nephew of one of them —he replied —It's only been a 

month since he passed by this area. 
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—We are therapists from Tabor on our way to Damascus —Tholemi 

told him, opening his dark tunic and showing on his chest the five-

pointed star, a badge used by therapists who had reached the seventh 

degree. 

—Oh, welcome!... Jehovah be with you, master! —the shepherd 

exclaimed. Yhasua listened in silence. 

—Do you go to Damascus often? —Tholemi asked again. 

—Almost every Saturday to the Synagogue of Ananias, my mother's 

brother. 

– Where does he live? 

—In the main street, Tareq-al-Adwa, to the left, entering through the 

Eastern gate from which the colonnades start. 

“As soon as you pass the gate, you’ll find the first fountain. An old 

fruit seller is always there. Ask him about Ananias and he’ll tell you, for 

he guards the stable for him at night. 

—Fine, very well, Brother, thank you! What’s your name to mention 

it to your relative?... –asked the Essene again. 

—Everyone calls me Judas, son of the widow Sultane. My mother 

and I live in the garden of Ananias where I grew up. 

—So —added the Essene —is your house and that of Ananias the 

same? 

—Almost —the boy replied —with the difference that he’s the owner 

and we’re the guests ever since my father died. My uncle, the therapist, 

was the brother of my father Thaddeus. 

—We can already say then that we have a family house in 

Damascus —added the Servitor —It is our old tradition to stay at the 

house of a relative or an Essene, and in this case, the house is both at 

the same time. 

—I'll be with you as soon as I put the cattle in at nightfall —said the 

young shepherd, not without giving Yhasua an eloquent look, since he 

seemed attracted to Yhasua like a magnet. 

The Essenian who perceived the wave of reverent love that was 

being born in the soul of Judas towards Yhasua, said: 

—This young man is a student of Tabor and comes from Nazareth. 

We will spend this night together at your house, Judas. 

—I've heard so many things about a boy from Nazareth who must 

now be his age! —exclaimed the shepherd thoughtfully. —And I don't 

know why such a memory comes to my mind. My uncle, the therapist, 

once brought for him a chest that came from the Persian Gulf on behalf 

of some Solitary men from the Indus. 

—And since then —Yhasua intervened —do you love the child of 
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Nazareth without knowing him? 

—That's right and I've even dreamed of him, and I think it was you! 

—the shepherd told him again. 

—Yes, Judas, it was me and I am grateful for your love, in the same 

way that I was grateful for the chest of gold that your uncle, the 

therapist, brought me when I was 90-year-old. 

–Then you are the one! ..., –he exclaimed with eyes full of 

astonishment and wet with emotion. —My mother and my uncle 

Ananias have been waiting for your presence in Damascus for more 

than five years. 

– And why do they wait? 

—Because a voice from heaven told them at the same time in a 

dream: “That the expected one was in Nazareth and that one day he 

would come to Damascus.” 

“And they’ve had the perseverance of waiting five years, the 

fulfillment of what was offered! 

—Do you believe in the truth of those internal voices? —Yhasua 

asked him. 

—Oh, yes, I believe!..., the life of the righteous that my mother and 

my uncle lead, makes me think that they deserve those voices from 

heaven. Their house is the home of all the homeless. 

—Are they disciples of the therapists? —Yhasua asked. 

—I don't know what they are; I only know that they are good keepers 

of Jehovah's Law. 

–Damascus in sight! –suddenly shouted many voices, while Judas 

the shepherd was following along near the mounts of Yhasua and the 

Essenes, as if he couldn't stop his pace among them. 

–Peace be with you, Judas, my friend, we’ll spend tonight at your 

house –Yhasua told him sweetly. 

The shepherd stopped like a motionless post on the road, leaning 

on his almond-tree staff, and his kind eyes followed Yhasua for a long 

time. 

— “The stars and the souls are alike” –said Melchisedech, as if 

answering the thought of the young Master who walked silently beside 

him. 

– Why do you say that? —Yhasua asked him. 

—Because I have seen the orbit that the soul of that shepherd 

follows from distant times, like a little star that runs around a sun in 

infinity. 

– I don't understand you!... 

–Or you dare not delve into my thought. When Abel was the Light-
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Man of the Kobdas, this shepherd was the son of an important Leader 

and the son of a Kobda Matriarch, who founded a refuge for secondary 

wives in her domains. These secondary wives, after being emancipated 

by the Law of the only wife, were protected in that Refuge that was 

called "Mount Kasson or Mount Qasioun" (in the book "Origins of the 

Adamic Civilization" there is the account of this fact). 

—And what happened then? —Yhasua asked thoughtfully. 

—The little star has followed its marked orbit since eternity and today 

it finds the way back to its sun, which it will inevitably follow. 

For the reader we anticipate that this young antelope herder was in 

the future of the Divine Master, the apostle Judas of Gamala, called the 

Just, to distinguish him from Judas of Kerioth, the one who handed him 

over on the night of Gethsemani. He was also known as Judas, son of 

Thaddeus. 

And shortly after the travelers entered Damascus through the 

eastern gate Bab-Sharqi, where a fruit seller next to a fountain indicated 

to the Essenes which was the house of Ananias. Ananias was the 

Hazzan of the most frequented Synagogue of the great cosmopolitan 

city, whose exterior appearance was more Arab than Roman, despite 

the grandiose Roman-style colonnades that crossed it in double rows 

from east to west. 

The great city, focus of trade at that time in the vast plain at the foot 

of the Lebanon mountain range, was going to have for a few hours the 

Desired of Israel, announced by six generations of Prophets. And in 

Damascus he would be intensely loved by Hebrews and pagans, as he 

was everywhere where he set foot. 

Only Jerusalem with its golden temple and its sybaritic and debased 

priestly court, had to be the nest of vipers that would clip the wings of 

the divine nightingale of Eternal Love. His immortal song: love your 

neighbor as yourself, sounded bad in the ears of the hypocrites, who 

under the sacred investiture lived off the altar and the unconsciousness 

of their people. 

The caravan stopped in Damascus for one day and one night, so 

Yhasua had time to go through the great colonnade. He was 

accompanied by his teacher Melchisedech and guided by his new 

friend Judas, who extensively detailed the most interesting things that 

were offered to the view of the travelers. 

Around the great colonnade, under its slender and well decorated 

roof, all the life of Damascus seemed to be emptied under the many 

aspects that it offered. 

The slave women of the opulent ladies went there in search of 
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whatever fantasy their ladies’ voluptuous caprice could imagine. 

Buyers and sellers, merchants in general of all kinds of merchandise 

and even of honors and lives, had under those colonnades the 

obligatory stage for dramas or tragicomedies, which human 

unconsciousness and selfishness created at every moment. 

And Yhasua soon realized this. It was enough for him to observe 

that many of the passers-by were counting the columns, which, like 

mute sentinels, formed the double row on each side of the shining 

pavement. And once counted, they stood as if absently leaning on the 

column that was number six, eight, or 15 of that endless row. 

That was without a doubt the place of the appointment that was 

rarely for fleeting love affairs, but rather, for lucrative and sinister 

motives. 

In the excursion that Yhasua made at nightfall when the caravan 

remained in Damascus, his faithful star of Anointed of Love presented 

him with some beautiful and emotional opportunities, which his fine 

intuition knew how to use wonderfully. 

He saw a tall, stocky Ethiopian slave woman, well wrapped in a dark 

cloak, who was forcibly and almost dragging a young girl with a light 

body and small white feet, encased in slippers adorned with glass 

beads that shone with the light of the torches. A yellow cloak covered 

her head and much of her small body. It seemed to Yhasua that the girl 

was crying. 

He saw that the slave counted the columns from the fruit seller's 

fountain, and that she stopped when she reached number 20, which 

was opposite to the exit of a dark alley next to an enormous plantain 

tree. 

He told this to his teacher Melchisedech and to Judas, who, as an 

old connoisseur of what happened there, said: 

—It will be a nice sale, or a way to get rid of someone who is in the 

way. That's so common here, but since there’s no bloodshed, there's 

nothing to worry about. 

—How can you say there’s nothing to worry about? —asked Yhasua 

lively —Judas, would you like a similar infamy to be committed against 

a sister or daughter of yours? 

—Surely not; but fortunately, I don't have sisters, nor do I have 

daughters – replied the aforementioned. 

—Every human creature is a neighbor, and the Law says: Love your 

neighbor as yourself. 

“Isn’t this the Law? –He asked turning to his teacher. 

—Yes, my son, but it’s good to use prudence and not rush. 
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“Let us sit on this bench like resting walkers, and watch. 

They were a few steps away from an old trinket seller that no one 

went near, and Yhasua bought flutes and rattles from him, thinking of 

his little friends from the ruins of Dobrath and Nazareth. 

Melchisedech understood that the slave woman told the girl: 

—You stay here because soon the one who will be your master will 

appear in that alley. And shut up and obey, ok? Otherwise, you already 

know what awaits you. You must be happy that between my husband 

and I we’ve saved you from being thrown into the lakes with a stone 

around your neck. 

Then the girl's sobs were choked and deep. 

Yhasua wanted to talk to that woman to blame her for her crime, but 

his teacher stopped him. 

—Let me do it —he said quietly. 

On her way out, the slave woman had to pass close to them. 

The Essene approached her. 

—Good woman —he told her in her language, which he had heard 

her express. —I see that you’ve just done an action that is not right for 

a daughter of Allah. 

“I am a traveler who observes by superior order what is done in the 

big capitals, and I do not want to cause you any harm. So, I’ll give you 

the price that you have been paid for that girl who must be returned to 

her mother. 

The frightened woman mumbled apologetic words, while cautiously 

looking down the dark alley. 

—This girl's mother is a Greek slave —she finally said —and since 

this little girl hinders her mistress because her heir wants her for 

himself, they decreed her death. 

“I have wanted to do her some good by saving her life, in exchange 

for a pocket of silver coins given to me by the one who will be her 

master. Is there something wrong in this? 

—Yes, there is, and big. Don't you know that only Allah is the owner 

of the lives and destinies of men? 

—Yes, master, yes, so says the law of Allah, but for us slaves, 

there’s no law other than the whip. 

“My daughter was also sold, and I never saw her again. 

—Ok, well, I see you're more unhappy than bad. I can get freedom 

for you, for that girl and for her mother. Perhaps I will also be able to 

return your daughter to you. 

"Allah is good and powerful when his children obey the Law. 

— Oh, master!... You’re an archangel of Allah!... I want to do what 
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you say, but I fear falling into disgrace and being horribly tortured. 

—Fear nothing. Give me the girl right away and go fetch her mother. 

I'll wait for you by the curbstone of the fountain at the entrance. —The 

woman covered herself even more with the cloak and she disappeared 

into the darkness, leaving the young girl leaning against the column 

crying silently. 

Yhasua ran towards her first, and taking her by the hand, he tried to 

attract her, but she, not understanding him, resisted her. Melchisedech 

spoke a few words to her: 

—We are going to save you and your mother —he told her —Come 

without fear. —The poor girl who was only 15-year-old at most, allowed 

herself to be led towards the fountain. They left Judas watching, to see 

if the man who had bought the girl arrived. 

He did indeed arrive a few moments later, and after looking around, 

he counted and recounted the columns up to the number 20. 

He paced nervously along the 20 columns and finally approached 

the old vendor of flutes and rattles and asked him if he had seen a slave 

woman with a girl. 

—My master —answered the old man —so many pass by at every 

moment, and you ask me if I have seen a slave and a girl. 

Judas, fearful that the man would stay longer and surprise the return 

of the slave, approached him, and said: 

—I've seen the people you're looking for here in that column, but 

since the girl was screaming and struggling tenaciously, the guardian 

of order intervened and took both away. 

Hearing this the man turned hastily towards the dark alley and 

disappeared as if swallowed by darkness. 

In the quick flight, Judas understood that that wicked man was afraid 

of justice and laughing satisfied he went to the fountain where the 

Essenian and Yhasua were waiting for him. 

He found that the girl had been stripped of her bright yellow cloak, 

which could be a sign of recognition, and they had bought her a light 

blue cloak with purplish bias, much used by maidens of good family. 

Together with Yhasua they ate golden bunches of grapes and looked 

like old friends. 

Some merchants were beginning to pack up their merchandise in 

boxes, a signal, as Judas explained, that the bell would soon ring in the 

nearby Guardian Tower. It was the time when all commercial activity in 

the colonnade should cease, which occurred in the second hour of the 

night, which is equivalent to what for us is ten. 

They were almost ready to retire. Only the anxiety of the girl who 
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was waiting for her mother held them back, when they saw the 

Ethiopian slave appear with her husband and a young and emaciated 

woman, whom the girl hugged tightly. Both were crying in such a way 

that they were all deeply moved. 

Yhasua silently contemplated that painful scene with eyes moist with 

tears and a trembling heart. 

The Essene spoke in a low voice with the Ethiopian slave and her 

husband, to whom they bought clothes that allowed them to change 

their outward appearance, and with several detours through alternate 

streets they returned to the house of Judas. 

There would be clarifications, leading to resolve the life-or-death 

problem of these unhappy captives of ferocious human selfishness. 

Yhasua returned exuberant with happiness. He had seldom felt as 

happy as he did that night spent in Damascus. That great colonnade 

would never be forgotten. 

—This is loving your neighbor as yourself! —he exclaimed. —This 

is how Heavenly Father wants us to love one another. What a beautiful 

night in Damascus!, in which three races that human egoism has 

divided with deep hatred have embraced: the Greek, the Ethiopian, and 

the Hebrew. 

“This is the love of God and neighbor that the Law of Moses 

commands. 

A council was held between the Essenes and Ananias the Hazzan 

of the Synagogue, based on the information given by the four beings 

saved from misfortune. 

It turned out that the Greek woman and her daughter had left their 

homeland two years earlier accompanied by the head of the family, the 

girl's father. They came to disembark in Tyre and from there set off for 

the province of Galilee where an uncle of theirs who enjoyed a good 

position called them to work alongside him. The uncle's name was 

Hermione of Falerea, and he owned beautiful fields and woods in a 

place called "Magdalo" on the Sea of Galilee. 

 

—Oh, yes, yes!, —Yhasua shouted enthusiastically, —it's the girl 

with the fruit basket in that beautiful white and blue boat. 

—That’s the place —said the Servitor —but we don't know if the 

father of that girl is the relative who calls them. 

—I know —affirmed Yhasua —because on the prow of the boat I 

read that name: Hermes. 

—Well, Yhasua—said another of the Essenes —we already have 

half the problem solved. 
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—And I offered to bring that girl nightingales from Lebanon, look 

what little birds I'm bringing her! 

The head of the Greek family had died on the voyage, and it turned 

out that a gold ambitious traveler seized the mother and daughter by 

trickery. He sold them to a eunuch of a Damascene prince who bought 

them for the harem of his master, because they were both beautiful. 

As for the Ethiopian couple, it turned out that only the woman was a 

slave, but the husband could never pay her ransom due to the meager 

wages that colored men were paid for the hardest and most painful 

jobs. The slave's daughter, only 14-year-old, had been sold three years 

earlier. Her father had found out that she was in Sidon, the second 

Phoenician city and port on the Mediterranean. She was part of the 

seraglio of an Ethiopian prince who had been exiled from his country, 

for having tried to dethrone the reigning sovereign. He wanted to have 

near him a group of beauties from his native land and those in charge 

of satisfying this whim of their lord had collected in Syria the most 

beautiful colored maidens they could find. And her unhappy mother 

claimed that she would’ve used the gold that she was promised for the 

Greek girl, who had just been saved so opportunely, in rescuing her 

daughter. 

One of Yhasua's four Essenian travel companions was of Sidonian 

origin, and he promised to get his relatives involved, who lived there, to 

try to rescue the young black slave. 

When Ananias and his sister, the mother of Judas, saw the strange 

guests brought to them, they were greatly surprised. And the Servitor 

very gracefully told them: 

—This is the risk to which anyone who hosts a Prophet of God in his 

home is exposed. 

—Wherever our Yhasua sets his foot, his protégés will surely appear 

later, all of whom bring with them an enormous burden of pain. 

—So let him explain to you what these four people we've picked up 

in the great colonnade mean. 

The good Sultane caressed the Greek girl, saying: 

—The same age as her would have been my daughter Sarai if she 

had lived. 

Among good servants of God, the new guests were happily 

received, promising to keep them until the return of Yhasua and the 

Essenes, who set out on the march to Riblah the next day. 

From that moment on, the trip was made along hills and mountains 

covered with exuberant vegetation. Nothing could compare to the little 

smiling valleys that continually alternated with the first majestic peaks 
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of the Lebanon mountain range. 

—Our Galilee is beautiful —Yhasua said enthusiastically— but it is 

plain compared to this. It seems impossible that pain can be harbored 

among so much beauty and abundance that Mother Nature offers. Am 

I right, Servitor, that in these beautiful places, no man suffers? 

—Don't talk too loud, little boy, or you might still find yourself in for 

some surprises —Elder Tholemi, who knew the region quite well, 

answered affably. 

It was almost the end of the morning, when they heard the echoes 

of the blows of ax cutters, who in large gangs were chopping down 

gigantic cedars for the magnificent constructions of the neighboring 

capitals. 

Enormous herds of donkeys and mules dragged the pieces of logs 

to the banks of the rivers. The river pilots of the place released them in 

the river current in the form of rafts, which were thus led to the sawmills 

that had their work tents nearby. 

Among those immense forests and mountains, it was difficult to 

distinguish the human dwellings that could only be guessed by the little 

columns of smoke, which from time to time were silhouetted on the 

limpid blue of that crystal and satin sky. From one of those cabins 

hidden in the jungle came a group of men carrying stretchers to the 

caravan's path. 

—For pity's sake —they said to the Kabir —take these two young 

men who were disgraced at work to Riblah. They have their families 

there and we cannot cure them. 

—But how do you want me to take them, disabled to the extreme as 

they are? –argued the one from the caravan. 

—As I was telling you, young boy, —repeated Tholemi, dismounting, 

while Yhasua jumped to the ground, and so did several of the travelers. 

The wounded groaned painfully. 

—Please wait a few moments —the Servitor said to the head of the 

caravan —we'll see what kind of wounds they have. 

—One appears to have a broken spine, and the other has a broken 

leg and arm. 

—Leave the stretchers on the grass, we'll do something to ease their 

condition —another of the Essenes added. 

—These are work-related accidents that happen very frequently 

here —said one of those who were driving the stretchers. —Those 

rogue cedars are treacherous, and in some bad knot, the ax bounces, 

which together with the axeman jumps a great distance. Other times, a 

brittle knot splits the trunk prematurely, and the tree and hatchet are 
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inconveniently thrown to the ground. 

The Essenes examined the two patients. 

It involved a spinal dislocation in one, and a fracture of the tibia and 

arm just below the shoulder in the other. 

—Here we will witness another miracle like that of the woman from 

the mountains of Ituraea —said several of the travelers. 

And with great curiosity they paid attention. 

—These therapists are magicians —said another —and they do 

every scary thing. 

—The best of all is that they do it without charging money, which is 

not common among those of their trade —added another. 

—Everyone, help by being silent! —the Servitor said aloud. 

“And think that any of you could find yourself in the same situation 

and would like to be helped. 

—Yes, master... yes, master! —was heard resounding among all the 

travelers. 

They put the two stretchers together and Yhasua knelt at the head 

of the wounded. 

The Essenes remained standing and concentrated on their internal 

world, to emit all their spiritual and magnetic force towards Yhasua. 

 

Some 20 minutes had elapsed, when the man wounded in the spinal 

column exhaled a painful groan and sat up on the stretcher, as if a 

driving spring had lifted him. The other one complained too and moved 

his arm and leg like a pinwheel. 

Travelers sought to see Yhasua's face, but the Essenes had formed 

a narrow circle around him that hid him from profane gazes, which could 

have harmed the delicate surgical operation being carried out at that 

moment by the forces put into action through thought and will. 

 

The clairvoyant Essenes clearly perceived the fluidic hands of 

Yhasua coming out of his material envelope and taking substances 

from the ether to graft the broken bones and damaged tissues. This 

extreme tension of magnetic vibrations lasted nearly an hour, forming 

kind of refreshing atmosphere around the two patients. 

The pains suffered since the previous afternoon had put them in a 

feverish state, which made them tremble in strong jerks. 

They were seen gradually calming down until they fell into a deep 

sleep. 

Yhasua was little short of exhausted, and the Essenes made him lie 

down on their traveling blankets. 
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—Poor thing! —exclaimed some travelers —He heals the others and 

makes himself sick. 

—Don't worry about him —said the Servitor who heard them. —He 

is a Prophet of God who fulfills his message of love for humankind, and 

the Lord will give back what he gave to his brothers. —Then they gave 

him grape syrup to drink in orange blossom water and soon he was 

seen to revive, and his face turned soft crimson. 

Slightly uneasy about what the travelers, on whose faces he saw 

astonishment, might have thought, he told them in a low voice: 

—Do not take me for a genius who works wonders. I am a man like 

you whom the Divine Power has taken as an instrument to spread good 

on Earth. 

—You are a man of God —some said —remember us and have 

mercy on all evil that happens to us. 

—Have it yourselves, acting according to the Law in everything you 

do, and your evils will be much more bearable. 

While this brief dialogue was taking place, the Essenes 

recommended to the carriers of the sick men, to let them sleep as much 

as they wanted and that when they woke up, they would go back on 

their own two feet. 

—Will we reach Riblah without another incident? –asked the 

Essenes, laughing, to the leader of the caravan. 

—I don't know, master, I don't know... No doubt, the people guess 

that you’re coming in the caravan, and they flock with all their ailments. 

—Don't you get scared of some travelers who bring you so much 

trouble? —asked the Servitor again. 

—No, really, because if I saw myself in equal conditions I would also 

like to be helped. 

—You have thought justly. So now, let’s head towards Riblah and 

may Jehovah allow us to get there as soon as possible. 

—We’ll arrive tomorrow at noon unless you want to walk all night, 

then we’d arrive at dawn –answered the Kabir–. Throughout this 

afternoon we can pass the most difficult part, which is the “Joamath's 

entrance”, in whose labyrinth of hills and caves the Orontes is born. By 

late afternoon we will already feel the murmurous jump of its waters 

from a frightening height. 

—And there’s nothing more beautiful than fording the river on a 

moonlit night —one of the travelers added. 

They concurred among all and decided to force the march, since 

they’d had a long rest due to the wounded men, and thus they would 

arrive at Riblah at dawn walking all night. 
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—What mood are you in, Yhasua, for this journey? – Melchisedech 

asked, seeing him silent, not making any manifestation of his 

enthusiasm for the beauties of the landscape they were going through. 

—Do you remember, master —he answered —that I used to do 

telepathy tests with Nebai, the girl of Arvoth? 

—I remember it very well, but that has nothing to do with my 

question. 

—True, but what happens is that since we finished treating the 

wounded, I am feeling the thought of Nebai who, crying, tells me: 

"A wall in the ruins of Dobrath collapsed and 11 children were buried 

with the old lady who looked after them." 

— Oh, what a misfortune if it is a reality! We will know soon. 

And the Essene spoke in a low voice with Tholemi and Azariah, both 

of whom had the ability to unfold spiritually and find out what was 

happening at a distance. 

They let all the travelers pass and stayed behind everyone. The 

Servitor said to the Kabir: 

—We'll catch up with you right away. 

The five of them dismounted and sat on the rocks by the side of the 

road. 

—If you can see what is happening in Dobrath, you would give us 

great comfort —Melchisedech told them. He was the only one who 

knew the thought received by Yhasua. Tholemi and Azariah 

concentrated deeply. After a few moments, both opened their eyes and 

silently wrote in their pocket folders these words, one: 

"I, Azariah of Sidon, declare that I have seen a partial collapse in the 

ruins of Dobrath and that there are personal misfortunes in the refugees 

there." 

The other read in his: 

"I, Tholemi of Rhodes, declare that I understood that in the ruins of 

Dobrath a wall collapsed and crushed several people." 

With different words, both clairvoyants confirmed the thought 

perceived by Yhasua. 

They soon caught up with the caravan, whose progress was slow 

because of the cargo they were carrying. 

Night fell slowly over that magnificent landscape of gigantic 

mountains covered with vegetation, and the rumors formed a concert 

as they approached the source of the Orontes River. 

A dark crack as if it were the enormous mouth of a monstrous head, 

was seen from the slope on which the road was and from that crack 

flowed incessantly and in great abundance a spring that seemed like 



 555 

milk because of the strong pressure with which it came out, from who 

knows what depth of the rock. 

Soon they saw another and then another of those black mouths that 

the mountain opened to let escape the beautiful liquid from its full 

bosom. 

—There are three Orontes! —Yhasua exclaimed, when on the way 

he discovered the three large water leaks in that wonderfully fecund 

and fertile mountain range. 

—It’s only one, child —the Kabir told him —because the three 

branches of water rush to the same point on the plain and run together 

to empty into the sea many days away from here. 

 

The reflections of the setting sun at intervals gave reflections of 

purple and gold to those limpid waters, which ran in curly waves 

between the stones covered with mosses, ferns, and begonias. 

 

The nightingales of Lebanon that Yhasua had dreamed of, began 

their nightly concert like a large ensemble of trebles singing, having as 

their contrabass the resounding roar of the waters of the Orontes 

rushing into the plain. 

—Oh, if we could move to the south, this piece of land! —exclaimed 

some of the travelers who came from the drylands of Midian and Judea. 

—What would happen then? —Yhasua asked them. 

—That our charred stones would be covered with vineyards and our 

sandbanks with wheat and hay. 

—The faith of Moses made water flow from the burning rocks of Sinai 

—said the Servitor —and if the princes and chieftains of the south, 

instead of wasting time and gold in strife and vices that consume their 

lives, had united to divert the course of the Jordan, as one of our 

therapists dreamed, they would not be wasting that great current into 

the Dead Lake swamp, and all those regions would have been 

transformed into irrigated and productive lands. Wasn’t the course of 

the Euphrates thus diverted in remote antiquity by the king of Babylon 

after it was rebuilt? The Euphrates has a flow of water 10 times larger 

than the Jordan. 

“If Herod the Great was able to build, as if by magic, marvelous cities 

almost in the time a tent was pitched in the desert, and this was done, 

moving by force of mules pieces of walls and marble columns, 

abandoned Greek monuments and temples, and all this to the pleasure 

of Caesar and his own, could he not have removed a stadium of land 

so that the Jordan would not carry its waters to the poisonous Dead 
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Sea? It would have given life to several regions hit by drought and 

famine. 

—In general, the leaders of peoples love themselves 

disproportionately and appreciate the satisfaction of their pride more 

than the needs of their people —said another of the Essenes. —The 

fantastic palaces they build are for their pleasures and their vanity. 

While the waters of the Jordan would only give birth to wheat fields to 

give bread to the hungry. 
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31.  The Riblah Archive 
 

A deaf rumor of conversations and protests in the caravan began to 

spread against the injustice of the powerful leaders who reigned then. 

—The Messiah that Israel awaits will come —an old rabbi who came 

from Judea finally said —and he will put everything in order as God 

commands. 

—Oh, let him come soon! –several voices exclaimed at the same 

time – because if he takes too long we will all die of hunger. 

—Do you expect him soon? —asked one of the Essenes. 

—The thing is that he should be here by now –the old rabbi said 

again. —And I’m not able to figure out the mystery of why he has not 

revealed himself to his people. 

“Child, you who seem like a sketch of a prophet of God –he said 

addressing Yhasua–. Could you not tell us if he has come and where is 

the Messiah that Israel awaits? –The Essenes paid full attention to the 

answer they were about to hear. 

—Israel is waiting for a Messiah who will make it powerful to 

dominate the world —answered Yhasua. —And I believe that the Most 

High will not send his Son so that men kill each other in wars of 

conquest, but so that they love one another as each person loves 

themselves. 

—Moses saved Israel from the yoke of the Pharaohs of Egypt and 

was also the man sent by Jehovah for the benefit of his people —

argued the rabbi. —Why then can we not expect the Messiah to be the 

liberator of Israel from the Roman yoke? 

—The Roman yoke is a straw compared to the yoke of the 

Pharaohs, —another of the travelers said. —I do not look badly at 

Roman domination. 

—And are you a son of Israel? —asked the Rabbi, scandalized. 

—Precisely because I am, I look at things from the point of view of 

convenience. What would become of the poor Hebrew people 

subjected only to the autocracy of the priestly caste that absorbs and 

dominates everything in recent times? 

“The Roman authority has somewhat cut their claws, and although 

they are vultures that devour everything, at least they are not owners of 

lives and property. Roman authority defends us from priestly greed. I 

understand it like this. 

—You have diverted the conversation —said the Rabbi —I wanted 

this little blond boy to feel inspired by Jehovah and tell us if the Messiah 

was born as the stars indicated, or if the stars have lied as men do. 
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—The stars have not lied, good old man —answered Yhasua, 

looking him straight in the eyes. —The Messiah will be amid men, but 

it is written that the men of his people will not recognize him, because 

only those who truly want to be purified can recognize him and feel him. 

“Israel wants a Messiah king of nations, and it is written that “He will 

not break the reed that is bruised, nor will he put out the lamp that still 

smokes; that he will break his bread with the hungry and he will be 

called a man of sorrows. He who has ears, let him hear. He who has 

intelligence, let him understand.” Isn’t this the announcement of the 

Prophets?... 

 

A mist of gold shone from the top of the hill behind which the sun 

was hiding, and Yhasua's blonde head seemed to radiate a subtle 

golden dust. The clairvoyant Essenes perceived an immense halo of 

gold and blue that enveloped him until he almost disappeared. 

The old rabbi was suddenly illuminated by the Divine Light because 

he was a just man of good faith, and dismounting in a jump, he 

approached Yhasua, and began to kiss his feet while he wept loudly. 

—You are the long-awaited Messiah of Israel, Child of God!... —he 

exclaimed like a madman, leaving the travelers dumbfounded, since 

most of them had paid little attention to religious matters. —I have seen 

the light of God on you; my heart does not deceive me. 

The Essenes intervened. 

—Go mount, good man, this is not the place to deal with these 

matters. When we get to Riblah, we will talk in detail – they told him. 

—That old man is out of his mind —some said —and he wants to 

make a sacred drama halfway through. 

Most of the travelers, scattered one behind the other along the road, 

were not aware of this conversation, since only those who were walking 

together with the group formed by Yhasua and the four Essenes could 

hear it. 

The noise of the Orontes dominated everything, and it barely let the 

sonorous voice of the guide be heard, shouting: 

— Halt!... We arrived at the Caravan Bridge, and we must take a 

short rest... 

They dismounted to lie on the grass. The day had been long, and 

fatigue took over everyone. 

The first shadows of the night enveloped everything with that soft 

gloom of oriental nights that allows all objects to be perceived as if the 

diaphanous blue of the sky and the first stars made the blanket of 

darkness more tenuous. Yhasua, stretched out full length on the bright 
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green grass, looked like a recumbent statue of a sleeping Adonis. 

The old rabbi sat down at his feet to contemplate at his pleasure that 

beautiful adolescent face, between a frame of bronzed hair that fell 

abundantly on his arms crossed below his head. 

—Here is the perfect model for a marble artist to forge a dead Abel 

—said the old man in the ear of the Servitor, who sat down next to him. 

—Or an Abel asleep on the banks of the Euphrates —interceded the 

Essene, taking some food out of his travel bag. 

The other Essenes joined the group. 

—For pity's sake, allow me to be among you —the old rabbi told 

them —for I promise to be discreet. You can see that I am almost at the 

end of my days, and I don't want the light I've glimpsed to go out 

anymore. 

—Well, you said it. No one can turn off the light that the Lord turns 

on. Stay then and join us for dinner. 

 

The old man traveled with a servant, who opened before his master 

a large saddlebag full of food. 

They made a round table with the rabbi and his servant and when 

everything was ready, the Servitor gently called Yhasua. 

—Are you sleeping, Yhasua? –He asked him. 

—I was dreaming —he said, sitting up slowly. —I dreamed that I was 

crossing a desert, scorched by the sun and that, exhausted by thirst, I 

lay down to die on a road. I saw that an old peasant found me and gave 

me a drink. That old man had the same face and expression that you 

have –he said to the Rabbi. 

He looked at the Essenes as if asking if the young man was still 

talking in his sleep. 

—Those inspired by Jehovah —said the Servitor —receive the 

Divine Light in many forms. And perhaps Yhasua's dream will be a past 

scene or a future scene. 

“Now, let’s feed our bodies because the Kabir will soon call us back 

to the mounts. 

—And this time it will be to leave us at the gates of Riblah—another 

of the Essenes added, making the portions of fruit, bread, and cheese 

that corresponded to each one. 

During the meal they became even more intimate with the Rabbi and 

this intimacy resulted in some unexpected confidences. And so, the 

Essenes and Yhasua learned that the old Rabbi, whose name was 

Micah, had several sons, one of whom was Gamaliel, the young doctor 

of the Law who had so admired Yhasua's clear light on the difficult and 
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complicated science of God and souls, when at the age of 90 Joseph 

of Arimathea took him to listen to the Doctors and teachers of Israel. 

His son-in-law was Alphaeus who saw Yhasua in the cradle the night 

of his birth. His sister-in-law was Leah, the widow of Jerusalem that we 

know. There was thus a direct link between him and the friends and 

relatives of the Christ who knew him from early childhood. 

–Poor me! –said the old man sadly –Everyone had seen the light 

and only I was in the dark. 

–As you can see, the secret was among the Essenes, that hid it for 

so long! 

—How come my son-in-law Alphaeus didn’t tell me anything about 

this? How was my sister-in-law Leah so silent, even though she met 

with my wife Susana on several occasions? 

–In divine designs –the Servitor replied –all things have their hour, 

and until that hour arrives, dense veils cover what the Eternal wants to 

be covered. Perhaps, due to special combinations that are very 

common in human life, you would not be in a position yet to know this 

news. 

–That's true, unfortunately –answered the old man thoughtfully. –I 

had an iron bond until about two years ago. My older brother, who died 

then, was the most esteemed Hebrew interpreter and translator of 

Herod the Great. Herod’s friendship with the high priesthood of 

Jerusalem was due to these relations of my brother. And since I 

depended on him for matters of interest, I always found myself 

handcuffed to his opinions and ways of seeing everything. His death 

freed me from this slavery, and it is only now that I consider myself a 

free man. 

–You see, then, there was a powerful reason for the Most High to 

keep his great secrets veiled from you –the Servitor added again. 

–This time I won't let you escape! –said the old Rabbi, between 

moved and smiling, looking at Yhasua, who was very busy breaking 

almonds and hazelnuts, so that the diners would find them already 

clean. 

–You see –the jovial Essene Melchisedech said –you have arrived 

at the divine feast a little late, but you still have the satisfaction of 

occupying a place at the table of the Prophet of God and eating 

almonds and hazelnuts peeled by his own hands. –He said it, while 

Yhasua with his usual grace and sweetness offered the old man in the 

hollow of his hands, a portion of the fruits already peeled. 

He took both of his hands and clasped them to his chest as his eyes 

filled with tears. 
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–Now don't spoil my party, I'm very happy –Yhasua told him, seeing 

the old man's emotion. 

Shortly after this scene, the caravan set off following the course of 

the Orontes River, whose harmonious murmur resembled a psalm of 

gratitude to the Supreme Maker, according to the vibration of the 

intimate spiritual joy that had spread over the travelers. 

And the full moon, pale as a mysterious fairy, lit its silver lantern over 

the hills and forests loaded with perfumes and rumors and over the 

serene waves of the river that continued to reel off it crystal chants. 

At the last stop before reaching Riblah, the Kabir hired a young, 

strong villager, so that he would go ahead with his good horse to bring 

the news that they would arrive at dawn, because travelers from 

Palmyra were waiting for him urgently. 

—Tell as many as you meet at the Gate of the Caravans, that we 

have advanced many hours, and that we will be entering the city before 

sunrise. 

Thanks to this order given by the Kabir to his messenger, Arvoth the 

sculptor and his two sons were stationed at the great gate entrance 

waiting for the Essenes who were bringing Yhasua. 

– Finally! –Yhasua said with great grace – we will finally find that 

famous Archive, which I already see even when I break the bread. 

“But beware, friend Arvoth, if this Archive is not in accordance with 

what my teachers and I have dreamed of, we may punish you! 

–Or it could be that I punish you, for taking so long to bring me news 

of my abandoned home –answered the sculptor, laughing at Yhasua's 

threat. 

–Not abandoned, Mr. Sculptor –Yhasua added again –because the 

pastry-cook Brother goes to the Sanctuary every day with his assistant, 

to bring whatever your wife and daughter Nebai need. 

"You won't be better cared for than them." 

The Essenes laughed at the fire that Yhasua put in his statements, 

which Arvoth appreciated, although dominated by a deep emotion. 

And while the caravan headed for the large stables where the beasts 

would rest until they returned, the travelers scattered through the city, 

each one to the place where he was expected. 

The Essenes and Yhasua followed Arvoth who led them towards the 

wide street called "The Bazaars", due to the large number of them that 

were along the way. However, at that early hour, they were not yet 

open. 

They only found the woodcutters with their teams of donkeys or oxen 

that came in loaded with bundles of firewood and the farmers from the 
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neighboring fields, with large esparto saddlebags full of fruit and 

vegetables. 

They found that Riblah had a great resemblance to the Galilean 

cities, in that due to the alterations of the terrain, some buildings were 

on a small hill, others in depths, so that the exuberant plantations gave 

them the appearance of outdoor terraces, since their roofs were at 

lower level than the tops of the trees around them. 

The city, boxed among huge natural stone bastions, amid which 

trees sprouted like straw on the plains, was in truth a group of eagle 

nests perfectly defended by nature. 

Riblah was defended on three sides by the great plantain groves on 

the banks of the Orontes, since it was precisely where the river formed 

an acute angle with one of its tributaries, which ran tumultuously at the 

very foot of the wall facing east. At the foot of that wall was the old 

mansion inhabited by Menander, Homer's priest, owner of the Archive. 

The old man usually left his bed in the middle of the morning and 

hence Arvoth had time to introduce travelers to this ancient building, 

whose outward appearance indicated several centuries of existence. A 

great warlord must have been its original owner, judging by the 

formidable defenses it had to the outside. Its windows were cutouts 

made in the same stone blocks and its battlemented turrets preserved 

signs of aggressions of distant times. 

From the admirably sheltered terraces there was a marvelous view 

of the great river, winding like a moving path of curly glass through 

mountains, woods, and meadows. 

— What do you think about the chest that holds the Archive? –Asked 

Arvoth to the Essenes, amazed at its cyclopean construction. 

– That it could hold the entire history of humankind! –the Servitor 

replied. 

Nicander or Nicanor, which is the same thing, was the eldest son of 

the owner of the house and he was the one who first received the 

visitors. He told them that his father was waiting for them in the library 

because he felt somewhat attacked by rheumatism. 

Indeed, the handsome old descendant of Homer welcomed them 

without moving from his chair. 

The first thing he was surprised about was seeing a young man like 

Yhasua among the scholars who came from such a long distance, in 

search of an archive whose dusty parchments related legends that 

were centuries old. 

—You, the descendants of the great poet, say that the Muses 

pampered him from his childhood..., —said Tholemi, a great 
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connoisseur of Greek traditions. 

–And so it was, indeed, –interrupted the old man. 

–We say –continued the Essene –that this young man is pampered 

by the Eternal Light and Divine Wisdom. 

Yhasua was forced to approach the old man who held out both 

trembling hands to him. 

–Blonde like Apollo, and your eyes like his have darts that burn the 

heart –he told him, shaking his hands. –Why have you come? Tell the 

truth, why have you come? 

–For the Archive and for the Archive's guardian –Yhasua replied with 

such sweetness that to the sensitive old man, Yhasua’s voice 

resounded like a lark's song. 

—Oh, thank you, precious Apollo of Syria! And what did you expect 

to find but the rheumatism in the old keeper of the Archive? –asked old 

Menander again as if Yhasua’s speech caused him an ineffable joy. 

—I did not think about your illness, but about the understanding and 

your firm will that you show by voluntarily banishing yourselves from 

your country to preserve an Archive. It would be difficult to find 10 men 

in the world today who would do the same. 

—You have wisdom on your lips as Homer had his immortal songs. 

Sit on this little stool where my young wife used to sit when she wanted 

to get a yes out of me, and I wanted to say no. –Yhasua smiled feeling 

the gentle caress of that old man's tenderness and sat down in the 

indicated place. While this scene was taking place, the Essenes had 

formed a chain of magnetic fluids with their thoughts put into action, to 

alleviate the pain of the good priest of Homer who was going to render 

them such an important service. 

–Let's see –continued the old man –what do you want from the 

Archive and the Archive's guardian? 

–From the Archive, I want its secrets and I want health and 

happiness from you –answered Yhasua, who had stopped smiling and 

looked into the old man's eyes with such energy and fixity that the old 

man shuddered involuntarily. 

–You will have the secrets of the Archive, but my health and 

happiness are already gone far away..., –he murmured sadly. 

—I was also far away and today you have me within your reach. 

Health and happiness are carrier pigeons of the Most High and they 

come and go like the gusts of wind and the rumors of the Orontes – 

Yhasua told him, gently caressing with his vibrating hands the old man's 

arms and knees, on which he had leaned. 

Yhasua had understood that the Essenes were casting magnetic 
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force upon him to alleviate Menander, and he did it with such good 

success that they suddenly saw Menander stand up, and waving his 

arms, he exclaimed full of satisfaction and joy: 

–Well, didn't I say? You are Apollo, and you have put fire and life in 

my body and joy in my old heart. 

And he began to give big hugs to the newcomers to make them see 

that his energy and health had returned, even though he had thought 

they were so far away. 

Although the old man was already in disposition toward the Essenes, 

he was even more so after this scene that I have just narrated. 

He himself guided them to the Archive and put it at their disposal, 

giving them indications that could guide them to find what they wanted. 

A small booklet, kind of an index, made them see the most important 

things in summary all that the Archive kept: Chronicles of the Lemur 

Continent (lost). Chronicles of the Atlantean Continent (lost). Chronicles 

of Attica, Scythia, Hindustan, Irania, the Nile, Mauritania, and Iberia. 

–First, we’d like to look at the ‘Chronicles of the Hindustani 

Peninsula’, –said Melchisedech. 

And the old priest of Homer brought out a thick roll of papyrus whose 

outer wrapper read: 

‘Chronicle written by Arjuna, disciple of his Greatness Krishna, the 

philosopher prince of love and peace’. 

—This is what we were looking for! –said the four Essenes at the 

same time, while Yhasua waited in silence. 

–Well, my friends, this Archive is your home. You have complete 

freedom in it – the old man told them and leaning on his son he went 

out to the park of the house for his morning walk, of which he had been 

deprived for several months. 

–I need to leave too –Arvoth added. –My children and I have another 

type of work that I could show you, when you wish. The marbles are 

rabid to take definite forms and I too am in a hurry to return home. So, 

see you later. 

When he was going out, he saw a servant coming in, carrying jams 

and pastries that the owner of the house offered to the visitors. 

Let's follow our four Essenes with Yhasua in their task, and thus we’ll 

know what they were discovering in that ancient archive. 

The papyrus enclosed in a sealskin tube and heavily covered with a 

fine linen cloth was carefully opened and placed on special lecterns to 

study this kind of work. It was double, that is, written on two papyrus 

strips joined in the middle by small, gummed wafers. One of the strips 

was written in the language of the ancient Samoyeds, who in their slow 
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migration from the northern ice founded Hisarlik, the great capital of 

prehistoric Attica. The other strip was a translation of that dead 

language into Greek from the Alexandrian era, which was widely 

disseminated throughout Asia and Africa due to the conquest raids of 

Alexander the Great. 

It was thus an easy task for the Essenes to read the papyrus in the 

ancient Greek script. 

Melchisedech was appointed as reader, and Azariah and Tholemi 

as notaries. The Servitor and Yhasua listened. 

The papyrus began like this: 

‘In the immensity where stars and suns revolve, the Eternal Voice 

resounded repeated by echoes and marked the immortal hour. The 

protective Legion of the sixth Messianic Journey in twin globes to Planet 

Earth, began to operate, and high Intelligences penetrated the astral 

atmosphere of the physical planes to announce the great event to the 

incarnates who had previously accepted the commission of being 

instruments of the divine design in the plane they occupied. 

‘A high Intelligence, an archangel, was the chosen herald to search 

for those lost instruments in the terrestrial jungles. And he appeared in 

a dream to a woman of pure life whose name was Sakmy, recently 

betrothed to the young man Baya-Dana, both belonging to the 

numerous relatives of the young King of Mathura, country of the 

Hindustani South on the sea. 

‘Vedo-Van-Ugrasena was a just and pious king with his people, who 

loved and revered him for his great mercy. 

‘The beautiful vision announced to the young wife Sakmy that the 

time had come for a ray of Eternal Light to descend to Earth and that 

she would be the mother of the girl chosen by the Tutelary Geniuses of 

the Earth, to be the purest vessel that would enclose the Divine elixir of 

life for humankind, which was deathly sick from its own miseries. 

‘And when the time was right, the beautiful girl was born to them 

whom they called Devanaguy, in whose upbringing and education her 

parents put a much higher care than usual, since they knew the high 

divine designs on that creature. 

‘When she reached puberty, she was taken as a wife by Vasudeva, 

who was a gentle and noble young man, the second son of the good 

king Ugrasena. But Ugrasena was soon dispossessed of his kingdom 

by his eldest son, Kamsa, who was erected as leader of the powerful, 

who were unhappy by Ugrasena's mercy towards the people. 

‘The good king had been imprisoned in a Tower and his faithful 

servants and friends, who had been reduced to slavery, had lost all 
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hope of saving him. The sad king wept his dark fate of falling into prison, 

when the echo of the nuptial hymns had barely died out, the hymns of 

the betrothal of his son Vasudeva with the girl chosen by the gods so 

that “Vishnu" would incarnate in her baby and become a man to save 

humankind of the death that threatened it. 

‘Devanaguy, his young daughter-in-law, inspired by the Geniuses of 

goodness and love, disguised herself as a boy selling sugary fruits and 

thus managed to enter the Tower, the prison of her father-in-law, with 

her merchandise. And when she was able to speak to him through the 

bars of his door, she made herself known. And she told him that the 

Devas wanted him to live, to see the approaching glory of Vishnu. The 

adolescent wife was already pregnant in her fifth moon. While she 

pretended to offer her sweets to the captive, she said to him:  

–Rejoice, Ugrasena, dear father, because “Vishnu” incarnated in my 

womb will be your savior. 

‘Meanwhile, her husband Vasudeva, the captive's second son, was 

secretly spreading the great news among those who remained attached 

to his father, most of whom found themselves in the harsh condition of 

slaves dispossessed of all their property. 

‘From that moment a large alliance was formed among the 

dispossessed and enslaved to prepare for the arrival of the Liberator. 

‘With the petty conception of life and of good that humankind always 

had, most of these dispossessed and enslaved people expected a 

Vishnu who would save them from their plight, and not the Ray of Divine 

Light that was coming for all of humankind. 

‘However, the Eternal Wisdom, who even from human ignorance 

extracts good for its creatures, from this great popular enthusiasm 

extracted the disclosure of the feeling of divine justice and protection 

for those who deserve it due to their good deeds. 

‘The successors of those Flamens originally from Lemuria, lived as 

hermits in the forests and caves that they called sacred over time, due 

to the marvelous manifestations of divine power that were at work in 

them. According to the common people, this was due to the penitent 

life and continuous prayer that the solitary did. 

‘Who, then, should the dispossessed and enslaved reach out to, if 

not these solitary poor people who were content with the fruits that the 

Earth gave them to sustain their lives? 

‘From this it resulted that the people impoverished and tyrannized by 

Kamsa and its supporters formed a union with the Hindu anchorites. 

The Hindu anchorites were the one who conserved the doctrines of the 

Flamens, although already somewhat transformed and disfigured by 
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the devastating action of the centuries and human incomprehension. 

‘The solitaries, whose life of high contemplation and study of the 

Divine Laws, put them in conditions to follow the luminous wake of the 

Divine Will in relation to planet Earth, knew that the time of the arrival 

of the Divine Light had already sounded in the eternal arcana and they 

expected the great event any day now. 

‘His ancient prophecies said very clearly: “When 25 centuries have 

passed since the Sun slept on the banks of the Euphrates, the new Sun 

will rise south of Hindustan by the sea. His arrival will be heralded by 

the unusual event of a son in rebellion against his father-king, whom he 

will chain in a dungeon.’ 

‘For the contemplative Hindu anchorites, the Sun asleep on the 

banks of the Euphrates was Abel. The 25 centuries had already 

passed, and south of Hindustan by the sea in the great capital of that 

time, Mathura, a son, Kamsa, had rebelled against his father Ugrasena, 

and had put him in a dungeon. It was then and, in those moments, in 

which the new Sun of justice should appear. 

‘Another prophetic announcement of several centuries of existence 

that a sacred bard had sung in the Hindustani jungles said: “When the 

great rivers of the east lower their waters until they deliver to men the 

sands of their riverbeds to wall their cities, and the waters rise then until 

the monsters of the sea cross over their roofs, rejoice beating hearts, 

because seven moons later, a new star will appear on the horizon, to 

whose irresistible and soft influence every bird will sing in its nest. 

‘This event, naturally related to astral movements and evolutions, 

had already taken place, and the seventh moon of the prophecy was 

ending. 

‘And the contemplative solitary of the great mountains and jungles 

of India encouraged the immense multitude of the dispossessed and 

enslaved with the divine hope of an anointed of Love who would take 

pity on them. 

‘And from the immense caves of the Himalayas and the Sulaiman 

Mountains they descended two by two in an endless caravan towards 

the south of Hindustan. The caves of the Vindyha mountain range, next 

to the mighty Nerbudda river that flows into the Gulf of Cambahya, gave 

asylum to those indefatigable visionaries who extracted from the stellar 

abysses and from the bottom of the waters, the heralding signs that a 

ray of the Uncreated Light was going to light up the Earth. 

‘The Eternal Energy, driving force that is a gale that drags and 

lightning that illuminates the darkness, allowed them to find, without 

even looking for it or thinking about it, the last vestiges of a now 
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disappeared civilization that in the ostracism of the caves also lived 

waiting. And the solitary Hindustani, who were living ashes of the dead 

Flamen Lemurians, found in legendary Bombay the last little lights left 

behind by the sleeping Sun on the banks of the Euphrates and in the 

Valleys of the Nile, according to ancient prophecy. They met, they 

recognized each other, and as they were all looking for the light of a 

new dawn, they merged in an embrace that remained knotted for long 

ages. 

And by those wonderful combinations that only the Divine Law 

weaves and unweaves, these groups found themselves and were 

united on the Southwest of the Hindustani peninsula; the Dactyls of 

Antulius with their clear wisdom extracted from the stellar abysses; the 

bluish Kobdas of Abel, with their science torn from the study of the 

human heart eager for love and peace; and the Lemurian Flamens of 

Numu, whose living flame knew the secret of transforming the human 

beast fed up with flesh and blood, into seekers of a new star that should 

appear on the terrestrial horizon. 

‘And the child Krishna appeared, son of Vasudeva, Ugrasena ‘s 

second son, the king of Mathura, and of Devanaguy, first-born daughter 

of Baya-Dana and Sakmy the sensitive, who had received the first 

precursory vision of the divine approach. 

‘But, since the sacred prophecies were also known to the dark 

intelligences that persecute Light, a black magician announced to the 

usurper and rebellious son, Kamsa, that a child would be born to 

Devanaguy, the wife of his brother Vasudeva, and that it would be like 

a ray of Eternal Justice. Kamsa sent his slaves to kidnap Devanaguy 

from her home and lock her up in a room in the same Tower where he 

had kidnapped his father. 

“And although the children of darkness turn off all light, the children 

of clarity turn it on even in the stones of the roads. And so it was, that 

those who knew the great secret made use of ingenious tricks to prowl 

around that Tower and to take on insignificant positions as cleaners of 

aqueducts and ditches, woodcutters, and stonemasons, to prevent the 

unborn child to be killed, as Kamsa the usurper had commanded. 

‘The darkness of their own wickedness blinded those who sought to 

extinguish the Divine Light that was coming to Earth; Through a tunnel 

secretly opened from the Tower-prison to the seashore, Devanaguy 

was taken out before becoming a mother and replaced by a young 

woman who had died giving birth to her son. 

‘The guardian, Donduri, a disciple of the solitary and a devotee of 

the imprisoned king, was in on the secret of the change and merely 
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reported to Kamsa, the traitor, that the captive had perished while giving 

birth without any help. 

‘The evil usurper made great feasts celebrating his triumph and that 

of his magicians over the sons of light. During that same year the just 

king was freed by the same means, leaving in his place one of the 

solitaries who resembled him, who had offered himself to the sacrifice 

so that Ugrasena would be free to organize with Vasudeva and his 

faithful people the liberation of Mathura. 

‘Krishna, which means: “secret kept in shadows”, was entrusted to 

a shepherd named Nanda who lived on the banks of the Nerbudda river 

at the foot of the Vindyha Mountains, where the solitaries had the oldest 

and most numerous Refuge-Sanctuary, cleverly hidden in caves 

among the most impenetrable forests. 

 

The Essenes had reached this far in reading the papyrus when 

Arvoth came to the Archives to announce that the old priest of Homer, 

with his children, was waiting for them for the noon meal. 

And once again the fact so commonly repeated was realized, that 

by breaking bread and pouring the juice of the vine into silver 

amphorae, great alliances are formed and friendships flourish and the 

encounters of souls that were together in distant times, that the Eternal 

Love gathers at a given moment. 

The sons of Menander had become great friends with the sons of 

Arvoth the sculptor, although these latter were younger than the others. 

The Old man told them about the trips and excavations that he had 

to do in certain places of ancient Greece, especially in the caves of 

Mount Hymettus, which in prehistory was known as Mount of Bees10, in 

whose deep and murmuring cavities, it was said that beneficent 

geniuses came out, sent by the Muses to the immortal bard: Homer; 

specially the luminous Urania, who listened to the dancing of the stars, 

whose great epics were referred to in divine poems represented by 

gods. 

He told them that in some caves he had found petrified men and 

writings on marble sheets. 

–Homer, my glorious ancestor, –said the old man proudly, –had 

intimate conversations with the Muses and with the geniuses sent by 

them, to tell him about the tragedies of men and gods in the abysses of 

light and shadow, in which the stars live their eternity. 

                            
 

10 Attica was the refuge of the Dactyls of Antulius. 
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It was enchanting for the Essenes to listen to that old man, who 

seemed to have music on his lips and fire in his heart, whenever he 

spoke about the immortal poems of Homer. He seemed to have 

experienced them himself and that his words, full of holy enthusiasm, 

were outlining them again in that atmosphere of serene sympathy that 

surrounded him. 

—How happy my father Homer would have been if he had had this 

divine Syrian Apollo by his side..., as close as I have him –the old man 

suddenly exclaimed, absorbed in the contemplation of Yhasua, who in 

turn looked at him with lively sympathy–. Then the muses would have 

come down for sure, to tell him legends of the Infinite that would have 

discovered to men beauties not imagined by them. 

–You speak of your father Homer with an enthusiasm that borders 

on delirium! –Yhasua said in a low voice, looking at the old man who 

was by his side, —and you have not thought that the Law of 

reincarnations has made you a repetition of Homer, the man of immortal 

songs. 

—What did you say, my Apollo? –asked the old man as if wanting to 

rip from Yhasua's deep eyes the secret that perhaps they had read in 

the unfathomable Infinity–. What did you say? 

—What you have heard —answered the young Master firmly in that 

eloquent voice of inspiration, which sometimes had metallic vibrations 

as if it were a bronze bell ringing in immensity. 

An immense, solemn silence was established in the spacious 

cenacle where such words had resounded, as if the mysterious enigma 

of the Eternal Truth had overwhelmed the souls with a deep feeling of 

religious adoration. 

—It's true! —the Essenes then exclaimed. —And we never thought 

about it. 

—And perhaps —Yhasua continued —when you explored the caves 

of Mount Hymettus and brought out those mummies turned into stone, 

you wouldn't think that one of them had belonged to you in distant ages. 

—Child, child!... You frighten me with your light that probes the 

centuries... —exclaimed the old man, placing his trembling right hand 

on Yhasua's fresh hand, which was placed softly on the tablecloth. —

Do you think that I have lived so long on Earth that a body that was 

mine has turned to stone? 

– And why not? What are the centuries in the face of the eternity of 

the human soul?, —asked Yhasua again—. 

"In the papyri kept by the Essenes —he continued —I have known 

the lives of some solitaries who inhabited the caves of Mount Hymettus, 
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at that time called Mount of the Bees. These papyri tell that they kept 

embalmed the bodies that had served them in their physical lives and 

hid them in open holes in the living rock. Since rock grows due to the 

slow accumulation of atoms and molecules, it is easy to understand that 

at the end of centuries, bodies remain as if embedded in the mountain 

of which they form part. 

As the old man searched the faces of the Essenes with his eyes, to 

know to what extent he could immerse himself in those truths, the 

Servitor intervened. 

—Our Brothers of Mount Carmel —he said —think they are direct 

successors of the solitaries of Mount Hymettus, and they keep 

mummies and stories about them. They were called Dactyls because 

their founder bore that name, with which he presented himself before 

the world that welcomed him when he emigrated from Atlantis, now 

submerged under the waters of the ocean after it had twice had the 

Light-Man in its midst without having recognized Him. 

“The Dactyls were the repositories of the wisdom of Antulius, the 

great Atlantean prophet. 

“Hilkar II, prince of Talpaken, was the one who brought to prehistoric 

Attica all the greatness of Antulius and took the name of Dactyls to hide 

his origin. He brought together abandoned children and outlaws of 

society and founded a School of Divine Wisdom like the one Antulius, 

his Master, had had. Who can deny, with reason, that Homer, your 

glorious ancestor, was not in that School that lived in darkness for many 

centuries? 

“The Law of Reincarnation of souls opens horizons as wide as 

eternity itself. And like all divine law, it is fulfilled in all beings with 

equality and inexorable justice. Proven the eternity of the human spirit 

and that it progresses indefinitely through the Law of successive 

reincarnations, good logic immediately leads us to the clear conclusion 

that those of us who today live life in the flesh, have lived that same life 

innumerable times. In each of these lives we have been leaving the 

rags of primitive backwardness and slowly acquiring the small clarities 

that light our path today. 

"Isn't this the only thing that is in agreement with the eternity of God, 

who wanted to make his creature a participant in his own immense 

eternity?" 

The old man smiled affably to say: 

—Your wisdom is the twin sister of that of Homer, my glorious father, 

as you will see when you study his secret book, written by himself on 

sheets of white-tanned leather which he titled: “Dreams of Immortality”. 
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32.  Krishna's Sacrifice 
 

—This book is my great secret that has been transmitted from father 

to son, like a sacred deposit and that profane eyes have never seen. 

Not even I had understood it until this unforgettable moment, in which 

this radiant Apollo of Syria has lifted the Veil of Minerva to leave her in 

her pure and divine nudity. 

“And although I know that my spirit is immortal, this old body that 

accompanies me is not, and it will not take long to find a pit to rest. 

“My children will or will not follow the path of their father, and I cannot 

force them to carry the enormous weight that I had the strength to bear 

all my life: the weight of the secrets of Homer sustained by nine 

generations, during which there was always a faithful guardian who 

knew how to keep it despite all the wickedness, ambitions, and 

selfishness. 

“For these reasons, I declare here my unwavering resolution to 

deliver this sacred deposit to this beautiful Sirius Apollo and to the 

School of Wisdom of which he’s a part. I will go to die among you with 

my sacred deposit so that my oath to keep it until death is fulfilled. 

“Where my corpse rests there will also be Homer's "Dreams of 

Immortality". With me ends the ninth generation that has paid him the 

perennial cult that the immortal Muses wanted for him. 

“After nine generations, he himself says, I will be considered a myth, 

a being that was not human, an unreal ghost from a misty past, as 

humankind has always done to everyone who gives a glimpse of the 

Infinite that it doesn’t understand”. 

 

“Do we all agree? –asked the old man, looking at everyone around 

him. 

—We all agree —answered the Essenes. 

—Your sons will say the rest. 

—Our father is right —said the eldest, Nicander or Nicanor —

because we foreigners in Riblah don't know our fate tomorrow. 

—I say the same as my brother —said Thimon, the youngest. 

— And the temple to Homer that he had ordered me to build? –

Asked Arvoth, stupefied before a resolution so unusual in his opinion. 

—Finish it as soon as possible and I will deliver it to the Imperial 

Delegate of Syria so that the memory of Homer, the immortal bard of 

my Eternal Greece, may always be honored in it. 

—But then it would fall into profane hands, which will not know how 

to give it the value or the meaning that it has in your feelings and 
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thoughts —said the Servitor. 

—Then what am I to do? 

—If I have any right as its builder —Arvoth said —I propose that it 

be given to the pilgrim therapists who roam all these places consoling 

human pain. 

“They would maintain this little temple as a place of prayer and 

refuge, instead of a site of orgy and pleasure, like the temples of the 

pagan gods. 

—The Muses spoke through your mouth, Arvoth, —the old man told 

him. —However, the therapists are eternal travelers in search of human 

pain. They cannot be chained to taking care of this beautiful pile of white 

marble. 

“Arvoth, you’ve told me that you have a wife and a daughter, still a 

child. She will be the priestess of the temple of Homer so that his lamp 

never goes out and the zither always resonates with his immortal 

songs. Only then will my heart rest peacefully in the grave. 

 

A great silence fell as Arvoth pondered the move of his family to this 

secluded capital. 

—Arvoth! —Yhasua told him. —Are you afraid of the temple of 

Homer or of the silent, lonely city of Riblah? 

—No, Yhasua, none of that, but I wonder if this will please my wife 

and my daughter. 

—Well, I tell you that if Nebai were here, she would have jumped for 

joy. You have said so many times that the therapists are your parents. 

Here you will be among them as you are there with those of Tabor. 

What difference does it make? 

—When you speak, Yhasua, the light turns on right away. Okay I 

accept. – Everyone jubilantly celebrated the beautiful horizon that 

stretched out a long distance, because the sacred fire of love for their 

neighbor would be lit in that old and solid house, as it would become 

over time a refuge for those with pain in their souls and sickness in their 

bodies. 

The Essenes resumed their interrupted reading of the old papyri in 

the Archive. 

It continued like this: 

— ‘Nanda, the Sheppard, was already of mature age and lived alone 

in his cabin where Devanaguy was hidden with her little Krishna, around 

whom great manifestations were perceived of the Divine Power 

residing in him. 

‘In different places among the impenetrable jungles of Hindustan, 
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there were some branches of the formidable School of Black Magic 

called Red Serpent. Their origins were lost in the mists of time since it 

had come from the lost continent of Lemuria and continued to sow 

destruction and death wherever they managed to put their fatal rings. 

‘Each ring of the terrible serpent was a nucleus of four magicians 

who always found a way to ally themselves with pirates, slave traders, 

usurers, and prostitutes. From all this base and vile human element, 

which was a harmful pestilence amid society, the Red Serpent took its 

agents and spies to enter the most powerful houses. Among them, the 

residences of the Maharajas, and thus dominate the Asian Continent, 

as it had dominated Lemuria until its destruction and total ruin. 

‘Because of his criminal practices and dealings, Kamsa, the bad son, 

had rebelled against his father to the point of putting him in chains in a 

dungeon. Of course, it will be understood that the Red Serpent was the 

one who governed all of southern Hindustan, around Mathura, its 

capital. And the Red Serpent soon found out that the powerful being 

who had come to Earth to destroy its strength once and for all, had been 

saved. And like packs of hungry wolves, they unleashed their most 

wicked agents to find the future defeater of the Red Serpent. More than 

in the physical plane, the fight in the astral sphere of the planet was 

tremendous, where the numerous Legion of Spirits of Justice went into 

action, cutting off communications between the disembodied dark 

geniuses and the incarnate ones from that evil institution. 

‘Because of this, the components of the Red Serpent were 

disoriented, running like crazy through jungles and mountains without 

being able to find the whereabouts of the child Krishna, nor his parents, 

nor his grandfather King Ugrasena. 

‘The solitaires of the Sulaiman Mountains kept them hidden in their 

city of caverns and grottos, inaccessible to the profane. And having 

among them many clairvoyants and auditory sensitives, they 

thoroughly knew the dark and tortuous paths through which the Red 

Serpent crawled, in search of innocent prey to devour. 

‘The great caverns of the Sulaiman Mountains were becoming 

narrow to give shelter to those persecuted by the agents of Kamsa the 

usurper. The mountain was drilled deeper and deeper during the nights, 

opening tunnels, passages, and paths so that the enormous population, 

hidden under the rocks, could go out from time to time to look for what 

was necessary so as not to starve. The solitaries themselves were 

sometimes saddened and discouraged almost to the brink of despair. 

Then several of them clairvoyantly saw the child Krishna holding the 

terrestrial globe in his little hand touching with his finger a barren and 
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parched mountain, and all of it became a mountain of golden wheat. 

‘In these spiritual visions, the solitary Flamens understood the 

hidden warning that they were given from the spiritual plane. And it was 

that having the Spirit of Light in their midst, they should not fear the 

horrendous ghost of hunger for the numerous people they had 

sheltered in their caverns. 

‘When the persecutions of Kamsa’s agents, who were from the Red 

Serpent, were fiercest, some solitary men had another symbolic vision 

that calmed their troubled soul. They saw the child Krishna with a sword 

in his hand, cutting off the heads of a huge pack of black panthers 

advancing towards them with jaws open to devour them. 

‘The mountain of golden wheat arrived from the Persian Gulf in huge 

barges from the Euphrates. They were sent by Nadir, king of Urcaldia, 

whose domains included the fertile valleys of the Euphrates and Tigris. 

This good king was married to a sister of Ugrasena. He wanted to help 

the people who remained faithful to their king, because the Flamens, 

who had a Sanctuary in the caverns of the Kirthar Mountains on the 

Arabian Sea, announced to him the anguish suffered by the refugees 

in the caves. 

‘The Flamens scattered through valleys, mountains, and jungles 

were discreetly carrying the double news of the advent of the Savior 

and of the sufferings of his believers, who awaited him. And an 

enormous coalition was formed secretly. It consisted of slaves, of those 

persecuted, and those whipped by the injustice of the arrogant people 

who had reached the most voracious and criminal larceny. They were 

even stealing young boys and girls to be sold as victims of angry and 

wrathful gods who demanded a faith sealed with the blood of pure, 

innocent beings. 

‘The criminal priesthood that officiated at the altars of such gods, 

paid gold in bars for the innocent victims who would appease the 

infernal wrath of their gods. And the mothers fled maddened like sheep 

chased by wolves, to hide their children in burrows disputed with the 

beasts, to save them from the ferocious and monstrous prey of the 

merchants of human blood. 

‘The family, basis of any well-constituted society, was annihilated 

and undone, because greed took hold of many fathers who sought and 

procured abundant offspring, to sell to those who paid them so 

generously. 

‘On the island of Bombay, called the mysterious island, a strong 

spiritual alliance was then formed between the successors of the 

ancient Kobdas of Abel, civilizers from three continents, with the 
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Flamens, whose origin dated back to the disappeared Lemuria. In a 

pilgrimage of many millennia of years, they had passed from the great 

islands of the Indian Sea to mountainous Burma, and then to 

Hindustan. 

‘Meanwhile, the last Kobdas had come down from the Euphrates 

through the Persian Gulf to the mighty Indus at the foot of the Sulaiman 

Mountains. 

‘And both currents of goodness, justice, and love came together in 

the mysterious Bombay, where they left 49 towers, a symbol number of 

7 x 7, as a millennial exponent of that eternal alliance. And each tower 

was a temple of study, concentration, and cultivation of the mental 

powers and of the superior forces of the spirit. 

‘Surrounded by gardens and forests of corpulent trees, the island of 

Bombay was inaccessible since it was more than a mile into the sea. 

Only in small boats could that place of silence and mystery be reached. 

There, according to the common people, lived the souls of the dead. 

From this believe they came to be called Towers of Silence. Around 

them innumerable terrifying legends were woven which the solitaries 

allowed to circulate to increase their own safety. 

‘The 49 towers were linked by inner passageways, known only to 

the reclusive Elders, who took the compound name of Kobdas-Flamas, 

meaning “Crown of Flames”, as a subtle reminiscence of the name 

Kobda, meaning “crown” and Flama: “flame”, allusive to the ancient 

Flamens. When the persecution of Kamsa and the agents of the Red 

Serpent was more persistent and terrible, Krishna with his relatives and 

followers, was hidden in the silent towers of the island of Bombay, 

where there was no fear of any man approaching because of the panic 

that the place inspired in everyone. 

‘In those 49 towers, the successors of the Kobdas saw represented 

as an ancient dream, the Great Sanctuary of Neghada next to the Nile 

River on the Great Sea (*Mediterranean); just like the Bombay Towers, 

which were on the Arabian Sea a short distance from the corpulent 

arms of the delta of the great Nerbudda River, which fertilizes the entire 

region. For the successors of the Flamens, the 49 Bombay Towers 

were a faithful copy of their cyclopean towers of Lina-Pah-Kanh carved 

into the inaccessible mountains of the Lemurian coast on the North 

Pacific. And the Kobdas-Flamas revived their lost memories there from 

looking at the markings, in stone or copper, that their elders had left 

them in those constructions that seemed to have been conceived by 

supermen and built by giants. 

‘Under those formidable towers on that island surrounded by the 
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sea, the childhood and adolescence of the future Prince of Peace and 

Justice took place. Krishna, savior of a race, of a dynasty in disgrace, 

for the common people that were unaware of the spiritual values that 

come from the Eternal Creator, adhered, by laws unknown to them, to 

superior beings who took upon themselves the tremendous mission of 

saving the human species, in a period of spiritual, moral, and physical 

decline that leads to an inevitable ruin. 

‘Because of the great physical development acquired, Krishna at the 

age of 15 represented a young man of 20 and his clear intelligence 

could be compared to the inner light of his old Masters. 

‘Under the ancient vaults of those silent towers, darkened by the 

action of the centuries, the liberation of the human species was forged, 

then represented in the vast Deccan (*Hindustan) where the 

agglomeration of people of all the dominating races of humankind, 

made that part of the terrestrial globe a market for everything that could 

be used for the good and happiness of men. And once again the 

greatest fact of all time was repeated: the appearance of the Divine 

Light like a white lotus in the middle of the mud in which humankind 

perished. The Kobdas-Flamas left for a moment in the centuries their 

ashen tunics to dress in buffalo leather and copper, with quivers, bows, 

and arrows on their backs, to organize the liberating ranks around 

Krishna the Prince of Justice. 

‘When Kamsa, the traitorous son, learned that from caves and 

forests archers sprouted that spread like a wave throughout the Deccan 

and advanced towards Mathura, he fled terrified towards the seacoast, 

seeking his salvation in a sailboat anchored there by pirates stalking 

potential sales of live human flesh. As they saw him loaded with gold 

and precious stones that he aimed to save as a means of ensuring his 

livelihood, the pirate chief pierced his chest with his dagger and threw 

him half dead into the sea where he was devoured by sharks. 

‘King Ugrasena, amidst the delirium of his peoples, was restored to 

the throne of his elders and as Justice and Peace were promptly 

restored, the solitary Kobdas-Flamas returned to their silent towers. 

From there, they cooperated with the Envoy to eliminate the evil with 

which the black magicians of the Red Serpent had poisoned human 

currents to the point that parents procreated children to sell them as 

market meat to those who gave them the most gold. 

‘Vasudeva, Krishna's father, had died during his son's childhood.  

Hence, the Light-Man remained at the side of his grandfather and his 

mother, so that the old king would be respected in view of the legitimate 

successor he was leaving. With this, the desire for another usurpation 
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was prevented from rising again. 

The news of the new legislation of justice quickly spread throughout 

the Deccan and surrounding countries. They all hastened to send 

embassies in search of alliance and protection with that wise and just 

prince. The just prince gave each one what was his, not even reserving 

for himself the hours of sleep necessary for every human being. 

Because during the night, he went undercover, accompanied only by a 

friend or faithful servant, through the different neighborhoods of the 

capital, to make sure that the orders were implemented. 

‘And for 90 consecutive moons he traveled from the Indus to the 

Ganges, and from the Himalayas to Cape Comorin, which plunges into 

the Indian Sea, forging alliances and clearing of darkness and crime 

that vast country, in which he was born, and which had been taken as 

the infernal cave of the Red Serpent, with all his court of malefactors of 

the worst kind. 

‘The adherence of the oppressed and the hungry responded amply 

to everything that Krishna could have imagined, but the wealthy classes 

viewed with distrust the young innovator, who asked for freedom for the 

slaves and equality for all human beings. And two powerful currents 

were unleashed in a formidable struggle: the oppressed and the 

oppressors. 

 

In that part of the papyrus that the Essenes were translating, an 

explanatory illustration appeared. There were two torrents that rushed 

one against the other with irresistible power and in the place where the 

clash should have been, a stocky young man with his hair loose in the 

wind and arms open toward both streams that calmed down at his feet 

and continued running like irrigation streams. 

It represented Krishna, Vishnu's incarnation, pacifying humankind. 

 

And they continued reading, which went like this: 

— ‘The rings of the Red Serpent had disturbed the simple faith of 

the peoples, most of whom were ignorant. It had spread erroneous 

principles to inoculate the consciences with the virus of terror to the 

divinity, as a means of subjecting the masses to the triumphant chariot 

of their greed and ferocious selfishness. 

‘Indra, that is, the air, had at his disposal the lightning, the gale that 

destroys everything. Agni, that is, the sun, was the owner of the fire, 

which asked for continuous victims consumed in its flames to appease 

his anger; while Indra wanted victims thrown from the highest 

mountains, or hung from trees in baskets of flowers, until hunger 
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consumed them, or the vultures devoured them. From here arose the 

barbaric trade of boys and girls under the age of ten. 

‘And Krishna in his long and continuous travels, did not ask his allies 

and friends for any contribution other than to destroy that ignominious 

and criminal doctrine of Indra and Agni, which put such a dark blindfold 

on the intelligences regarding the Divinity. When the prudent prince 

entered to act in the gloomy and sinister scenario that we have outlined, 

the worshipers of Indra and Agni fought to the death against each other, 

each side claiming the right to be the repositories of Vishnu's truth. 

‘And Krishna appeared out of the darkness like a beneficent genie 

with his lit torch, tearing apart the almost impenetrable shadows of such 

ignorance and fanaticism. 

‘—What are you doing? — the Apostle of Truth asked them. —

Neither Indra who is air, nor Agni who is fire, are nothing more than 

simple manifestations of the Supreme Power, which blows in the air 

and warms in the fire. Why, then, do you fight madly for what you all 

equally need from the Supreme Giver of all that is life, strength, and 

well-being for man? Bow your foreheads and prostrate your hearts 

before the Great Atman, author of all Good who loves you all equally, 

since you are all his children. 

‘Leave your arrows and your axes to the ferocious beasts that 

consume your cattle, while you waste your time in killing each other. 

The great Atman is in His Eternal Love within all things, and above all, 

within yourselves. If He were capable of anger, He would be angry to 

see that you kill each other without any respect for life. The life that He 

gave you to love Him in all your fellow men and in all beings and things; 

He would be angry when you sell your children to be murdered on an 

altar where you have enthroned crime; He would be angry when you 

buy and sell your fellow men that you call slaves and servants, because 

they lack the gold that you have accumulated with the blood, sweat, 

and life of all those wretches who fell into your clutches of soulless 

vultures’. 

‘The peoples rose up around Krishna, in an awakening of joy and 

glory. No one could contain the masses inflamed with hope and 

enthusiasm, mad with joy at the word of that Prince of Mathura, who 

spoke to them of love and freedom. 

‘And a general uprising of peoples crying out for their freedom and 

for their rights as men broke out like uncontainable wildfire from the 

Persian Gulf to the China Sea, and from Tibet to Ceylon. 

‘The old king Ugrasena was terrified of the formidable wave that his 

grandson had released to run like a torrent that invaded everything. The 
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Kobda-Flamas repeated the words of the Great Apostle, repressing all 

revenge, all violence, all armed fights. The weapon was the word, the 

verb of fire of Krishna, who spoke to men of freedom, love, justice, 

equality, since they were all children of the great Atman, who lit the sun 

for all and sent the rains for all. 

‘What would the Prince do with that enormous human wave that 

expected everything from him? 

‘His adversaries, who were generally the wealthy and those who 

enriched themselves with slavery and the death of their fellow men, said 

cheerfully: 

‘Let there be no concern among us, that when this reckless young 

man, seeker of glory and fame, sees himself as a deer cornered by all 

that pack of hungry wolves that are going to devour him, he will give up 

himself. He will understand that it is senseless madness to try to raise 

to the height of men, those imbecile masses, mere beasts that serve us 

for carrying our load. The Prince was only 18-year-old and represented 

30, because he deeply felt the burden of humankind that weighed on 

him. 

‘Under all the forests, on the banks of the mighty rivers, in the most 

picturesque valleys, he ordered that human mass to tear down the trees 

of the jungles and build cabins of logs, branches, straw, and mud, 

throughout all the extension of the domains of Ugrasena, his 

grandfather. 

‘Thus was the humble origin of almost all the cities of southern 

Hindustan which a few years later, became flourishing towns that shone 

with peace, justice, freedom, and work. 

‘The figure of Krishna grew day by day, until there were doubts as to 

whether he was a man of flesh, blood, and bones, or he was a 

mythological god who performed such stupendous works by magic. 

‘They feared for moments to see him disappear in a passing cloud, 

in a breath of wind that shook the jungle, in the purple fire of dawn, or 

among the fiery blazes of sunset. 

‘Don't leave us, Lord!..., don't leave because we will be chained 

again, and our children will be killed on the altars of the gods, — they 

cried out to him. 

‘The royal coffers of Mathura were rapidly depleting in rescuing 

slaves and in feeding that immense wave of half-naked and hungry 

human beings. The pain of the brave Prince also grew until it became 

desperate and anguished. Then a powerful prince who reigned in the 

regions of the Ganges and Burma sent emissaries announcing that he 

wanted friendship because he wanted for his peoples the law that 
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Krishna gave to his people. 

‘His name was Daimaragia and his alliance was so firm that he never 

withdrew his hand from a hand he had shaken. 

‘My bread is your bread — he told him, when the two princes met in 

Calcutta. —Let's save the Deccan together from iniquity and crime. And 

if you have consumed your treasures, I still have mine that are plenty 

to make happy the land where our ancestors rest. 

‘Behind King Daimaragia came others of more modest rank. From 

Penchad, from Belhestan, and from Nepal. All of them placed 

themselves under the orders of the Prince of Mathura to return justice, 

peace, and prosperity to the Deccan, which was walking toward the 

most frightening ruin: the lack of births; because women refused to 

have children that were taken from them to sell as propitiatory victims 

for a cult of crime, death, and extermination. 

‘And around Krishna, 2,600 pregnant women gathered like doves 

chased by vultures, asking him for protection for the tiny beings that 

beat in their wombs. So, in the greatest fortress of Mathura, in 

Thinneveld upon the sea, he lodged those unhappy victims of human 

selfishness, all of them in their second stage of their lives, that is, in 

their adolescence and early youth.11  

‘From this fact, the adversaries raised frightful calumnies against the 

Prince, saying that he had stolen from their husbands the most beautiful 

women of the Deccan to form the largest seraglio that any prince had 

ever had. 

‘Krishna had laid the ax at the root of the harmful tree that was 

destroying the country: the death of children on the altars of bloodthirsty 

deities that were horrendous creations of human greed. 

The unhappy mothers defended by him felt strong enough to defend 

their unborn children in turn. Their pursuers had surrounded the fortress 

to force them out. But, from the towers of the fortress, the mothers 

themselves organized a defense against which the arrows of their 

pursuers could do nothing. Those women became beasts against those 

who trampled on their maternal feelings and threw at their enemies 

burning torches of oiled hemp, a rain of stones, containers of boiling oil, 

and everything that could serve them to exterminate those who profited 

from the lives of their children. 

‘Another unexpected event crossed the path of the Great Apostle of 

                            
 

11 Human life was divided into stages of 10 years; that is, the first age lasted until the 
age of 10, the second until the age of 20, the third until the age of 30, and so on. 
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the Deccan, creating new difficulties and greater sacrifices for him. A 

mighty Maharaja of the country of Golconda on the great Bay of Bengal 

had among his many treasures a daughter named Malwa, whose 

beauty and wisdom attracted every prince who came to know her. 

Bicknuca, her father, jealously reserved her to make an advantageous 

alliance with her for his interests. But, the heart of the beautiful maiden 

ruined his projects and hopes, because she secretly fell in love with a 

foreign young man brought to the country among a group of hostages, 

by the warriors of Bicknuca who made long excursions through the 

fantastic North, possessor of incalculable riches. 

‘He was a beautiful young man from the ancient and legendary 

Samarkand with blue eyes and golden hair like the stones and brooks 

of his native land. His name was Oflkan, and the Maharaja's daughter, 

Malwa, fell in love with him in such a way that they soon found a way to 

circumvent the surveillance of the hostages. The hostages took 

advantage of this hidden love to escape from their guards and flee to 

their country. 

‘Malwa was greatly compromised before her father and the warriors, 

some of whom suspected that out of love for one of the hostages the 

young princess had helped them escape. She was to be judged on her 

conduct if the hostages were not found and she would be given the 

punishment given to noble maidens who betrayed their race and her 

country. They were locked up in a temple-tower, consecrating their 

whole life to the worship of their god, without seeing any living being on 

Earth again. There were several of these unhappy hostages, and 

among them one who had a reputation for great wisdom, for which she 

was consulted behind bars and veils by those who were in difficult 

situations. 

‘Malwa went to consult her, and the woman, who had been confined 

for many years, replied: 

‘There is only one man who can save you from falling to the bottom 

of this Tower and he’s the Prince of Mathura. Send him your complaint, 

tell him that in your entrails there is a new being, and only he will have 

compassion on you. 

‘The unhappy princess, who had not revealed the secret of her state 

to anyone, was filled with astonishment when the recluse told her this, 

and she wept bitterly. 

‘—Your motherhood is not a crime — the recluse continued. 

‘Crime is committed by men who put a price on their daughters' 

hearts, and crime has been committed by the man who made you a 

mother and abandons you to your fate.’ 
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‘The iron shutter was closed before the weeping princess, who 

returned to her abode ready to carry out the order of the recluse. 

‘And a messenger from her went in search of Krishna with Malwa's 

message written on a piece of white linen, enclosed in a silver tube. 

‘The prince pondered all night about the strange crossroads that lay 

before him, and the next morning, he asked his grandfather for 

permission to take the daughter of the Maharaja of Golconda as his 

wife. 

‘And at once a convoy of sumptuous procession set out to petition 

Bicknuca for the hand of her daughter for the Crown Prince of Mathura. 

The horses of the convoy ran like the wind and arrived within only 

hours before Malwa was put on trial and sentenced to imprisonment. 

‘The Maharaja, pleased by the advantageous union, forgot his 

grievance, and his anger turned to jubilation because the kingdom of 

Mathura was one of the oldest and most powerful in the Deccan. 

‘Following the custom, he handed over his daughter to the 

procession, which locked her in a small gold and silk carriage without 

anyone seeing her face and transported her to Mathura where the old 

king and the prince were waiting for her. 

‘When the great popular festivities for the prince's marriage were 

over, his mother, Devanaguy, took his wife to the bridal chamber, and 

for the first time in his life, Krishna found himself alone with a woman. 

‘The unhappy woman threw herself at his feet to kiss them, because 

he had saved something more than her life: her honor. But Krishna, 

picking her up, made her sit next to her and spoke to her thus: 

‘Woman, I do not accuse you or recriminate you. I have nothing to 

forgive you because you are just a victim of human selfishness. I do as 

you have wanted, to save you. I adopt your son as if he were mine, so 

that he’s the heir of Mathura, but don’t ask me for a love that I have 

already given to the humankind that surrounds me. 

‘I will be happy with you, if you know how to be so discreet that 

everyone sees in you the faithful and honorable wife, dedicated to the 

love of her son, to the care of my mother and my grandfather. 

‘—And for you, oh, generous and good prince! Do you want nothing 

from me, that I give myself to you as a slave? —the young woman 

asked timidly. 

‘— Nothing! Keep loving the man who made you a mother, who 

perhaps moans in the greatest disconsolation for not having been able 

to wait for the arrival of his son. And if you want to give me something, 

bring your hand as an ally to work by my side for human equality in this 

land of slavery and injustice. 
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‘The princess took Krishna's outstretched hand with both of hers and 

told him with her voice trembling from a contained sob: 

‘—Ally to death, prince..., and forever! Those who think that you are 

not a man, but Vishnu incarnated to save men, are right. 

‘And Malwa burst into tears in such an anguished way that Krishna 

was deeply moved. 

‘—If you cry like that with such despair — he told her —I will regret 

having tied you to me with the bond of marriage, which will prevent you 

from going to meet the one you love. 

‘—I weep with gratitude for your sacrifice in my gift, since you, too, 

will not be able to take a wife to bear children for the throne of Mathura 

—replied Malwa, whose heart had almost forgotten the father of her 

child–.  

‘If he had loved me as I loved him, he would not have abandoned 

me, instead, he would have run away with me — she said to his savior 

when calm returned to her agitated spirit. 

‘Not even Devanaguy, mother of Krishna, ever knew the secret that 

died with themselves. And when the child was born, the old king of 

Mathura presented him to the people who could thus be sure that the 

Ugrasena dynasty would remain at the head of their country for a long 

time. 

Malwa kept her word as an ally and she became the mother of the 

mothers that were persecuted to take away their children, destining 

them for sacrifices. She identified herself with the thought and desire of 

Krishna to such an extent that her opponents said full of anger: 

‘—This bold and reckless prince joined the princess of Golconda 

because she was a mirror of his own image. 

‘The old king died when his glorious grandson was close to the third 

stage of age, that is, 25-year-old. And the boy from Malwa who was still 

in the first age-stage, was proclaimed heir to Krishna, the same day that 

Krishna was crowned King. And Bicknuca, Maharaja of Golconda, 

proclaimed his little grandson as heir also to his throne, by which the 

two greatest kingdoms of the Deccan were united in a strong and 

solemn alliance. 

‘If when he was only the heir, Krishna did such a great civilizing work 

in those countries, when he occupied the throne of his grandfather, his 

action extended enormously, because he had powerful allies beyond 

the Himalayas to the north, reaching the Urals to the northwest, and 

reaching Iran to the west. 

‘And since he knew that his life was short in the arcana of Atman, he 

associated all the acts of his government with the admirable woman 
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who was his ally, Malwa, so that she would be the guide of his son when 

he was placed on the throne. 

‘An immense peace spread like a soft, fresh wave, which made 

happy the peoples to whom the influence of that anointed king of Atman 

reached and filled the peoples with bliss and abundance. 

‘And then Krishna began his work of internal and spiritual order. To 

accomplish this, he opened houses of study and meditation where he 

thought it appropriate, and he placed them under the direction of the 

Kobda-Flamas of the Towers of Silence. 

‘And retiring himself on certain days and times, he wrote the 

admirable Bhagavad-Gita and the Upanishads, which is a collection of 

maxims of sublime morality, as the Bhagavad-Gita is a great treatise of 

the highest and most subtle spirituality.’ 

 

The Essene reader rolled up the papyrus because the sun was 

already setting behind the hills that enclosed Riblah in a circle of 

greenery. 

That reading had absorbed their souls in such a way that there was 

a long silence. 

—This was the Krishna that I had imagined! —the Servitor suddenly 

exclaimed. 

– What a false figure was that warrior Krishna, killer of men that his 

biographers have presented grotesquely! —Tholemi added. 

– What do you say, Yhasua? –asked the Servitor. 

—I say that he did as I would have done under equal conditions. 

—In everything? —asked Melchisedech. 

—Not in all —answered Yhasua firmly. —Because I would not have 

allowed myself to be crowned king, but once the peoples were pacified, 

I would have left Malwa with her son at the head and I would have 

retired to the Towers of Silence to devote the other half of my remaining 

life to matters of the soul. 

“Poor Prince Krishna, who all his life was like a vertigo of activity for 

others, while his soul had to cry without anyone hearing it! 

—He was happy to meet Malwa on his way, who so admirably 

supported him in his works as an apostle —said one of the Essenes. 

—As Yhasua found Nebai in his adolescence —added Tholemi, 

whose subtle clairvoyance had parted the golden veils of the Divine 

Enigma and had seen that Malwa and Nebai were the same spirit. 

 

Yhasua understood everything. The subtle veils that concealed the 

past vanished in the purple of that evening, and his mind was 
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submerged in an abyss of light in which Divine Wisdom whispered to 

the bottom of his soul: 

— “You are a flower of eternal light that turns on and off, that dies 

and are born, that comes and goes in various forms and means, until 

the end of the day marked by your Law.” 

The Essenes, who were reading his mind as clear as through clear 

glass, all said at once: 

—You’ve reached the end! Beyond the Uncreated Light, the Eternal 

Enigma, the Infinite Love! 

—It was time! —the young Master murmured softly, whose emotion 

was profound. 

 

The next day they continued reading the old papyri that made them 

know the true life of Krishna, prince of Mathura: 

The Essenian reader began like this: 

—'The merchants of living human flesh were the only ones who were 

dissatisfied and harmed in their insatiable accumulation of treasures at 

the cost of human lives. Almost all of them had retired to barbarian 

countries to spread their claws there and begin their robberies and 

crimes anew. 

‘And when Krishna was about to reach his third age, that is, 30-year-

old, Mathura was surrounded by a large mob of criminals armed with 

flaming axes and poisoned arrows, who shouted like madmen: 

‘—Hand over your king who has led us to misery and hunger, or you 

will all die burned by the flames or poisoned by our arrows. 

‘Men and women rushed to all the gates and walls to form an 

insurmountable defense of their beloved king, but because they were 

taken by surprise they found themselves in a disadvantageous situation 

to face that numerous mobs of criminals and savage tribes, who looked 

like demons escaped from the abyss where all the evils of the Earth 

nest like poisonous vipers. 

‘Krishna, after three days of meditation, assembled his Governing 

Council which was made up of representatives of each of the princes, 

their allies, by Malwa who represented Golconda and by his three 

disciples and confidants. One of the disciples was Adgigata who was 

the Asura (*means inspired by the holy scriptures). Another was 

Paricien, a close relative of his friend King Daimaragia, and the wisest 

philosopher and physician of his time. And Arjuna, called the seer for 

his clear vision of the astral and spiritual planes in certain cases. 

‘The young king wanted to surrender to that crowd of beasts hungry 

for his blood, so that they would not torment his faithful people. But his 
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Council was opposed, thinking that once Krishna disappeared, the 

disoriented people and the disorder, would end up ruining everything. 

‘The days passed, and each one of them marked several victims 

among the people of Mathura. And each victim drew a sob from the 

heart of Krishna that said: 

‘– They die for me! 

‘Malwa and his little son, who was already 10 years old, did not leave 

the king for an instant for fear that he would give himself up to his 

enemies. The intelligent and discreet princess had dispatched secret 

emissaries to her father since the beginning of the fight. She waited 

every day for the arrival of the brave warriors of Golconda who would 

save the situation. 

‘Meanwhile, separately, and also silently, Paricien had asked his 

relative, King Daimaragia of Calcutta, for help; Adgigata and Arjuna had 

as well requested help from two other allied princes, from Bombay and 

Rhanpur. And all of them, without disclosing their secret to anyone, 

waited. The only one who had not asked anyone for help was Krishna, 

who believed that the time had come to sacrifice himself for his people, 

to give an example of fraternal love and love of peace, which he had 

tried to impose as a sublime ideal on Earth. 

‘Mathura had been besieged for 52 days, and since they still had the 

necessary food, the people felt strong in resisting the surrender of their 

king. Its ferocious enemies howled like wolves around the strong 

natural walls formed by the jagged rocks of the Cardamom mountains 

on which it was built. 

‘Krishna, in constant contact with his people, exhorted them to be 

calm and made them understand that death meant nothing to him, if he 

was to bring them peace with it. 

‘—Without you, sir, we will be enslaved again, —they shouted at him. 

—Live, live, that’s the only way we’ll be happy. 

‘Suddenly numerous warrior hosts began to appear in all directions 

of the horizon, and they fell on the besiegers of Mathura as an 

avalanche. 

‘Over the hills that surrounded the ancient city to the east, the 

Golconda pavilion fluttered like a gigantic wing of blood and gold, and 

this only filled them with fear, because their warriors were considered 

the bravest of that time. Shortly after them, warriors from other countries 

began to arrive. 

‘The towers of the old fortress were filled with white flags, as if a flock 

of doves were fluttering over it. Then, through a loudspeaker, Princess 

Malwa's voice was heard saying: 
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‘—It is I who have called my father's warriors to defend my husband 

from the unjust and treacherous attack you have made on him. In his 

name I promise you forgiveness if you quietly retire to your homes. 

Otherwise, the warriors of Golconda will annihilate you completely. 

‘Frightful screams were heard on all sides saying: 

‘—Give us back our slaves and our women. Death to the foreigner 

woman! Death to the one who ran over our rights and reduced us to 

misery. 

‘Faced with such rude insults, the people lost all serenity and seeing 

that the warriors of Golconda descended from the hills like a human 

wave at full speed on their war steeds, the besieged climbed to the 

towers and battlements, to the tops of the trees and to all the highest 

places, and a shower of stones, arrows, burning torches, crossed in all 

directions. The voice of the prince again calmed his enraged people, 

and he said to the besiegers: 

‘—I don't know who you are. You can see well that you are defeated 

by the numerous warrior hosts of our allies. I give you 10 days to send 

me emissaries to peacefully resolve the problem of your claims with 

me. 

‘The besiegers retreated in disorder, and Mathura was surrounded 

by a forest of spears that gleamed in the last glow of the setting sun. 

‘Everyone was happy in the old city of Ugrasena; and people and 

warriors jubilantly gave themselves up to celebrate the triumph. Only 

Krishna suffered deep sadness in his heart. He had given as much of 

himself as a man animated with good will and counting on the means 

to make his fellow men happy, placed by the great Atman in the middle 

of his path. And even so, he saw with pain that even if he had given 

happiness to some, he had aroused deep hatred and rancorous 

aversion in others. And plunged into the silence of his darkened 

bedroom, he thought hour after hour: 

‘Where to find the happiness of men?’ 

‘His tutelary genius, the great Devas, his friends, who guarded from 

their high luminous planes the sacrifice of their companion, wove for 

him with the magical threads of Divine Light, a beautiful vision that filled 

his aching soul with clarity and peace: 

‘He saw a long scale of transparent crystal, which from the terrestrial 

plane was rising until it was lost from sight in the infinity of space of the 

Eternal Light. All the hues of the rainbow shone through its sharp 

transparency. It was divided into nine sections, and each of them 

radiated a different light over a long distance. And Krishna saw himself 

climbing the sixth flight of that radiant crystal ladder. 
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‘And an intimate voice that vibrated soundlessly in the depths of his 

being told him: 

‘– You are finishing the sixth journey, in which you have created 

justice and peace for humankind according to the Eternal Will. You 

have done what you should have done. On your ascent to the next step 

of that scale it will be revealed to you where you can find happiness for 

men, and all who follow your route will find it.’ 

‘When the serene and calm prince drew back the curtains of his 

window so that sunlight could enter through it, he saw little Shanyan, 

his adopted son, who climbed to the top of a corpulent magnolia tree, 

whose branches touched his window. He waited quietly with his 

bamboo flute in hand. Their eyes met and Krishna smiled at him affably. 

‘—What are you doing there? —he asked him. 

‘The boy did not answer, but began to play a beautiful melody that 

he had taught him since he was a child and told him: 

‘—This melody is called “I am looking for your love” and you will play 

it for everyone who has sadness in their soul. 

‘The good and just prince understood that the little boy had guessed 

his sadness and sought to cure him with the tender and sweet cadence 

of his flute. 

‘Krishna's pure and sensitive soul felt like a gentle wave of 

tenderness wash over him. He saw in the innocent and frank love of 

that creature, the love of all men who came to understand it, and 

stretching out his robust arms towards the magnolia tree, he took hold 

of its branches and drew them until he reached Shanyan's hand, which 

like an agile little bird from the jungles, jumped from branch to branch 

until he found himself in the arms of his father, who truly felt the 

happiness of that innocent love. 

‘– Have you seen how you have healed, father, with my bamboo 

flute? 

‘—Yes, my son, you have cured my sadness by telling me that you 

are looking for my love. Such you should do with all those who wear 

gray shadow in their eyes. Now come with me to the pavilion for the 

wounded, and we will see if there’s any way to relieve them. 

‘—I already went with my mother and we brought rations of bread 

and honey for everyone. There were none sad, that's why I didn't play 

on my flute. Only you were sad, father, and everyone knows that you 

carry sadness in your soul. 

‘—It’s that they made me king, my son, and no king can be happy in 

this land if he knows what’s the burden that he carries on his shoulders. 

What would you do if you were in my place? 
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‘– Me? Well, I would fill all the warehouses with dried fish, flour, and 

honey so that no one would be hungry. I would give everyone bamboo 

flutes to sing your favorite song and chase away the sadness. Isn't that 

how you make everyone happy? 

‘—Yes, my son, yes. But if men broke and trampled on your flute, 

and despised your fish, your flour, and your honey, what would you do? 

‘The child's light brown eyes seemed to be shadowed by an 

imperceptible haze of sadness and he answered: 

‘—If they break the flutes and reject the gifts, it will be because they 

are bad and like to seize what is not theirs. And then I would take a whip 

and whip them as the guards do in the moats of this fortress with the 

wild beasts when they rage against their keepers. 

‘—You would be a justiciary king —said Krishna. 

‘—I would. Bread and honey to those who are good and want the 

bamboo flute. Sadness and the whip for the bad guys who don't let 

others live in peace. 

‘– Poor thing! —said the good king caressing him. —May Atman fill 

your heart with nobility and goodness, so that you come to love even 

those who despise your bamboo flute. 

‘The 10 days that the prince gave to the malcontents passed and he 

waited in vain to see them come to expose his claims. The great feast 

of the people arrived when the king reached his third age; that is, he 

turned 30, and no adverse event came to disturb the celebration of that 

people who felt happy under the protection of their sovereign. 

‘And when his father-in-law Bisnuka, Maharajah of Golconda, felt 

himself dying, he called his heir to leave him crowned king. Krishna 

wanted Princess Malwa to take her son with them to receive the last 

wish of her father. And the convoy of the princess set out, guarded by 

a hundred archers. Krishna accompanied them on the first day and then 

returned to Mathura in the company of Arjuna, Paricien, and four 

archers forming a small group of seven knights on light steeds. But, 

coming to a crossroads in the gloomy mountain of trees and in the dim 

final light of sunset, he was cut off by a mob of eighty horsemen armed 

with axes, daggers, and arrows, howling like rabid wolves. Arjuna, who 

was the oldest and least suited to arms, rushed to Mathura to bring up 

a defense legion. The prince didn’t want to defend himself; but Paricien 

and the four archers quickly raised their spears and circled Krishna. 

‘—Let's see, what do you want that you howl like the beasts of the 

jungle? Didn't I give you a deadline to solve your problem? 

‘—We want no other solution than the immediate delivery of the 

2,600 women that you guard in the fortress and of the 40,000 slaves 
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that you have taken from us so that they may parade triumphantly 

through the cities and fields. 

‘—Follow me to Mathura and we'll talk there. Keep in mind that these 

slaves have been ransomed with gold from the royal coffers. You have 

received the gold with satisfaction and yet now you claim them. You act 

with manifest injustice and with such bad faith that you resemble 

criminals who assault honest people on the roads. 

‘– We don’t want any more philosophies that harm us! Sign an order 

here for slaves and women to be returned to us, and we’ll let you go 

freely on your way. 

‘– One moment! —Paricien cried desperately, fearing more than the 

mob of bandits, Krishna himself, who would allow nothing to be done to 

save him. And drawing him back from the archers, he said to him in a 

low voice: 

‘—Promise them that you will please them, to give time for Arjuna to 

return with the requested help. 

‘—What are you asking of me, my friend? That would be a lie out of 

weakness, out of fear of death. How can I promise that I will please 

them, when I know I shouldn't and never will? 

‘—Think that it would not be to save you from death, but for the 

salvation of those women, those children, and all those unhappy slaves. 

‘– It's my time, Paricien, it's my time! Happy me if I buy with my life 

the great gifts of Atman for humankind. I need you, Paricien, to help me 

die as you helped me live in the will of Atman. Come give me a hug, 

that will be the last. Paricien, sobbing deeply, hugged the prince who 

soon tore himself from his arms. 

‘—Go with him —he said to the archers —for I alone am enough to 

deal with these people. —And advancing towards the mob that was 

waiting for him with the bow ready, he crossed his arms over his chest 

and told them: – Shoot! 

‘– Do you refuse, then, to engrave your name at the bottom of this 

order? —shouted one of the bandits. 

‘—Yes, I refuse! –He answered them. 

‘—Look, you will die right here and in the same way we will assault 

the Fortress and we will hunt all our slaves and women like deer. 

‘– You have heard him!, —Krishna said to his people—. Go to take 

the necessary measures to avoid it. 

‘An archer came running off his horse. 

‘—We'll count to a hundred —one of the bandits proposed. –If in that 

time you do not sign your name, we will shoot our arrows. 

‘—You are wasting your time —the prince impassively replied. 



 593 

‘– Go, I said! – Krishna insisted again, addressing Paricien and his 

archers, who obeyed immediately, but only to enter a cave at the turn 

of the hill in front of where they were and stay there in observation.  

‘—Prepare your arrows and shoot against their four shooters before 

they do it against him! —Paricien said to his three archers. And when 

the one who counted among the bandits was about to reach a hundred, 

Paricien and his men shot arrows at the shooters who were to kill 

Krishna, and three of them fell dead, but the arrow shot by the fourth hit 

the target, and Krishna fell mortally wounded, uttering these sublime 

words: 

‘– Great Atman..., I have fulfilled your will! Lord, give me peace and 

love among men! 

‘Seeing three of their men dead, the bandits judged that Mathura's 

armies were coming and fled towards the Fortress, to assault it before 

they could defend it. 

Paricien and his people ran towards the prince who was still 

conscious. 

‘—My friend —he said —do not embitter my agony with your despair. 

It was time for my freedom and my peace. Think of Malwa and my son, 

and with Arjuna and Adgigata help her to occupy my place. 

‘—My King! —Paricien shouted with supreme anguish. —May 

Atman receive you in his light and his glory, and may you be the tutelary 

genius of the Deccan so that it does not return to darkness. 

‘Krishna weakly shook the hand of his friend, while his archers 

kissed his feet weeping bitterly. With the purple fire of sunset that gilded 

the landscape, his eyes were closed to material life to open those of his 

spirit to his glorious immortality. 

‘Paricien kept only one of the archers by his side and the other two 

were sent to warn the allied princes that they must prepare for defense, 

for the Red Serpent was ready to raise his crushed head again. 

‘And loading on his own horse the body of his king, he continued his 

way to Golconda, where the princess was with her son. 

‘King Bisnuka was still alive, and the sad event was hidden from him, 

until the embalming of the corpse was completed. The solemn funerals 

of the bonfires lit in a circle around the coffin were organized for seven 

consecutive days, after which, the coffin was strolled on a raft covered 

with flowers and torches on the Ganges, the sacred river, from whose 

waves, according to the tradition of the country, the Devas collected the 

pure soul of the just man who had died for the good of his fellow men. 

‘—I do not want my corpse to be taken for the adoration of men – 

the holy prince had written in his folders, and the Kobdas-Flames, in 
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agreement with Malwa and the three close friends, hid him very secretly 

in a great white rock of Bombay, attached to the Tower with the number 

49 on it. This was the one destined for the funerary pantheon of the 

mummies of the great masters of the very old Institution. 

‘And the princess Malwa covered that sacred tomb that kept the 

mummy of Krishna with the mantle of gold and diamonds that her father 

had ordered to weave with all the diamonds of Golconda, for when her 

daughter was crowned queen. 

‘—If one day –she said to her advisers– the countries that Krishna 

made happy, suffer scarcity and famine, their King keeps in the grave 

more than enough to feed the entire Deccan for 10 years. Now you 

know. 

‘And the cult Malwa had towards that great being who was for her 

more than her father and mother, because he was Vishnu incarnate, 

made her strong to govern the two most powerful kingdoms of that time: 

Mathura and Golconda, until her son reached legal age. 

‘The dynasties of Ugrasena and Bisnuka, united, maintained the 

justice and peace of Krishna for another three and a half centuries. 

‘After that, the selfishness of men began again to sow iniquity that 

slowly choked the good seed. But the living lamps of the Towers of 

Silence did not go out completely, and those little lights, a perpetual 

symbol of immortal faith and eternal love, will illuminate again the fields 

of humankind.’ 

 

Beneath this account were four names engraved with a burning awl: 

‘Adgigata, Patriarch of the Towers of Silence; Arjuna, Asura of the 

Kingdom of Mathura; Paricien, First Counselor; Malwa, Queen Mother 

of Mathura and Golconda. 

Two days after finishing the papyrus of the life of Krishna, the temple 

of Homer was inaugurated with great parties to which the old Menander 

invited the entire population of Riblah. He made them understand the 

meaning of that character, the greatest poet of the Greece of eternal 

light and beauty. And he waited for Arvoth to move his family there so 

that he himself, being Homer's priest, would consecrate Nebai as the 

new priestess. To her he would give the golden lute and the crown of 

laurel of gold and rubies that Eternal Greece had offered to his brilliant 

ancestor, when he was already paralyzed and blind on his deathbed. 

Old man Menander made to Yhasua, the Syrian Apollo, as he called 

him, the offering of his archive consisting of 270 major and 420 minor 

scrolls. He gave them a caravan of 10 mules with the necessary gear 

for transportation the archive. 
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He would follow them after he had performed the consecration of 

Nebai as Homer's priestess. 

A few days later, Yhasua and the Essenes undertook the return trip 

accompanied by Arvoth and the drivers of the small herd of mules that 

were carrying to Mount Tabor much of the history of humankind on 

planet Earth. 

And ten days later we find them already in the Sanctuary of Mount 

Tabor, whose vegetation, despite being exuberant and beautiful, 

seemed poor compared to the wonders of Lebanon, through whose 

hills and valleys they had let run the fantasy that dreamed there of 

Edenic places that were not from Earth. 

Through the pilgrim therapists, it was known in all the Essenian 

Sanctuaries that the Light-Man had returned from Mount Hermon 

bringing a priceless treasure, an Archive that would fill the existing gaps 

in the history of human evolution. 

And the Essenian Fraternity considered from that moment on the 

Elder Priest of Homer, Menander, as a benefactor who helped fulfill its 

sacred pact of keeping the light of Truth lit, entrusted at that time to the 

old Institution. 

—How much you've changed, Yhasua, on this trip you've made! —

Nebai told him when they met again for the first time next to the doves’ 

fountain. 

—It's true, Nebai, it's true! I myself observe this change. I don't know 

if for better or for worse. I have climbed to a plateau from which I see 

everything very different from what I saw before. 

“And something very intimate within my being is enlarging, widening 

almost to infinity, without me being able to prevent it. 

—You must be sick, Yhasua! —Nebai continued with great concern. 

—Your eyes don't seem to focus on anything and even your memory 

has faded. You don't even ask me about your friends at the Dobrath 

ruins, even though there was a wall that collapsed. 

—That's right, Nebai! Forgive me. Your thought came to me when 

that happened. At that time, I suffered a lot. Not now. 

—How?... Eleven wounded children and an elderly guardian..., 

dead! 

—Oh, Nebai!..., my dear Nebai. That is a small pain compared to all 

the pains of humankind. 

“Riblah, Riblah! Your silent gardens and your great lonely forests 

have sickened my soul forever and I can never have joy again. 

—Why, Yhasua, why? Life has beauties. Doing good is a beauty. 

Comforting the one who cries is a beauty. Loving is beautiful! Your 
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mother's love is beautiful, Yhasua!... The love of all of us who love you 

is beautiful!... Yhasua, Yhasua! You went with a heart full of life and you 

have returned with your heart almost dead!... 

And covering her face with both hands, the girl began to cry 

uncontrollably. 

 

Yhasua reacted to Nebai's unexpected pain, and approaching her 

tenderly, took her by the hand and led her to the fountain that was 

almost covered in flowers around its edges. 

—Sit here, Nebai, and listen to me. That way you will understand 

me. Did you see that caravan of mules loaded with bundles? 

—Yes I have seen it. Is that why you're sorry? 

—In those bundles, Nebai, I have learned all the pains of 

humankind. I have met them too soon. I'm not even 18 yet, and I already 

feel like I'm 30. 

“And after knowing many things that I did not know, I ask: Where can 

we find happiness for the human heart? 

—Look, Yhasua; I know nothing compared to what you know; but I 

calmly think that Divine Justice gives each one according to what he 

deserves. And if this Justice gives you and me what we need, the 

warmth of a home, of a family, and still adds the satisfaction of doing 

the good we can for those who deserve it. Why do we have to suffer 

pain that is perhaps a well-deserved punishment for evils that we are 

unaware of? 

“You ask where to find joy for the human heart? I believe in giving 

each one their part. For example, you have parents like me. Their 

happiness will surely be in seeing us happy with our good deeds. 

Yhasua, I know what is going on in your heart! 

“I imagine that you have climbed to a very high peak, and you have 

seen in a single glance all the pain that there is in all humankind. 

“But since we do not have the power to remedy everyone, let us 

avoid the pain of those around us, starting with family, friends, those 

who cross our path. And if we try to arouse these same feelings of 

commiseration in others, we will widen more and more the circle of 

those who can be relieved and consoled. 

“On the other hand, if we allow ourselves to be crushed by all human 

pain, we ourselves will be a pain for those who love us. 

“Your mother, Yhasua, your sweet mother, what would she feel in 

her heart if she saw you as I saw you when I arrived here this 

afternoon? 
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—Oh, Nebai!..., what good angels are blowing in your ear those soft 

words? Speak up, Nebai! Speak that you are healing all the wounds of 

my heart. 

—But tell me, how is it that your teachers have allowed you to suffer 

like this without any relief? They who are a balm for everyone, have 

they not been a balm for you? 

—Don't blame them, Nebai. They have not been able to avoid it. I've 

seen more than they wanted me to see. 

“And it’s true that everything has its time. It was not yet time for me 

to climb to that summit and look down. I’m still a young man and I have 

thought I could bear what a virile man would bear. 

“Thank you Nebai! In your innocence as a child, you have taught me 

a great lesson. It’s not yet time for me to feel all the pains of humankind. 

An angel of God has inspired you Nebai! Here's a young man who 

wants to remedy human pain and begins by causing you, poor girl, the 

greatest pain you've ever had in your life! Poor mother of mine, if I had 

reached her in the state that I have reached you! 

“Oh, Nebai!... Today you have been the ray of Divine Light that has 

illuminated my heart in shadows! 

“You are a girl, and you have spoken the truth. Once again, the 

scripture that says: "God speaks sometimes through the mouth of 

children" is fulfilled. 

 

And from the high peak of the future Redeemer of a humankind, 

Yhasua, with that docile and subtle complacency typical of great souls, 

descended to the plain of green grass and tiny flowers, to get in tune 

with the simple and pure souls that surrounded him. He was once again 

the naive, affable, and very tender adolescent Yhasua that we had 

known up to now. And he gave himself up to thinking, not of immense 

pain that he could not avoid, but of the pure and beautiful joys that he 

could bring to others. 

—Nebai, do you know that I bring three nests of nightingales from 

Lebanon? 

– Really? They say there aren't any here like those! 

—One for you, one for my mother, and one for a girl I barely know, 

but who gave us a basket of fruit when we were really thirsty. 

—You see, Yhasua, how many joys you bring with you, and you only 

thought about the pain! –Nebai exclaimed, content and happy to find in 

her childhood friend the same one she had seen before the long trip. 
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End of Volume 1 
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Maps of the Time of Yhasua 
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The Bird of Paradise 
To Mrs. Josefa Rosalía Luque Álvarez  

with all the love of her husband 

A bird of paradise descended, carrying in her feathers the color of 

the snow and, the color of the rainbow, when her wings were spread. 

As she perched on the ground, she sought shelter from loneliness 

and sadness, finding a corner among brooks and honeysuckle. 

She knew that she should not go outside, because eaglets, birds 

of prey and even sparrows would try to snatch her plumage to dress 

with them, jealous of her colors. 

Wandering around her small earthly paradise she observed the sky 

embroidered with stars at night, and by day, the light in nature, which 

manifested with its thousand colors. 

In her little inebriated heart of such beauty arose a song to 

Light, to Love, and to Nature. 

Without her noticing, her plumage was more and more pure 

and its colors more and more brilliant. 

Jungle dwellers flocked to her crystalline singing. 

The bird of Paradise did not mind whether they were small or 

large, giving herself to all equally, offering them the harmony of 

her singing. 

Some, amazed at this symphony; fell in love with her and 

made the effort of learning how to achieve inner harmony. 
Most of them, after seeing the inhospitable place, without 

mirrors on which to reflect, saw what their eyes could see, and 
heard what their ears could hear: "nothing”. 

The day came when the Bird of Paradise flew away, back to 
its sky, made up of a thousand colors and harmonies. 

The mockingbird remained rehearsing its song and the 
singing was joined by birds from others lands that were reached 
by the song and harmony of the Bird of Paradise. 

With effort, rehearsing the learned song, they try to reach 
inner harmony, so that their song is crystalline, and they can 
teach other birds the song and harmony of the Bird of Paradise. 

Hugo Jorge Ontivero Campo 
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Sketch of the Author  
of Mrs. Josefa Rosalía Luque 

Álvarez “Mamina” for 
her close friends 

 

Short in stature, thin body, she kept her clothing’s length to the 

ankle and the simplicity in all of her. 

Without adornment and makeup, she combed her long hair 

back, ending in a bun at the nape of her neck, covering her head 

with her bonnet. 

She with large, black eyes, a loyal, sincere, soft look, in which 

there were no folds. 

Of delicate, slender hands, long slender fingers, made for prose 

and poetry. 

Of soft and slow voice. She had a fast walk, those who 

accompanied her had to speed up her steps. 

Of cordial and affective treatment. 

In the privacy of her bedroom-desk, in the hours of solitude and 

silence, she wrote in notebooks handmade by herself, what has 

become known as the "Work of the Universal Christian Fraternity." 

These manuscripts are protected from deterioration or handling. 

She knew how to face, with all serenity, the impertinence and 

arrogance of the unconscious, giving short and simple answers, 

with such logic that she disarmed more than one brute, even 

though the procession was inside. 

She complied in my eyes and human sense with her own Law 

to carry out the Work, against winds and tides, enduring fierce 

storms without giving up her pact with the Divine Master. Being the 

Love of Him and for Him, the support of her inner and outer anguish 

and solitude. 

Reflect that she, in her Work, brought the Christ back to Earth, 

just as we feel it living in our hearts. 

With all love. 

 

Hugo Jorge Ontivero Campo 

– Legal depositary, collaborator, and husband of the writer. 



 603 

Josefa Rosalía Luque Álvarez – Biography 

 

 
 

She was born in the city of Villa del Rosario, province of 

Córdoba, Argentine Republic, on March 18, 1893. Her parents 

were Mr. Rafael Eugenio Luque and Mrs. Dorotea Álvarez. She 

was educated at the College of the Discalced Carmelites in the city 

of Córdoba. 

Based since 1932, on an island in the Buenos Aires delta in the 

town of Tigre, it founded the "Universal Christian Fraternity" school 

in 1938. Its foundations are internal cultivation for "self-knowledge" 

and the intimate union with the Divinity through meditation together 

with good thinking, feeling, and acting. 

The tetralogy of the Work is the basis of spiritual, moral, and 

ethical knowledge. 

A writer with an agile pen, with the wings of a condor, she went 

up the terrestrial planes until she settled in the abode of those 

chosen by the Eternal Law to open the veils of the Archive of Light, 

where the evolution of each particle of divine spark, emanated from 

the Great Universal Everything, is engraved with fiery tracings. 

What did her enlightened mind see? She witnessed a 

Formidable Apocalypse when an Archangel lifted before her the 

bridal veil of the Invisible Magician of Heaven, revealing the glories, 

triumphs, struggles, self-denials, sufferings, and splendors of the 
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death of the lovers of Love and Justice for an Ideal of human 

liberation! 

What else? The lives of the divine missionaries who cleared the 

fields of weeds, opened furrows for the sowing of Brotherly Love in 

the souls that would be in charge of making it bear fruit one 

hundredfold. 

And finally? The messianic lives of an Archangel from the 

Seventh Heaven of Loving-Beings, who, leaving his abode of 

peace and love, descended to the terrestrial planes to mingle with 

the little souls unaware of their destiny. And so that those of us who 

wanted to stop being souls wallowing in the mud of our own 

passions, of unsatisfied desires, of selfishness that were forming 

scourges and staining the garment that covers us, could cling to his 

hand, to his cloak. 

All that! Much more! She saw in that brilliant and limpid mirror 

like no other and descending in rapid flight, but with deep pain, she 

transferred to paper everything that her mind saw, and her heart 

felt. 

To you, dear reader, is offered with all love, what her love 

created through more than 30 years of writing: "Origins of the 

Adamic Civilization", "Moses", "Eternal Harps -" Summits and 

Plains”. As well as small spiritual jewels such as: “The Hidden 

Garden”, “Paraphrase of the Imitation of Christ”, “Evening Lilies”, 

and “Cineraria”. 

In the reading of her manuscripts, which began approximately 

in the year 1932 and ended in the month of June of the year 1965, 

I ask you to do so with the sincerity of one who seeks the Truth, the 

Light, and the Love. 

If at the end of it your heart found what it longed for, raise a 

prayer to the Most High in eternal gratitude and to the everlasting 

love of your love reflected on your fellow men. 

In this way, we will fulfill in ourselves the Ideal of our Divine 

Guide and Instructor: Love God above all things and your neighbor 

as yourself. 

The transcriber of the Archives of Light left her terrestrial abode 

on July 31, 1965. 

                           Hugo Jorge Ontivero Campo 
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Works of the Universal Christian Fraternity 

Josefa Rosalia Luque Alvarez 

 

 

 

"Origins of the Adamic Civilization" 

Abel's life 

 

"Moses" 

The Seer of Sinai 

 

"Summits and Plains" 

Life of Yhasua of Nazareth Apostles and Friends 

 

"Golden Key: Seven Portals" 

The Masters 

 

"For you" 

The Hidden Garden 

Paraphrase of the Imitation of Christ  

Lilies from my Garden 

Cineraria Evening Lilies 

 

E-mail: 
alboradacristiana@gmail.com 
alboradacristiana@elcristoes.net 

 

Webs: 
http://www.fraternidadcristianauniversal.com 
http://www.fraternidadcristianauniversal.net 
http://www.elcristoes.net/fcu 
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